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      Spain, Ratline


      "Major, did they teach you that in the army, bribery with chocolates? He's wearing a huge gun on his ample waistline!"


      “No, we’re making a bomb. Here help me unwrap these chocolates, Mmm. They’re good, save the foil wrapping and fold them down like this.” Jane watched, biting into a piece. “Yummy, I hope this isn’t our last supper, she said folding foils quickly, now what?”


      "Okay, I think we have enough. We are going to place the foils into this half-filled  bottle of Ammonia and leave it by the stove, and turn on the burners."


      Jane finished the explanation. "The foil will create a chemical reaction with the acidity and expand the bottle causing it to explode, brilliant! How much time do you think we have. We need to sneak out the way we came in?"


      "Unknown, so let's make it a fast sneak, ready!" Sue Lee stuffed the folio into the bottle and sealed it as Jane turned on the gas burner.


      One more look out the window;  Jane grabbed the briefcase and said, “Let’s get the hell out of here!”


      They sprinted out the back door running behind the other buildings!


      The oversized caretaker turned to see what the commotion was all about while he was holding Jesus under the water. The kitchen exploded, and parts of the wall hit him like shrapnel!
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      "Thank you, Connie," Jane said after Connie set the tray with cookies and lemonade on the porch table where the girls were lounging. Sue Lee smiled and thanked her as she sat down next to Jane holding an opened letter Jonathan had brought to her.


      "Good news, I hope,” Jane said, reaching for a cookie. Connie was the head of the household staff at their Bahama home and saw to it the cook always had cookies to go with the afternoon lemonade. Today's treat was Bahama Cookie Bars. A mixture of pineapple, peanut butter, white chocolate, topped with coconut flakes. “Yum, try one they are delish!”


      "If I keep eating like this, I'll need to swim home to San Francisco, but what the heck, what's one more cookie after a week of them? Naomi says hello, and it's not official yet, but Carl and his fiancé are starting to plan the wedding."


      "I bet Marie has Finn running all over Bodega! Did Naomi mention anything about Danny and Joni?"


      "No new gossip, I suppose they have fallen off the radar until the kids get married. Maybe when we're in London next week, we can shop for a gift at Harrods?"Sue Lee said reaching for another cookie.


      "Good idea, we can share the cost.  I read somewhere Harrods is having a sale on Elephants... Hey, don't look at me like that, in India, the are very handy around the hospital. Just think what one could do helping out in a winery?"


      "Well, okay, but only if Harrods does the gift wrapping."


      "I wonder what end they start on, Trunk or the tail?” Jane asked just as Jonathan walked in.


      "What are you two on about, trunk or tail?" He asked heading toward the lemonade pitcher.


      Connie poured a glass for him before retreating to her Pantry shaking her head and murmured "Elephants, I wonder what Sir Jonathan answer we'll be.”  Connie was told he was retired from the British government, and now in charge of their family business, “Island Art Inquiries.”


      "How does one gift wrap an elephant? Start at the trunk or tail?" Jane repeated.


      Sue Lee smiled listening to her friend and too was eager to hear Sir Jonathan's answer.


      "Where, might I ask, are we purchasing this plant-eating mammal, and for whom?"


      "Harrods! And it's a wedding present for Finn and Marie's boy Carl and his new bride to be, Betty.”


      “Ah, Harrods, of course, I certainly can see why wrapping from the wrong end could be a problem, how perplexing!"


      "What's so baffling Jonathan?" Lucie asked coming into the porch and helping herself to a cookie bar.


      "How to gift wrap an elephant? Would Harrods start at the tail or trunk?"


      "Good question, we can go shopping there next week before the auction and ask. I say these bars are scrumptious!"


      "Yes, the auction, has Helen finalized the list of items we are bidding on?"


      "It's on your desk Jonathan. We received it this morning while you were diving. Tell Elizabeth there's a letter for her, she's in the garden. Who are we buying the elephant for? Lucie said looking at Jane. Oh, and Sebastian, picked up your empty tank to have it filled,” she told Jonathan as he was walking towards the den. “Now about the gift, it sounds fascinating!"


      “Come on, we will walk on the beach and tell you all about it. I want to check on my turtle friends.” Jane said rising and kicking her sandals off.


      Connie smiled watching the three colorful beach goers walk away as she straightened up. “Those two girls are lovely, so trim and tan. I don't know how Miss Lucie keeps up with them. Sue Lee’s green California Catalina style swimsuit, and matching halter top is lovely. It goes well with her shoulder-length black hair and those lovely green eyes. Such a  brilliant person, Miss Lucie told me she was a Major in the American army,” Connie thought as she gathered the sandals and placed them on the mat by the beach door. “Dr. Jane too had a distinguished war record. My so full of energy for a small woman but stunning with her blue eyes and a bob blonde hair. It was interesting to learn Jane adopted that style in India. She said it was far too hot in the operating tents. I like her new white swimsuit with the black trim. What did Miss Jane call it? A one-piece Jantzen Curvallure that it put all the curves in the right places,”Connie chuckled. “Miss Lucie is closer to my age, but always so fashionably dressed. Her outfit with colorful red shorts with a matching beach shirt and a white halter top underneath is cute. It goes well with her Bahama straw hat. I guess she wanted to protect her sunburned face and shoulders after using the lotion I suggested.”


      "Where is everyone?” Jane's mother asked interrupting Connie’s thoughts when she stepped onto the porch.


      "They is heading for the beach to buy an elephant, Miss Elizabeth."


      "Oh, how fun! Yoo-hoo wait for me!" She said, kicking off her sandals and grabbing a Bahamas Cookie Bar before going out the door.


      “My what a family I work for, can you imagine gift wrapping an elephant. I wonder, what end you would start with?” Connie thought walking back to the kitchen to discuss it with the cook.
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      Clara was washing her morning dishes when there was a rap at her door.


      "Oh, do come in Abigail, it’s open.”


      "Pardon Madam Pendleton, it is I, Louie La Monte." The voice said from the outside.


      "Oh my yes, come in Monsieur La Monte, I'm sorry, Am I late for our appointment at the library?" She asked while opening her front door.


      "No, no, it is gout. My old feet will not wish to take me down and up your hills today. I have the books here in my sac à dos." He said pulling his knapsack from his shoulders.


      Monsieur La Monte was a little Frenchman dressed in warm English tweeds that he wore whenever visiting their village. He stated that they kept him from getting the sneezes while crossing the cold English Channel.


      He was their French connection trading or selling, what he brought from Paris Street merchants and selling his wares along the coast of England. He was also a wine smuggler. The tax-free items along with the wine were very profitable for their small village. Today, he had a gift of books to add to their new library.


      "Please sit Louie, and rest your feet while I pour us some tea,” Clara said reaching for her pot and scones she hadn't put away yet. “Would you care for some honey with your tea? Abigail's husband Anthony brought me a few jars from his brother's farm, it's quite good!"


      "You are most kind Clara. I do hope the books are agreeable for your new library. I purchased them from the Bouquinistes-Book Sellers along the Seine River. One never knows what to expect on a daily basis they change from fashion, history, cinema, foreign writers—the list is, as you say, endless!"


      Clara knew the book trade along the Seine had been occurring for centuries. The stands sold antiquities books from Pont Marie to the Quai du Louvre, and on the left bank from the Quai de la Tournelle to Quai Voltaire.


      Louie told her the Seine is the only river in the world that runs between two bookshelves.


      The vendors were a nefarious group working against the Nazis during the war, passing secret messages to the French Resistance. Monsieur La Monte was deeply involved with the underground moving coded transcripts to confuse the Germans. Clara enjoyed his visits, and the stories he could tell. His presence in the village went back long before the war. One couldn't afford such luxury if they had to pay the high taxes on the wares he sold that were brought in from Paris.


      Clara still remembered the beautiful bolts of cloth. It brightened the day of a young girl to sew dresses with such fashionable materials. Especially, if it was for her wedding day. She sighed at the memory's and set a plate with scones and jam on the table "I hope you didn't carry that heavy sack of books all the way from Paris?"


      "No, no, I had the broad shoulders of my young nephew; he is now going back to London to visit his lady friend. Ah, amour! He said smiling as he patted his gray mustache with a serviette. I do have one more item for you. The proceeds, from the sale of Monsieur Alex's paintings," He handed Clara the envelope he took from his suit pocket.


      "Oh, dear, I almost forgot. Alex left two more.” Clara walked over to her chair where a tube was leaning against it and placed it on the table. La Monte, wiped his hands and carefully removed the canvases and unrolled them. Clara put her hands on the corners to keep them flat.


      "Magnifique! He is talented, the others sold so quickly, I believe these are far better. Don't you agree?"


      Monsieur La Monte had been Alex's agent since the end of the war exhibiting his paintings at galleries in Paris. Now with the improved economy, his sales picked up considerably. He was taught by his mother.


      Clara knew his parents, especially his mother. She was a painter living in Vienna, Austria when she and her husband discovered Clovelly.


      She and Alex spent part of their summer in a small cottage across the street where she set up a studio.


      Alex lived alone in the cottage now. His mother and father were Jewish, and while Alex was away at school in America, his parents were in Vienna and disappeared into a concentration camp. Her sad thoughts were interrupted when Louie repeated. "Don't you agree, Clara?"


      "Yes, indeed, his colors are so vibrant. You should have no trouble selling this lot!"
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      After her friend, Louie left it started to rain, her trip down the steep hill to the library would have to wait. It was located in a small cottage overlooking the bay. Evelyn donated it after her husband passed. He used it to store fishing gear. Clara was so pleased it was being used not only by the children but other members of the community. That's why they needed more books, on a variety of subjects. Recently, they received a set of encyclopedias. They were taken out so often the library committee decided to keep them in-house, and Charle built a small reading table that fit perfectly in a cozy corner next to the potbelly stove. He was their village carpenter, keeping the old cottages in tip-top condition.


      It amazed Clara how ambulatory Charlie was after losing his leg during the battle of Monte Cassino. He told everyone, his leg was lost in Italy, but his life was saved on a humanitarian Scottish hospital ship by an Italian doctor. What a small world we live in Clara thought as she started to sort the books out and catalog them.


      It is good to have something to do on such a rainy day.


      She paused for a moment to look at what she wrote down and picked up the book again. The title was familiar.


      Of course, Sophie, it's my middle name, but there was something more about the book. The author's name was DuPont. Clara read the description on the book jacket. It depicted a love affair between a soldier, and a girl called Sophie. She nursed him after the battle of the Somme during World War One.


      Clara lost her husband during that time, perhaps that's what stirred her curiosity about the book. Also, it was written in French. Nevertheless, that was not a problem. She learned the language while attending Girton College. Her husband Lance spoke it fluently and taught it to his students. She missed the times when they would spend the day chatting in French only. She sighed and turned to the first page.
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      It was midnight when she set the book down. She was very unsettled and convinced it was written by her late husband, Lance.


      Was he still alive?
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      "Oh dear, I just received some startling news from Clara," Elizabeth said walking into the porch where everyone had gathered after dinner.


      Jane knew her mother had corresponded with Clara Pendleton in Clovelly a small village in the Torridge district of Devon, England.


      Her mother had interesting taste in pen-pals. One of her buddies was a bodyguard for a Jewel Thief. His name was Mario, and he carried a short-barreled shotgun wherever he went. They exchanged recipes and flower arrangements.


      "What is it, I hope she's well," asked Sue Lee? She too was a pen pal and had met with Clara while visiting her lover Alex, an agent for Army Intelligence, who had the cottage across the street from her. Clara helped them catch the head of a German spy ring operating in that area during the war.


      "It's hard to explain perhaps, I should just read it to everyone."


      "Of course, by all means, please start," Jonathan said putting down the Times. He was reading about the coming events for the 1948 Summer Olympics to be held in London after a 12-year hiatus due to the war.


      "All right then, here's what she wrote."


      


      Dear Elizabeth,


      I recognize how busy everyone must be with your art recovery enterprise. However, I was wondering if you also find people too?


      It seems I have discovered that my late husband Lance is still alive!


      Elizabeth paused and held up her hand to stop the sudden questions, “Please let me finish the letter,” and continued.


      You see I was told he was killed during a battle at Somme during World War One.


      I found out in the most disturbing way he was not.


      My friend, Monsieur La Monte, was here delivering books to me for our library. He purchases the books in Paris from the Bouquinistes-Book Sellers along the Seine River.


      One book caught my attention.


      The author's name was DuPont. It depicted a love affair between a soldier, and a girl called Sophie. She nursed him after the battle of the Somme during World War One.


      Lance had written several books before the war. I have them here.


      The style Monsieur DuPont uses is the same. What is more disturbing is the poem. It was the same one Lance gave me the day of our wedding ceremony.


      I contacted a librarian in London, who has helped us set up our library here.


      Asking her about Monsieur DuPont and could I contact him through his publisher?


      She kindly traced him.


      DuPont has published only that one book. However, the publishers' records in Paris were jumbled during the war due to a bombardment, and now his address is unknown.


      Well, there, you have it!


      I do hope I'm not making a foolish choice and chasing a stranger. I would very much appreciate your opinion.


      Clara


      "Heavens, what a turn of events, what're your thoughts, Jonathan," Lucie asked?


      Jonathan sat back in the porch rocking chair and placed his hands on his ample middle section and said. "I wonder if her husband had amnesia due to an injury. We had to dismiss old Eddy for similar reasons. He was a brilliant strategist but infrequently slipped back into old memories. Over time, the recollection became more intense, and he would sit behind his desk and cry, apologizing for sending his men over the top. Back then military procedures were based on digging in, that produce trench warfare. The battle lines were formed by narrow ditches that protected the men from small-arms fire. However, because of the lack of advancements of armaments, both sides were equal. This caused a stalemate extending the war and decreased the living conditions. Imagine, two armies facing each other for years clinging to a ditch to sustain life. The only way to advance was to charge over the top into a no man's land to capture and kill. That in itself was just short of suicide with the machine gunners and mortar shelling. Victory's we're few and casualties were severe! During the battle of the Somme that started in July 1916, and went on until November. Over one million British and French soldiers were killed. You see. The French were keen on having Britain fighting with them on the western front. They had their hands full defending Verdun, and were not sure they could sustain a second battle alone at the River Somme.”


      Sir Jonathan paused and noticed how silent it was on the porch. “I say I do apologize for my rambling. No need to hash over that war when we just concluded one.”


      "I remember when I was an intern what Doctor Williams said. It was physical and mental exhaustion mixed with constant fear defending a mass grave you literally lived in! Jane said sadly and turned to Sue Lee. Maybe we should pay Clara a visit while we are in England?"





OEBPS/Images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png





OEBPS/Images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/Images/504720-Concealment_600.jpg
CONCEALMENT

D.M. Sorlie
Sue Lee Mystery






OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





OEBPS/Fonts/Alegreya-Regular.otf


OEBPS/Fonts/GreatVibes-Regular.otf


