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     Secret Agents 


       


     Find out what happens to Nancy as she tries to leave Bordeaux Sit in on the interrogation of Danielle at Gestapo Headquarters. 


     Follow the progress of Garrow’s plan to get Nadeau out of France. 


     Learn more about the secret mine in the hillside. 


       


       


     Get Secret Agents now,
and let the suspense continue! 
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     Part FIFTEEN 


       


     A group of SAS commandos plan an audacious mission to rescue an important SAS officer from a POW camp located just outside of Bordeaux, France. Meanwhile, a British agent begins her trek to meet with her contact, but the Nazi Gestapo are closing in on them both, fast. 
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Chapter One 


       


     Vera Atkins’ Office, London. 


       


     Atkins sat her desk, reading over some files. Deeply troubled, she removed her glasses - a rare thing for her to do outside of her home - and sat back, rubbing her temples. One of the files on her desk stood out from the rest. It was a normal file in so far as it contained a photo and a page of typed information, but this one was different; this one had, in big red letters, the word deceased across the inside page. It was the file of one Major Mark Turnball. The rest of the files were information on the failed rescue mission, and all personnel who had been involved. Another file was titled Nancy Wake. 


     As she read each file, and as each day passed, Atkins saw the chances of success slowly slipping away from her grasp. 


     A knock at her door gave her a gentle jolt. She came around from where she had been drifting off to in her mental thoughts, and composed herself. The door opened, and Louise Sherington entered. 


     “Ms Atkins, there’s a Mrs Briggs here to see you. Shall I show her in?” 


     “Yes please, Miss Sherington. Bring her in,” Atkins replied wearily. She knew that this was not going to be the easiest of meetings. She walked over to a small table upon which sat a tray, and poured two cups of tea. It mattered not if the entire world was about to come to an end, tea would always be available in her office. 


     Louise Sherington showed Mrs Briggs into the spacious office. She walked with grace, confidence and authority. She might well, because she was a member of Winston Churchill’s cabinet. In her mid-fifties, she was a decade or so older than Atkins, and the stress of her job showed it. Whilst strong and as tough as nails, she also carried an air of warmth and sincerity with her. 


     “Vera Atkins, so good to see you again, dear. How are you?” 


     “Likewise, Mrs Briggs. How are things at Number 10?” Atkins responded. 


     The women shook hands like old friends and sat at Atkins’ desk, both on the guest’s side, in a display of friendship and trust. As with any meeting in London, the first thing on the agenda was for both ladies to take a sip of the freshly brewed tea and to comment on how wonderful it tasted. Then, down to business. 


     “Tense, as usual, Vera. I am hoping to leave here with some good news to present to the prime minister in the hope that it may allay one of his tantrums. I don’t suppose there would be any chance of you being of assistance, would there?” asked Briggs with a wry grin on her face. 


     Atkins smiled, but only briefly. “I wish I could be of help, but unfortunately, the SAS’s operation did not go as we had planned,” she replied. 


     Another sip of tea. 


     “Details please, Vera,” asked Briggs with a heavy sigh. To learn of bad news was one thing; to be burdened with presenting it to the old bugger back at the office was an entirely different game, a game not relished by anyone. 


     “The plane carrying those who would carry out the original operation was shot down over Bordeaux by the Germans. Several of the men have been confirmed dead, including Major Turnball,” Atkins informed Briggs. 


     “Has there been word from your agent in Bordeaux, Vera? Is she still alive?” 


     “Yes, but there was a successful escape from a nearby POW camp which has caused the Gestapo to increase their presence in the town and surrounding areas considerably. I am currently coordinating two operations. One is to extract a high ranking SAS officer from the camp - he was not one of the escapees - and the other is to get my agent out.” 


     Briggs kept quiet for a few moments, and continued to look over the files. 


     She finally broke the silence. “Vera, are you perfectly sure that your agent is still the only one who knows about the White Mouse?” She was fingering the file named Nancy Wake as she asked the question. 


     “Yes, I am sure. They are due to rendezvous soon, although I do not know the exact details. Their communications have been strictly between themselves to reduce the risk of interception,” replied Atkins. 


     “Do we know how she is planning to reach us?” asked Briggs, not seeming to be overly confident in the answers she was getting. 


     “My agent will send out a message once they have connected, and once that message has been received, we will send in a Dakota to retrieve them and bring them back here. I won’t lie to you. The Gestapo have placed a hefty bounty on her head. Getting her out is going to be no walk in the park,” Atkins said truthfully. 


     “I’m going to be honest too. I came here today hoping for better news than this. I don’t even want to think what his reaction will be when I report back later this afternoon.” Briggs then took a more formal stance. “Ms Atkins, I have no doubt as to whether or not your agent can get herself out safely. My God, we all know her reputation, and we have all heard the remarkable story of when she took out 36 Gestapo officers with a single toss of a grenade. If, is not the question which causes us concern. We are more worried about when. The information which she carries is not only highly sensitive, but time sensitive, and it is essential that it reaches us without further delay. If there is another option - any other option at all - in reaching her quickly, then I suggest we take it now.” 


     Atkins, now sensing where this conversation was going, said in an equally formal tone, “Mrs Briggs. My agent is in an area which has a high concentration of German soldiers. We have already lost far too many planes - and men - going in to get her, as well as others. As things stand, if I were to send another plane in now, and that was also shot down, then it will alert the Germans that they have someone who we want urgently, and that is a risk I cannot afford to take. I cannot justify losing my SAS officer who is still inside the camp, and I most certainly cannot justify losing my valuable agent.” 


     “Ms Atkins. Who you deem to be more important, your SAS commander, or Mrs Wake?” asked Briggs coldly. 


     “Well…,” Atkins stuttered, allowing Briggs to jump in. 


     “Then it appears to me that your priorities are not in order. Getting Mrs Wake to London comes first and foremost.” 


     “I do, of course, understand, Mrs Briggs. But, please understand that Garner is a crucial member of the SAS team, and we desperately need to get him to safety,” Atkins politely protested. 


     “So, would you be kind enough as to furnish me with details of your immediate plan then, Ms Atkins?” 


     “We will continue with the rescue mission as planned and initiated, and wait for my agent’s signal. Once we hear from her, we will make an attempt at extracting Garner from the camp as quickly as possible.” 


     Briggs arched her two forefingers and put the tips of them to her lips, complimenting the deep furrows between her eyes perfectly. 


     “I will inform the prime minister that the rescue mission is underway. Do be good enough to keep us in the loop, would you?” 


     Atkins informed her that she would of course give updates on the mission as and when they came. 


     As quickly as she had adopted her formal tone, Briggs dropped it and her warm persona returned. “It’s been wonderful to see you again, Vera. We must do this more often.” 


     The two women shook hands for the second time that day, and Atkins walked Briggs towards the door. As her superior left and the door was once again closed, Atkins’ legs felt weak from the stress of the meeting, and, for want of a better word, grilling. She returned to her desk and sat down, looking at Nancy Wake’s file which was still open. 


     Nancy, where are you? 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Two 


       


     The Forest, Bordeaux. 


       


     Sgt. Mitchell was now feeling somewhat human again following his brush with death due to hypothermia, having fallen into the icy river. He, and his team were now once again on the move, taking it step by step through the snow. All of the men were exhausted and cold, Mitchell a little more so than the rest, and as such, he started to fall behind. 


     “Hold up, I need to stop,” he said wheezing from the freezing air. 


     Not one of the other men would admit it, but they were all a little relieved at the prospect of taking a short break, even if it was to be only for a few minutes. 


     “I’ve got something in my sock, let me sort it out and I’ll be able to pick up the pace.” 


     The men all removed their backpacks, and groaned with pleasure. They suddenly felt as if their bodies had returned to the same weight as the day they had been born. 


     The Sergeant spotted a tree stub, walked over to it and sat down. He pulled off his left boot followed by the offending sock, both of which were soaked. He could see that both his big toe and the top of his foot were black. Shit, frost bite. He made every attempt to keep his new problem hidden from the other men. 


     “Shit, my sock is soaked,” he muttered to himself. What he didn’t know, was that Oliver was standing right behind him. 


     “I’ve got a spare pair, Serg. I’ll go and get them from my pack.” 


     Mitchell turned around surprised, and thanked Oliver, as well as asking him to keep what he had seen to himself. They had enough to keep their minds occupied with, he didn’t want them to start worrying about his bloody left foot. 


     Oliver returned with the socks, and Mitchell placed them on his feet. They would only offer a temporary reprieve due to the fact that his boots were still waterlogged, and with the weather being as it was, there was no chance of putting that problem to bed anywhere in the near future. 


     Babcock, still with the rest of the group then piped up: “Oliver, how much farther to the camp, please tell me we’re getting near?” 


     “I’m not sure. What I do know though is that you can see it from up there,” he replied, pointing up to a cliff which was overlooking the valley. 


     Patterson then joined in the conversation. “You mean we’ve got to climb up to the top of that bloody cliff?” Patterson quite obviously was not happy. 


     Mitchell decided to stop any further negative thoughts among his men. He stood up and barked, “It’s the best and only way. Packs on, let’s move.” 


     There was a chorus of moaning as the men got back on their feet and once again hauled their packs, growing heavier by the hour, onto their backs. They set off heading, hopefully, towards the POW camp. 


     Eventually, after a hard slog that would have left the fittest of men short of breath, they found themselves on top of the targeted cliff edge. The panoramic views around the valley, gently lit by the moonlight which was largely unobscured except for a few wispy clouds, was magnificent. Oliver had been right; off into the distance was the POW camp. There was just one road leading to and from it, with a checkpoint close to the entrance, and far too many SS guards patrolling the area for anyone’s liking. 


     “Not far to go,” observed Oliver. “We just need to get down there.” Babcock then asked, “What do you think, Mitchell, around to the right?” 


     “No, It’s too close to that checkpoint,” he replied, pointing to it in the distance. “We can’t go to the left either, because that will take us close to the town which is currently crawling with Krauts.” 


     The men looked at each other, wondering what options they had remaining. There was only left, right, back from where they’d come from - all out of the question - and…down. 


     Patterson was the first to put two and two together. “Oh, shit. So, we’re going to scale down that cliff, in the dark, when we can’t see stuff all?” 


     “Correct,” replied Mitchell. “Come on, let’s do this before the sun starts to rise or we’ll be lit up like a Christmas tree.” 


     The men all started to ease their way down the cliff face in silence. Unable to see anything, they were using their hands, feet, fingers and toes as guides. The reached a sheer drop and the only way to beat it was to jump into a tree, climb down the branches and then the trunk. Mitchell - as usual - was first, and Oliver was the last one to reach the ground. The final few feet had offered no hand or foot holds, and they’d therefore had to jump. 


     Once on the ground, the very relieved team brushed themselves off, glad that part of the trek was over. 


     The POW camp was now close enough for the men to be able to make out the barbed wire perimeter. Babcock asked what they were supposed to do now. 


     “We head to the fence and wait until we can find someone inside. You know the drill boys, easy, slow, and silent,” Mitchell ordered. 


       


    


  




  

    

Chapter Three 


       


     POW Camp, Bordeaux. 


       


     The entire camp was made up of several compounds, all of which was surrounded by tall barbed wire fencing. It was not a facility built with comfort in mind. Two men were standing in the yard, smoking; Sgt. Bill Wolfe, Canadian, and Cpl. Pita Kahu, a New Zealander, neither of whom were overly impressed with being landed with the early shift, standing outside in the freezing cold. 


     Mitchell and his men had snuk up to the camp, and were hiding behind some trees close enough to the yard to be able to hear Wolfe and Kahu’s conversation. Mitchell, taking the initiative, picked up a small rock and wrapped it in a piece of paper which he had prepared earlier. He threw the rock, and it hit Wolfe on his back between the shoulder blades, causing him to turn around faster than a ballet dancer performing a pirouette. 


     Wolfe’s eyes scanned the forest line and he noticed Mitchell, along with Oliver, Babcock and Patterson. They offered each other a discrete nod. Wolfe and Kahu then looked around the yard making sure they were not being watched, and read Mitchell’s note. 


     We need Garner. 


     Kahu took the note and told Wolfe to stay put, before he briskly walked over to one of the buildings and climbed up some steps leading to the single door. 


     Jim Garner, a high ranking SAS officer, was a hulk of a man, almost square in shape so big were the muscles on his upper body. He read the note, placed it on the table in front of him and retrieved his cigarette from the ashtray. He’d been hiding his true identity since he had arrived. His fellow prisoners all knew him as Sgt. Garner from Canada, whose trade was logistics. 


     “Is this a joke?” he asked, looking at Kahu with eyes that could put the fear of God into most men. 


     “No, sir, it’s not a joke. I saw the team myself on the other side of the fence. They’re here to extract you.” 


     Most men would have felt relieved, and maybe even allowed a smile, but Jim Garner was not most men. He paced up and down the building deep in thought for several minutes, before announcing his decision. 


     “I can’t leave, at least not yet. If there is another escape so soon after the last one, there will be unimaginable repercussions for every man here, and I will not be responsible for that.” 


     Garner sat down, wrote a short note and wrapped it around the stone, which he would ask Kahu to lob back to whoever was sitting in the trees. Having finished his cigarette with one impressive drag, he put on a coat, and asked Kahu that the conversation and information which had been discussed over the course of the last few minutes remain between them and no one else. Kahu agreed, as did most men when Garner made a request of them. 


     Having said their goodbyes, Garner walked out of the door a few minutes after Kahu, and headed to another building where he would sit down and talk with the camp’s escape committee. 


     Kahu walked back across the yard and once again joined Wolfe. He explained what had just happened, and showed him the stone wrapped in paper. They both had a precautionary look around them before Kahu threw it back in the direction from where it had come. 


     He was a good shot, and it landed right by Oliver’s left foot. What’s it say?” whispered Mitchell. 


     Oliver read from the paper: “Wait until tonight for a response.” 


     The men all sighed in unison, knowing that they were going to endure many hours of cold, stillness, boredom, and not least, cramping up. 


     Babcock suddenly signaled for everyone to shut up, get down and remain still. A Nazi guard was walking the perimeter of the fence, on the inside, and had stopped. He was looking over in the direction of where the men were hiding. One wrong move, one twig snapping and they were dead. Another problem was the visible vapour they were exhaling from their lungs into the cold night air. They all held their breath. 


     Out of the corner of his eye, Mitchell noticed a very slight and slow movement coming from Oliver. He was putting his hand into his pocket as if to pull something out. At the same time, the guard turned on his heel and started to walk away from the men. Oliver removed his hand from his pocket. Mitchell was both curious, and suspicious. 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Four 


       


     Garner was now with the escape committee comprising of fellow POW inmates Cpl. Paul Watts, Cpl. Tom Smith and Sgt. Jackson Palmer among others. They were sitting at a table with a rough map of the camp which they had sketched out. Garner had explained the delivery of the note to the two men. 


     “We can kiss the new tunnel goodbye. They’ve doubled the guards in the area where we’d planned it,” Garner explained. 


     Watts suggested going over the wire. 


     “No,” Garner said. “It’s too close to the entrance and we’d be spotted in no time, especially with all of us.” 


     “All of us? Jim, it’s you they want. You’re the only one who’s going anywhere at the moment,” said Watts. 


     Garner looked at the other two with cold eyes. “I’m not going anywhere without you lads. We arrived here together, we will leave here together. It’s all of us or none of us. If I walk out of here leaving you behind and those Nazi bastards find out, they’ll chop you up into tiny pieces within minutes. This is our chance, probably our last chance, and we will all take it.” 


     “And if we agree to go, and if we make it to the other side, what then?” asked Smith. 


     “We all go our separate ways. If we scatter, it will make finding us much harder for the Krauts,” said Garner. 


     While the other men appreciated Garner’s loyalty, they still had one slight problem; how to get out. They started discussing options. 


     “How about the French tunnel?” suggested Watts. 


     Garner considered the option, and then had his answer. “It’s not ideal, because parts of it have been filled in, and we’ll have to dig like madmen to open it up again. Having said that, there is no other option, and most certainly, no better option. We will use that tunnel. 


     The men all nodded in agreement. 


     Watts pointed to a point on the map, and instructed the others to meet there that evening after the nightly head count. Garner agreed to get a message to the men in the trees, whose identity he was still unclear of, informing them of exactly where to meet in twelve hours. 


     None of the men said as much, but they all started quietly praying that there would be no hiccups - or screw ups later in the evening. 


       


    


  




  

    

Chapter Five 


       


     Deep in the sewers beneath Bordeaux. 


       


     Danielle, Sgt. MacArthur and Cpl. Hiroa were deep in the sewers several metres below Bordeaux. Knee deep in human waste of every type, they absolutely could not have been in a more uncomfortable place. The river of the unimaginable was flowing steadily, and was cold enough to allow pieces of ice to form. Danielle was taking the lead. She had taken this route many times and knew what she was looking for. As used to it as she was, she still had to hold a handkerchief up to her face in a futile attempt to block out the stench. He two charges were doing the same. 


     Eager to get out, MacArthur asked how much further there was to go. 


     “We are close. I can see the opening to the river. Stay behind me and keep going!” 


     Danielle informed them. 


     After what seemed a lifetime, the three of them finally reached the end of the sewer and found themselves in knee-deep water. Clean water. Nothing had ever smelled so good as the fresh air they were now breathing. 


     They waded their way to the bank and collapsed in an exhausted heap. Danielle splashed water onto her face, trying to clean up and more importantly, get rid of the putrid smell, which she knew from experience, would stay in her nostrils for several days to come. 


     Totally out of touch with his bearings, Hiora asked Danielle where they were. 


     “We’re south of Bordeaux. We need to head for Bayonne. That’s our rendezvous point.”  


     “How far away is that?” asked Hiroa, shivering. 


     “Two days. We need to get moving.” Danielle looked into the eyes of Hiora, silently challenging him to complain. He knew he couldn’t. A big tough airman complaining about hard work to a petite female civilian? It doesn’t work, and Danielle knew it. 


     As they walked away from the riverbank, they found themselves entering the cover of one of the many forests around the outlying areas of Bordeaux. Danielle stopped and looked up toward the sky. She saw a small bird fluttering its wings above them, flying around in circles. Not just any bird, it was Frédéric! She cupped her hands to her mouth and started making cooing noises, calling her beloved little bird to go to her. 


     “What’s she doing,” asked MacArthur. 


     “She’s bloody porangi, Mate,” replied Hiroa, using his strongest possible New Zealand accent. 


     “What the hell is porangi?” asked MacArthur, genuinely puzzled. 


     “You not up to speed with your Maori, Serg? It means insane, ‘round the bloody twist.” 


     Following his lesson - and new found knowledge in the Maori language - MacArthur, just for a moment, wondered if Hiora may be a little porangi as well. 


     Danielle, not amused at the ribbing from MacArthur and Hiroa, explained sternly, “The bird’s name is Frédéric, he belongs to me, and he has returned from delivering a message to my contact. She will be meeting us in Bayonne, and will be getting us safely into Spain.” Picking up on the raised eyebrows of the two men, she finished with, “She’s the most wanted woman in France.” 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Six 


       


     Marseille, France. 


       


     Four hundred miles east-southeast of Bordeaux, Nancy Wake sat in a house in Marseille. It was a cold, overcast day, but the views of the city to the back and those looking out over the Mediterranean Sea to the front were still breathtaking. She sat outside on the veranda, admiring the garden and immaculate lawn. 


     Nancy Wake was a stunning woman, used to earning looks of admiration from men, single or married, wherever she went. Originally from New Zealand, she had long silky brunette hair, soft pale skin, and perfectly shaped lips. The lines on her face told many stories, on being that she had lived a hard life, but her eyes, they were still full of life, and full of hope. 


     She looked up to the sky, her attention caught by a rapid movement. A carrier dove flew down, and settled on the veranda railing, looking at her, inviting her to take the note in the small tube attached to his leg. It was dear Frédéric. Nancy approached him slowly, and took him into her hand before retrieving the note which read, En route, two in tow. Bayonne. Nancy smiled and fussed the white dove. She carried him over to the table and let him enjoy some crumbs leftover from her breakfast to build his strength after such a long journey. A grateful Frédéric then flapped his wings, once again heading towards the sky and headed nor’ nor’east, back towards his master, Danielle. 


     It was time to leave. Nancy was prepared, and, apart from having to put on a coat, only had her small case to pick up. She took one last look around the place, walked outside and closed the door behind her. As she started to walk away, a voice startled her. It was her husband, Henri Fiocca. 


     “Are you leaving without saying goodbye?” 


     “I thought you were at the factory working, darling. I was going to leave you a note,” she replied. 


     Henri looked at his wife, smiling, love emanating from every bone in his body. “My love, no note can ever replace that magical smile of yours.” 


     He looked down at the small suitcase. “So, where is it today? Cannes? Montpellier?” he asked. 


     Nancy lowered her head, unable to look him in the eye. “I cannot say, Henri. I’m sorry.”  


     “So, this is goodbye then, mon amour?” asked Henri, knowingly. 


     Nancy nodded her head. “I’m afraid so, yes. A contact is en route, I must go. Don’t be sad, my darling. We both knew this day would come.” 


     “Are you sure they will get you out?” Henri asked. He was actually asking if Nancy would survive the journey without being captured and executed. 


     “Yes, I will be fine, please don’t worry. There are others who need to leave France too, and it is important that I go with them.” 


     Henri then told Nancy that he’d observed a much higher SS presence in Marseille, especially over the last few days. He was worried how she would get out of the town, let alone survive the entire trip. 


     Nancy said, “I know, darling. They have been following me for several weeks now. Our phone lines are tapped and they’ve been intercepting our mail as well. Please be careful who you communicate with after I have left, and most importantly, be careful what you say.” 


     Henri didn’t need to reply. Both he and Nancy embraced, holding each other tightly, and neither could hold back the tears. 


     “Come with me, Henri, there’s still time to change your mind,” Nancy pleaded. 


     “My love, it would attract too much attention to you if I were to leave as well. And, besides, I have my workers at the factory to think of. If I were to leave, the SS would punish them, perhaps torture them, and I could not live with myself knowing that I caused so many innocent people so much pain just for my own gains. You must go alone, and you must go now.” 


     Henri lifted Nancy’s chin up and held it with his thumb and forefinger, like a parent does with a sad child, and continued: “This war will end one day. This fighting cannot go on forever. The world has had enough. And, darling, once it has ended, you will come back for me here, yes?” 


     “Of course I will,” Nancy promised. 


     There are times when the rule about not making a promise unless one is absolutely sure that it will be kept and carried out doesn’t matter, and this was one of those times. 


     Nancy took a deep breath and picked up her suitcase. She turned and walked away from the house without looking back. 


     I will see you on the other side, my love, Henri whispered to himself. He went back into the house and sat down. He now had just two tasks in his life. To look after his factory and workers, and to nurse his broken heart. 


     Danielle, MacArthur and Hiora were still walking through the forest, barely an ounce of strength left between them, when Danielle pointed to a clearing. 


     “We’re here,” she announced. MacArthur and Hiora considered these to be the most welcome words they had ever heard in their lives. 


     Before leaving the cover of the forest, all three looked around in every direction ensuring that they were alone. Now was not the time for any surprises. After a few minutes of searching, Danielle started picking up branches and brushing snow away with her hands, and a small bunker was revealed. She jumped in and realised that it was empty. 


     “I don’t understand it, they were supposed to be here by now,” she said, a worried look on her face. 


     Trying, as ever, to be a bright spark, Hiora suggested that they may have gone out to buy some cheese and wine. He didn’t get a laugh. 


     “No, something’s not right. There should always be someone here, no exceptions,” she said. 


     “Let’s just stick around for a while, it can’t hurt,” MacArthur said. “They may come back later, and in the meantime, we can dry off, warm up, and get some rest.” 


     Danielle agreed, resigning herself to the fact that he was probably right. It’s all too easy to become paranoid when you’re assisting in the escape of two airmen from the Nazis. 


     Fontaine and Nadeau were still trudging through their part of the forest, and like Mitchell and his men, were on the verge of collapsing. They hadn’t slept, they hadn’t eaten, and they had pushed their bodies far beyond their design limits. Nadeau, almost on his knees, asked how much further to the rendezvous point. 


     “Not far, should be there soon,” Fontaine informed him. 


     “And then you will take me out of France?” 


     Fontaine turned to face Nadeau, and paused for a few seconds. 


     “No, my plans are to stay here.” He sensed that Nadeau’s blood pressure was starting to rise, as well as his voice. 


     “What do you mean, you will be staying here? You said you would be taking me out of France!” Nadeau protested. 


     Fontaine needed to calm Nadeau down. This was not a good place to have a shouting match. 


     “I told you I would take you to safety, and that is exactly what I am doing. However, it is not my job to take you out of France. You need to understand that you are not the only person in this position, and that I must therefore stay in France so that I can continue to help others in the same way that I am helping you,” Fontaine said. 


     Nadeau was still not happy, and his voice was still rising. “So, are you telling me that you’re just going to hand me over to some stranger? What if they cannot get me out either?” 


     Their conversation was stopped by the sound of a breaking twig close by in the bushes. Fontaine motioned for Nadeau to be silent. Both men instinctively raised their rifles and looked around. They could see no movement and the only sound they could now hear was the trees blowing in the light breeze. 


     Then, there was another noise; the sound of a rifle being cocked. Fontaine and Nadeau were desperately trying to identify the source of the noise, but without success. 


     Suddenly, they heard screaming which seemed to be coming from all around, from every direction. They were now turning erratically, pointing their rifles at nothing in particular, because they could not see anything to point them at. They were scared, and it showed on their pale faces, their blood drained from fear. 


     There was a rustle in the bushes, and then some movement. Their eyes were fixated, as were their minds, not knowing what to expect. 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Seven 


       


     The Train Station, Marseille. 


       


     Standing on the platform, Nancy looked around the station before boarding the train. She held the rail with one hand, her suitcase with the other, and stepped into the carriage. Having found a group of four seats with no other occupants, she sat down. 


     Along the carriage, the conductor could be seen and he was stopping at each passenger’s seat checking their tickets. Nancy opened her purse, and retrieved hers, ready for inspection. 


     “Billet, s’il vous plait, Madame?” 


     Nancy handed over her ticket to the conductor and smiled in an effort to hide the fear which was ravaging every nerve in her body. The conductor looked at her ticket for a few seconds, but did not clip it. He then looked at Nancy, back at the ticket and then Nancy again, a look of suspicion on his face. 


     “Is there a problem, Sir?” she asked. 


     Two seats away sat two Gestapo officers, whose attention was always drawn to people who may have a problem. They were now looking at Nancy. The conductor was still carrying out his inspection of both the ticket and its owner, and had still not responded to her question. 


     Finally, after what felt like several hours, he punched the ticket, handed it back to Nancy, and touched the peak of his cap in a show of respect before moving on to the next passenger. 


     Nancy placed the ticket back into her purse. She glanced backwards, and noticed the two Gestapo officers. One was whispering to the other, and the other was looking at her. Their gaze met. Sensing that something was not right, she decided to get off the train. She stood up, and leaving her suitcase where it was, quietly headed for the exit. 


     The two officers saw Nancy moving, and stood up. 


     “Halt, halt,” they both yelled. 


     She started to panic, picking up her speed and rushing towards the end of the carriage. 


     The two officers started running after her, still screaming for her to stop. 


     Nancy ran down the three steep steps of the carriage back onto the platform, straight into the arms of another Gestapo officer who, initially, thought she was falling and grabbed her arm to steady her. He was about to release her, when the first two officers appeared at the door of the train, and instructed him to hold her. 


     “You’re coming with us,” one of them informed her. “For what reason?” asked Nancy. 


     “There are some questions we would like you to answer, now come.” 


     The two officers both took one of Nancy’s arms each, and led her away from the train back towards the station, while the man who had caught her went into the carriage and retrieved her abandoned luggage. 


       


    


  




  

    

Chapter Eight 


       


     Le Boulangerie de LeClair, Bordeaux. 


       


     Bridgette LeClair was cleaning up the bakery and preparing to close down for the day. She had swept the floor, wiped the surfaces, and was now crouched down behind the counter putting trays and other things away in their rightful places. 


     The bell on the door rang, indicating that someone had entered. Perhaps, a late customer, she thought. She called out a greeting in her usual cheery voice, and told the invisible person that she would attend to them in just a moment. There was no reply, however. Bridgette closed the cupboard doors, stood up and saw that her visitor was most definitely not an ordinary customer. It was Captain Wenger. She froze, her blood turned to ice and her heart started pounding, threatening to burst through her chest. 


     “Good evening, Madame,” the captain greeted her, with a pencil-thin smile. 


     “Oh, Captain, good evening, I was not expecting you. I am closing up for the day, but I may just have some bread left over in the back, would you like me to go and check?” 


     Bridgette noticed that Himmel and Brahms were standing behind Wenger, their rifles poised. 


     “As delicious as it may be, I’m afraid that I am not here for your bread. May I?” Wenger asked, gesturing towards the back room. Before Bridgette could respond, he was already there, and had headed straight over to the fireplace. With his back to Bridgette, he started the questions. 


     “May I enquire as to the whereabouts of your daughter?” Bridgette told Wegner that she was not at home at that moment. 


     “No? Imagine my surprise. Where is she?” It was a rhetorical question, and he continued speaking, while tapping the fireplace with his Taktstock. 


     “She has not been seen in town for several days. Where, oh where could she be, I wonder?” Wenger swiveled around on his heel, and was now facing Bridgette. That was not a rhetorical question. He noticed that she was now visibly shaking. 


     “She has gone to Paris to visit my sister who has been taken ill. I sent Danielle to take care of her until she has recovered.” 


     “Your sister is in Paris, you say? Well, that explains everything, Madame,” said Wenger sarcastically, clearly enjoying himself. “I’m just a little surprised that, with the urgency of your sister being, ‘ill’, she chose to walk. I mean, it’s a journey of 600km which would take her five full days, providing she didn’t stop once for food, water, or rest.” 


     “She took the train straight to Paris, Sir,” replied Bridgette, knowing that she was losing this conversation, and fast. 


     “And that, Madame, is where I have a problem.” Wenger took the poker from the fireplace and started playing with the embers. 


     “You see, I have checked at the train station, and they have no record of any Danielle LeClair boarding any train to Paris. Not today, not yesterday, not last week, not ever, and that is why I assumed that she had walked! But, no, I was wrong. I was wrong, and you are a liar,” said Wenger. He removed the poker from the fire, the end of which was glowing red. 


     He started to approach Bridgette, and she backed away, straight into Himmel and Brahms, who each took an elbow and shoulder to hold her securely. 


     Wenger held up the poker just a few inches from Bridgette’s eyes. “I will ask one more time. Where is your daughter?” 


     Bridgette said nothing, and Wenger placed the end of the red hot poker onto her left cheek. 


     The room immediately became filled with the stench of burning skin. Bridgette was screaming out in pain, her legs flailing around, her only support being the arms of Himmel and Brahms. Through fear, and the intense pain, she started to lose control of herself and a puddle had formed beneath her legs on the floor. 


     “The last time I visited you here, Madame, I informed you of exactly what happens to anyone assisting or collaborating with the enemy in any shape or form. Your daughter did not board the train which means you are lying. By lying, you have demonstrated that you have something to hide, yes?” demanded Wenger. 


     Bridgette found the strength from somewhere to reply, telling Wenger, now her torturer, that she was not a collaborator. 


     “Then you are a traitor! You and your whore of a daughter have been working with the enemy.” 


     Upon hearing the word whore, Himmel failed to hide the smirk which had involuntarily appeared on his face. Wegner grabbed Bridgette’s hair. 


     “Where is she?” 


     Bridgette shook her head. 


     “Where is your daughter?” asked Wenger again, his veins now visible in his face and neck, and beads of sweat forming on his forehead. He then slapped her across her face. 


     Bridgette, tears streaming down her face, said, “She has gone.” 


     “Yes, we know she has gone! If she had not gone, she would be here! The question is, where has she gone!”? 


     Wenger looked at Himmel and Brahms, and instructed them to search every inch of the bakery and living quarters. Himmel went upstairs, and Brahms walked through to the shop. 


     Wegner once again took hold of Bridgette’s hair, and pulled hard, forcing her on to her knees. 


     In the streets surrounding the bakery, people were going about their daily business, keeping their heads down, doing everything they could to avoid attracting attention. 


     A single shot was heard. The sound echoed through the streets and bounced off the walls from building to building. Aida Dubois, who lived in the house opposite the bakery, peered through her curtains. 


     She saw Captain Wenger walk out of the shop door, holstering his sidearm. Himmel and Brahms followed, holding Bridgette by her arms. Her right leg was gushing with blood that was escaping through the bullet hole which Wegner had just placed there. She was dragged along the street and loaded on to a truck. 


     There would be no more fresh bread coming from Bridgette LeClair’s bakery. 


       


    


  




  

    

Chapter Nine 


       


     The POW Camp, Bordeaux. 


       


     Under one of the buildings inside the compound, was a hole. It was just about big enough for a slim man to enter. Given the rations handed to the prisoners, this would not be a problem for anyone. 


     Cpl. Watts emerged, and lifted up a small makeshift bucket, made from an old kettle. It was full of soil which was offloaded onto a pile close by. Down he went again. Sgt. Palmer was down there too, laying on his belly, digging, breaking the clumps of earth and passing them back to Watts who would, once again, take them to the surface. Kahu was also involved. It was his job to put the soil that Watts had brought up from the tunnel into a sack, and disperse it evenly so that it would not be noticed. 


     Once again, Watts appeared, and Cpl. Kahu asked him how much further there was to go. 


     “Not far, not more than just a few metres, and then we should break into the old French tunnel system,” Watts told him. 


     Kahu slid out from underneath the building with his sack of dirt, and ducked as two Nazi guards passed by, walking their rounds. Once gone, he got back up and slipped into the building through a small concealed hole in the wall. 


     Once inside the room, he placed the sack onto the floor. Garner and every other man in the building filled two socks with earth and placed them into their pockets. They would dispose of them later. 


     Kahu looked at Garner and said, “Everyone’s helping, we’re making good progress.” 


     If there was a way to get rid of the dirt, the men found it. They were putting it on top of the beams close to the ceiling; they were dumping it into the outhouse. One of them was even scattering it onto the floor through the legs of his trousers, and then sweeping it up and putting it into the trash, a move which everyone else considered to be ingenious. He could actually dump the soil right under the noses of the Nazis, and they would not suspect a thing! 


     An alarm sounded, the sound filling every corner of the camp. It was time for the evening head count, which, with everyone present - for now - went without a hitch. The lights went out in all buildings, and the guards relaxed a little, unlike Mitchell’s team who were on tenterhooks. 


     The men started filing through the secret hole in the building, and gathered underneath at the entrance to the tunnel. One by one they lowered themselves into the hole and started crawling towards freedom. 


     Patterson and Oliver pulled out the first of the men from the other side of the fence. He was not the person they were expecting to see. 


     “Where’s Garner?” asked Mitchell. 


     “He’s at the arse end of the line,” the new escapee explained. “How many of you are there?” 


     “Twelve.” 


     “Twelve?” Babcock almost screeched incredulously. “We can’t take twelve of you!” 


     “No need to. We’ve already agreed that we’ll scatter in different directions. You’ll be responsible for Garner and Garner only. Good luck.” 


     The former POW ran off into the forest. It would be the first and last time he would ever meet Mitchell and his men. 


       


    


  




  

    

Chapter Ten 


       


     Danielle, Macarthur and Hiora were now all together in their bunker, waiting. The two men were sleeping off their exhaustion while Danielle was keeping a look out through a small slit. The forest was dark, but the moonlit sky was bright enough for her to be able to see anything of interest. 


     She heard rustling in some bushes just a few feet from where they were hiding. Then, some quiet crying; sobbing. “Bichette, my Bichette.” 


     Through the slit, Danielle saw her mother emerge from the bushes. She was limping, barely able to walk. Bridgette walked past the bunker, not even aware that it existed, and she carried on until she was almost out of sight. Danielle, seeing her mother in such obvious pain put her hand over her mouth to stop herself from screaming out loud. It was now her turn to sob. She had abandoned her mother, and now this? She would never forgive herself. She looked around at MacArthur and Hiora who were still sleeping. 


     Unable to stop herself, she slowly and silently opened the top of the bunker and climbed out. She managed to get her mother into her sight once again, and started going after her, picking up her pace with each step. 


     “Mama, Mama,” she cried. 


     Bridgette heard Danielle’s cries, but chose not to respond. She kept limping forwards. MacArthur woke up and noticed that Danielle was no longer in the bunker. He shook Hiroa. 


     “Wake up, she’s gone.” 


     Danielle made another attempt at calling the attention of her mother. “Mama, Mama, it’s me, Danielle.” 


     Finally, Bridgette stopped and slowly turned around to face her daughter. They were just one metre apart. Danielle noticed the wound on her face, inflicted by Capt. Wenger earlier. It looked raw. Bridgette then spoke. 


     “They made me bring you to your father’s old hunting ground. I was so hoping you would not be here. I am sorry, Bichette. I love you; I will always love you.” 


     With that, a gun shot rang out, and a small hole appeared on Bridgette’s forehead. Blood trickled out, and she fell to the floor. Bridgette LeClair was dead. 


     A group of Nazi soldiers appeared from behind various bushes, and were headed by Wenger, who was wearing an evil smile of satisfaction. 


     “I found you, Danielle. And all because your own mother helped me.” 


     Danielle, her emotions on fire, yelled at him as she held her dead mother in her arms. She yelled words which she had never used before. 


     “Monstre! Morcreau de merde! Tu es cruel!” She wept as she continued to hold her mother, stroking her hair, trying to bring her back. 


     MacArthur and Hiora had by this stage left the bunker, and were hiding by two trees, watching everything. They stayed silent and motionless, knowing that there was absolutely nothing they could do to help Danielle. 


     One of the Nazi soldiers took Danielle by the hair and pulled her up, tearing her away from her mother for the last time. Wegner approached, and hit her hard across the back of the head with the butt of his pistol. She passed out and slumped to the ground, lying next to her mother. 


     “Search for others. I do not believe that she was here alone,” barked Wegner to the group of soldiers. 


     With those words, MacArthur and Hiora looked at each other, not needing to say that they needed to get away from that place as soon as was possible. They both stood, and started running as the Nazi guards spread out, and commenced their search for more of the enemy, and more traitors. 


     As they left the scene, Danielle’s limp body was loaded into the back of a truck. 


     Bridgette’s dead body was left where it was. Various forms of life would start to feed on her flesh very soon. 


       


    


  




  

    

Chapter Eleven 


       


     Gestapo Headquarters, Marseille. 


       


     Nancy was sitting in an interrogation room with her wrists chained to a simple table. She was watching two low ranking Nazis rifling through her suitcase and handbag, not least her ID, in her married name. Right now, she was Nancy Foccia. They were searching everything with a fine tooth comb, not leaving a thread of material untouched. They were being rough, and she had heard the sound of her clothes being torn more than once. One of the soldiers took a notebook, had a quick look through, and ripped the pages from the spine. 


     Lieutenant Fischer then entered the room. He had blond hair, blue eyes, a perfect looking example of someone of the Aryan race. 


     He approached Nancy, smiling. “Good day, Mrs Foccia, is it?” He was obviously going to play good cop, at least for a while. 


     Nancy chose to ignore his polite greeting. “I do hope that your men aren’t planning to destroy all of my clothes.” 


     “This is just a routine check, Mrs Foccia, nothing to worry about,” lied Fischer. 


     “Are all women chosen for a routine check pulled off a train and handcuffed?” Nancy looked at the two soldiers, still going through her belongings. “Careful, boys, those are real silk.” 


     Fischer closed Nancy’s file with a snap, and looked at her, still smiling. He took out a packet of Eckstein from his pocket, offered Nancy a stick which she declined, and lit his own, blowing the first lungful of smoke into the air towards the ceiling. “Mrs Foccia, not every person leaving Marseille has a story such as yours. You are from Australia, I understand?” 


     “I am from New Zealand originally. I left when I was young and went to Australia to study,” she said. 


     “Ah, so you are a Kiwi,” Fischer said, obviously amused. “Is that correct, a Kiwi? What is a Kiwi doing in France, Mrs Foccia?” 


     “My husband, Henri, who is French owns a factory.” 


     “Mrs Wake, why were you boarding a train to Montpellier?” asked Fischer. “I have a dear friend there, and I am going to visit her.” 


     “What is the name of this…friend, Mrs Foccia?” 


     “I don’t see that as being any of your concern,” replied Nancy defiantly. 


     Fischer’s attitude took a sudden icy tone, and he stared at Nancy with eyes that could turn water to ice. 


     “When are you returning to Marseille, Mrs Foccia?” 


     “When I can,” Nancy said. 


     Fischer adjusted his posture and took a final draw on his cigarette before putting it out in the ash tray, all without taking his eyes off of Nancy. 


     “Mrs Foccia. Judging by the cases which we have examined for, shall we say, contraband? You seem to have packed in a hurry. I am of the mind that you are not telling me the truth, Mrs Foccia. Your story doesn’t seem to add up, and I believe you are hiding something from me.” 


     “What can I say, officer? I am going to visit an old friend in Montpellier, and...,” Nancy said, still remaining perfectly calm and composed. 


     “Yes, yes, yes. Your friend’s name, please, Mrs Foccia,” demanded Fischer. “Why am I being held? What exactly is it that I have done wrong?” asked Nancy. 


     “Your friend’s name, now!” Fischer was yelling. The good cop had definitely gone home for the day. 


     “Doris Cambridge,” Nancy yelled back, not showing any fear whatsoever. “There is no one in Montpellier with that name,” countered Fischer. 


     “Oh, you are now going to try and tell me that you know every resident of Montpellier personally, Officer?” said Nancy, making little attempt at hiding the sarcasm in her voice. “You had better check, and check quickly, because I think it is you who is lying.” 


     Fischer was unable to contain his rage, and shot up to his feet. 


     “I do not lie, you filthy swine! It is you who is lying!” 


     At that moment, a phone rang. An SS operator picked up the call, and stepped into the small make-shift interrogation room. 


     “Sir, there is a call for you.” 


     “I said no calls, get out!” snapped Fischer. 


     “Sir,” the radio operator continued, trembling: “The caller purports to be one Doris Cambridge and is demanding to speak with you immediately. 


     Fischer’s eyes were now bulging out of their sockets, such was his rage. He turned sharply on his heels and left the room, slamming the door behind him. Nancy was smiling calmly. 


       


    


  




  

    

Chapter Twelve 


       


     Fontaine and Nadeau had now met up with the group of French Resistance fighters who would protect Nadeau and escort him out of the country to safety. The group was walking through the forest, and Nadeau was having a quiet conversation with one of the Resistance members, Jean Luc Moreau, to whom he asked where they were heading. 


     “We’re heading to a safe house not far from here. We have some more men waiting for us there. We will then have a rest before taking you as far as we can. You will have to take the Garrow Line out of France and into Spain.” 


     After a few more miles, Nadeau, along with Fontaine and the rest of the Resistance fighters were outside a small cabin hidden in the forest. They all entered. 


     Inside, was Captain Ian Garrow, a man in his 50s whose lined face told a thousand stories. Introductions were made, and Garrow stood to greet the men. 


     “Gentlemen, I’m glad you made it out of there alive. You don’t sound British, where are you from?” he asked Nadeau. 


     “I’m from Valcartier, Quebec, Canada, Sir,” he replied formally, respecting the captain’s rank. 


     “Canada!” Garrow exclaimed enthusiastically. “I’ve never actually met a real French speaking Canadian before. This is a first for me! Good. You are welcome here. Now, listen up, everyone.” The room fell silent and Garrow started his brief. 


     “Now that we have dealt with the pleasantries, we can start to discuss our next mission. We’ve received word from British intelligence that more men are on their way, meaning there has been a second escape. I don’t need to tell you what the reaction of the Nazis will be when they find out. I have no choice but to send you back out there to find our friends, and to bring them back here.” 


     “And where, once we’ve found them and got them back here, do we take them?” asked Nadeau, clearly thinking of himself. 


     Sensing this, Garrow said: “They - along with you, my dear fellow - will be taken across the mountains into Spain. We will do it when you are all ready, and only when you are all ready. It is not an easy climb, and you need to be in tip-top condition.” 


     A young boy of around 14 years of age entered the cabin, and announced to Garrow that he had some news. Garrow suggested to his new guests that they go and clean up and get something to eat. He then turned to Claude, the young messenger. 


     “Something strange is happening up in the mountains, Sir.” 


     “Strange? What kind of strange?” Garrow asked slightly impatiently. Captains do not like strange. They like order and predictability. 


     “While I was keeping an eye on the first road, as you told me to, Sir, there were two German army trucks that drove up the road and they pulled over and parked. The men in the trucks got out and walked up the rocky hillside.” 


     “Did you follow them, Claude?” asked Garrow. 


     “Yes. They hiked up to an old mine and climbed into it. I kept watch for a day and a night, but they never came out again.” 


     “It sounds like there is something up in that hillside that they know about, and we don’t. Claude, firstly, please get yourself something to eat. Once you’ve done that, return to the hillside at once, but make sure you keep your distance. Keep an eye open for any other movement. 


     Report back to me with anything you learn in a few days,” Garrow requested. 


     Garrow opened up a large map of the area on to the table and studied it, deep in thought. 


     What was in that mine that the Germans were so interested in? 


       


    


  




  

    

Chapter Thirteen 


       


     Mitchell and his team were still pulling men out of the tunnel. He, Babcock and Patterson were so focused on the job at hand that they hadn’t noticed Oliver step back a few paces and slip his hand into his pocket. 


     The twelfth man came out. 


     “Where the bloody hell is Garner?” asked Mitchell. 


     “There are still more in the tunnel. He will be the last,” replied the last man. 


     Oliver had now placed himself behind a tree. Suddenly, the men all heard a whistle blowing. Shit, most of them muttered under their breath. Everyone ducked down and stopped breathing. 


     One of the Nazi guards had stopped, and he was looking directly at the men. He screamed to someone in a tower to turn the search light towards the direction of Mitchell. The whistle blew for a second time. 


     Mitchell said to Babcock and Patterson, “Stay here, I’m going to go and see who the fuck is blowing that whistle.” 


     He ran off into the trees, and not far away he saw the shadow of a man who was holding something up to his mouth. Mitchell sprinted towards him, and tackled him to the ground, pulling the whistle from his mouth. It was Oliver. 


     “What the hell do you think you are doing?” asked Mitchell, in shock, and barely able to speak. 


     The two men wrestled on the ground, and Oliver reached into his pocket and pulled out a large commando knife. 


     Mitchell wasn’t the only one who had been curious as to the origin of the whistle blowing. Nazi guards were now running over to where he and Oliver continued to wrestle in the snow and dirt. 


     Oliver was on top of Mitchell. He had one hand over his throat, and he was trying to stab him with the other hand. Mitchell saw an opportunity, and managed to punch Oliver in the face. It was good enough. The shock of the blow caused Oliver to let go of the knife, and it flew several metres, landing and hiding itself in the snow. 


     Babcock and Patterson were still back at the tunnel’s exit, and continued to extract men. 


     Then, the searchlight which had been dancing around aimlessly, found them and was lighting them up. 


     “We need to get out of here now,” said Babcock. 


     A face appeared from the tunnel; it was Jim Garner. 


     I’m the last, let’s go,” he said. Introductions would come later, hopefully. 


     Mitchell had broken free of Oliver and was crawling in the snow, trying to find the knife. Oliver went after him, and grabbed him around the waist, pulling him down to the ground again. Mitchell felt something smooth with his hand. It was the knife. He took a hold of it and raised his hand, ready to stab Oliver in the heart. 


     Before he had chance to plunge the blade into Oliver’s heart, a light appeared behind Mitchell’s back. He could hear shouting in German all around him. Mitchell stood up with his hands above his head. The Germans were in no mood for surrendering. Two shots rang out. One hit Mitchell straight in his heart, the other went straight through his carotid artery. He was dead before he hit the ground, landing on top of Oliver. 


     The shouting continued, now directed at the whistle blower. 


     Oliver pushed the dead body off and sat up. 


     “Don’t shoot, don’t shoot, it was me blowing the whistle.” In his panicked state, he reached for his pocket to retrieve the whistle. It was the last thing Oliver would ever do. 


     A single shot hit Oliver perfectly between the eyes. He slumped down to the ground, and in an ironic twist of fate, both he and Mitchell were now taking their final journey together towards the next world. 


     One of the German guards started searching through Oliver’s pockets and found the whistle. He turned around, holding it in the air, and the Nazis realised straight away that they had just shot one of their own. 


     The last of the escapees had all gone in off their separate ways into the forest, with the exception of Garner, who was now with Babcock and Patterson. They knew they had mere seconds to make a decision as to their next move, and that their survival would depend on it being the right one. 


     Babcock suggested they set up an ambush to which Patterson and Garner agreed. I wouldn’t end their problems, but it would at least buy them some precious time. They ran to a large, thick cluster of bushes nearby and ducked behind them. After a few minutes, a small group of Nazi guards ran past, and as they did so, they were cut down by gunfire. Two more guards rushed in, attracted by the sound of the first volley, and they met the same fate. 


     “Right, that’s just bought us five minutes, time to go,” said Patterson. 


     The three men ran back to the tunnel to retrieve Babcock and Patterson’s gear. Whilst they had not witnessed Mitchell’s demise first hand, he was still not back, and they therefore feared the worst. Wanting as many supplies as possible, Garner slung Mitchell’s bergen over his shoulder, and the three men headed away. 


       


    


  




  

    

Chapter Fourteen 


       


     Gurs Concentration Camp at the French / Spanish Border. 


       


     Following a long journey without food, water or sleep, the human cargo arrived at the Gurs Concentration Camp. The truck was unloaded. Danielle was taken inside and thrown into a small cell, inside which there was one other woman. 


     Danielle looked around, and without warning bent over and dry vomited. 


     The other woman looked at her with concern. Women have a sixth sense when it comes to certain things about other women and their bodies. 


     “You’re not alone, are you?” she asked Danielle. 


     “No, I’m not,” replied Danielle. She sat in the corner, huddled up, and cried. She couldn’t help but wonder how she would one day have to explain to her child that her father, a Nazi, had been directly responsible for killing her Grandmother in the middle of a forest. 


     Hundreds of miles away, Nancy sat in a different cell. Lt. Fischer arrived again, holding her papers. 


     “Well, Mrs Foccia, it seems that your story checks out.” 


     Nancy stood up, and walked the door wearing a big smile. The guard was about to open it to allow her to pass, but Fischer stopped him. He hadn’t finished talking. 


     “Your friend was very informative, Mrs Foccia. Her story, compared to what you told us was perfect, almost as if it had been rehearsed.” 


     Nancy swallowed hard. 


     “You should have simply told us that your husband was seeing a younger woman. 


     Perhaps we would have been a little more, sympathetic, shall we say?” 


     “Well, I didn’t want to give you boys the impression I was single. I can’t resist a man in uniform,” said Nancy playfully. 


     “Make no mistake,” said Fischer, looking deadly serious, “We would find no difficulty in resisting you.” 


     Nancy feigned sadness and asked if she was free to go. 


     Fischer stood aside, and opened the door, telling her that she was indeed free to leave, for now, intentionally giving her the impression that her every move would be watched from hereon in. 


     She left the train station and headed back into the centre of Marseille, specifically the post office, and placed a call to Montpellier. The operator connected her with one Doris Cambridge. 


     “Doris, thank you for the cover, I have just been released from questioning. They bought the story, thankfully,” said Nancy. 


     “Will you be on the next train then?” 


     “No, it’s too dangerous now. I’ll have to find another way. I will be there as soon as I can.” 


     The two women said their goodbyes, and hung up. 


     Nancy tied a scarf around her head and left the post office. Upon walking down the street, she spotted a bicycle, and having decided that her needs were greater than the owner’s, she decided to borrow it. She quickly tied her suitcase on to the back, and headed off down the road. 


     As she was peddling, her husband, Henri, was working from home, sitting in his office studying some purchase orders from his factory when he was distracted by loud pounding on the door of his house. 


     He stood up to investigate. Out of the window, he saw a group of Nazi soldiers. One of them was responsible for the hammering on the door, the rest standing behind him with their rifles poised. He backed away from the window, looking around frantically for an escape route, despite knowing that one did not exist. 


     He ran downstairs, and he could now hear the Germans shouting, demanding that he open the door. He ran for the back of the house, an instinctive move to get away, even though there was nowhere to go. 


     Any patience given by the soldiers had by now expired, and they forced down the door, causing an almighty crash. They all rushed into the house and surrounded Henri, blocking him from all directions. One of them took his rifle and rammed its butt into his stomach, causing Henri to fall to his knees, unable to breath. 


     The senior ranking member of the group ordered the remaining soldiers to search the entire house inch by inch. This actually meant destroy the house, which they made a good job of doing in a short space of time. 


     Once the search was completed, the group forcefully dragged Henri from his house, and threw him into the back of the truck in which they had arrived. Two of the guards climbed aboard the truck, and it departed. 


     One of the remaining soldiers reentered the house, carrying large cans of petrol and soaked almost every surface of the house generously. The rest had been delegated to remove any records, files, diaries, notepads and such forth which they did, taking them outside and loading them onto a second truck. 


     The senior officer removed his handkerchief from his pocket, wrapped it around a stone, and lit it with a match. He threw it through a window, and within seconds Henri and Nancy’s house was burning to the ground. 
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