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

 


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

 


June 1943

 


Performing my
duties on the Le Roux farm, I collected eggs from the hen house,
running the gauntlet of the ghastly geese who for some reason were
still hell-bent on pinching my bottom, before milking the
cows.

The secret to
a successful milking was to place the milking stool to the right of
the cow. You positioned the pail as close to the teat as possible,
holding it tightly between your knees so that it did not fall
over.

With clean
hands and a warm cloth, you wiped the dirt, manure and hair from
the udder, massaging as you cleaned to relax the cow’s muscles
before milking. Then you gripped the teat, placing it at the base
of your thumb and forefinger. Curling your fingers around the teat,
you squeezed downwards, against the palm of your hand. Pulling the
teat distressed the cow and therefore was not
recommended.

You directed
the initial flow of milk on to the ground to disperse any debris
that might have collected within the teat. Using two hands and
applying alternating pressure, you milked the cow, maintaining a
steady flow of milk into the pail.

With my
morning tasks complete, I wandered into the fields to visit Guy
Samson. Under the cover of his peacetime profession as a professor
of archaeology, he was excavating a trench, searching for Roman
artefacts. The broad smile on his handsome face and the glint of
metal in the June sunlight told me that he’d discovered a hoard of
treasure.

“What have
you got there?” I asked, placing a hand above my eyes to shield
them from the sun.

“It looks
like a coin hoard,” Guy said, “a collection of silver oboles and
deniers; thousands of them.”

The coins
were discoloured, I noted, tinged with green, while leather pouches
encased a further collection of gold coins.

“These are
different to the other coins you’ve discovered,” I said.

“They’re
medieval,” Guy explained. He placed his trowel beside the trench
and in athletic fashion straightened to stand beside me.

“I thought
you were looking for Roman artefacts,” I frowned.

“The Roman
Empire is my speciality,” Guy said. “However, when you open a
trench you have no idea what you might find.”

“How did
these coins get here?” I asked.

Guy picked up
a silver obole and cleaned it with water and a toothbrush. “Maybe
someone hid them because of a raid,” he suggested. “Maybe they
represented someone’s savings. Or maybe this was a community stash,
to pay off a local warlord and ensure peace.”

“Do you think
we could pay off Hitler?” I grinned.

“He’s mad for
power,” Guy said. “Whatever we offered him, even if it was the
whole world, it would never be enough. There’s no appeasing Hitler.
The only solution is his downfall.”

I nodded. You
couldn’t reason with a madman. Guy was right; the only solution was
his downfall.

“Can I draw
that coin?” I asked.

“Sure,” Guy
said, handing the silver obole to me. “Be my guest.”

As I sketched
the coin, capturing what looked like an angry hedgehog, I said,
“Our contact in the Resistance, Colonel Maxime Durand, is getting
restless. He wants more weapons for his men. And he wants to use
them on Nazi targets.”

“Mimi can
send a message about the weapons,” Guy said, “but what Durand’s men
really require is training.”

“I’ve offered
to train them,” I said, “but Durand insists that he and his men
should take instructions from a man.”

“I’ll have a
word with him,” Guy said. “Durand’s Maquis are of no use to us
unless they are well trained, aware of the command structure and
disciplined.”

Guy returned
to his trench. Easing the dry soil to one side, he discovered more
treasure in the form of jewel-encrusted brooches. He’d stumbled
across the medieval equivalent of a safe-deposit box.

I pictured a
medieval lord frantically digging in the dirt, excavating a hole to
bury his treasure. Obviously, he never returned to collect his
hoard so presumably something untoward happened along the way. You
can’t take it with you, therefore was there any point in striving
for obscene amounts of wealth?

“Is there any
prospect of local action?” I asked.

“Arthur has
hinted at a target,” Guy said, referring to Major-General Colin
Cunningham, our commander in London. “Sabotage. I’m awaiting
further instructions.”

While I
mulled over the prospect of sabotage, and a possible target
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