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			Chapter One


			April 4, 1940


			“What do you mean, drop everything and rush off to Denmark?” I stared at Sir Malcolm Freemantle, British counterintelligence spymaster, with a fury I wasn’t trying to disguise. He’d told me three months before that he wasn’t going to drag me into any more investigations. At least not until the war started in earnest. Probably.


			But as dusk was falling over London and blackout curtains were closed for the night, he’d called me to his office to tell me he had a new assignment for me. In neutral Denmark, of all places.


			“There’s no fighting going on in Europe. At least not anything to bother Britain. Why are you sending me on another investigation, Sir Malcolm?”


			“Do you know who Admiral Wilhelm Canaris is, Olivia?”


			I shook my head.


			“He’s chief of the Abwehr, German military intelligence. And today he has informed the Danish and Norwegian governments that the German army will attack on Tuesday, 9 April.” He studied me without expression.


			I felt anything but calm hearing that news, and I know I showed my fears. That would mean the Phony War was coming to an end, and once more, my husband, Adam, would be in great danger. “Why would he warn them? Hitler will separate his head from his shoulders for giving away their battle plans.”


			“Canaris is no fool. He wouldn’t have done this without Hitler’s approval. Personally, I think he did it so the Danes and the Norwegians will have time to surrender without anyone getting hurt. Less expenditure of arms and fuel by the German military. Two countries conquered on the cheap.”


			“All right. It’s now Thursday night. On Tuesday morning the Germans say they will attack.” This was insane. Why would Canaris tell anyone? Why would Sir Malcolm tell me? “Why are you telling me? I don’t work for you anymore.”


			“You signed the Official Secrets Act. I can call you to duty at any time until this war is over.” His satisfied smile said it all.


			“The war begins in earnest on Tuesday, and I need you to get back to work. Your holiday is over.” He studied me from beneath his bushy eyebrows. “I need you to fly to Denmark in the morning.”


			“And do what? Stop the invasion?” I asked him.


			Sir Malcolm’s office was cheerless at the best of times. Now with blackout curtains and lower indoor lighting to save on fuel used to make electricity, monsters could, and probably did, hide in the shadowy corners. And Sir Malcolm, sitting at his desk in the middle of the room, was the biggest monster of all. “Get Olaf Jørgensen and his research out of Denmark and on Monday’s ferry back to England.”


			“Why can’t he do that himself?”


			“He’s conflicted.” Sir Malcolm gave an exasperated sigh.


			“And I’m supposed to convince him to come with me? Why would he listen to me?”


			“He won’t. That’s why I’m sending Mike Christiansen with you. He speaks Danish and has some understanding of chemistry.”


			“Chemistry?” I studied modern languages at university, not science of any sort.


			“Jørgensen won the Nobel Prize for chemistry in 1928.”


			I shook my head. We were way out of my depth now. “I’m probably not the best—”


			“The point is, Olivia,” Sir Malcolm said, one hand up as if to stop me, “Olaf Jørgensen won’t leave Denmark without his wife, Ailsa. Ailsa is in a wheeled chair and won’t leave without their daughter, their only living child, Katrine. And once upon a time, Ailsa Jørgensen and your mother, Phyllida Harper, were close friends.”


			The shock of hearing my mother’s name, here of all places, made me drop into the nearest chair without paying any attention to protocol or decorum. Someone who knew my mother. Someone who might talk to me about her. When I again noticed who I was speaking to, I said, “I don’t remember Mrs. Jørgensen, and I doubt she’d remember me.”


			“But she’ll remember your mother.” His dark eyes held me with his stare. “And we need you to help get her back to England so Jørgensen will come along.”


			“Back to England?” I emphasized the word “back.” Was that where she’d known my mother?


			“Jørgensen was a lecturer and researcher at Cambridge in the early 1920s. He and Ailsa lived here with their baby. Katrine.”


			“But my mother was dead by then.”


			“Before the war, your father was posted to Copenhagen. He and your mother lived there for two years before your mother returned home to have you. Once you were born, the two of you returned to Copenhagen. Do you remember the city?”


			“No.”


			“I’m not surprised. You were only two when the war broke out and your father was sent—elsewhere, while you and your mother returned again to England.”


			“So my mother lived in Copenhagen for nearly four years.” Something else I hadn’t known about her.


			“Yes, and during all that time, she and Ailsa Jørgensen were close friends.”


			Here was a chance for me to learn more about my mother. I could barely remember her. My father rarely mentioned her, leaving me with a roomful of unanswered questions.


			Did I have her smile? Her writing talent? Her inability to boil water? Most women knew that much about their mothers. I didn’t.


			If I was going to get this chance to learn more about my mother, I’d have to show more interest in the rescue mission Sir Malcolm wanted to send me on. “Katrine. How old is she?”


			Sir Malcolm looked through the folder on his desk. “She was born in 1918.”


			“And she’s single?”


			The look on Sir Malcolm’s face told me that was a problem before he said, “She’s romantically attached to a chemist, an assistant at her father’s institute. A German postdoctoral assistant.”


			“And the Germans are taking over on Tuesday.” He certainly wouldn’t want to leave at that moment, with the Germans marching in, which would mean Katrine wouldn’t want to, either.


			“Exactly.”


			“Her father’s institute? Is the ownership going to be a problem?”


			“Actually, he’s the head of the Danish Institute of Applied and Theoretical Chemistry outside of Copenhagen. It’s not really his, so that’s not a problem.” Sir Malcolm brushed away any problems with a swoop of one hand.


			“It belongs to Denmark?”


			“Yes.”


			“Is anyone there besides Olaf Jørgensen and this German postdoctoral assistant?”


			“Yes. There are five postdoctoral assistants working with Jørgensen including the German, plus a few technicians and cleaning staff. All paid by the Danish government.”


			Five assistants, all of whom could create problems for us trying to get Jørgensen out of Denmark. And at least one was German and the beau of Jørgensen’s daughter. “You mentioned flying over. Do we leave from Heston Airport?”


			“They closed that down to civilian aircraft last September at the start of the war,” he reminded me. Then I remembered reading that in the Daily Premier. “Neutral countries are flying into Shoreham Airport in West Sussex. You’ll leave there on a Danish plane after breakfast tomorrow and get to Copenhagen in time for lunch. On the way back, you’ll travel by train and ferry. We don’t know how voluminous or how heavy Jørgensen’s research will be or how much Ailsa and Katrine will bring with them in terms of luggage. And then there’s the wheeled chair. All too much for an airplane.”


			This sounded as if it were becoming more of a logistical nightmare by the moment. Even if Ailsa was willing to talk to me about my mother, and I really hoped she would, I didn’t see how I could be of any use. “You really want me to do this? I haven’t seen Mrs. Jørgensen since I was a baby. There’s no reason to think I’ll be of any use. Plus, I don’t have any nursing background. How do I care for someone confined to a wheeled chair?”


			“You’re smart. You’ll figure it out. It’s not as if I’m asking you to solve a murder or hold off an invasion.”


			“I’m sure you’re using this Mike Christiansen for that. Who is he?” From Sir Malcolm’s smile, I knew I was sunk. I might as well learn as much as I could before I had to dash to Sussex.


			“He went to Oxford. His mother is English and he spent plenty of time here as a child. His father is Danish and he speaks the language fluently. He’s been a useful agent. Well trained. He’s single, resourceful, and headstrong. He won’t come back from Denmark without Jørgensen. That means you have to be on the ferry on Monday.”


			“Tuesday will be too late?”


			“Tuesday, the Germans will see it doesn’t sail. You must be on the Monday ferry, no matter what.” He emphasized the “you.”


			“And I have to make sure that Mrs. Jørgensen comes with this chemist so he’ll go willingly.”


			Sir Malcolm smiled that “I’ve trapped you now” smile. “That’s the plan.”


			I knew how often plans went awry.


		




		

			Chapter Two


			In the too-early hours the next morning, after calling the newspaper and leaving a message for my editor, I left a note on the table for Adam in case he should return on leave before I got back. Then I took off for Victoria Station to catch a Southern Railway train to Shoreham Airport.


			The train was crowded, even at that time of the morning, as all trains were in those days. I bought a first-class ticket so I was assured of a seat. I had no idea how Christiansen would travel.


			I’d had Sir Malcolm show me his picture so I’d know who I was working with. He was blond, quite tall from his statistics page, and, while I was barely under thirty, he was a year or two on the other side. I didn’t see him in my carriage.


			After inhaling diesel fumes that came through the leaky windows for the entire train ride, I alighted at the Shoreham Airport station. The early spring dawn was lovely, but bitterly cold. I was glad I’d worn my winter coat, hat, scarf, and gloves over my gray wool suit. I still didn’t see Christiansen anywhere.


			At least the Jørgensens should speak English since they’d lived in England. I had my doubts about the rest of their country.


			And I knew no Danish. I might be able to pick out a few words since Danish had its roots in German, but when spoken at the speed native speakers used, I’d be hard-pressed to understand anything.


			We were led out onto the grassy tarmac to an airplane with Det Danske Luftfartselskab Danish Air Lines painted on the side of the shiny metal exterior. The winter dry grass around the airplane was damp with dew, making it slick. I was in the queue to board, stepping carefully, when a man’s voice behind me said, “Ready to fly, Mrs. Redmond?”


			I turned around and found myself looking at a man’s neck and shoulders. Looking up, I found a tall blond man, a Viking in modern dress, looking down at me. His beard and mustache were neatly trimmed, and his eyes were icy blue. He wasn’t smiling. I was sure his ancestors raided and pillaged.


			“Mr. Christiansen?” I held out my hand, my elbow at my side.


			“Yes.” We shook hands. “You understand the importance of reaching the ferry Monday morning?”


			“Yes.” Did he think I was stupid? I was the only one of us without connections to Denmark.


			The queue moved and I turned back and moved with it. We didn’t speak again until we were on board and out of the wind and cold.


			We found our seats next to one another. Leaning into each other and whispering was our best chance of getting any privacy. Once he was seated and stretched out his long legs, setting a folder on his lap, Christiansen said, “You understand the vital importance of what we are doing?”


			“Apparently he’s a brilliant man.”


			“Not just apparently. Your task is to convince his wife, and his daughter if necessary, to travel with us. Otherwise, he will be stubborn, and that will only benefit the Germans.”


			“Perhaps he wants to help them.”


			I could have been singed by the look he gave me. “No. Good Danes want nothing to do with the Nazis.” Then he frowned. “In this case, they don’t get a choice. The land is flat. There’s no way to launch a counteroffensive. The Danes can’t resist without a massive slaughter. But they don’t want to help them.”


			“Has Jørgensen said he wants to come with us?” That seemed to me to be the most important point.


			“Yes, as does his wife. It’s the daughter, and her friend. The mother doesn’t want to leave her behind, the same as any good mother. That is where you come in.”


			“What exactly am I supposed to do?” I didn’t know the family, their country, their language. What could I do?


			“Convince them to be on the eleven p.m. train from Copenhagen central station Sunday night. It is the last one that will get us to the ferry on time Monday morning.”


			“There’s no ferry running from Copenhagen to England?”


			He shook his head. “The ferry runs from Esbjerg, on the west coast of Denmark, to Harwich. We have to take the train to reach it.”


			Wonderful. More complications.


			We rumbled down the surprisingly smooth field and were airborne quickly, the engines becoming louder with the strain of takeoff until conversation was impossible. Once in the air, we were gently rocked from side to side as we headed over a patchwork of fields on our way to the coast.


			This promised to be quite an adventure, moving people between countries who might not be willing to leave. When I’d done this for Sir Henry, the people I’d helped had all wanted or been willing to come to the safety of England, their fear of Hitler speeding them along. “Do you have any idea how I’m supposed to convince women I’ve never met to pack up and leave their homeland on a minute’s notice?” I raised my voice, not certain if he could hear me.


			“They’ve already had notice,” Christiansen shouted over the now-deafening noise from the motors. Then he stared out at the waters of the North Sea beneath us. I could feel the greater turbulence of the winds outside our windows, although I knew we hadn’t traveled far offshore.


			“Besides, Mrs. Jørgensen knows you. Knew your mother,” he added.


			“Apparently so, but as I was a baby, I have no recollection of our meeting.” He seemed to expect more miracles from me than even Sir Malcolm did.


			Then Christiansen opened his folder and after a glance around us to make sure no one was listening, as if they could over the engine noise, handed me the first document. “This is the Jørgensen family.”


			The photo was of a middle-aged man, apparently gray-haired and portly, standing next to a thin woman in a wheeled chair. She was bundled up so that you could only see her face. On the other side of the chair, keeping a short distance away from them, was a young woman in her early twenties, tall, fair-haired, and fashionably dressed.


			“And this is the staff of the institute.” He handed me a second photograph.


			This photo showed six men standing in a row. Olaf Jørgensen was in the center. On either side were men, all in their late twenties. One was small and dark, one quite fair and stocky, one who was blond and tall the same as Christiansen, one with what must be brown hair but again tall like Christiansen, and one who was fair and wore an eye patch that made him look as if he were a pirate in a children’s book.


			“You’ll meet them all when we get to the institute,” Christiansen said. “In the meantime, you can read about them here on board. After coffee and strudel,” he added, shoving all the papers and photos into the folder as a steward brought my tray.


			* * *


			Despite some attempt at heating, the cabin was cold throughout our flight and my hands and feet were numb by the time we came to a bumpy landing in a field. Exiting the plane, I found the late morning air at Kastrup Airport just south of Copenhagen was even colder than that in England. I walked slowly across the dry, crackly grass, following the queue into the terminal with Christiansen behind me carrying his folder.


			He came up behind me in the queue where officials examined passports and put his Danish one next to my British one on the table. He spoke in Danish and after a cursory check, we were handed back our documents.


			Then we picked up our baggage from the pile. Mine was a standard case. He was carrying a sack such as sailors used. I suppose it emphasized his Viking heritage.


			Walking out together, once my ears had popped, I murmured, “What did you say to the officials?”


			“We’re traveling together, visiting my parents this weekend.”


			“Do you have a British passport, too?”


			“At home.” He had the ability to speak softly without mumbling.


			We walked toward the nearby train station under a brilliant blue sky. The train waited for us at the platform, where we hurriedly entered our carriage to get out of the cold and wind. Inside, it felt equally chilled, but thankfully not breezy.


			“We should arrive in Copenhagen in time for lunch at the institute,” Christiansen told me.


			I hoped my stomach would be ready for food by the time we arrived. The constant swaying of the plane had left me with a lingering nausea.


			It was already Friday noon. We’d have less than two and a half days to spend at the home of the Jørgensens. If we were lucky.


			“Where are we going to stay?” I asked.


			“At the institute.” Again, his tone said, why was I saddled with a dim child?


			“They know we’re coming?”


			“Yes.”


			“Have you been to the institute before?”


			“Yes.”


			Now, why wouldn’t he expound on that?


			I stared at him until he looked at me. “What?”


			“Why were you there?”


			“I did a few months’ study there when I was at university.”


			“So, you know the Jørgensens? Anyone else?”


			“None of the five doctoral assistants. They’re all new, from after my day. Some of the staff may still be there from my time at the institute.”


			“Where do the Jørgensens live?”


			“In a large house on the grounds of the institute. I believe two or three of the assistants live in a wing of the institute building itself. Where I lived when I was studying there.”


			“And the others?”


			“The married ones would live with their families in nearby cottages on the grounds.” He grinned at me. “We won’t be in the middle of nowhere. And the entire grounds are fenced in. The whole place is quite secure.”


			He might believe this was close to everything, but I felt as if I were a million miles from home.


			We reached the central train station, finding ourselves in the middle of a beautiful, red-brick arched building. The top of the soaring roof rose in a glassed-in peak along the length of the station. It looked, in general terms, similar to the Victorian train stations in central London.


			We wandered through the vast area crowded with travelers to the ticket office, where Christiansen bought our tickets and then directed me to a numbered arched exit.


			Once through the arch, we went downstairs to a different platform with its own glass-roofed peak to transfer to another local train, which sped us toward our destination.


			We were alone enough that I felt I could speak. “You’re familiar with the institute, the people there, the language, but this is all foreign to me. If I’m going to help you, you’re going to have to help me.”


			Christiansen considered for a moment and then said, “You’re right. I’ll translate whenever I can. The institute is owned by the country but run by Dr. Jørgensen. He does his own research, teaches a few select students, and oversees the research done by the chemists. And please, call me Mike.”


			He held out his hand.


			I shook it. “Livvy.”


			We alighted at the stop Mike indicated, which left us in what felt as if it were a sprawling village. After a five-minute walk from the small brick station with the wind in our faces, we came to wrought-iron gates in eight-foot brick walls that opened into a small grassy park. Within the park was a huge stone-faced building, three stories tall, that sprawled across the grounds. Beyond it was a graceful brick mansion worthy of an aristocrat.


			Christiansen pointed out the huge building as the institute as he headed for the house and I followed.


			We rang the bell, which was immediately answered by a maid. She said something and Christiansen translated it as, “Set your case down and follow me.”


			I set down my luggage and followed them down a wide corridor with deep red and silver patterned wallpaper and then around a corner, where the maid opened a door for us. Christiansen walked in, speaking in Danish, and then moved away from the doorway so I could enter.


			There was a gasp, and then someone said, “Phyllida.”


			Everyone was staring at me. Phyllida was my mother’s name, and I didn’t think we looked much alike. “No, I’m Olivia. Phyllida’s daughter.”


		




		

			Chapter Three


			A woman in a wheeled chair, thin and fragile-looking with very white skin, a long nose, and sparkling blue eyes, pushed herself away from the end of the dining table with surprising vigor and rolled over to me. “Welcome, Olivia,” she said in accented English as she held out her hands. “I am so glad to meet you again after all these years. You look so similar to your mother.”


			I took her hands and held them lightly, afraid I’d break her bones if I grasped them. “I’ve never been able to see the resemblance.”


			I was excited. Someone who’d known my mother, who would talk about her. My father wouldn’t. This journey could be valuable to me in ways that had nothing to do with Britain’s war effort.


			“Oh, perhaps not in photographs, but it’s there when I see you in person. We’ve just sat down to luncheon. Won’t you join us?”


			“We’d love to. Thank you, Mrs. Jørgensen.”


			Two places sat unclaimed on the table, one next to my hostess who sat at the end of the table, and she indicated I was to sit there. The other open seat was at the far end by the man I recognized from Mike’s folder as Olaf Jørgensen, who warmly greeted Christiansen as “Mikkel.”


			Mrs. Jørgensen pointed out the various dishes to me. A platter of smørrebrød, thin slices of dark bread with various meats, fish, and cheeses on top, was alongside bowls of frikadeller, fried meatballs served with boiled new potatoes, and rødbeder, which I discovered when I tried it was pickled beets with horseradish. Most of those at the table were drinking lager with their meal, but I asked for tea. The trip had made me thirsty.


			Mrs. Jørgensen ate little, but along with the rest of the group, I had a large meal. Of course, that was relative, as the young men all ate twice as much as I could. “Would you like me to pass you anything?” I asked my hostess.


			“No. I don’t keep active, so I don’t work up an appetite. But you, please enjoy.”


			“I am,” I told her truthfully. Now that I was over the effects of the flight, I was famished. “Do all of these people work for your husband?”


			“This is just a few of them. Beck and Nilsen are home with their wives for this meal. They live just nearby on the grounds of the institute,” she added with a wave of her hand. “The dark-haired man is Porteur, he’s French, poor man, and his accent is so thick I can’t understand his Danish. Across from your friend Christiansen is Andersen. I’d hoped Katrine would like him. He’s Danish, you know.”


			“She has no interest in him?”


			“I’m afraid not. She likes that pirate with a patch over one eye sitting next to her. Friedrich Braun. He’s,” she whispered as if sharing a dirty secret, “German.”


			I was surprised Mrs. Jørgensen was expressing her views so openly where anyone could overhear us, even though we spoke in English. “Do these three men live here at the institute?”


			“Yes. They’re single and don’t mind living in quarters in the institute building. It’s much cheaper for them. Mikkel Christiansen will be staying with them until you head back to England.”


			“And me? Will I stay there?”


			“Good heavens, no. Your mother would never forgive me for not looking out for you. You’ll stay here at the house.”


			“I don’t want to put you out.”


			“Not at all.” She waved one hand with a small graceful movement. “I can’t do anything. That’s why we have domestic staff.”


			“Is that your daughter Katrine?” I asked, nodding down the table where a young woman sat. Seen up close, she was lovely, prettier than her photograph, with fair hair and dark blue eyes. She was leaning toward the chemist with the eyepatch. The German chemist.


			The German was sitting upright, not leaning or turned toward Katrine. He was blond with handsome features, an attractive man despite the patch.


			“Yes, that’s my daughter,” Mrs. Jørgensen said. “And next to her is Friedrich Braun. Katrine considers herself engaged to Braun, although he’s not asked her father for her hand in marriage, and I’ve seen no sign of a ring or other pledge.” Her eyes narrowed as she looked in his direction.


			“Do they consider that old-fashioned?” I asked.


			“Possibly. I consider it rude.” Ailsa Jørgensen sounded as if she were against her daughter’s choice of men. That might explain why she wouldn’t leave without her daughter. She wanted her daughter safely in Britain and away from the German. And the Germans.


			Mr. Jørgensen said in German from his end of the table, “You men grab any more coffee that you want. Quickly, quickly. If you ladies will excuse us, I need to see how Andersen’s experiment is going, and Mikkel wants to see what we are working on these days.” He glanced at me and switched to English. “We all speak German because it is the language of science. Do you have any interest in chemistry, Mrs. Redmond?”


			The four young men went to stand around the coffee urn on its wheeled cart. They poured themselves more coffee and quickly passed the milk or sugar to drink another cup before going back to the lab. They surrounded it so closely that they seemed to be some eight-armed, four-mouthed creature that lived on coffee.


			Jørgensen handed one of the arms his cup, and it reappeared, refilled, a moment later.


			“I’m afraid chemistry is a subject I know little about,” I told him, still fascinated by all the coffee being rapidly prepared and consumed.


			“Then I’m sure Ailsa and Katrine will enjoy your company. I will see you ladies at dinner.” He gave us a hint of a bow after tossing off his own coffee. The men followed after gulping their coffee and setting the cups on the table.


			I noticed Braun give a smile to Katrine that made his features even more handsome but didn’t warm them. He was broad-shouldered and on the tall side, although not as tall as Christiansen. More interesting was the end of a scar that appeared through his eyebrow and disappeared into his eye patch.


			I wondered what had happened to cause him to lose his sight in that eye.


			Andersen could have been Christiansen’s clean-shaven double in terms of blond coloring, slender build, and height. They were both Danish. I wondered if they were related somehow. Porteur was the shortest of the men and the darkest. In this country of tall, fair-skinned people, he stood out.


			We ladies left the dining room last. I pushed Mrs. Jørgensen’s wheeled chair while I studied it. The chair was made of interconnected metal tubes for its frame with two large wheels and two small ones. The seat itself appeared to be well padded with thick cushions covered in patterned upholstery fabric. The metal tubes were bent at the top of the back and covered with grips so I could take hold of the chair to push Mrs. Jørgensen. With a bit of whimsy, there was even a diagonal support across the back that was decorated at the top end with a rounded dragon’s head.


			Following her directions, I wheeled her down the hall to the music room, which was dominated by a grand piano.


			“The three men who were here for luncheon are all single, the same as Mr. Christiansen, and live at the institute?” I asked. Always good to be certain of your facts. And since Christiansen was better looking than the German, had as cold and stuffy a manner, and was also single, I thought I’d mention him to see how determined Katrine was to remain loyal to the German. After all, her country was about to be invaded by his.


			“Why? Are you interested in one of them, Mrs. Redmond?” Katrine said as she moved to a seat at the piano and began to play.


			Her mother wheeled herself over to a small bookshelf by using the metal rims attached to the wheels and pulled out a photograph album, opening it on her lap.


			“Just wondering who might be interested in leaving before the invasion,” I told her.


			“Fritz is staying here. As am I.” She looked at me defiantly.


			“Katrine,” her mother said. “That would not be proper. You need a chaperone until you are married.”


			“Well, then, I’ll get married.”


			Ailsa Jørgensen pressed her hand over her chest. “Katrine. You will kill me.”


			“Nonsense, Mother. You’re as healthy as a horse.”


			“You will not get married without your father and me giving our blessing.”


			“Married or not, I’m staying here. What is there for me in England?” Katrine began to work on a complicated piece of music with talented fingering.


			“Freedom?” I suggested. “I’ve been to Nazi Germany and Nazi-controlled Austria. Starting on Tuesday, the Danes are going to learn just how awful it is to be under Nazi rule and have no freedom.”


			“Olivia, look. This is a favorite photograph of your mother and me. Such happy times.” Ailsa held up an enlarged photograph of two young women in wide-brimmed hats and old-fashioned dresses grinning cheekily at the camera. The young Ailsa looked as thin in the photo then as she did in person now. My mother was a little plumper. A little curvier.


			I stared at the photo. “My mother looks so happy there.” She looked surprisingly similar to me in that shot.


			“She was. That was taken at a garden party in Copenhagen when we were both young and free.” I heard Ailsa sigh. She was standing in the photograph. “You can’t see it here, but her hair was the same auburn shade as yours. Oh, she was a lovely girl.”


			“It’s a wonderful photograph,” I said. “She looks the way I remember her. Happy.”


			“She was always happy. She loved life. It’s too bad…” Ailsa’s voice trailed off as she ran a hand over the photo.


			“This brings back memories of my parents from when I was very small,” I told her.


			“Nazi rule can’t be worse than my parents,” Katrine muttered, drawing our attention to her. Her attention was focused on the sheet music.


			“How did Herr Braun lose the sight in that eye?” I asked her, choosing to ignore her comment.


			“Someone attacked him with a knife while he was at university.”


			“Why?”


			Katrine shrugged, which told me nothing.


			I applauded as Katrine finished the piece she was playing.


			“You don’t need to be polite,” she told me.


			“I’m not. I’m being honest. You play very well.”


			“Do you play, Olivia?” Mrs. Jørgensen asked. “Your mother did. Quite well.”


			“I took lessons, but I never developed any skill.” That was putting it mildly. My father, the Victorian that he was, thought it was a needed talent for any young woman to develop. I was more interested in attending university and studying modern languages and sketching. Wars have been fought over less.


			“Oh, well. Not everyone can do many things well,” Katrine said in German.


			“That’s very true,” I replied in German.


			“You speak German?” Katrine asked, sounding surprised that an ignorant Englishwoman could speak German.


			“Yes.”


			“Good. It saves everyone from having to speak English for the weekend,” she said with a labored sigh.


			“I take it speaking different languages is not one of your skills,” I said.


			Her eyes blazed when she looked at me. “I don’t bother with unnecessary skills.”


			“Katrine,” her mother said. “Where are your manners?”


			“It’s all right,” I said with a smile. “English is complicated, more complicated than German, and can be difficult to learn. And so, the English are patient people and are willing to overlook the mistakes of people struggling with our language. You won’t be made to feel unwelcome if your command of English isn’t as good as you’d want it to be.”


			“I don’t intend to find out. I’m staying here,” Katrine said and stalked out of the room, throwing over her shoulder, “with Fritz.”


			“I can’t leave her here alone. If she won’t go with us, I’ll have to stay,” Mrs. Jørgensen said. “And that will mean Olaf stays here too. I’m sorry you came all this way for nothing.”


			As silence fell on the music room, its green flocked walls matching its green silk-covered chairs, Mrs. Jørgensen looked at me. “I do not think you will change her mind,” she said in English.


			“Then can you find a chaperone for Katrine?”


			She shook her head, looking downcast.


			“I have the impression your husband wants to leave and have you travel with him.”


			“You are right. And I want to do what my husband wants of me. I am traditional in that regard. But the thought of leaving our little girl, our only surviving child…”


			Only surviving child? “You’ve lost a child? I’m sorry.”


			“Our son, Vilhelm, died at ten of a fever. He’s buried in the village churchyard.” She gave me a sad smile. “Another child I do not want to leave.”


			“You wouldn’t be leaving them forever. Only for a short time until war or diplomacy sorts everything out, including the fate of Denmark.” I hoped that sounded balanced between “It will only be for a short time,” and “Things will be bad here for a while.”


			“I have a wasting disease, brought on by the fever that took Vilhelm. I doubt I’ll live long enough to return.” Mrs. Jørgensen shook her head. “This weakness of mine complicates things.”


		




		

			Chapter Four


			“I suppose there is no one you would trust to be a chaperone for Katrine,” I said.


			“My sister, except she likes Braun. She always was a silly woman. She would let Katrine do whatever she wants. Not a good characteristic in a chaperone,” Mrs. Jørgensen said.


			It appeared to me that Katrine was doing exactly what she wanted now, and her parents were following her orders. I decided that would not be a good thing to point out if I wanted the Jørgensens to come to England with us. “But it would be a way for you to go to England with your husband and have a chaperone you know and like here for Katrine.”


			“Perhaps.” She didn’t sound as if she found that a positive idea. “I’m going to lie down. Have one of the servants show you to your room upstairs.” Ailsa Jørgensen gave a sigh, put the album away, and wheeled herself off, leaving me alone in a country where I did not speak the language.


			This was the problem with the first maid I spoke to. She looked at me blankly and then walked off. I stood in the hallway, wondering what I should do next when the maid returned with another woman. “I am Mrs. Ulriksen, the housekeeper. May I help you?” she asked in thickly accented English.


			“Where would I find Dr. Jørgensen and the other men? I hope to see something of the institute,” I added unnecessarily.


			She gave me directions and added, “Your case has been put in one of the guest rooms on the first floor. When you go up the stairs, it will be the third door on the left.”


			“Thank you.” She handed me my coat and I walked along a path bordered by flower beds and bushes to a side entrance to the institute that faced the house. It was a plain, single door with only one step up needed to reach the level of the interior, and I found the door unlocked.


			I walked inside and discovered myself in a long, wide, tiled hallway. I could hear men’s voices at a distance so I followed the sound, realizing as I grew closer that they were arguing in German.
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