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August 1940

Goole, West Riding of Yorkshire, England

The early morning mist was still lying heavily in the air as the man turned right off the main road and cycled along the field bordering the canal, his thoughts on the tasks he was hoping to finish that day. He was deep in thought when the moonlight reflecting on something in the field caught his eye. He frowned, pulled up and peered into the distance. The fog was thicker here, his vision more restricted, but he was sure he’d seen something in the field, something out of place... He glanced at his watch and was debating whether to just keep cycling when the mournful sound of a crow suddenly echoed through the silence. For some reason the sound resonated deep within him, and after a brief hesitation he dismounted the bike and stepped towards the gate. He climbed onto the bottom rung and focused his gaze on the vast emptiness. Other than some birds circling in the sky above him he couldn’t see much, the moon was still visible in the early morning sky reflecting on Goole’s well-known landmarks in the distance, the white and black towers known locally as the salt and pepper pots. The canal was still, a blue ribbon of water, the moon reflecting on its surface. 

He shrugged and was about to put the experience down to imagination when something flashed in the middle of the field. He sighed. It was no good he wouldn’t get any peace until he’d investigated. He opened the gate, stepped into the field and begun walking towards where he thought the light had come from. At first he couldn’t see anything, and as he took a few more steps he began to feel stupid and he vowed not to tell anyone, they would think he was mad or he’d been drinking. The thought of being drunk at this time in the morning made him smile briefly. He rarely drank and certainly not when he had to get up early. He was still pondering this when the smile froze on his face and he stopped dead before forcing himself to take a deep breath. He knew this part of the canal like the back of his hand, and something definitely didn’t feel right. The mist appeared to have grown thicker now and he peered around searching for... he didn’t know what, just that something didn’t feel normal. He took another few steps, before stopping abruptly, his eyes alighting suddenly on something in front of him. He frowned. There was definitely something lying on the ground a few feet in front of him. He moved closer and then pulled up sharply. ‘Oh God!’ His heart rate increased rapidly as he bent down to get a closer look, then recoiled in horror. His instincts had been right. It was a body and he could see blood....he felt sick. He’d seen enough dead animals to recognise death when he saw it. But he knew he needed to check.

He sank slowly to his knees shaking his head, unable to take in what he was seeing. He reached out a tentative hand and felt the cold flesh, confirming what he already knew. She was dead and, in his opinion, had been for some time. But why? Who would want to kill her? He shook his head again and slowly got to his feet. He needed to telephone the police, but the nearest phone box was back in the town, and he didn’t want to leave her. Yes, he knew that was stupid. After all nothing else could happen to her, she had been brutally murdered, her body left in his field, the knife still sticking out of her chest, blood congealed on her bright blue summer dress. 

He glanced around, desperately hoping to see someone else, but it was too early, he was alone, apart from the lifeless body in front of him. He leant forward, speaking softly.

‘I’m so sorry...’ He took a deep breath and tried again. ‘I have to leave you, to get the police. I don’t know who did this to you, but I’m sure the police will soon arrest them.’ There was nothing else to say, he straightened up, turned away from the body and walked slowly back towards the gate, his brain racing while he tried to work out who could possibly have done such a dreadful thing. He didn’t know her well, but it was unlikely she had enemies... he stopped his thoughts as he realised that was obviously wrong because she was dead. Someone had murdered her. As if they didn’t have enough with the war... He sighed and increased his pace.
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Chapter 1
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Vienna, Austria

‘You’re sure?’ Sara Friedman stared at Max Aigner in shock.

‘Yes. I heard them talking before they announced it to us. I wouldn’t lie to you Sara, you know that.’ He took her hand, stroked her long dark hair with his other hand and looked into her eyes. ‘You need to leave, you and your family, before it’s too late.’

Sara could see the anguish in his eyes and she fought back her own emotion. ‘How long do we have?’

‘A couple of days, maybe less. We haven’t been told exact details for obvious reasons, but once they’re here it will be much harder to leave.’ He pulled her into his arms. ‘I’ll miss you so much, but I’d rather know you were safe. Once this madness is over, we can be together again.’

Sara pulled back and glanced around nervously. Max was risking a lot to warn her, if anyone found out... ‘I’ll go home now and tell my parents.’

‘You won’t tell them where you got the information from?’ Max suddenly sounded anxious.

‘Of course not. I’ll say I overheard it or something.’ She was aware that wouldn’t sound particularly likely, but she hoped she could leave Max before he realised. She suddenly flung her arms around him, kissed him passionately and then pulled away. ‘Look after yourself Max.’ She hurried away before he could say anything. Time was now of the essence. They needed to leave by the next day at the latest or they could be trapped.

Kingston upon Hull, East Riding of Yorkshire, England

‘Moving? I don’t understand. Moving where? What about my job?’ Sixteen-year-old Lilly stared at her father in confusion and a certain amount of trepidation.

Albert could understand why she was uneasy, but he didn’t have time to argue with her. He needed her support, so he hid his irritation and forced a smile. ‘I’ve got another job, in the West Riding, get us away from here and all the memories. Much better for you and Tony.’

Lilly was still shocked, her thoughts full of fear for the future. Life was bad enough in Hull but going somewhere she didn’t know... She swallowed and wondered if she dare to ask if he was going to stop drinking if they moved, but she was much too scared of his reaction, so said nothing. 

‘Where are we going?’ Eight-year-old Tony stopped playing with his toy soldiers and piped up.

‘Goole, small port town in the West Riding. More fresh air and countryside for you to enjoy. We might even get a dog. Now go and get packed!’

Tony’s face lit up as he forgot his game, stood up and ran to the stairs. He’d been asking for a dog for ages, but his father had always said no.

Lilly was listening in astonishment. She peered at her father closely, but he didn’t seem drunk, in fact for the first time in ages he looked completely sober. He could see the question in her eyes but he resisted the temptation to slap her. Instead, he clenched his fist behind his back before making himself smile at her. ‘It will be fun love, going somewhere new where we can start again. I know things haven’t been very good lately, but it’s all going to change now. Trust me alright?’’

Lilly swallowed and somehow nodded even though she had sworn long ago never to trust her father again. But he did seem different so perhaps... She took a breath and decided to make the effort. There was no point in antagonising him, not when he seemed to be sober and appeared to be trying to be nice. ‘Where are we going to live?’

Albert let out a slow breath and began to relax. For a moment he’d thought she was going to be difficult. ‘I’ve rented a cottage in the town. You’ll love it I promise. Now come on, get packing, we’re moving first thing in the morning.’

Lilly was even more astonished. Why the rush? Surely, he could have given them some warning? She was about to question him when she changed her mind. He was right, what they all needed was a fresh start, anything had to be better than the life they were living now so why ruin it? She would put her doubts to one side and pray that a miracle had happened, that her drunken father had suddenly found the light. ‘I’ll go and check on Tony’s packing once I’ve finished mine.’

‘Good girl.’ Albert hid his relief behind a beaming smile. ‘Oh, there’s just one more thing.’

Lilly stared at him and waited with bated breath. She’d known it was all too good to be true.

‘We’re changing our name, our surname that is. You’ll be Lilly Crawford from now on.’

Lilly looked bemused. Whatever she’d expected it hadn’t been that. ‘I’m sorry, I don’t understand?’

‘You don’t have to, just do as your told!’ Albert snapped.

Lilly shook her head while she considered how difficult it was going to be to remember her new name, and if she was going to struggle, Tony certainly would. ‘And Tony? You think he’s just going to remember his new name without any reason for the change.’

Albert stared at her and was about to lose his temper when he realised that if he wanted her cooperation, he needed to give her a feasible reason. He took a deep breath and tried to sound calm. ‘You’re right of course. You deserve to know what is going on. I’m sorry.’ He stopped and took a couple of deep breaths while he hunted around for a good enough reason to persuade her to cooperate. Then the answer came to him. ‘I’ve had some problems with some not very nice people. Yes, I know it’s my own fault, but I started gambling and now I owe some money, well, lots of money actually... money that I can’t pay back, so that’s why we need to move and that’s why we need to change our name so they can’t come after us. I’m really sorry Lilly. But I’m trying to protect you both and this is the best way I can think of to do it.’

Lilly was still trying to take it all in. One moment she was living in Hull with a violent, alcoholic father, looking after her younger brother and working in a department store and the next she was being moved miles away, would have to get a new job and she had to change her name. ‘And when we get to Goole, you’ll stop drinking and gambling?’

‘Yes, I give you my word.’ He saw the doubt in her expression and qualified his statement. ‘I will do my best I promise, But I will need your help as always. You are my rock, Lilly. I couldn’t cope without you. You do know what don’t you?’

Lilly didn’t answer. He had been relying on her for years and one day she would take Tony and leave, but first she needed to be earning enough to support them both, something that would now take longer because she would have to start again, but she didn’t have an option, not one that she could see anyway. ‘We don’t have much choice, do we?’ 

Albert opened his mouth to argue but she didn’t give him a chance. ‘Don’t make promises you can’t keep.’ She sighed and turned towards the stairs. I’ll go and hurry Tony up.’

‘Thank you.’ Albert nodded, smiled and watched Lilly disappear up the stairs. Then his smile faded. Running away with two children wasn’t the ideal answer, but it was the best he could come up with at short notice.

London, England

Alice Allen kissed her husband, Detective Chief Inspector Daniel Allen, goodbye and watched as he strode confidently towards his car, climbed in and drove away at speed. A brief smile crossed her face as she shut the door. Daniel loved driving fast, it was his one weakness. She did keep reminding him that thirty mile per hour speeding restrictions for built up areas had been brought in for a reason in 1935, but he invariably smiled before promising not to do it again and then doing exactly that. As she wandered back into the kitchen to finish washing their breakfast dishes she wondered, not for the first time, what he’d been like before the war. They rarely mentioned that time, which suited her as she had happily closed the door on that part of her life and it seemed that Daniel had done the same. Occasionally she wondered why he was so reluctant to speak about his life before the war, but she had her own secrets, so it was probably best to leave the past in the past.

As she finished drying the dishes she thought back to how they’d met. He didn’t know but he had saved her life that day. Alice sighed. Something else she couldn’t talk about. They had met outside a Casualty Clearing Station towards the end of the conflict when he’d been visiting one of the soldiers who was suspected of shooting himself in the leg so he could go home. Alice had been wearing the uniform of the Voluntary Aid Detachment, and he had asked directions to the young man he wanted to interview. The station was overflowing with casualties from the latest battle so, for reasons she’d never fully understood, she’d volunteered to take him. They’d made small talk as she led the way, small talk that had set the scene for future meetings and left her tied up in lies that she couldn’t unsay, not without everything unravelling. Alice sighed. Even now there were times she wished she’d been more careful, but it was much too late to turn back the clock. Fortunately, Daniel had never seemed particularly curious, never pushing her for information. She’d often wondered if that was a result of his work. He spent so much time interviewing people, accusing them of lying and probing for the truth that in his private life he would do anything to avoid it. It was the only explanation she could find for his lack of curiosity about her life before she met him, that and the fact that he too seemed reluctant to speak about his past. They had fallen into a pattern of not discussing anything that related to the years before they had met, something that definitely suited her, but didn’t satisfy her own curiosity about Daniel’s earlier life. Maybe one day she would risk asking questions.

*******
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Vienna, Austria

Miriam stared at Sara in shock. ‘You’re certain?’

‘Yes Mama, I’m absolutely sure Max was telling the truth. There’s no reason for him to lie is there? He’s in love with me and he thinks I feel the same. If he wanted us to be trapped here, he wouldn’t have said anything.’

Miriam glanced at Jakob and then back at their daughter. ‘You don’t think he’s suspicious of you and this is some elaborate trap?’

‘As sure as I can be. If they did know about us, I doubt we’d be sitting here discussing our escape. Why would they bother? No, Max is convinced we’re in danger because we’re Jewish and he wants me to get out, which is why he told me.’

‘I’m sorry you’ve had to pretend to love him, Sara. It must have been very difficult.’ Jakob spoke for the first time.

Sara shrugged. ‘But you were right Papa, this proves it. We’ve got advance warning and now I think we should start packing and leave.’ She didn’t really want to discuss her feelings with her parents. When her father had first suggested she resume her friendship with some of the boys she’d been at school with she’d been horrified. They had all enthusiastically embraced National Socialism, how on earth could she do that? But his instincts had been right. Maximilian had always liked her and that had made it much easy than she’d expected. She hadn’t enjoyed deceiving him, but every time she had any doubts, she reminded herself why she was doing it. She wasn’t sure whether the intelligence she’d passed on to her father had been that important, but Max’s warning tonight made everything she’d endured worthwhile.

‘I agree.’ Jakob reached out and took her hand. ‘You’ve done really well Sara. Now go and get ready to leave.’ He waited until she’d left the room before continuing. ‘We’ve only survived for so long Miriam because of my connections.’ He hesitated and then carried on. ‘But even they didn’t warn me of this. I hope to God they haven’t found out the truth.’ He shivered and then, seeing his own fear mirrored on Miriam’s face he pulled himself together, reached out and took her hand. ‘Pack only the essentials. We must look like we’re going on holiday.’

‘Where will we go?’

‘Italy, it’s been arranged for a while.’

‘Will Bernard know we’re coming?’

‘Yes, I’ll contact him now and warn him, but he won’t be able to do too much until we reach Italy. Now, let’s get packing. There’s no time to waste.’ Jakob didn’t want to worry her any more than necessary but if Max knew what was coming so did the others, and whereas Max was in love with his daughter, they weren’t. They wouldn’t think twice about betraying Sara and her family to the Nazis.

*******
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Goole, West Riding of Yorkshire, England

Seventeen-year-old Jenny Harrison gazed deep into Nick Johnson’s eyes and forgot everything except the feel of his arms around her. She had never met anyone like Nick before. He was everything she had always wished for in a man, tall, dark, handsome, funny, clever... she smiled as she ran out of words.

‘What’s so funny?’ He grinned at her.

‘Nothing, just thinking how lucky I am, meeting you.’

‘That’s true.’ He winked and she laughed.

Nick leant forward and kissed her, gently at first, then with more passion. Jenny allowed her body to relax into his, enjoying the feeling until she realised he was undoing the buttons on her blouse. She pulled back. ‘What are you doing?’

‘Come on Jenny, you’re my girl, let me touch you there. It’s what all grown-ups do and you’re not a child are you?’

‘I don’t know...’ Jenny hesitated, but the feel of his fingers rubbing her erect nipples through the cotton material was enough to persuade her that she didn’t particularly want him to stop and anyway, it couldn’t really do any harm could it?

Nick smiled to himself. For a moment he’d thought she was going to be difficult but suggesting she was no longer a child had done the trick, just as he’d hoped. He was tempted to try his luck a little more and he slid his hands down her body until he came to the bottom of her skirt. He shoved it up, his hands searching for her knickers...

‘No, you can’t do that Nick.’ Jenny pushed his hands away.

‘Oh, come on Jenny, you know you want to really.’

‘No, I don’t. You have to stop.’

‘Or what?’ Nick was still trying to slide his hands under her skirt. ‘Come on Darling, please let me. I just want to touch you, nothing else I promise.’

He was still trying to find a more compelling argument when, to his amazement, he suddenly felt her relax.

‘Just touching, nothing else...’

‘No, of course not.’ Nick could hardly believe his luck. It normally took several dates to get this far. The way things were going he should be alright to go all the way next time. She might need a bit more persuasion, but he was definitely feeling optimistic. He started kissing her again while his fingers continued to search for their target and then she gasped. Nick smiled. ‘See, I told you you’d love it...’

*******
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London, England 

Bernard Fanshawe, Chief Constable of Yorkshire, glanced at the clock again and continued pacing up and down. Having received Jakob’s urgent message the previous day he’d done everything he could to facilitate their exit from Austria. But given the time frame he could only do so much, and he couldn’t really help properly until they had crossed the border into Italy. If all was going to plan they should be on their way by now, but he wouldn’t know until Jakob contacted him again. He had also passed on the information about the Germans’ intentions to annex Austria in the next few days, not that there was very much they could do about that either. He could only hope Jakob was wrong but that was unlikely. His old friend had not let him down before, his intelligence had always been deadly accurate.

He was still worrying when the telephone rang. Relieved to have a distraction he picked it up. ‘Fanshawe.’ He listened carefully. ‘Yes Sir, I’ll be right there.’ He replaced the receiver and cursed. He had no option but to go to this meeting, but he needed someone to be here in case Jakob telephoned. He thought hard for several seconds then scribbled some instructions onto a piece of paper before heading down to the next floor where he entered the office of his most trusted Chief Inspector. Having been a military policeman when the Great War ended Daniel Allen had decided to make policing his career. He had risen through the ranks and was well respected and trusted. But that wasn’t the only reason Bernard trusted him. The two men had worked together during the Great War, something neither could talk about.

‘I’m sorry Daniel, I can’t explain but can you man my telephone while I attend an urgent meeting. I’m expecting a call from Italy, a man called Jakob Friedman should ring in the next few hours. When he does give him this information.’

‘Yes Sir.’ Daniel was about to ask more but he could tell from the Chief Constable’s expression that he was unlikely to get any more answers. ‘I’ll wait in your office then.’ 

‘Good man.’ Bernard breathed a sigh of relief. ‘I should only be a couple of hours, but I can’t afford to miss this call. Thank you.’ He took Daniel back to his office and then left for the meeting. Daniel glanced around the room, then made his way to the Chief Constable’s seat behind the desk and sat down. He might as well make himself comfortable. He opened the piece of paper and read the instructions. They didn’t appear to make much sense, but he assumed they would to the person who was ringing. He glanced at the clock and leaned back, arms behind his head. He would love to know what was going on. Maybe he would be told once it was all over. He smiled. On the other hand he probably wouldn’t be told anything and perhaps that was for the best.

*******
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Pasture Road, Goole, West Riding of Yorkshire, England

Jenny lay on her bed, stared up at the ceiling, and thought back over the past few hours. She still didn’t know how she felt about the things she’d let Nick do. Her parents would be horrified if they knew, but he had been right. She did like what he did to her, so surely it couldn’t be wrong? She closed her eyes and knew she had to make a big decision. He wanted to go all the way now and she didn’t know what to do. She’d managed to stop him every time so far, but she knew he was running out of patience, and she didn’t want to upset him. She was so lucky he’d chosen her to walk out with, he could have had anyone, but instead she was the lucky one. Her eyes opened again. Perhaps he was right and she was being stupid and childish. After all, he was a few years older than her, and if she did refuse him he would just find someone nearer his own age who would give him what he wanted. She turned over and closed her eyes again. If only she could make a decision. It would help if she had someone to talk to, someone of her own age who faced the same challenges, but there wasn’t anyone she trusted enough. Unfortunately, she would have to work it out on her own.
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Chapter 2
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Vienna, Austria

‘What do you mean they’ve gone?’ Obersturmbannführer Kaufmann slammed his hand on the desk.

‘I said goodbye to Sara and arranged to meet her later to go to the cinema.’ Max took a breath before continuing and hoped he sounded convincing. ‘But when I got there the house was closed up. I called Anton and we eventually found a way in. From what we could see, most of their possessions are still there. But their passports are gone, at least we couldn’t find them, so we assume they are. We spoke to the neighbours and they said they thought they had gone on holiday.’

‘That could be the case then?’

‘If it was, Sara never mentioned it to me.’ Max looked his superior in the eyes before glancing at Anton for confirmation.

Anton nodded. ‘No Herr Obersturmbannführer, Max is right. Sara never said a word about planning a holiday. If she was going away, why would it be a secret?’ The younger man shook his head. ‘Unless a holiday is a cover up for something else of course.’ He frowned. ‘But I don’t think she did know anything about it because I don’t think she’s that good a liar.’

‘People do go on surprise trips, Herr Obersturmbannführer.’ Max said tentatively. ‘Maybe her parents arranged it and didn’t tell her?’

‘Hmm..., the timing is suspicious in my opinion, given what is due to happen. Especially as we are reasonably sure the Friedman’s are not what they seem to be.’ He was staring at the map on his desk so he missed the look of horror that crossed Max’s face.

‘Sorry Herr Obersturmbannführer... what did you mean?’ Max exchanged glances with Anton.

Anton sighed. ‘We didn’t tell you because you seemed quite smitten, but the Obersturmbannführer was concerned that her father was using his connections to find out information.’

Max started to feel sick. ‘What for?’

‘To pass onto our enemies of course.’ The Obersturmbannführer snapped before resuming the conversation. ‘I had arranged to put them under surveillance, but it wasn’t due to start until today.’ He shook his head. ‘No, I don’t believe in coincidences. Did the neighbour say where they were going on this holiday?’

‘Switzerland, Herr Obersturmbannführer.’

‘And you’ve checked the station?’

‘Jawohl, Herr Obersturmbannführer, no one matching their descriptions have been seen catching any trains to Switzerland. In fact, they weren’t seen at the station at all, so we have no idea where they’ve gone.’

Max tried to keep his face expressionless but inside he was in turmoil. Had Sara just been using him? He tried to concentrate on the Obersturmbannführer who was still speculating as to where they were, but all he could think of was that he had possibly betrayed his country for someone who didn’t feel anything for him.

He was aware that the Obersturmbannführer was talking on the phone and then Anton’s voice broke into his thoughts. ‘Are you alright Max?’ Anton had lowered his voice.

‘Yes, just feeling relieved to be honest. Thank goodness I wasn’t really smitten.’ Somehow, he managed to smile. 

Anton stared at him thoughtfully for several seconds while Max tried to keep his expression as neutral as possible. Eventually Anton nodded and Max slowly exhaled. ‘That’s good as the Obersturmbannführer is concerned that she might have been trying to get information from us.’

Max shook his head and hoped he sounded decisive. ‘Well, she didn’t get anything from me, not that we know anything that’s likely to be useful.’

‘That was what I thought.’ Anton was about to say more when the Obersturmbannführer replaced the receiver and glared at them both. 

‘Go to the stations in the nearby villages and see if they left from there. I want them found before they can leave the country do you understand?’

‘Jawohl, Herr Obersturmbannführer .’ Both men clicked their heels and saluted before leaving the room.

‘If they left last night they’ve probably already left Austria.’ Anton muttered as they marched swiftly down the stairs.

Max nodded. ‘I agree but we’d better do as the Obersturmbannführer orders.’ Personally, he hoped Sara and her family were anywhere, but  Austria. If they did catch them, it would only be a matter of time before she told the Obersturmbannführer that he’d warned her to leave and then he would be exposed as a traitor.

*******
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Cottingham Street, Old Goole, West Riding of Yorkshire, England

Lilly walked slowly through the cottage, located near the docks, and then walked upstairs to the bedrooms. The room her father had allocated her was bright and airy, overlooking the fields of a nearby farm and, in the distance, she could see the two large towers they had passed when they’d come past the docks. Her father had told her they were known as salt and pepper, which had made both her and Tony smile, especially as he didn’t seem to know which was which. Trying to decide had kept them amused for several minutes and for the first time in ages she had felt happy. Now she had seen the cottage that feeling of contentment had continued and she began to wonder if things really were about to change for the better. Perhaps this would be a new start after all? Her father certainly seemed more relaxed and calmer since they’d left Hull, a definite improvement. She took a breath and tried not to let herself get carried away. She would concentrate on the things that did seem to be going right and stop worrying about things over which she had no control. Her father hadn’t had a drink, either yesterday or today and he did seem quite enthusiastic about the idea of a new life.

‘What do you think?’ She had been so busy concentrating that she hadn’t heard Albert come upstairs and he was now standing behind her.

She pulled herself together and gave him her full attention. ‘It’s lovely.’

‘Good.’ Albert sounded relieved much to her astonishment. ‘You think you’ll like living here then?’

‘Yes, I’m sure we will.’ Lilly was even more surprised to see pleasure on his face.

Albert saw her expression and sighed. ‘I know things haven’t been easy since your Mum died. I’ve tried... I have honestly... but I’m just not very good at being a father.’

‘You’d be fine if you stopped drinking.’ Lilly snapped, then gasped in horror. She hadn’t meant to say the words out loud. ‘I’m sorry, I...’

‘It’s alright Lilly, I know I’ve made things much more difficult than they needed to be. I just couldn’t cope... didn’t know how to cope after she died. You were both so young, you were totally reliant on me, and I felt... I don’t know... like I had to get everything right.’ He shook his head. ‘So instead of trying to do that I drank because it was easier, and, because when I was drunk, I wasn’t worrying about you both.’ He was watching her face and he could see she wasn’t convinced so he tried again. ‘I’m trying to say I’m sorry Lilly and that I’ll do my best to make up for the past... if you’ll let me?’

Lilly nodded and tried to smile. She wanted so much to believe him. ‘I’ll see if I can find some work at one of the shops and I’m sure Tony will soon make new friends at his school.’ She stopped when she saw his expression. ‘You did sort out a school place for him, didn’t you Dad?’

Albert looked horrified. He shook his head. ‘No... I forgot. I’m so sorry Lilly...’

‘It’s alright Dad, I’m sure it won’t be difficult.’

‘But I should have done that.’ Albert slumped down on the bed and put his head in his hands.

‘It doesn’t matter Dad, please don’t worry.’ Lilly was watching him in concern. The last thing she needed was him sinking back into depression or more worrying, into the nearest pint.

‘Dad, when can we get a dog?’ Tony came running up the stairs, excitement and expectation etched on his face, and Albert looked up. He glanced at Lilly, saw the pleading expression on her face and managed to pull himself together.

‘We’ll unpack and then have a look around the town. One of the shops might know if there are any dogs for sale around here and while we do that Lilly can ask about work?’

‘Good idea, Dad.’ She was relieved he wanted her to go with them, she’d been worried he might try and leave her out of their trip to find a dog, which could give him the opportunity to disappear into one of the pubs and leave Tony sitting on his own outside some less than salubrious drinking establishment.

‘Right, let’s get unpacked then.’

Albert disappeared back downstairs with Tony while Lilly sat down on the bed, leant back against the headboard and exhaled slowly. For a brief moment she’d believed her father, believed that he really did mean what he’d said, but the expression on his face when he’d realised he hadn’t registered Tony at the local school had been too reminiscent of the past for her to ignore it. She cursed under her breath, took a deep breath and stood up. There was no point worrying, not yet anyway. Hopefully she was wrong and her father really did intend to turn over a new leaf. If not, at least there were open spaces close to the town where she could escape to, and every day she was getting older. If she found a good job and saved up some money she would be able to find her own place and take Tony with her. She unpacked her suitcases quickly before hurrying downstairs to wait for her father and Tony. The sooner she found a good job the sooner she could begin planning for their future, a future that didn’t rely on her father being sober.

*******
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Austrian/Italian border

The train eased gently to a halt and the occupants of the carriage began getting their identity documents out, ready for inspection. Jakob exchanged glances with Miriam and uttered a silent prayer in his head. This was the moment of truth. They had driven out of Vienna and caught the train at one of the smaller stations in an attempt to avoid the attention of the security forces. He hadn’t seen any activity on the train but that didn’t mean anything. He took a breath and uttered another silent prayer before gazing out of the window in an attempt to resist the temptation to double check his documents. He was still trying to control his nerves when the carriage door opened, the border guards entered and began to examine papers. Jakob continued his vigil out of the window, hoping he appeared calm, and then it was his turn. The guard glanced at the document then handed it back and moved onto Miriam. Three minutes later the carriage was empty, the engine started up and the train began to move. Jakob let his breath out slowly, unable to believe they were almost safe. He continued to stare out of the window until the train eased its way through the border and then he turned his attention to Miriam and Sara. Miriam had her eyes closed and he guessed she was praying. Sara was watching him carefully and as their eyes met, she smiled. Jakob nodded imperceptibly. He had hated using his daughter and he’d wrestled with his conscience for days before asking her to become involved. But now he was grateful he’d made that decision. If he hadn’t they would have been in a lot of trouble. If the information she’d received from Max was accurate his own contacts should have also known and yet they hadn’t warned him. That meant either they too were compromised, or they’d decided to throw him and his family to the wolves. 

*******
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London, England

Daniel sat at the desk staring at the telephone, unable to make up his mind whether he wanted it to ring or not. A brief smile crossed his face as he realised this was probably the most excitement he’d had since the Great War. He missed some of the work he’d undertaken for Bernard during the conflict, but not all of it. Some of the things he’d done for his country were best forgotten and some... well some were still going on, even though the war had been over for nearly twenty years. Daniel sighed as his thoughts alighted on the one job that was seemingly never ending. At times he wished it was over and then, when he was honest with himself and accepted the possible consequences of that choice, he couldn’t help hoping it would continue indefinitely. 

The telephone rang, interrupting his thoughts. The familiar excitement shot through his body as he reached out to answer it, but the call was from another department, the content of the message he was to pass on reasonably mundane. Daniel wrote down the instructions, replaced the receiver and sighed. He had to admit to a certain amount of curiosity about the call Bernard was waiting for, but the war was long over although the danger to the country seemed to continue, war or not. If he did pass on any messages, would he be guilty of some kind of espionage offence? Maye he could argue that he’d only been obeying orders? He was still pondering that when the door swung open and the Chief Constable returned.

‘Anything to report Daniel?’

‘No Sir, there’s been a couple of calls, but they were police business. Nothing from anyone called Jakob.’ He handed Bernard the two messages he had written down.

‘Damm!’ The Chief Constable swore loudly, concern etched on his face. They should have left Austria by now. It was beginning to look like something had happened to prevent their escape. He suddenly remembered that Daniel was still there.

‘Right, well hopefully he will still ring.’ He took a breath. ‘Alright, thank you Daniel. Oh... and obviously not a word of this to anyone.’

‘Yes Sir.’ Daniel left the room, vaguely relieved he had not had to break any rules, but rather disappointed that he still had no idea what was going on and who Jakob was.

Bernard watched him leave before returning his attention to the telephone as if by staring at it he could force it to ring. He closed his eyes and tried to think of something else he could do. But there wasn’t. He had sent his best man to Italy, if Jakob and his family made it that far he would make sure they reached England but that wasn’t the dangerous part. He was still ruminating over his part in the whole thing when the telephone rang. He snatched it up. ‘Fanshawe!’

Then he began to relax, a smile replacing the concern. ‘Thank God Jakob, I was getting worried.’ He quickly gave him the instructions and wished him luck before replacing the receiver. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath before reaching for the bottle of whiskey he had hidden in the bottom drawer. It was half empty now, but he didn’t care. This was worth a celebration. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3
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Vienna, Austria

‘You are certain he was working with the British?’ Obersturmbannführer Kaufmann stared into his schnapps and tried to control the growing fury filling his body.

‘Yes, it looks like it.’ Obersturmführer Hans Abegg nodded.

‘And he’s reached England?’

‘We believe so, but we have no idea where he is.’

‘Ficken!’ Kaufmann swore. ‘Is there any way of finding them?’

‘Possibly, with time, but we have nowhere to start.’

‘Didn’t he have an English friend? He used to come over here?’

‘Yes, we’ve done some research, and we believe he’s a Chief Constable in the police force, at least that’s his official title. Obviously, he may be something else, military intelligence or some other branch of the security services. Anyway, we think he’s based in London but Friedmann’s not likely to go anywhere near him, is he? With respect Herr Obersturmbannführer, that wouldn’t be very clever.’

Kaufmann glared at him. ‘Maybe not, but perhaps you could make sure.’

‘Yes Sir.’ The young Obersturmführer raised his hand in salute and left the room. Personally, he thought this was a waste of time. Whatever secrets the Jew had left the country with would probably be out of date by now. The only reason for seeking him would be to punish him for daring to spy against the Reich. In his opinion they had more important things to use their resources for. In any case they could always look for the Jew when they had invaded England. But it probably wouldn’t do to tell the Obersturmbannführer that.

*******
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Pasture Road, Goole, West Riding of Yorkshire, England

Nick watched Jenny as she opened the shop and then frowned as he saw a man appear in the doorway behind her. It took him a several seconds to recognise her brother as he appeared to have had his hair cut and then he smiled and slowly relaxed. For a moment he had thought Jenny was seeing someone else. The town clock striking the hour made him jump and he shook his head and turned away. If he didn’t hurry he would be late for work. He hastened towards the docks and reached the loading area just in time.

‘Thought you were going to be late.’ Ronald Anderson, his employer, looked up from his watch and indicated the ship that was currently mooring alongside the dock. 

‘Sorry sir,’ Nick didn’t bother making any excuses. He joined the other men and tried to put Jenny out of his mind. He liked her a lot, but he didn’t trust her, why would he? She was a woman and they all lied. He knew that from experience. 

*******
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Vienna, Austria

Max stared out of his bedroom window, his gaze fixed on the distant mountains, his thoughts on Sara as he tried to fight back the fury engulfing his body. He clenched his fists several times as he fought to accept the truth. There had obviously been nothing real between them. Sara had used him, pretended to like him so she could find out information for her father, the Jewish traitor. His anger at being used mixed with his fear that thanks to her his own life was in danger. She had cared so little for him that she made him into a traitor to his own country and he was terrified he would be found out. He took a deep breath and tried to calm himself down. He needed to find a way out of this. Perhaps he could find a reason to go to England and find her. The thought of strangling her with his bare hands made him feel slightly better until he realised how improbable and pointless that was. Even if he could get to England the chances of finding her were remote and if he did succeed and managed to escape he could never tell anyone what he’d done without revealing his role in her escape in the first place. He was still trying to contemplate his options when he heard the telephone ring and then he heard his mother calling up the stairs.

‘It’s for you Max. Obersturmbannführer Kaufmann.’

Max swallowed nervously before answering. Surely, they 

didn’t already know? He searched frantically for an excuse not to come down and take the call, then realised it was hopeless. There was no excuse, he was a traitor. He’d sold out his country for love, a love that wasn’t even reciprocated.

‘I’m coming...’

*******
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Pasture Road, Goole, West Riding of Yorkshire, England

Jenny looked up with interest as the strangers entered the shop. It was rare for people she didn’t know to come in. The man was in his mid-forties, the boy around eight or nine, but it was the girl who caught Jenny’s attention. She was about her own age, attractive with dark hair and brown eyes, and as soon as she spoke Jenny recognised the Hull accent, it was the same as Nick’s.

‘Hello, can I help you?’ She smiled.

Lilly smiled back. ‘Hello. We’ve just moved into the town, and I was wondering if there were any jobs going?’

Jenny stared at her in astonishment and her smile broadened. It was almost too good to be true. ‘That’s amazing. We have a vacancy here. Mary, she’s been working here since she left school, has just left to have a baby. We’ve been looking for a replacement. Do you have any experience?’

Lilly couldn’t believe her luck. ‘Yes, I worked in Hammonds in Hull, you know, the big department store. I’ve been doing that 

since I left school. I’m seventeen by the way.’

‘Oh good, the same age as me. Hang on here and let me get my mum, she’s out the back. When can you start?’

‘As soon as you like.’ Lilly was beginning to feel even better. It would be incredible to get work at the first time of asking, maybe things really were going to improve.

‘Wait here.’ Jenny took a couple of steps towards the door behind her before stopping and turning back towards her. ‘I’m Jenny by the way.’

‘Lilly... Lilly Crawford.’

Jenny smiled and then disappeared through the door which Lilly had correctly assumed led to the storage rooms at the back of the shop. A couple of minutes later Jenny reappeared, followed closely by an older woman with a passing resemblance to Jenny. She smiled and looked Lilly up and down for several seconds before speaking.

‘Hello Lilly. I hear you’re looking for work?’

Lilly smiled. ‘Yes, I am. We’ve just moved here from Hull. Dad’s got a new job working on the docks.’

‘And you worked in Hammonds in Hull?’ When Lilly nodded, she continued. ‘And you can start straightaway?’

‘Yes, I can.’ Lilly couldn’t quite believe how easy this was. She wondered briefly if she should mention that her father’s decision to move suddenly had meant her leaving without serving any notice, or even notifying her former employer that she was leaving, but then she remembered that they’d changed their name so even if Jenny’s mother did contact Hammond for references, they would not recognise her. All she could hope was that any request would take some time and by then she hoped she would have proved she was worthy of the job and they trusted her. Then she would at least be able to explain the circumstances of their arrival in Goole. At least she hoped that would be the case. And then another idea came to her, one that would resolve the problem completely. Her father wouldn’t be very pleased, but she wouldn’t tell him. She suddenly realised the lady who owned the shop was talking again and she forced herself to concentrate. 

‘Right, tomorrow morning at seven then, we’ll see what experience you have and then decide your wages alright?’ 

Lilly nodded. ‘Thank you, Mrs...?’

‘Mrs Harrison.’ 

Lilly smiled at her and Jenny, turning away just as her father and brother approached. ‘This is my father and brother... and this is Mrs Harrison. They have...they had a vacancy, so I start work tomorrow morning.’ Lilly introduced them.

‘Well done, lass.’ Albert turned from Lilly to Mrs Harrison, held out his hand and shook hers before speaking. ‘Thank you very much, you’ll find my daughter is a good hard worker.’ He smiled briefly at Lilly before continuing. ‘I hope you don’t mind me asking but I promised to find my son a dog, I don’t suppose you know if there’s anywhere round here that I can buy a puppy?’

Mrs Harrison nodded almost immediately. ‘Actually, yes, there’s a pet shop further along the street. In that direction.’ She indicated with her left hand. ‘I’m sure they’ll have something suitable and if they don’t, they can probably recommend some breeders somewhere local.’

‘Thank you, Mrs Harrison. Your help is very much appreciated.’ Albert felt Lilly tugging at his arm and turned towards his daughter. 

‘Come on Dad, we need to get Tony into a school.’ Lilly turned back towards Jenny and her mother. ‘Thank you again Mrs Harrison, I’ll see you both tomorrow morning.’

Three hours later they were heading back towards the cottage. They had successfully arranged for Tony to start school the next morning and the pet shop had promised to look out for a puppy for them. Lilly was already feeling much happier than she had before their trip out. Even if the job didn’t work out, it looked like she had made a friend. It was a long time since she’d felt able to do that. In Hull she’d been too scared to bring anyone home because she never knew what state her father would be in, so she’d avoided friendships. But perhaps things would be different now, maybe her father was right and this would be the new start they all needed.

*******
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Vienna, Austria

‘England?’ Max stared at Obersturmbannführer Kaufmann in astonishment. 

‘I thought you would like the opportunity to find Fräulein Friedman and make her pay.’ Kaufmann had no particular interest in the girl, and he couldn’t care less what happened to her. It was her father he really wanted. However, if Max found Sara he would also find her father, and what better way to punish him than for Max to kill his daughter.

Max nodded but was unsure how to respond without betraying his own part in her disappearance.

‘I’ve arranged for you to travel there. Well? What do you say?

‘I can’t wait Herr Obersturmbannführer.’ Max realised it was true. Sara deserved everything that was coming to her and it was only right that he should be the one to deliver justice.

Obersturmbannführer Kaufmann smiled. He was reasonably certain that it was Max who had warned the girl to leave and he knew he should have done something about it. But he liked Max and he was certain the boy was not really a traitor, he’d just been taken in by the Jew. Judging by the delight on Max’s face he was right. Once he’d dealt with her and her family he could come back to Austria. But first he needed to prove his loyalty, and this was the best way Kaufmann could think of. ‘Good, you’ll leave immediately. I’ll expect you to keep me informed, as much as you can without drawing attention to yourself. I also have some other business I wish you to do while you’re there. In fact that will take priority, but once you have completed that you can look for the girl and her family.’

‘Of course, Herr Obersturmbannführer.’ Max was already feeling better. This was the perfect opportunity to exonerate himself, prove he was loyal and get revenge at the same time. ‘Thank you. You won’t regret it.’

Kaufmann’s smile broadened. ‘I know I won’t. Now I’d better tell you the official reason you are going to England, hadn’t I?’

Max nodded. ‘Yes, Herr Obersturmbannführer .’

‘I want you to set up some contacts, I suppose you’d call it a network of spies.’ He saw the look of astonishment on Max’s face. ‘Yes, I’m aware that this is not something you’ve ever done before but that will work in your favour. The British have no knowledge of you, so they won’t be watching you.’
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