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Dedication
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Chapter One




Late March, 1939




A summons to Sir Henry Benton’s office was one thing; a command on behalf of Sir Malcolm Freemantle was quite another. This was decidedly not the way I wanted to start a Monday morning. I was shown in by Sir Henry’s secretary, who left me to stand on the thick carpet in front of the huge desk, the smooth, polished wood gleaming, while Sir Henry finished typing on low-grade yellow-beige paper with his beat-up Underwood.

Satisfied with what he’d written, despite the rows of Xs I could see from where I stood, Sir Henry pulled the paper from the typewriter and acknowledged me for the first time. “Olivia, sit down. As I said on the phone, Sir Malcolm Freemantle wants to use your talents on a Kindertransport from Berlin. I’ve decided to tell him yes. We can use your observations of Berlin, the trains, and the Kindertransport for a series of articles in the paper.”

I did not like people making my decisions for me. It had been a bone of contention with my father, a stuffy Foreign Office diplomat, since I’d been old enough to talk. “What if I don’t, or can’t, go?”

Sir Henry held my gaze. “Of course you can. Think of this as another one of those special assignments you do for me. Besides,” he gave me a sympathetic look, “I doubt either of us can afford to tell Sir Malcolm ‘No.’”

The father of my best friend from school, Sir Henry had hired me at a far greater than adequate salary. It had taken me a while to learn how to write copy for the women’s and society pages in the Daily Premier. But I’d proved my worth when he had me travel to Germany and Austria to help rescue his late wife’s family, and part of their wealth, from the Nazis.

As owner and publisher of a powerful London newspaper, Sir Henry could hire whomever he wanted and pay them whatever he wanted. And give them whatever assignments he wanted.

In this case, he appeared to be lending me out to the head of Britain’s counterintelligence service.

“Who’s paying my salary?” I’d become accustomed to my wages from the newspaper. I didn’t imagine Sir Malcolm would be as generous.

“I am, in exchange for our use of your notes and reminiscences.”

“If Sir Malcolm will let you publish them.”

Sir Henry raised his brows. “You don’t sound like you trust Sir Malcolm.”

“I don’t.” Sir Malcolm Freemantle was a clever, devious, brilliant spy, three steps ahead of everyone else, and not a man to be trusted with a ha’penny, much less my life.

“Wise girl. Neither do I. I’ve received some assurances from him, but who knows what they’ll be worth if we go to war. In the meantime, you’re to go to his office. You know where that is?”

I nodded.

Sir Henry rose and reached across the vast expanse of desk to shake my hand. Only when we both stood was our height difference obvious. He was several inches shorter than me.

“Good luck,” he said as he released my hand. “Let me know what the old, er, ah, spymaster wants and when you leave.”

* * *

Sir Malcolm’s office was in what was originally an Edwardian residential block of red brick that had been turned first into a hotel and now an office building.

An army officer in uniform escorted me upstairs from the entrance directly to Sir Malcolm’s private suite. When we approached his battered desk, the officer saluted. Sir Malcolm rose, towering over me, and told me to sit. The officer left, pulling the door shut behind him.

I sat in an uncomfortably hard wooden chair. The view out his window was lovely, with the tops of bare tree branches and the roofs of nearby buildings shining in the dappled sunlight. Perhaps Sir Malcolm hoped his visitors would be distracted by the view. I was not so foolish and watched him as I would a snake.

“Come, come, Mrs. Denis, I’m not that bad a person.”

“I’m wondering why you chose me to do whatever it is you want instead of any one of a million other young women.”

“Because you have the attributes needed to convince the Refugee Children’s Movement and the Watersons to let you go in Alice Waterson’s place on the next Kindertransport.”

“And those attributes are?”

“Fishing for compliments, Mrs. Denis?”

I shook my head. “I want to know what’s expected of me. By you, by the Quakers, by the Watersons. Didn’t I read that Alice Waterson was killed recently in a nighttime attack on an East End street?”

“Yes. Did you know her?”

“I met her at some parties before I was married. She didn’t make much of an impression on me at the time.” She had been quiet, with mousy brown hair and an unfortunate habit of dressing in dreary colors. Brown tweed with a beige blouse, sensible brown shoes, and a brown hat. She even had a brown ballgown.

But I remembered she could draw men to her with a forthright laugh and a cynical way of looking at them.

“She was engaged to be married. To a German.”

My eyes widened. That was interesting, especially in light of Hitler’s current behavior. “Is he also a Quaker?”

“Yes. And likely to gain British citizenship, or was, at least as long as Alice was alive.”

I thought I saw where this was heading. “Her family doesn’t approve of him?”

“Her father is a peer of the realm. The whole family is quite patriotic despite their refusal to fight. Lord Waterson served as a medical corpsman on the Western Front. Noncombatant, but brave nonetheless.”

I guessed her father was about the age of mine, who had also served in the Great War. “You want me to go on a Kindertransport, but why would the Watersons care who went in their daughter’s place?”

Sir Malcolm’s lips slanted upward, proving that snakes could smile. “You speak German. You’ve traveled to Germany before. You have a plausible reason to be there as a reporter covering the work of the Kindertransports for Sir Henry.”

The Kindertransports were organized by Jewish leaders in Britain and Nazi-held territories to remove unaccompanied Jewish children under the age of eighteen to the safety of Britain, the only country that would take them. The Quakers were active in helping organize and chaperone the children on the trips as well as finding them places to stay once they arrived.

The first Kindertransport had arrived by ferry the preceding December. Not much had appeared in the newspapers since then, but with the Germans now occupying all of Czechoslovakia, there would be more demand from parents to rescue their children from the hell they found themselves in.

“And,” Sir Malcolm added with a nod of his graying head, “you find killers.”

“Do the Watersons think her fiancé killed her?” What had happened during their courtship?

“They suspect him.”

“And Scotland Yard?”

“Can find nothing that points to anything but a random street robbery gone bad. She had her neck snapped on a dark street not far from the docks.”

What was a peer’s daughter doing in that neighborhood at night? “So I’m supposed to go on this Kindertransport and watch him to see if he’s a Nazi agent. But even if he is, I doubt he would be stupid enough to kill his ticket to stay in England with a war coming.”

Sir Malcolm watched me closely. “Her fiancé doesn’t go on the Kindertransports. And I want you to keep an eye on everyone associated with this trip.”

“Why?”

“The people on this transport knew Alice well and were in the area on the evening she was murdered.” He steepled his fingers. “Every time this particular group has traveled together, British secrets end up in Nazi hands. I want to know if the Refugee Children’s Movement is harboring a traitor, as well as a murderer.”

“And I’m expected to figure out which one of them, if any of them, is the killer.” I pressed my lips together in distaste. “What if I fail?”

“Then it probably means Scotland Yard was right, and this was a random attack on a dark street. Unusual, though, in that she was killed by having her neck snapped.”

“Someone choked her?” That was unusual for a mugging. Normally, victims of robbery with violence were stabbed.

“No, she had her skull snapped off her spine in a very businesslike way. The way sentries are taught in the military.”

“A strange skill for a group of pacifists.” I would consider that proof that this was a random killing.

“Yes. If they are.” He slid a piece of paper to me. “Memorize this name. He’s your contact in our embassy in Berlin. He’ll give you your secondary assignment from me once you arrive.”

I glanced at the name. Douglas MacFerron.

“You mean finding the traitor giving secrets to the Nazis in Berlin isn’t my secondary assignment?” How many different directions did he want me to go in at one time?

He watched me. “I think if you find the killer, you’ll find the traitor. I just wanted you to be aware of what you’ll be facing.”

“I might have guessed there would be more to this than just spying on some Quakers trying to rescue children from the Nazis.” Sir Malcolm wasn’t the sort to do things for only one reason when he could turn an investigation in multiple directions. Probably why he was in charge, I thought grimly. “What is this secondary task I’m doing for you?”

“You’ll find out when you get there. I’m not sure at this point if it’s even possible.”

My heart sank to my heels. Sir Malcolm had something dangerous that needed doing in Berlin, and I was expendable.

No. My stubborn streak reasserted itself. He thought I was expendable. I’d look after myself, and if things got too treacherous, I would walk away. That choice was mine to make. Even if walking away from my assignment while in Berlin was hazardous on its own.

“I’m not going to throw you to the wolves,” he added. “Don’t worry. This won’t be any more difficult than helping Sir Henry’s mother-in-law leave Berlin.”

Why didn’t I believe him? I summoned up my courage. “When do I leave?”

“The whole group leaves for the Netherlands the day after tomorrow on the seven o’clock ferry train. Now, you’d better make yourself known to the Watersons as the investigator they requested and the Refugee Children’s Movement as the reporter writing the story to help them gain more funding.”

* * *

The Watersons lived in a wealthy area near Holland Park. I escaped the wind and the rain as a maid let me in, and I handed her my card. She took my coat and umbrella and led me to a drawing room done in art deco furnishings and paintings.

A thin, gray-haired woman in a plain rust-colored dress with a wide collar and cuffs in the same material came in a minute later. “This was Alice’s favorite room,” she said, looking around. “It seems strange not seeing her here.”

Grief was etched on her face. I was sure sorrow would rest on her shoulders for the remainder of her life. “I’m sorry for your loss.”

“Oh, please, don’t be sorry,” she said, sitting down as she gestured me to a seat. “You are here to investigate whether our suspicions are correct?”

Not exactly, but I needed to be diplomatic. “I’ve been directed to go on the Kindertransport in Alice’s place, to keep my eyes open, and to talk to her friends and find out if any of them have any information about Alice’s death.”

Lady Waterson’s eyes and lips narrowed. “They were all there that night. I just want you to find the man who killed my daughter.”

She carried not only grief, but a deep burning anger.

“You’re sure it’s a man.” I raised my eyebrows, having not heard anything that would make me certain of the killer’s gender.

“Alice was a strong woman with a forceful personality. I don’t believe another woman could have gained the upper hand and killed her.”

“Even by surprise?” Alice had her neck broken on a dark, empty street in the East End. She had been alone. She was at a disadvantage that a determined killer could put to good use.

Lady Waterson sat forward, her legs primly pressed together to one side from the knees to the ankles. “Since she was attacked from the front, I doubt it was by surprise. I believe it was someone she knew.”

“Do you have someone in mind?”

“Her fiancé. Johann Klingler. I’ve never trusted that man.” She paused and stared at me for several moments. “It’s not fair of me, telling you I believe Johann killed Alice and trying to turn you against him, when I don’t have anything to back up my instincts. But the fact remains that Lord Waterson and I were against him from the start.”

“Did Johann do anything that you can point to that made you question his loyalty or his love for your daughter?” I’d be more successful if I had something concrete to consider.

“He always looked around here as if he were appraising the furniture.” She shook her head. “He seemed to know the price of everything.”

“What sort of work did he do in Germany?”

“He was a solicitor. That’s why he had to get out of Germany. He tried to defend people the Nazis were throwing in prison.”

This was getting me nowhere. I decided to try a different approach. “Can you tell me about Alice’s close friends?”

Lady Waterson leaned back in the overstuffed chair covered in a tapestry print. “Her close friends were children she grew up with in our faith. Several of them will be on the Kindertransport with you. Shall I write down their names and addresses?”

“Please.”

While she wrote at a small desk, I asked, “What about the staff at the Kindertransport office? What can you tell me about them?”

“Mr. Thomas Canterbury, the head organizer of the different transports, attended university with Alice.”

When she didn’t continue, I said, “Surely, that created some sort of a bond. Especially since they worked on the rescue together.”

“Yes. Apparently, they worked well together,” she said grudgingly. “But despite his college degree, he was only a research assistant when he left his position to manage the Kindertransport office. At the time I met him, he was living with his mother and younger sisters in what Alice called threadbare elegance. She said he didn’t have the drive to get ahead in any field.”

Without looking up, she added, “He wasn’t Alice’s type.”

“What was Alice’s type?” Was the key to her murder the way she saw people? Did her killer get to her because she saw him as beneath notice?








Chapter Two




“Someone from our class. Alice wasn’t a delicate debutante. She could never have done the work needed on the Kindertransport if she was afraid to get her hands dirty. But the children on the Kindertransport weren’t likely to become her friends.” Lady Waterson gave me a smile. “Her friends not only had to be of our class, they had to have drive.”

“Alice liked people with the drive to get ahead?”

“Only people with drive could keep up with Alice.” She sounded proud of her daughter. She walked back to where I sat and handed me a paper with a dozen names on it. “I’ve put a check by the names of those who will be traveling on the Kindertransport with you.”

I glanced down the list. Johann Klingler made the list, but without a checkmark. Thomas Canterbury didn’t make Lady Waterson’s list.

“How did Alice spend her time when she wasn’t working on the Kindertransport?”

“She read, she went to parties with her friends, she played the piano, she played tennis, she helped with projects led by our Meeting. She led a very normal life.” She scowled at me then. “She wasn’t wild. She didn’t have scandalous friends. This shouldn’t have happened to her. She should have had a long, happy life.”

I put a self-deprecating smile on my face, hoping to disarm her. “If I’m going to have any chance of helping to find out who killed your daughter, I have to ask a lot of frustrating, needless questions. I never know where the information may come from that will lead me to the murderer.”

She took a deep breath, trying to regain control of her emotions. After letting out a deep sigh, she said, “Look at Johann. I think he killed her. I have no evidence. Just a feeling deep inside that he didn’t love Alice. That he didn’t want to be around any of us. But I want you to go on the Kindertransport and learn what you can.”

* * *

The Refugee Children’s Movement had an office in Bloomsbury for the Kindertransport. When I left the Watersons’ house, the weather was still nasty. A half hour later, I had to fight a strong wind and a wintry mist catching at my umbrella to reach the outside door of their building.

Once I made it inside and repaired the wind damage to my hair and hat, I began a search for the office. It was on the ground floor in the back. I tapped on the door and walked in.

A young woman sat stuffing envelopes at a desk near the door. She looked up with a smile and said, “May I help you?”

“Yes. I’m Olivia Denis and I was told to see the person in charge.”

She looked me up and down. “We were expecting the newspaper to send someone a little older. Oh, well, I’m sure you’ll do fine.” Her expression said she didn’t believe it. “Hang your coat there. Tom!”

A man in his mid-thirties, his pale hair already thinning, straightened from a search in the lowest drawer of a file cabinet across the room. “Yes?”

“Olivia Denis,” the woman at the desk said. “The woman we were told would write the newspaper articles on the Kindertransports that would bring us funding.”

Tom strode forward, his thin frame already beginning to display stooped shoulders. He stuck out one hand as he reached me. “Mrs. Denis? I’m Thomas Canterbury. We’ve been expecting you. Come into my office.”

I followed him through a doorway into a small office crowded with a large desk, a few wooden chairs, and several file cabinets with two drawers half open and crammed with forms. Canterbury shut the door behind us before lifting a stack of papers off one of the chairs and motioning me to sit.

He squeezed around the end of his desk and sat. “Now, Mrs. Denis. Olivia, if I may?”

This appeared to be an informal organization. “Livvy, please.”

“I’m Tom. Oh, I guess you knew that. I suppose you’ve been told what is expected?” He shifted a stack of papers, shifted it back, and then knocked the top sheets off.

As he grabbed for them, obviously nervous, I said, “To write a terrific article for the newspaper gaining you support for the Kindertransports. I’ll be replacing Alice Waterson.”

“A terrible tragedy. Alice will be sorely missed.” He took off his glasses and polished them on his tie.

I decided to copy some of Sir Henry’s news reporters. “Who do you think killed her?”

Tom jumped and nearly toppled over in his swivel chair. He put his glasses back on before he said, “I—I don’t know. Some thief.”

“You know that I’m a reporter. And the Kindertransport isn’t the only story here.”

He shook his head with a shudder. “No one here would have hurt her. It had to be a robbery gone wrong.”

I needed to put him at his ease, or we’d never get anywhere. “Tell me about the people I’ll be working with on this story. Who will be helpful in giving me details? My editor loves details.”

“Well, you just met Mary. Mary Wallace. She’s in charge of our volunteer clerks. She’s the daughter of one of the leading families in our Meeting.”

Who thinks I’m too young. “Is she going on this trip?”

“Oh, no, she never goes on the Kindertransports. Her father won’t allow it. Johann—Johann Klingler, Alice’s fiancé—doesn’t go to Germany either. They wouldn’t let him out again.”

“He’s in trouble with the Nazis?”

Tom’s head bobbed up and down. “They don’t like people with religious principles.”

“Who else is going on this trip?”

He handed me a typewritten list, with Alice’s name scratched out and mine penciled in at the bottom. “You’ll meet them all when we leave for Berlin. Be at Liverpool Street station at six-thirty the morning after next.”

I nodded.

He rose.

I looked up at him and said, “Alice is still a story all the papers are carrying. Do you know why she was in the East End the night she was killed?”

He dropped back into his chair hard enough that it wobbled and squealed. “Yes. Well, we all were. Everyone on the list. It could have been any of us.”

“How awful for you.” Any mention of her death seemed to rattle him.

He took a deep breath and continued. “We were checking on the homes of the families who will be taking in some of the children. Their relatives. Seeing if they had someplace to sleep. If they had room at their table.”

“Were you all together?”

“Originally.” He hesitated. “We did the actual visits in pairs.”

“Who went with Alice?”

Tom started to shake. In a weak voice, he said, “I did.”

Could the solution be this simple? Did Thomas Canterbury kill Alice Waterson? Would I be able to go back to work, unimpeded by Sir Malcolm’s plots and plans? “What happened?”

“We were on our way to a German-Jewish family’s flat when Alice said, ‘You go ahead. I’ll meet you at the Underground stop.’ When I asked her why, she said something had come up.”

“Did she give any hint as to why she was going off on her own at night in the East End? Did she have friends in the area?”

“No friends, no hints, nothing she said, but I saw a figure at a distance. I know she had seen the person, too.”

“Could you tell who it was?”

“I’m not even certain it was male.” He took off his glasses and polished them. When he put them back on, he said, “My eyesight is badly defective, particularly at a distance.”

“So, you went off on your own to visit the family?”

“Yes. When Alice told me to do something, I did it. Disagreeing with her got you nowhere.”

“Did you see which direction she went?”

He nodded. “She walked toward the figure. She didn’t say anything and neither did the person who walked toward her. At least not that I could hear. I went around the corner and down the street to the flat where they were waiting for me.”

“How long were you there?”

“Five or ten minutes.” He cleared his throat. “It seemed a bit snug, but the family said they could take in the two little boys from the woman’s sister. They’re coming on the next Kindertransport, and we try to keep families together if at all possible.”

“What did you do when you left the flat?”

“Do?” His elbow hit a stack of papers and he had to shove them back onto his desktop before they slid to the floor. “I went to the Underground station where we were all supposed to meet. We waited a quarter of an hour for Alice to appear, but she never showed up. Some of the people in our group, some of the women, were getting annoyed with Alice, and others wanted to go out looking for her.”

“The men?” I asked.

“Yes.”

It seemed to be a strange divide. Alice was not a femme fatale that I had ever noticed. “Had she wandered off on her own before?”

“Yes, twice. Once here, once in Berlin.”

That sounded like it could have been by prearrangement. “Did she give any explanation as to why she left you waiting for her the other times?”

“None.”

“Did anyone go looking for her after she was so late?”

“Yes, Charles and I split up and spent a quarter of an hour looking, starting at the point where I’d last seen her. We met up at our starting point when we had no luck and went back to the station, thinking she’d already traveled home.”

“Did you check with her family to see if she’d returned?”

“No.” He shook his head, widening his eyes slightly. “Alice would not have appreciated that. She believed in keeping her private life private.”

“Even from her family?”

“Especially from her family.” He gave me an earnest gaze. “Alice was determined to do everything her way, and she didn’t want people to try to dissuade her. That annoyed her.”

A telephone rang. Tom ignored it and outside the closed door, I heard Mary murmur something into the receiver. “You never found out what she wanted to do that she had to keep secret?”

“Gosh, no. I gave up trying to figure out what Alice was up to a long time ago.”

This was getting me nowhere. “How long have you known Alice?”

“Since university. We both went here in London. Her family was against her attending at first, but Alice was determined. Eventually, they gave in, just as everyone does sooner or later.” The smile slid off his face. “Did. Everyone did sooner or later.” The air seemed to leave his body. “I’m going to miss her.”

Tom gave me the information I needed about our trip to Berlin and the Kindertransport on our return leg. He then excused himself, saying he had a meeting to attend, but told me that Mary could help me.

I lingered in the main office and watched Mary Wallace watch Tom with hunger in her dark eyes. While I felt sure he was at least thirty-five, she was probably several years younger. Her lack of ornamentation or cosmetics gave her an older, grayer appearance. She wore her dark hair in a bun at the nape of her neck and her dress was unfashionably long and plain.

A moment after the door shut behind him, I said, “Have you known Mr. Canterbury long?”

She jumped. Apparently, she had forgotten I was still in the office. Smoothing her skirts, she said, “I’ve known him most of my life. We attend the same Meeting.”

“He’s very good looking. Is he married? Engaged?”

“No.” A glare accompanied her brief answer.

“He doesn’t like girls?”

“No!” Shock showed in her voice. “He—he’s just shy.”

“And you. Are you married? Engaged?”

She didn’t look me in the eye. “No. My parents feel I’m too young.”

“But if you weren’t, Tom would be courting you?”

At this point, she looked ready to explode, with a red face and I could imagine steam rising from her ears. “Why don’t you mind your own business and write a good story about our work? That’s the only reason you’re here.”

I wish you were right. I shrugged into my coat and walked out the door.

* * *

Next, I planned to question Johann, the suspicious fiancé. Lady Waterson had given me both his home and work addresses. Since it was during the work-day, I tried the solicitor’s firm near the Inns of Court.

After climbing up from the Underground at the Chancery Lane station, I found my way to the offices where he worked. By now the rain had slacked off, making my journey slightly better. I didn’t drip all over the wooden floors as I entered the front office of the law firm.

The clerk behind the desk asked me to state my name and business. I gave my name, but I only mentioned that I wanted to speak to Johann Klingler.

“I’m sorry,” the man with gray liberally threaded through his brown hair told me. “Mr. Klingler has taken the afternoon off.”

“Does this have anything to do with the death of his fiancée?”

He flinched as if I’d shown him her corpse. “I’m afraid so.”

“Funeral arrangements? Interview with Scotland Yard?”

He snorted. “Nothing so useful. He’s gone to pray for her.”

I had a feeling the clerk was not a friend of Johann Klingler. “Where?” I expected to hear some Quaker meetinghouse or in a quiet stretch of parkland.

He raised his eyebrows practically to his hairline. “On the spot where they found his fiancée’s body.”

“Thank you.”

As I turned to go, the man said, “You know where that is?” He sounded shocked that I would know something so unladylike.

“Yes.” Then I decided to follow up, as long as I was here. “Have you found anything else he’s done to be strange?”

He pursed his lips together. “Practically everything. His choice of foods, his unfamiliarity with our legal system, his running off in the middle of the day. We’re used to our junior solicitors meeting a certain standard, and Mr. Klingler doesn’t. And now his fiancée has been murdered. Scandalous.”

The office clerk was against Mr. Klingler, his fiancé’s family was against him, and the Nazis probably wanted to put him in prison. I couldn’t wait to speak to Johann Klingler.

Anyone who had managed to make himself so unpopular should have a lot to tell me. If he was willing to speak.








Chapter Three




Fortunately, Sir Malcolm had given me the details of where Alice’s body had been found by a constable long after midnight.

I took the Underground to Canning Town station, amazed when I reached street level at how different everything around me was from where I’d entered the system at Chancery Lane. Instead of formal stone and brick buildings with large windows and barristers dressed in black gowns and white wigs, these buildings looked as though they leaned on each other as they peered out through small windows along alleys, while the people who walked on the pavement looked frayed and scruffy.

A five-minute walk brought me to the entrance of an alley. A man stood a few buildings down the narrow space, his hands folded in front of him and his head bent. Guessing this was Johann Klingler, I walked down and silently joined him.

No wonder Canterbury couldn’t find Alice. This area would have been very dark and desolate, and the alley would have been impenetrable at night without a torch. Had anyone in the group brought one?

We stood together in silence for perhaps five minutes before Johann glanced over at me. “Did you know her?” he asked with a noticeable German accent.

“No. I—”

“Then why are you here?” he snapped at me and bowed his head again.

“I’ve been tasked with finding Alice’s killer. Opinion seems to be divided between those who think you’ll hang for her murder and those who think you’ve suffered a great loss.”

“Which side are you on?” His tone was aggressive.

I tried to match him. “The truth.”

We stared at each other, neither breaking eye contact. Finally, he said in a calmer tone, “I didn’t kill Alice. I had no reason to. If nothing else, she was my ticket to a new life in England, safe from the Nazis.”

“Was that the only reason?”

“The only one that might convince you and the police.”

I shook my head. “Did you love her?”

He glared at me. “Of course I loved her. What do you take me for?”

I made a decision to believe him until I had reason not to. “Someone who may suffer an even greater wrong.” Curious, I asked, “Why do you pray here?”

“This is where her body was found.” He looked down and sighed. Then he looked at me with great sadness in his eyes. “I didn’t protect her. I offered to join her in meeting the families, but she said no. I let her have her way, and she died. I failed her. I need to ask her forgiveness.”

One reason he might be carrying around guilt. Another was her murder. Either way, he looked ready to drop. “Let’s head toward the City and find a tea shop. You look like you haven’t eaten in days.”

I gave him a rueful smile and he nodded. “I have no appetite.”

I gave him my arm and we left the alley. A few minutes later we found a coffee shop and went in to get a table near the back. He kept staring at the tabletop in silence, so I started asking questions. “How did you meet?”

“At the meetinghouse by Trafalgar Square. I was new to London then, and she was very helpful in introducing me to people who were able to find me employment and a place to live among our brethren. Whenever I went there, I always made it a point to speak to her. We became friends almost immediately.”

“How long ago did you come to England?”

“It’s been four years now.” He tried to smile but his lips drooped immediately. “I can’t even return with the Kindertransport. There is still a warrant out for my arrest and incarceration.”

Our order, coffee for him, tea for me, and a couple of scones, arrived then, and he fell on the food eagerly. When he finished the scones, including mine, he thanked me.

“Would you like some more?” I asked.

“No. I’ve made quite a pig of myself. I was wrong when I said I had no appetite. But may I have more coffee?”

“Of course.” I signaled our waitress and then asked, “Do you keep in touch with family or friends in Germany?”

“My sister and a few friends are still in Berlin. We exchange letters. My brother-in-law is a minor functionary in the Berlin government with loose ties to the Nazi party, so I’m sure my sister will be all right. I’m not so sure about my friends. They are solicitors and Quakers, as you call them. They are trying to get out.”

“They are the ones who’ve warned you there is still an arrest warrant out for you?”

“Yes.”

“How long had you and Alice been engaged?”

“Since the beginning of the year. She met my family on the first Kindertransport she traveled on and approved of them. Only then did she accept my offer of marriage.”

“Did she carry messages between you and your family? Things you didn’t want the censors to read?”

“Of course. Otherwise, some of our letters never get through, and others have words cut out so they are like—French cheese?”

“Swiss cheese.”

“Ah.”

“Did you meet many of Alice’s friends?”

“Yes. We went to many parties at their homes and out to the theater with some of them. And, of course, we saw them at the meetinghouse for services and I helped at this end of the Kindertransport.”

“Do any of them seem to be possible candidates for her murderer?”

He gave me a disgusted look. “Don’t tell me you also believe Alice was killed deliberately and was not a random victim of robbery with violence.”

“It’s possible her killer was spotted that night talking to Alice.”

“Alice talked to everyone.” He smiled slightly, the first sign of someone who once must have been a happy man. “It was one of her many good qualities.”

“She went out of her way to talk to this person, who seemed to be waiting for her.”

Johann shook his head. “I can’t believe it. Alice wasn’t everyone’s favorite person, but no one hated her. Not really.”

I looked at him over the rim of my teacup. “Not really?”

“Well, Mary Wallace didn’t like her, because she thought Alice was interested in Tom Canterbury. That was silly. They were friends who went on the Kindertransport together. Mary was jealous because she wants to marry Canterbury, who can’t afford a wife.”

So I kept hearing. “Anyone else?”

“Before I came along, Alice was briefly engaged to Charles Brooks, who is also involved in the Kindertransport. But they parted amicably.” He set his coffee cup down with a clatter and glared at me. “This is ridiculous. No one wanted Alice dead.”

“Someone did.”

“No.” He stared into his coffee cup. “It’s unbelievable. It’s impossible. It couldn’t be anyone who knew her.”

* * *

It was near the end of the workday, but I knew Sir Malcolm Freemantle never went home early. There were too many plots to hatch. Or uncover. I went up to his office and once the guard had left, sat down in the chair across from his desk.

Sir Malcolm finally looked up and said, “Make yourself comfortable.”

“I have.” I didn’t want to work for the spymaster, and it showed in my attitude. If I hadn’t had to sign the Official Secrets Act to find out what had happened to my father the previous autumn, I wouldn’t have been stuck working for Sir Malcolm again.

Then I realized that was ridiculous. He’d force anyone he wanted into working for him using any means necessary.

And he seemed to want to use me to find Nazi agents when they became killers.

Since Sir Henry paid my salary at the newspaper, I came wonderfully cheap.

He set down the papers he’d been reading, then lay down the pen, every movement slow and measured while he studied me. “What do you want?”

“I understand why you want me on the Kindertransport, so you can get me into Berlin to speak to someone at our embassy. But why do you want me to try to solve a local murder when Scotland Yard hasn’t been able to figure it out?”

“We suspect certain Kindertransports are being used to send intelligence to Germany.”

“So you said, but these people are pacifists. They are determined to save children’s lives. You see spies under every table,” I told him. I couldn’t believe pacifists would actively try to undermine our country.

“Perhaps I do. Or perhaps we have Nazi infiltrators in every part of our society. What better way to get word past the censors than to send messages orally by way of a chaperone on the transport?” He tapped his pen on the desk.

Exactly what Johann Klingler told me he’d done to communicate with his family. I wouldn’t tell Sir Malcolm that or he’d have Johann arrested immediately, and I had a feeling he wasn’t the killer.

“This seems to be happening, but we’ve not been able to figure out how, or who, is receiving and then transmitting information to the Nazis.” He set down the pen again. “By the way, your presence here saves me a call. The Quakers want you to attend a meeting about the next Kindertransport at the meetinghouse on St. Martin’s Lane near Trafalgar Square. Be there tonight at eight.”

“What am I supposed to tell these people when I just show up and ask a lot of questions?”

“Remember, you’ve been asked by the Refugee Children’s Movement to write a newspaper article to drum up support and funding for the Kindertransports. Your assignment is to go along, work with them as one of the chaperones, and to write up the story when you get back. And try not to tie your work into Alice Waterson’s murder.”

“And you arranged it somehow so I’m slated to take Alice’s place on the next transport to Berlin, leaving here the morning after next.” I shook my head at how blatantly he was using me.

“Of course.” He smiled at me broadly. “Make sure you report in to the British embassy in Berlin. You have the name of your contact there.”

Douglas MacFerron. “And learn about my other assignment.”

“Don’t worry. It won’t interfere with your work on the Kindertransport.”

I shook my head in frustration. “Are you certain?”

“Of course. You have two important tasks to perform on this trip. Both must be carried out expertly. There are a lot of people counting on you.”
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