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Part 1

 


1946

 



Chapter 1

 


Palestine

‘How the hell are we going
to get out of the village?’ Tilly stared at Levi in horror.
‘Perhaps we can just keep out of his way?’

‘The village is too small to
hide us and presumably Ezra will want to show off his latest
recruits.’ Levi drew his weapon. ‘I think this might be the end
Tilly.’

Tilly was about to answer
when the door opened and Ezra came in, Kessel close
behind.

‘What the hell are you doing
bringing a fucking Nazi here?’ Tilly reacted quicker than anyone,
drew her gun and aimed at Kessel.

Heinz stared at her in total
disbelief. ‘You…’

He didn’t get any further
before Ezra stepped in front of him, glaring at Tilly. ‘What the
hell are you talking about?’

‘He’s a Nazi, I’ve been
chasing him all round Europe. We heard he’d come here so we came
after him.’

Kessel had recovered his
wits. ‘She’s a British spy Ezra. Don’t believe anything she
says.’

Tilly nodded, her hand still
raised. ‘Yes, I am and my job has been to arrest this man for war
crimes.’ She was about to add about the children in England but
didn’t get a chance.

‘He is also responsible for
developing a biological weapon that was intended to wipe out the
enemy thus allowing Germany to win the war and carry on killing
Jews. We destroyed the weapon and killed the scientist, but we
heard he was coming here to find another scientist who could make
some more or make something even more dangerous. What the hell are
you doing working with him?’

Kessel stared at Levi in
shock then quickly recovered. ‘You should let me kill them. They
are here working for the British to stop you getting your
independence.’

‘No, we came here to find
you and to stop you making the terrible mistake of working with the
Nazis.’ Tilly met Ezra’s gaze without flinching. Ezra stared back
trying to work out who was telling the truth. He spun around and
faced Kessel but carried on speaking to Tilly. ‘What’s his real
name?’

‘Heinz Kessel, he was
military intelligence amongst other things.’ Tilly answered
quickly.

‘She’s lying.’ Kessel could
see Ezra was veering towards believing Tilly. Ezra glanced back at
Tilly hoping to see whether she was telling the truth in her eyes
just in time for Kessel to lash out, knocking Ezra towards Tilly
who lost her balance and fell into Levi blocking his aim. Before
Levi could fire Kessel had gone out of the door and was racing
towards the truck.

‘Quick! We need to get him.’
Levi started towards the door then stopped as he saw Ezra’s gun. He
took a breath and tried to speak calmly. ‘You’re looking at the
wrong target Ezra. Do you really want to let a Nazi war criminal
escape?’

‘Levi’s right. He’s getting
away!’ Tilly cried out in frustration, but Ezra shook his head. He
needed to get to the bottom of this. A he motioned that they sit
down and put their hands on their heads, Tilly glanced at Levi in
despair. Her quick reactions had probably saved them but they had
lost another opportunity to arrest Kessel and prosecute him for war
crimes.

 


*******

 


Fort Walton, Florida

‘Jesus Christ Nora, what the
fuck have you done?’ Cliff came running out of the diner and slowed
down in front of the now stationary car, stared at the shattered
windscreen, the blood and detritus splattered on the glass, and
then carefully reached out, pushing her arms down so the gun was
pointing at the road. ‘I’m going to check he’s dead Nora,
ok?’

Nora stared blankly at him
and then slowly nodded. Her heart was racing, she felt dizzy and
sick but she still held onto the weapon, although it was no longer
pointing at the car. Cliff edged forward and quickly checked the
inside of the vehicle before straightening up and moving back
towards her. A crowd was gathering and he could hear sirens. ‘He’s
dead. Give me the gun Nora before the police get here.’

Nora focused her gaze on him
and then slowly handed over the weapon just as the police car slid
to a halt and two officers leapt out, weapons drawn and began
yelling at her to put her hands up and kneel down.

 


*******

 


Berlin

‘I can’t move to Moscow. I’m
sorry Harald.’ Eva tried to ignore her trembling limbs, took a deep
breath and raised her eyes to meet his. The fury in them was enough
to make her shrink back against the large bureau in the corner, but
she knew she couldn’t change her mind.

‘For heaven’s sake Eva, do
you really think Linus is still alive? If he was, don’t you think
he would have come back for you by now!’ Harald yelled at her. For
a brief moment he wondered if someone had told Eva that Linus had
been in the Soviet sector the previous year. What other reason
would she have for wanting to stay here?

Eva shook her head and spoke
more calmly than she felt. ‘I am sure you’re right Harald, but what
about my brothers and my family? They might release Claus soon and
my parents could still be alive. If I leave here they will never be
able to find me. I have to stay in Berlin.’

‘You’re grasping at straws.’
Harald slammed his fist on the table making her jump. He turned
away and tried to control his anger. He couldn’t afford to lose his
temper or he might let slip that Konrad was also still alive or
that he now knew her parents had survived, as had Anton. Her
younger brother had been badly injured by the blast and had lost an
arm, but when Eva had last seen him and been sure he was dead he
had only been knocked unconscious. The soldiers had taken him to a
hospital where they had saved his life, and now he was in the same
camp as his parents. Harald still had no real idea why he hadn’t
told Eva that her family had all survived. Initially he had kept it
quiet because he wanted her to need him, to only have him to rely
on but now he was pleased he had kept the news to himself. If Eva
knew all her family were alive she would definitely refuse to come
to Moscow with him.

‘Yes Harald I know…’ Eva
took a deep breath. ‘But I have to hang onto the possibility. You
must understand that surely?’

‘You’re being ridiculous and
you’re ruining my future.’ Harald glared at her. ‘Can’t you see the
truth you stupid woman? Germany is finished, look around you. We
lost the war. We are lucky to be alive, lucky to have food, I am
lucky to have work, but for how long? Do you really think the
Soviets are going to let Germany rise up out of the ashes so they
can become a threat again? I have to prove I am loyal to them now
or we will lose everything. Is that what you want for
Timm?’

Eva looked horrified and
shook her head. ‘No of course not.’

‘Then stop being so bloody
stupid and let’s move on with our lives, forget the past and start
a fresh life somewhere new.’

Eva stared at him and shook
her head slowly. A red mist swum before his eyes and Harald took a
step towards her, his hand raised.

‘No!’ Eva screamed and burst
out. ‘I can’t come to Moscow with you to live because I can’t face
being surrounded by Russians every day, not after what they did to
me.’ Tears ran down her cheeks and she made no attempt to stop
them. ‘I’m sorry… I’m so sorry…’ She slumped down onto the floor,
her sobs filling the room.

Harald stared at her in
shock, his anger gone as suddenly as it had appeared. ‘No… don’t
cry please. I’m sorry. I never… that didn’t occur to me. Eva… I am
so very sorry, please forgive me, I wasn’t thinking.’ He knelt down
beside her and tentatively reached out a hand. ‘Eva please… just
forget about Moscow, we’ll stay here.’

There was no answer, but he
could feel her shaking. ‘Eva, please darling… forget it. We’ll stay
here, I promise.’

This time she answered. ‘You
mean it?’ She peered at him through her lashes but he could just
make out that she had stopped crying and he could feel her body was
no longer trembling. For a brief moment Harald wondered if she was
lying, then he forced the thought away. He was only thinking that
because he lied all the time. Eva wasn’t like him, she was honest,
that was why he loved her so much. ‘Yes… yes, of course Eva. I just
want you to be happy my love.’ He brushed her tears away with his
hand then reached into his pocket and pulled out a handkerchief.
‘Here, wipe away your tears my darling and forget I ever suggested
it. I can’t believe I was so thoughtless.’ He leant towards her,
his lips brushing against hers. Eva forced herself to respond,
anything to stop him asking more questions, even if it did mean
pretending something she didn’t feel. Not that she hadn’t had
plenty of practice lately. She closed her eyes, made appropriate
noises and hoped he couldn’t tell that she had lied to him. Or had
she?

The thought of only ever
seeing Russians around her was enough to send her pulse racing and
make her feel sick, but that wasn’t the only reason she didn’t want
to move to Moscow. She couldn’t let go of the idea that her parents
were alive somewhere and that Claus would eventually be released.
It was too soon to give up on all of them, Linus included. Germany
was still chaotic, as was most of Europe and anything could happen.
If she moved away and her parents or Claus or even Linus came
looking for her, they might think she was dead and give up. Just as
she wasn’t prepared to give up her dream of being reunited with
them, she was also sure that Harald would not want her seeing her
parents or Claus or Linus again so if they moved away the chances
were that he would make it hard for them to find her. Only Eva
couldn’t say that to him so she had said the first thing that come
into her mind and fortunately it appeared to have
worked.

 


*******

 


Rotterdam

Having expected Rotterdam to
be boring Bill had gone ashore intending to spend the evening
getting drunk and, if he was lucky, finding himself a woman he
didn’t have to pay for. He had been invited to a party at one of
the Dutch sailor’s homes and unable to think of a suitable excuse
he had decided to stay for a while and then disappear into the town
and find a good bar to get drunk in. Unfortunately, he couldn’t
escape from a middle aged woman, some relative of the sailor, who
seemed to have taken a shine to him. Bill was just about to throw
caution to the wind and say something rude when he changed his mind
and decided it wasn’t polite to upset his host and he certainly
didn’t want to start a fight, especially when everyone else seemed
to be enjoying themselves. He was resigning himself to having to
endure her attention a little longer when a voice whispered in his
ear ‘You look really bored.’

Bill jumped and spun in the
direction of the voice and immediately brightened up. Forgetting
his good intentions not to upset anyone he turned his back on the
middle aged woman and smiled at the two stunning ladies in the
early twenties who were regarding him with some
amusement.

‘Hello, I think my evening
just got better.’

‘I’m Bertie and this is my
friend Nelke.’

‘Bill, Bill Young. I’m on
the troopship Manxman.’

‘Let’s go out in the garden,
shall we?’ Bertie was leaning towards him and his gaze was drawn to
her blouse, the top button undone revealing a reasonable amount of
cleavage.

‘And Nelke?’

‘Oh we do everything
together, don’t we?’ Bertie turned to Nelke who nodded and smiled
at Bill.

‘Yes, absolutely
everything.’

Bill felt himself growing
hot and he grinned. ‘I’ll get us some more drinks then shall
I?’

‘That sounds perfect Bill.
We’ll be waiting for you in the garden.’ He watched as they headed
towards the garden and grinned. Perhaps the evening wouldn’t be
such a waste of time after all.

 


*******

 


Palestine

‘You lied to me.’ Ezra
glared at them.

‘Yes we did, but not because
we wanted to stop your fight for freedom but because we wanted to
stop you making the catastrophic mistake of working with a Nazi.
What do you think that would have done to your credibility?’ Tilly
didn’t give Levi a chance to speak.

Ezra eyed her suspiciously.
‘Then you aren’t British Intelligence?’

It was Levi who answered.
‘We are. I know we should probably have told you the truth but if
we had you wouldn’t have believed us. Although we are British
intelligence, we’re not here for them. The rest of what I said is
true as well. Kessel really was planning to release a biological
weapon and we stopped that before the end of the war, but we
received information that he was coming here so we
followed.’

‘And all the time we’re
standing here he’s getting away. Who do you think is likely to be
the target of any new biological weapons he develops?’ Tilly
pleaded. ‘Please let us get him. Send some of your men with us if
you like but stop wasting precious time.’

Ezra licked his lips and
slowly lowered his weapon. ‘I’ll come with you.’ Tilly breathed a
sigh of relief and hurried towards the door, followed closely by
Levi. Her heartrate was slowly returning to normal and she didn’t
look at Levi, not wanting to risk giving anything away.

Levi ignored the approaching
men, jumped into the jeep and started the engine as Tilly leapt in
beside him. Ezra stopped to speak to the men who pointed towards
the city. He climbed in the back. ‘He was heading towards
Jerusalem.’

‘Easier to get lost there
than if he headed up into the hills.’ Levi muttered as the vehicle
sped off. ‘Do you know where we was staying?’

Ezra shook his head. ‘No, I
picked him up outside one of the hotels, but he wasn’t staying
there, I checked.’ He felt the unspoken question. ‘I like to know
who I am working with.’ He sighed. ‘I can’t believe I didn’t know
he was a Nazi.’

Tilly turned towards him.
‘Don’t be too hard on yourself. He’s been doing this for years.’
She hesitated and then asked the question that had been bothering
her. ‘Why were you working with him?’

Ezra didn’t answer for a
moment then he shrugged. ‘He said he could get us weapons. I
assumed he meant guns…’ He shook his head in disbelief. ‘Do you
really think he meant biological weapons?’

‘Would you have used them if
he offered them to you?’ Levi asked before Tilly could say
anything.

Ezra looked horrified. ‘Of
course not, what do you take me for?’

Levi glanced at Tilly before
speaking. ‘What do you think?’

‘He must have had a reason
for wanting to work with you?’ Tilly turned to face Ezra. ‘It
couldn’t have just been to help you win independence. That doesn’t
make sense. Kessel doesn’t do anything without a good reason. We’re
missing something.’

‘Perhaps he just wanted to
cause the British trouble in some kind of revenge for destroying
his weapon?’ Ezra suggested.

Both Tilly and Levi shook
their heads. ‘He might want to get revenge on Britain but getting
you independence wouldn’t really do that. Most of the British
population think you should have your own state anyway and if you
succeed that will allow the British to pull its troops out which is
something they probably want anyway.’

Tilly nodded. ‘I agree.’ She
frowned and thought hard. ‘Did he want to meet anyone or for you to
take him anywhere particular?’ She saw Ezra’s confusion. ‘If he is
trying to recreate his biological weapon he will need to find
someone who is capable of doing that.’

Levi glanced at her,
confusion in his eyes, before refocusing on the narrow winding
road. There was nothing to suggest Kessel was looking for a Jewish
scientist, that was something he had made up to get them out of
trouble and Tilly knew that. Then he remembered how they had also
pretended Kessel was in Palestine and bizarrely that had turned out
to be true.

Ezra was shaking his head.
‘I can’t think of anything or anyone I know that could help him.
I’m sorry. Perhaps you are wrong?’

Tilly shrugged. ‘Maybe.’ She
stared ahead, her thoughts on the last couple of hours. What the
hell was Kessel up to?

 


*******

 


English Channel

Bill glanced down at the
photograph of Bertie and Nelke and smiled. He had just spent the
most enjoyable few days he could remember. If only he could keep
those memories in his head instead of the others, they would make
wonderful dreams. Unfortunately, his brain would insist in thinking
about other things, events that weren’t so pleasant.

He replaced the photo in his
pocket and thought back to the files he’d found and that were now
in Francis’ hands. It was driving him completely mad not knowing
what was happening with them. The only thing that had kept him
going was the thought that at least he was busy on the troopship
and by the time he was back ashore Francis should have some news
for him. His other problem was that the nightmares that had started
up again and he was exhausted from too little sleep. Last night had
been the worse yet, despite trying to concentrate on his few days
with Kattje and Nelke before drifting off to sleep. Having woken up
sweating and terrified from one bad dream he had dozed off again
almost immediately and returned to almost the same point at which
he’d woken up. This time he had been holding his breath and he’d
sat up so quickly he had banged his head on the upper bunk waking
his crew mate who had shouted abuse at him. Bill had not dared go
back to sleep again and had spent the rest of the night laying on
his back staring at the upper bunk and willing himself to think of
anything other than his dead friends, sinking ships, blood curling
screams and warning shouts, Stukas diving relentlessly their
shrieking filling the air and deafening him.

‘Hope you’re not planning on
waking me up again tonight!’ Mick Saunders was a few years younger
than Bill, had joined the Royal Navy as a conscript a few months
earlier and had not seen any action. Knowing Bill and most of the
other sailors had served during the whole war made him feel
inferior and the chip on his shoulder made him unnecessarily
aggressive, as if he had something to prove.

Bill took a breath, clenched
his fists and fought hard against the overwhelming temptation to
knock Mick into the Channel. ‘Sorry mate… won’t happen again.’ He
picked up his tool box intending to move further down the deck,
away from irritating little men with axes to grind.

‘Would have thought you were
a bit old for bad dreams.’ Mick laughed. ‘Moaning really loudly you
were, not to mention squirming around like a kid. So did the bogy
man get you?’

Bill was almost unaware that
the other sailors around him had fallen silent. He stopped dead and
took a step towards Mick, the heavy metal toolbox still in his
hand. Then he remembered he wanted to go ashore as soon as they hit
port so he could telephone Francis. He didn’t need any trouble. He
forced himself to smile. ‘Nah… I got away this time.’ He held
Mick’s eyes for several seconds and then turned away.

Mick frowned. He had been
sure Bill would rise to the bait. ‘So what were you dreaming about
then?’

Bill stopped and spun back
to face him, his heart pounding, a red mist slowly descending...
‘Leave it mate, he’s not worth it.’ One of the older sailors called
out. Bill ignored him but the red mist began to dissipate and his
breathing returned to something resembling normal. He took another
step until he was within easy reach of Mick and gave a cold smile.
He glanced around at the watching men and then back at
Mick.

‘Well, if you really want to
know I’ll tell you although I’m not sure you’re intelligent enough
to understand. I have the same dream quite frequently, so often
that sometimes I don’t want to go to sleep. Not because I am afraid
of the bogey man as you so charmingly put it. The bogey man is a
myth. My dreams are about things that really happened. While you
were safe at home, being looked after mummy I was fighting a war
and in my dreams I am still fighting that war.’ There was total
silence and Bill was pleased to see a flush of embarrassment
spreading across Mick’s face. He was tempted to stop, but for some
reason he needed this young prat to know what he’d gone through, he
needed to let the other sailors know what he’d experienced. Maybe
they too had nightmares…

He took a breath. ‘I was
dreaming that my ship had just been torpedoed again and I was
adrift in the freezing cold sea trying to see over the massive
waves to find something to hold onto so I didn’t drown.’ Bill was
no longer standing on the deck of the SS Manxman, he was fighting
for his life in the icy water, he began talking in a monotone, as
if in a trance, his narrative switching from the past to the
present tense. ‘All around me there’s burning oil…the sea is on
fire, the flames being fanned by the strong winds and the terrible
screaming, it’s all I can hear.’ He put his hands over his ears but
continued talking. ‘I recognise some of them, they’re my friends,
the rest are from other ships the Krauts have sunk. I can see
dismembered arms and legs floating around me…’ He fell silent for a
second and then ‘I can see a U-Boat surfacing, they’ll start
shooting at us soon... maybe that’s better than drowning…’ He shook
his head. ‘No, I don’t want to die…not yet, I must swim to the
shore. I can do that, I know I can reach safety.’ He shuddered
violently, his eyes closed. ‘Shit, I can hear the fucking Stukas
coming back… they’re diving now… that dreadful shrieking noise from
their engines… I can feel the bullets from their machine guns
ricocheting off the water. I have to get below the surface, away
from the bullets. No, no, I need to surface again or I’ll drown.
I’m out of breath, I’m drowning… unable to breathe, the water’s
closing in over my head.’ Bill stopped suddenly, opened his eyes
and looked around in shock. He was surrounded by sailors watching
and listening to him in silence. Bill stared at Mick who was ashen
then turned away. He took another breath. ‘Was that enough detail
for you?’

He slammed the tool box down
on the deck and strode off leaving behind him a stunned
silence.

 


 


 



Chapter 2

 


London

Francis was about to go to
bed when the telephone rang. He was exhausted and the temptation to
ignore it was almost overwhelming, but duty took over and he
changed his mind, sighed loudly and reluctantly picked it up.
‘Marshall.’ When the operator explained that it was an overseas
call from America Francis paled. He waited anxiously for the call
to be connected and then he listened carefully for several moments
before relaxing slightly. He thought carefully and then spoke.
‘Make sure she doesn’t say anything until the lawyer arrives. You
know the background story so please make sure the police know that
too. Keep me informed.’ He replaced the receiver and slumped back
in the chair. Thank goodness Nora was alright although he hadn’t
expected her to take things into her own hands in quite the way she
had. He shook his head, a slight smile on his face. He had
underestimated Nora, she would have made a good agent and then her
life would have taken a very different path, if she’d survived of
course. Francis sighed. He was lucky in that Tilly, Jacob and Levi
had all emerged through the war reasonably unscathed, now he needed
to make sure Nora survived too. He glanced at the clock. There was
no point contacting Bill or Nora’s parents in the middle of the
night. He would grab a couple of hours sleep and then head up to
Warrington.

 


*******

 


Sde Dov Airport,
Palestine

Heinz Kessel climbed aboard
the small aeroplane and breathed a sigh of relief as the aircraft
took off. Thank goodness he’d had the foresight to set up a quick
exit route from Palestine. The aeroplane would take him to Haifa
and then he could cross the border into Lebanon and head for Beirut
where he would be safe and could plan his next move. He clenched
his fists in fury and thought back to the shock of seeing Tilly in
Palestine of all places. What on earth was she doing there? Was she
looking for him or was it a coincidence? Not for the first time he
wondered just how much Tilly knew about his operation in England.
He thought hard and then realised she probably didn’t know anything
because if she had she would have said something when she had him
in her gun sights. Her Jewish companion had not held back about the
biological weapon. At least he now knew for certain that the weapon
was completely destroyed. But how on earth had they known he would
be here searching for a scientist? Even more important did they
know his name? Kessel shook his head and stared out of the small
porthole at the city of Jerusalem spread out below. He would have
to send someone else to look for Friedmann now. It would have to be
someone he trusted absolutely. Heinz began searching mentally
through the colleagues that he knew had survived the collapse of
the Third Reich and gradually ticked them off until there were only
three left. As far as he knew both Eichmann and Mengele had
escaped, but both were high on the list of wanted war criminals at
the moment and even if they agreed to go to Jerusalem it would be
much too dangerous. Although the British were still restricting
entry into Palestine of the survivors of the camps, both men were
too well known and in danger of being recognised by the Jews. It
would have to be his third choice, a man no one knew. It would mean
bringing him out of England and away from his British operation,
but that might be a good idea as it would close down any connection
with him. Heinz would also change his own plans and stay away from
Halford Manor for longer than he originally intended. That way his
plans for the future should remain secret, and once the dust had
settled he would be able to act. Heinz let out a long sigh. His
plans had been long term anyway, because he had always known that
was the only way to succeed in creating the thousand year Reich his
Führer had dreamt of. Another few years wouldn’t make that much
difference.

 


*******

 


Halford Manor

Clarissa ate her breakfast
slowly, and wondered how Jacob was getting on. When she’d come
across the piece of paper covered with German names and other
estates and then realised that at least three of them had also been
places the children had gone missing from she had started to
believe they were finally getting closer to the truth. While she
was waiting for Jacob to ring her back perhaps she should continue
searching through the earlier documents just to make sure there was
nothing else? She had been so excited with her find that she’d
stopped to ring Jacob immediately and hadn’t bothered to check the
rest of the papers. She picked up the local newspaper and quickly
scanned through the pages, searching for any recurrence of the
story about her, but there was nothing. She wondered if that meant
Jacob had been able to find out the source or it was just because
there was nothing else to add. As he had advised she had kept quiet
and obviously no one else had come forward with any other
information. With a bit of luck the story would die a natural
death, and when she did decide to resume her career no one would
remember it. A wry smile crossed her face. If only… She was
convinced in her own mind that Sammy and June were responsible, so
as soon as she became active again and her name appeared in the
newspapers they were bound to stick their heads above the
parapet.

Clarissa made up her mind
and stood up. There was no point sitting worrying about something
she couldn’t change. Better to keep busy and use the time to go
through the documents again and see if she could find anything
useful.

 


Renee continued her slow
walk around the lake, her thoughts on Sammy and June. If only she
hadn’t written to them in a stupid, childish attempt to stop
Clarissa going back on the stage. The thought of losing Clarissa to
someone else had dominated her thoughts and eventually she had
allowed her jealousy to overrule her common sense. She had
regretted her actions immediately and that was before Inspector
Goldsmith had told them the dreadful news that Halford Manor
probably didn’t belong to Clarissa anymore having being mortgaged
by her husband before the war started. Their only hope was that the
man who owned it was either dead or too busy hiding from the War
Crimes tribunal and various Nazi hunters to worry about claiming
Halford Manor. Otherwise Clarissa and Nathanial would have to move
out and so would Renee. They would be homeless and Clarissa’s best
hope of earning a living would have been snatched away because of
Renee’s jealousy.

She was heading back towards
the house when she suddenly spotted the Estate Manager, Anthony
Cartwright, going towards the folly on the other side of the lake.
The folly resembled a ruined medieval castle turret and Renee had
been fascinated by it when she’d first moved in. She frowned and
wondered what the estate manager was doing. The folly was a ruin,
there was nothing there. A brief smile crossed her face, perhaps he
was meeting one of the female members of staff. She hesitated, and
then, unable to resist, she moved closer to one of the trees and
peered across the lake. As she continued watching Cartwright
stopped suddenly and double checked all around him making her even
more curious. Renee also glanced around, half expecting one of the
female servants to appear, but there was no one else about.
Cartwright disappeared into the folly and she could no longer see
him. Renee hesitated for a few seconds then her curiosity got the
better of her and she made her way carefully and quietly around the
lake.

 


*******

 


Warrington

‘Oh God… is Nora alright?’
Joseph started at Francis in shock.

‘Yes Mr Young, she’s in
custody, but I have some people keeping an eye on
things.’

‘I don’t understand why she
would do something so awful.’ Mary was looking just as shocked as
Joseph, but Francis could also detect something else.

‘She had good reason to
believe that Hank was intending to kill her. He had already taken
her son away from her. He made her leave Ritchie with his parents
in Monroe County, Kentucky.’

Mary shook her head.
‘Perhaps she wasn’t being a very good mother.’ She glanced at
Joseph and then back at Francis. ‘He wrote to us saying she wasn’t
looking after Ritchie properly, that all she wanted to do was to go
out and enjoy herself… with other men.’

Francis stared at her. ‘Can
I see the letter please?’

Mary shrugged, walked over
to the bureau, pulled out a letter and handed it over. ‘He said he
had left Ritchie with his parents because he couldn’t keep an eye
on her properly because he was on the Airforce base.’

Francis read the letter
through quickly. ‘Do you mind if I take this back to London with
me. I won’t lose it I promise.’

Mary hesitated, looked at
Joseph and then nodded. ‘She’s always been a bit of a problem, but
I never thought she would kill someone.’

Francis only just managed to
hide his disbelief and disgust. ‘Can I suggest that you don’t
repeat that to anyone else Mrs Young.’ He spoke urgently. ‘I looked
into Mr Layman’s past after she married him. That was why Bill
tried to talk her out of going to America. He wasn’t a nice man at
all.’ He could see the scepticism in her face, and he tried not to
lose his temper.

‘What do you mean?’ Joseph
stared at him.

Francis repeated the
information he had told Bill. ‘I’m sorry that we weren’t able to
persuade her to divorce him or that Bill wasn’t able to stop her
going over there. But our priority now is to save her life.’ He
made a mental note to try and find out what was at the bottom of
the animosity between Nora and her mother. He heard them gasp and
he turned his attention back to the present. ‘The news of this case
will break eventually and then you are likely to be bothered by the
press wanting a story. Its very important that you don’t speak to
them before any trial because anything you say could prejudice the
outcome. You do understand that don’t you?’

 


*******

 


London

Jacob read through the
report carefully. Francis’ men had gone through every file and
split the documents into two categories. Bill had been right about
some of the babies being sent to orphanages in Australia, but the
others were a mystery. They had found Nora’s file and the date her
daughter left the Home, but unfortunately, Nora’s baby did not
appear to be amongst those who had been sent to Australia. At least
there was nothing on the file to state that. Jacob sighed. It was
only unfortunate because if she had been sent to Australia at least
they would have had a place to start looking. The files had been
stored away ready to be investigated, all except Nora’s which was
sitting on his desk in front of him. It was unlikely Francis’ men
had missed anything, but he picked it up anyway and began reading
carefully. Date of birth, characteristics, mother’s name and
characteristics, nothing about Nora trying to keep her baby but
from what he could remember the date Jennifer had left the home was
the day after Nora had tried to escape with her. Jacob sighed. If
Jennifer had been adopted in Britain, why didn’t the file say so?
Similarly, there was nothing to state she had been sent overseas
either. It didn’t make any sense. Jacob shut the file and put his
head in his hands. Unless something else came to light he would
have to put the investigation on hold. Poor Nora and poor Bill.
They would be so disappointed… the telephone rang and he reached
for it automatically, his thoughts still on Nora and
Bill.

‘Francis, thank you for the
files…’ Jacob paled and he fell silent for several minutes while
Francis interrupted and bought him up to date. ‘I can’t believe
it.’ Even as he spoke Jacob remembered the night Nora had bought
the gun to where they were hiding and how he had nearly shot Tilly.
‘What happens now?’

‘My people are helping with
a lawyer and making sure the police know about Hank’s past, but
Nora must be terrified. She’s under arrest in a strange country,
her son has been taken away from her by her husband’s parents and
she has just heard they are applying for custody. She’ll never
survive losing two children.’

‘That’s if she’s found not
guilty.’ Jacob interjected. ‘Does she have anyone with her, apart
from your people?’

‘Yes, fortunately. It seems
she had become friends with a man, a local accountant. He is being
very supportive. We’ve checked him out, he’s clean and seems to
genuinely like her.’

Jacob breathed a sigh of
relief. ‘Thank God for that.’ He frowned. ‘Although won’t her
having a friendship with another man prejudice her
case?’

‘Not given the fact that my
people have unearthed some interesting facts about Hank. He had a
girlfriend, it was her house he moved Nora into. The plan seems to
have been to discredit Nora, get a divorce and then the son would
live with Hank and his girlfriend. She’s being very co-operative
fortunately.’

 


*******

 


Halford Manor

As she grew closer to the
folly Renee began to wonder what she was doing. Cartwright was the
Estate Manager, he was entitled to go anywhere, perhaps she should
go back before she made a fool of herself. She was still thinking
about turning around when he suddenly reappeared and she could see
he had a large metal box in his hand. She was sure he hadn’t been
holding that before he went in. Perhaps he was stealing from the
estate and this was where he was hiding the money? The thought of
him stealing from Clarissa made her furious and without hesitation
she stepped out from behind the tree.

‘Cartwright? What on earth
are you doing here?’

Anthony jumped and then
recovered quickly. ‘I could ask you the same question Miss
Drolet?’

Renee frowned. ‘I beg your
pardon?’ She glanced down at the box in his hand. ‘What’s that
you’re holding?’

‘With due respect Miss, I
don’t think that’s any of your business.’

Renee stared at him in
disbelief. ‘How dare you speak to me like that?’ She waited for him
to apologise. Instead he moved towards her and she started to feel
uneasy.

‘If you really want to
know…’ He opened the box and Renee relaxed slightly. She leant
forward and stared in astonishment. The box wasn’t full of money
but paperwork. ‘Would you like to look?’ From being rude and
aggressive Cartwright now sounded extremely co-operative and
relieved there wasn’t going to be an argument, Renee nodded. ‘Thank
you.’ As Renee reached into the box she suddenly thought back to
their frantic search of the house and she frowned. This was one
place they hadn’t looked. The first piece of paper she pulled out
had a name at the bottom. Her eyes quickly scanned the main body of
the letter and alighted on the name, Jonathon Creighton. This could
be what Clarissa was looking for.

Anthony Cartwright watched
Renee’s face while he tried to decide what to do. He couldn’t let
her take the papers, even if she didn’t know what they were. Then
he saw her eyes light up and he sighed.

Renee glanced up, saw the
expression on his face and suddenly realised the danger she was in.
She dropped the letter and began backing away.

 


 


 



Chapter 3

 


Crestview County Gaol,
Pensacola Florida

Nora did her best to ignore
the newspaper reporters thronging around the entrance to the gaol
and hurried towards the waiting car.

‘Thank you so much for
picking me up.’ She climbed in quickly and the vehicle shot off
leaving the reporters shouting after her, their cameras flashing as
they tried and failed to catch a glimpse of the people driving her
away.

‘Mr Marshall was most
insistent you had plenty of support Mrs Layman.’

‘Nora please. I don’t think
I want to be called that ever again.’

‘Nora.’ He gave a reassuring
smile. ‘I’m Roland Belmont, this is Trevor Stewart. We’ll make sure
you are ok until the trial.’

‘What about my
son?’

Roland grimaced and
exchanged glances with Trevor. ‘Your in laws have said its best you
don’t see Ritchie until after the trial.’

‘They’re hoping I’ll be
found guilty, aren’t they?’ Nora sighed. ‘I understand that. Hank
was their son after all. They’ll never believe he was anything
other than the ideal husband and that I’m at fault, the ‘mad limey’
who killed their perfect son,’ She changed the subject. ‘What if
they don’t believe me and find me guilty? What will happen? They
have the death penalty here too, don’t they?’

Roland could hear the panic
in her voice and he tried to reassure her. ‘Your husband tried to
run you over earlier that morning, the police even went to speak to
him. Then he came into the diner, threatened and assaulted you. It
was obviously self-defence and I’m sure any jury will see that.
Francis has also furnished your lawyer with information about Mr
Layman that shows he has a history of violence towards women.’ He
reached down into the well of the car, pulled out a newspaper
cutting and handed it to her. ‘I thought you might like to see
this.’

Nora took the piece of paper
and read through carefully. Tears appeared in her eyes again. ‘I
can’t believe it.’ The cutting reported how the Mayor of Douglas on
the Isle of Man had asked people for donations to help pay for
Nora’s legal case and to bring her and her son home afterwards.
According to the newspaper, it was the Mayor who had spoken to the
British Consul in Miami and ensured Nora had proper legal
representation. She frowned. ‘I thought Francis had arranged that
and for you…?’

Roland grinned. ‘He did, but
he doesn’t officially exist and nor do we for that
matter.’

For the first time since her
release on bail Nora smiled. ‘For someone who doesn’t exist, he’s
very efficient.’

Roland laughed. ‘That he
is.’ He indicated the cutting. ‘If you want to thank everyone,
we’ll get hold of a sensible reporter and you can make a statement.
Don’t answer any questions though in case you say something you
shouldn’t, ok?’

Nora nodded. ‘Yes, I would
like to thank those who have donated. People don’t have much money
back home at the moment, for them to donate money for me… its
incredibly generous.’ She sat back in silence for a while, thinking
over the past few days and then frowned. ‘Is it true Lana was
involved?’

Roland nodded. ‘Yes, but not
in the plan to kill you. She had been dating Hank for years and he
told her he would marry her once he’d divorced you.’

‘But why bother marrying me.
Why not just marry her?’

‘He wanted a child
apparently, but Lana says he didn’t want her to have children and
ruin her body so he married you, made you pregnant then bought you
and the child over here and then he set about trying to discredit
you so he could divorce you and keep his son.’

Nora thought for a few
seconds and was about to tell them that she didn’t think Hank could
actually have children when she realised that would mean telling
them how she’d got pregnant. She thought back to Hank’s inability
to get her with child, his reaction to her suggestion that he speak
to a doctor and she wondered if he’d known how she’d solved the
problem. The more she thought about it the more it made sense. Hank
had deliberately sought her out and pestered her to go out with
him, she had thought it had been despite her reputation, but now
she realised it must have been because of her reputation. He had
probably hoped she would be so desperate that she would sleep with
someone else and get pregnant, and that once he bought her to the
States she would do the same. He hadn’t expected her to remain
faithful, it didn’t suit his plans at all so he had decided to kill
her instead. Nora shivered despite the heat. And he’d so nearly
succeeded… and she wasn’t out of the woods yet…

 


*******

 


Portsmouth

Bill hurried ashore, his
intention to telephone Francis before heading for the nearest pub
and drinking himself insensible. After his outburst on the deck
where he’d unintentionally unburdened himself to Mick and everyone
else, he had been too embarrassed to say anything more, despite
some of the other sailors’ sympathy. He had seen his own torment
reflected in their eyes but he’d also seen incomprehension and
bewilderment from the younger conscripts including Mick Saunders
whose sarcasm had started it. The only good thing was that Mick no
longer complained about Bill’s nightmares and had even apologised
for his crass comments. While Bill had been grateful for the
apology, he had also been embarrassed. It wasn’t the done thing to
admit to having nightmares, it made him look weak and Bill didn’t
want to appear weak to anyone. His only hope was that the crew
would forget all about his outburst. In the meantime, he intended
to get blind drunk so he could forget how stupid he’d been. But
first he needed to find out whether Francis had discovered anything
from the files.

 


*******

 


Berlin

Eva stared down at the drab
streets of the German capital and not for the first time wondered
if she’d done the right thing. Perhaps she should have shut the
door on the past and moved away from the city that held so many
memories for her. Deep down she was sure that if Linus was still
alive he would have come looking for her by now. She could only
assume he had not survived the war but she couldn’t quite give up
on him, not yet anyway. She could hear Timm playing with the toys
Harald had bought him and she smiled. If it wasn’t for her Timm she
would have given up a long time ago, but every time she wanted to
give up she would look at her son or think about him and know she
couldn’t leave him to survive in the world without her. She knew
that she was probably lucky in having Harald Backer to take care of
them both. Eva knew he loved her, but she couldn’t bring herself to
love him back. She submitted to the sex with as much enthusiasm as
she could muster and tried to pretend he was Linus, but it didn’t
work.

Eva walked away from the
window, stared at her reflection in the small mirror and tried to
pretend she was happy. She glanced down at her body, there was no
sign of the new life growing in her yet, but it was early days. She
would have to tell Harald soon; she didn’t really know why she was
putting it off. It wasn’t as if she was in any doubt. She was never
late and her body felt the same as it had when she had been
carrying Timm. Harald would be delighted she was pregnant; it was
Eva who wasn’t. To her this felt like the final betrayal of her
marriage. She sighed and closed her eyes. Perhaps she should take
this as the final sign that Linus was dead and she should forget
him and accept her new life with the man who had looked after her,
despite knowing she didn’t love him.

Eva thought back to when the
Soviets had overrun Berlin. She had been unbelievably lucky not to
fall pregnant and then she had been with Harald for months with
nothing happening and she had begun to wonder if something was
wrong with her. Perhaps when she’d given birth to Timm, something
had been damaged and somewhere deep inside she’d been pleased. But
now she had to think differently, to pretend to be delighted that
she was carrying Harald’s child when she wasn’t.

 


*******

 


Halford Manor

‘Have you seen Miss Drolet,
Jenkins?’

‘No M’Lady, I haven’t, not
since she went for a walk earlier.’

Clarissa frowned. ‘That was
hours ago. She should be back by now.’ She thought hard. ‘Can you
ask a couple of the servants to check the grounds please.’ For some
reason she felt uneasy. If Renee had left the estate she would have
informed Clarissa. If the weather had been better she might have
fallen asleep somewhere in the grounds but it wasn’t that warm.
Perhaps Renee had met up with the postman again?

‘Of course, M’Lady.’ Jenkins
left the room, Clarissa walked over to the window and stared out
across the extensive grounds. She was probably being stupid. How
could anything have happened to Renee on the estate? She’d probably
just fallen asleep somewhere in the summer sun. Then she remembered
how the children had gone missing and her anxiety rose. She would
wait until the servants returned and if they still hadn’t found her
friend, she would telephone Jacob.

 


*******

 


Jerusalem

‘We believe he left for
Haifa, a man answering to Kessel’s description boarded a small
private aeroplane a few hours ago.’ Ezra slammed his fist angrily
on the desk.

Tilly exchanged glance with
Levi and her face darkened. ‘Well, he won’t still be there. He’ll
have moved somewhere else. I can’t believe we’ve lost him
again.’

‘What will you do now?’ Ezra
looked at Levi and then Tilly.

Levi shrugged. ‘I was
planning on staying here to fight for independence, but I can’t be
involved in anything that harms my adopted country. I’m sorry
Ezra.’

Tilly tensed and her hand
moved so she could reach her weapon more easily.

Ezra stared at Levi and then
smiled. ‘You might be better making contact with Haganah then. My
people will not stop what we’re doing and I can’t justify a change
of direction. I will be sorry to lose you both.’ His smile
broadened suddenly. ‘I take it the British patrols are all alive
and kicking?’

Tilly relaxed slightly and
smiled back. ‘Yes. I’m sorry we deceived you but we needed to find
Kessel.’

‘Well, he’s not likely to
get back in touch with me. I wish there was something I could tell
you that would help but he was very careful.’

‘What name was he using?’
Tilly suddenly realised they hadn’t asked.

Ezra frowned. ‘Jonathan
Creighton. Why? Do you think that will help?’

Tilly shrugged. ‘Maybe.’ She
would tell Francis and they could check Halford Manor for any
mention of that name. ‘I need to make contact with our boss, if
that’s alright?’

Ezra hesitated and then
nodded. ‘Once you leave here I will close this office down. If I
find anything out about Kessel I will find you, or failing that,
make sure your superiors are informed.’

‘Thank you.’ Levi stood up
and offered his hand. ‘Goodbye Ezra.’

‘Goodbye.’ Ezra watched them
leave, then leant back in his chair, closed his eyes and let out a
heavy sigh. He still couldn’t believe he had been duped by a Nazi.
But even more worrying was the idea of a Nazi with biological
weapons. His thoughts went back to the previous autumn and Abba
Kovna’s plan to poison the water supply in Nuremburg, killing six
million Germans for the six million Jews they had killed. Unlike
many of his close colleagues Ezra had not approved of the plan
because it would mean the death of innocent people. Obviously, he
had not been the only one as Kovna had been arrested as soon as he
tried to land back in France and had dumped one cannister of poison
overboard. However, Kovna had managed to pass the other cannister
to someone else and they had then tried to poison the Nazi
prisoners in Stalag 13-D, an allied POW camp outside Nuremburg.
They had succeeded in putting arsenic in the daily bread supply but
had failed to kill any of the prisoners. Ezra didn’t know how he
felt about that. The targets were legitimate but there was
something dishonourable about poisoning your enemies. He gave a wry
smile. It was absurd to think that blowing people up or shooting
them was any different, but he couldn’t help how he felt. Ezra
opened his eyes and reached for the telephone. Before he began the
process of closing down his office he would make sure his men were
still actively looking for Kessel. If the man was trying to develop
biological weapons there was a reasonable likelihood that the Jews
were his target.

 


*******

 


Portsmouth

Bill replaced the receiver
in shock. He couldn’t believe Nora had actually shot Hank. He could
feel his anger rising and he tried to keep calm. Francis was right.
There was nothing he could do and he was grateful for Francis’
help, but that didn’t stop him feeling furious. He checked his
pockets for some more small change and gave the operator his
parent’s phone number.

‘Bill thank goodness. We
wanted to tell you but…’ His mother tailed off.

‘You didn’t want me kicking
off and getting into trouble.’ Bill finished. He tried to sound
more positive. ‘Francis seems to think she’ll be found not guilty,
especially as Hank tried to kill her and had been warned not to go
near her by the police.’

‘I can’t believe he was such
a horrible person.’ Mary sounded shocked.

‘I did try and stop her
going over there.’

There was silence then.
‘Yes, you did. If I’d known… well I didn’t and we can’t change
things.’

Bill shook his head. ‘No we
can’t, can we.’ Bill suddenly felt the red mist descending again
and knew he should finish the conversation. ‘Look I have to go Mum,
get back to the ship or I’ll be in trouble. I’ll ring in again as
soon as I’m next ashore. Say hello to Dad for me.’ He slammed the
receiver down, pushed open the heavy door, stepped outside and
gulped in the fresh sea air. His head was swimming with rage, not
only with Hank but with his parents for first encouraging Nora to
marry the bastard and then to go to America. He took a step towards
the pub when he remembered that he hadn’t asked Francis about
Jennifer and whether they had found anything in the files. He
hesitated briefly, was about to go back into the phone box. and
then decided not to bother. He needed a drink and if Francis had
anything to tell him he would have done so.

There were plenty of ships
in the harbour and the pub was full, the air thick with the warm
fug of cigarettes and beer. He glanced around, hoping that none of
his ship mates were in there and once satisfied they weren’t, he
made his way through the crowds of seaman to the bar. The first
pint barely touched the side as it went down and had no effect on
his rage so he changed to rum. After an hour the girl plying her
trade by the door seemed very attractive, Nora’s plight was
forgotten and he was turning on the charm.

 


*******

 


Halford Manor

‘What is it Jenkins?’
Clarissa stared at the butler and tried to ignore her raising
pulse.

‘I’m very sorry M’Lady.’ He
took a breath and tried to work out the best way to tell her
Ladyship what had happened. Unfortunately, there was no easy way to
break the bad news. ‘We’ve found a body in the folly.’

Clarissa thought for a
moment that she had misheard. She stared at Jenkins for several
seconds before deciding she had heard correctly. She shook her head
and took a deep breath before answering. ‘A body… Is it Renee… Miss
Drolet?’

‘Yes M’Lady. I’m afraid
so.’

Clarissa looked stunned.
‘How…? I mean did she fall or something?’

‘I don’t think so M’Lady.’
Jenkins hesitated before continuing. ‘It would appear she’s been
murdered. I took the liberty of telephoning the police before
informing you. I hope that was alright M’Lady?’

‘Yes… yes of course.’
Clarissa stood up and walked around the desk. ‘Murdered? Are you
sure?’

When Jenkins nodded she
swallowed nervously. ‘I’ll go down there and wait for the police
then.’

‘It might be better to wait
here M’Lady. There’s nothing you can do for Miss Drolet and you
don’t want to… I mean the police might…’ He stopped, not sure how
to continue, but convinced it was unnecessary for her Ladyship to
see the terrible state of her friend’s body.

Clarissa looked about to
argue then she nodded. ‘Alright Jenkins. Let me know when the
police arrive.’ She walked back to her seat, reached for her
cigarettes and lit one, her hand trembling as she fought back
tears. She took a breath and picked up the telephone.

 


 


 



Chapter 4

 


London

Francis realised as soon as
he put the phone down that he hadn’t mentioned the files to Bill
and he waited for him to ring back, but he didn’t. Francis sighed.
From the little he knew of Bill there was a good chance he would
head straight for the nearest pub to drown his sorrows. Francis
opened the drawer, pulled out his contact book and searched for the
address of Bill’s friend, Danny. There was no telephone number so
he had no means of getting hold of him either. Francis cursed, put
the book away and turned his attention back to Tilly, Levi and the
elusive Kessel.

 


*******

 


Palestine

‘Are you going back to
London?’ Levi waited until the waitress had gone before saying
anything.

Tilly stared into his eyes
and shrugged. ‘I don’t know. Do you want me to stay?’

Levi smiled, reached out and
took her hand. ‘Yes, I’d like that. But I will understand if you
decide to go home.’

The waitress came back with
their drinks. Tilly sipped her coffee slowly while she thought
about going back to England then she sighed. ‘I don’t think I
really have a home Levi, not really.’

‘Then stay here with me.
Help us secure independence.’ Levi squeezed her hand and she
smiled.

‘I think I’d like that.’ For
a moment she allowed herself to imagine a life with Levi, maybe
settling down, living a normal life and having children with him.
Then her smile faded. ‘But what about Dot and the other dead
children and my search to return the missing property? Then there’s
Francis and my job at the newspaper…’ She let out another
sigh.

Levi thought hard. He really
wanted Tilly to stay with him and to help him fight for his people
to have their own country. He hadn’t said anything but he was
hoping Tilly would eventually marry him and then he could
bring Rebecka
and Aaron over too. ‘Maybe you could do some of
those things from here Tilly.’

She frowned. ‘How? The link
to the children is back in England, with Halford Manor.’

‘But Kessel
isn’t.’

‘No but I can’t be here
fighting for independence and at the same time searching the world
for Kessel. I know Jacob will keep looking for the missing children
in Britain but he can’t drop everything at a moment’s notice to
follow any leads. I can. And then there’s Francis and my job at the
newspaper, not to mention the stolen property.’ She stopped. Levi
had snatched his hand away and was suddenly looking furious.
‘What’s the matter? You can’t expect me to give up.’

Levi looked confused then he
shook his head. ‘Sorry, its nothing to do with what you were
saying. When you mentioned Jacob I suddenly remembered that I meant
to tell him something and I totally forgot about it.’

‘What was it?’ Tilly was
only half
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