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  PART ONE




  1935–1939




  







  ONE




  He was in a tiny dark cupboard, the door locked, the air foul and hot. Outside he could hear voices, sometimes loud and coarse, sometimes low and secretive. He tried to call

  out but he could make no sound. His body would not move, though nothing held it down. At some point he must have wet the bed, for the sheet underneath him was damp. Then his stomach heaved and

  without warning a thick trail of vomit streamed out, covering the pillow, clogging his hair. He was desperate to clean up the mess, but there was no water, no cloth, so he tried to mop it up with a

  corner of the sheet, wretched with the knowledge that this too was a mistake.




  He lay back on the bed, shivering despite the heat. Tears of misery rolled down his cheeks and he cried a single ‘Maman!’ Then he remembered that he was not allowed to call

  out, that he must stay silent. The loneliness enveloped him; he wanted to close his eyes and sleep for ever.




  There were voices again now: his mother’s, steady and light, and a man’s, low and furtive. The voices droned on, then rose to a higher pitch. There was a scream, then silence.

  Suddenly he was in a room and he saw his mother lying motionless on a bed. She was held down by the man, her arms twisted behind her, unable to move. Then she looked up at the man, her lips open,

  her teeth bared. She did not cry out; instead she smiled. His mother and the man moved in a strange way he did not understand. Then the picture faded.




  He was in the cupboard again, unable to breathe, suffocating with the heat. He could hear voices still, but they were more distant now. The despair pressed in on him, crushing and hopeless. But

  this time he did not cry: he was learning how not to cry. He felt as if he had been alone all his life.




  Paul Vasson woke with a start. For an instant he couldn’t remember where he was. Then he recognised the familiar outlines of the shabby room and, exhaling slowly, sank

  back on to the pillow. The voices from the dream murmured on. He listened and realised that they were floating up from the street outside. One, with a thick Provençal accent, he recognised

  as that of the old concierge next door. He closed his eyes and tried to sleep again. But it was no use. He had been dozing fitfully for less than half an hour and now he was wide awake.




  He sat up and swung his legs to the floor. His mouth felt dry, his stomach unsteady. It was the fear. And worse than he’d imagined: stabbing, cold, dragging him down. The nightmare

  hadn’t helped either. The dream was always the same: the small room, the locked door, the suffocating heat. And such detail – so vivid. He remembered the shame of discovery and how,

  when his mother opened the door, he had wept even before she struck him. Later she had washed and dressed him in clean clothes and then – then she had given him a brief kiss on top of the

  head.




  Or had that one startling kiss happened some other time?




  He got up suddenly and, groping for the shutters, let in a small shaft of warm afternoon sunlight. He never let in too much light: it showed up the shabby furniture and the peeling

  paintwork.




  He wondered what the time was – probably about four. Still too early to go out. He picked up La Dépêche du Midi from the floor and flopped back on to the bed. The

  headlines didn’t interest him: half a million unemployed; France protesting against something called the Anglo-German Naval Treaty; increasing numbers of Jewish refugees arriving in France

  from Germany.




  He skipped to the sports pages but couldn’t concentrate and threw the newspaper back on to the floor.




  God, he was nervous.




  He stood up abruptly and walked naked across the room. Taking a clean towel from the dresser, he wrapped it round his waist and poured some water into a tin bowl that stood on the only table. He

  splashed his face and looked into the small mirror above. Usually he avoided mirrors, they made him uneasy, but today he wanted to be sure he looked normal, ordinary. The thin face stared

  back at him, the eyes small and dark. And frightened. Mustn’t show the fear. Dear Lord.




  Picking up a razor, he scraped at the soft stubble that sprouted unevenly on his chin. After a while he dropped his hand and, staring into the mirror, swore quietly. His skin, always sallow, had

  developed a yellow-grey tinge. He shivered and felt his stomach twist with griping pain. He realised with disgust that he must get to the WC and quickly.




  He hurried out of the room and made for a door at the far side of the landing. He went in and almost retched. A foul stench rose from the pan and he saw that it was blocked. There was another WC

  two floors down, but there wasn’t enough time. He crouched miserably on the seat, muttering, ‘Dear Mother of God!’




  The spasms faded at last and, his bowels empty, Vasson got to his feet and stepped quickly on to the landing, gasping for fresh air. He stood for a moment, listening. The house was quiet. Faint

  street sounds drifted up the stairwell and the murmur of snores floated across the landing. Most of the women were asleep or out, though some might have customers. No-one had seen him.




  He went back into his room and was sure of one thing – he would go ahead with what had to be done. There was no going back, no giving up, not if he was to get out of this terrible

  place.




  And he had to get out.




  It wasn’t just the filth and the disgusting women, it was the humiliation. The Patron had put him in charge of this house on purpose, just to humiliate him, he was certain of that.

  Any cheap mac in the quartier could have done the job. The women were old, worn-out and pathetic, their only customers drunks or perverts. He loathed the sight of them. The job was an

  insult.




  At first Vasson had thought that the job was a testing ground, that after a short time the Patron would ask him into the Business itself. But after six months he realised the move would

  never come. The Patron was purposely excluding him from the real action, purposely keeping him here in this hole. Treating him like rubbish. A very stupid man.




  He dressed carefully, choosing old but freshly ironed cotton trousers and a cool white shirt. He hesitated over the choice of shoes: his old ones were badly worn now, while the new ones hidden

  in their box were tantalisingly smart. They were two-tone black and white in softest Moroccan leather and very expensive. But too risky, he finally decided. The most junior of house-minders did not

  have money for things like that.




  He leant down and unlocked the bottom drawer of the old commode. He went through the contents carefully: new suit in pale blue linen, white silk shirt, tie, cotton socks, and a wallet,

  including identity card, driving licence and seven thousand francs in large notes. He was particularly pleased with the suit: it had been a real bargain. At first Goldrich, the tailor, had pressed

  him for the full price but Vasson had soon worn him down. Belonging to an organisation did have one advantage: people didn’t argue with you. Anyway, Goldrich was a Jew and Jews could always

  afford to reduce their prices.




  The identity papers had taken a lot of finding. But, as Vasson kept reminding himself, they were almost untraceable and therefore worth every bit of the effort. He had gone to Lyons, though it

  had meant a tedious two-hour train journey. But the further from Marseilles the better. Even if the worst came to the worst and they thought of checking up, Lyons was an unlikely place to go for

  documents. Anyway, they wouldn’t find anything: Vasson had avoided going to the local dealer – even if one existed, which he doubted. Instead he had watched outside the Collège

  des Sciences Physiques in the Rue de la Trinité until, after two long days, he had finally seen a student who bore a resemblance to himself. The youth’s height and colouring were right

  and Vasson judged his age to be about twenty-one or twenty-two. Vasson himself was twenty-three, but he never thought of himself as young. He had never felt young, even when he was a child.




  He had followed the youth back to a tall ugly house on the edge of the town and seen a light come on in a top left hand window. Vasson had been sick at the thought of what he might have to do

  next: he loathed the idea of physical violence. But there was little possibility of the student leaving his wallet and identity card lying around in the daytime. Vasson would have to take them

  while the boy slept, although the risk of discovery – and of having to defend himself – was appalling.




  As it was, the whole thing had been ridiculously easy. The side door of the house had been open and then, astonishingly, the student’s door too. Vasson’s heart had hammered so loudly

  that the tête de con must surely hear, but no, he slept on and it had taken only minutes for Vasson to find the wallet lying casually on a side table. He had crept out, sick with

  excitement, and vomited in the alleyway beside the house.




  The wallet contained an identity card in the name of Jean-Marie Biolet, aged twenty-two, resident of 17, Rue Madeleine in the town of St Etienne. Vasson had been rather disappointed in the

  photograph: the likeness was not as good as he’d hoped. But a change of hairstyle and some glasses would hide the differences. The driving licence was a real bonus though, and more than made

  up for the photograph.




  Vasson was immensely pleased with the result of his three-day excursion. He could easily have bought an identity card on the Marseilles market, but that would have been stupid: once the pressure

  was on, someone, somewhere, would have talked. As it was the card in the name of Jean-Marie Biolet could never be linked to Vasson. The knowledge gave him deep satisfaction. The identity would mean

  a complete break with the past. After today Paul Vasson, born in the Old Quarter of Marseilles, would cease to exist. The thought gave him a curious thrill.




  Vasson examined the last item in the drawer: a leather money belt. The remaining two hundred thousand francs should fit into the neat pouches, but he couldn’t be sure until he actually got

  hold of the money and tried it in place. He’d asked for large notes, as large as possible, but they would still take up a lot of space. He would have to worry about that when the time

  came.




  Vasson locked the drawer again and looked round the room. He picked up his washing things and put them into a hold-all with his raincoat and felt hat. He would leave the rest of his possessions;

  they would be no loss, no loss at all.




  His eye caught a magazine cutting pinned to the wall above the bed and he took it down. It was an advertisement showing a stylised drawing of a car. Vasson examined it closely as he had a

  hundred times before. It was a D8SS Delage. The most beautiful, perfect, thing in the world.




  He had often imagined what it must be like to drive such a thing, to feel it round your body: the leather seats, the throb of the 4-litre engine accelerating to over 160 kilometres an hour, and

  the shiny newness of the long, smooth body, as sleek as a cat’s.




  He folded the cutting and put it in his wallet. Soon – by tonight – he would have enough money to buy a D8SS. The thought made him sick with excitement and he almost giggled.




  The air was very still, the cooling wind that sometimes wafted up from the harbour had died away and the atmosphere in the room was stifling. It was still a bit early to meet Jojo, but suddenly

  Vasson had to leave, to get going before he started thinking too much. Thinking was all right when he was making plans: he liked planning. But it was no good now – he kept thinking about what

  might go wrong.




  Anyway it was too late now.




  And then he remembered with a jolt that it really was too late.




  He ran quickly down the stairs and out into the cobbled street, blinking at the harsh afternoon light. The Old Quarter was crowded and he had to push his way through knots of people meandering

  along the hot narrow alleys. A couple of Arabs walked towards him, their arms around each other, and Vasson cursed as he was forced to step round them. One of the Arabs laughed and brushed his lips

  across the other’s bearded cheek. Bare-footed children were playing in the doorways while their mothers hung washing between the tall crumbling houses and leaned over the latticed balconies,

  shouting at one another.




  Vasson regarded the scene with distaste: it had not changed since he had been a child here twenty years before. The people lived like pigs, squashed together. They had no will to change, no

  drive to escape. They were happy to exist like this all their wretched lives.




  A child came pelting out of a doorway, shouting with laughter, and ran straight under Vasson’s feet so that he almost tripped. He swore loudly. The child swerved quickly away and scampered

  down an alleyway, its feet flying. Vasson watched it angrily, half determined to chase after it. Suddenly the small figure lurched and fell forward onto the cobblestones, its limbs sprawled.




  Vasson felt glad: it served the little devil right. The child did not move. Vasson wandered up the alley and looked down at it. He prodded its ribs with his foot. The child slowly lifted its

  head and turned towards him, its bleeding face crumpled with misery. Vasson stood and watched. The child lowered its head again and began to cry noisily.




  There was something despairing about the sobbing shoulders. Tentatively Vasson reached down and touched the child. The child seemed not to notice. He grasped the small body and lifted it to its

  feet, holding it at arm’s length. It was a strange sensation, to be holding a child. He patted the child’s cheek rather brusquely. ‘All right?’




  The child did not answer but continued to cry. Vasson went on one knee and, very slowly, pulled the child towards him, putting an arm round the narrow shoulders. He felt the child stiffen.

  ‘Don’t touch me, you bastard!’ The small face, so close to his, was ugly with contempt. Vasson got hastily to his feet and choked back his anger. The child ran off, screaming

  obscenities.




  Vasson strode furiously back into the street. The bloody child had tricked him, made a fool of him. Children were no different from anyone else, he thought bitterly; they were out to get you,

  like the rest.




  He turned on to the quay and hurried along the harbour, but went past the street where Jojo lived. Only when he felt calmer did he go back and walk up to Jojo’s. He was still half an hour

  early. He paused, wondering whether to wait in the street or go straight up to the apartment.




  It was the thought of Jojo’s woman that made him hesitate.




  She was a bitch, first class. She made Vasson feel uneasy. She was crafty, clever, like a cat, and, when she wanted to she could make people feel small – especially men who didn’t go

  for her. Not that there were many of those. She was beautiful in a flashy, grotesquely physical sort of way and men made fools of themselves over her. Vasson always went out of his way to avoid

  her.




  Also, she was a whore.




  For several minutes Vasson leant against the wall, full of indecision, angry he should be nervous of the wretched woman.




  But suddenly he made up his mind and strode into the building, thinking: Christ, what the hell am I worrying about?




  Today Jojo’s woman was going to be the very least of his problems.




  Solange lay on the bed and drew heavily on her cigarette. She noticed that her hands were shaking. She wasn’t surprised: she’d never been so angry in her life. Her

  temper was, she knew, appalling. But it wasn’t her fault, it was just the way she was made. It was the mixed blood or something. She liked to think she had some of the gentle qualities of her

  Cambodian mother, but her father seemed to come out in her every time. He had been half-French, half-Martinican, and his favourite sport was fighting. He’d died in a bar brawl.




  Jojo had finally gone too far. She loved him most of the time but at other times she could kill him. This afternoon was one of the times when she could positively strangle him. Why, oh why

  couldn’t he get going and actually do something? All he did was talk – and even then he backtracked.




  There were sounds from the tiny kitchen and she guessed that Jojo was making some of his beloved black treacly coffee. She considered whether to go in and have it out with him again but she knew

  it would end the same way as before, with her throwing something. Just half an hour ago it had been an ashtray – the shards were still lying on the floor – but as usual Jojo had ignored

  her.




  The row had been about the same old subject: their future.




  They had discussed their plans more times than she could count. At first Solange had loved going over the details, it really used to cheer her up. The idea was simple: as soon as they had saved

  enough money they were going to take an apartment off La Canebière – something really smart with large rooms and a beautiful bathroom – and live there together, just the two of

  them. During the day Solange would see her high-class punters, but strictly by appointment; she would have a maid-cum-secretary, dressed in elegant black, to answer the door and the telephone. Then

  Jojo and she would have the evenings all to themselves, they would walk down La Canebière and look at all the smart shops and visit the top restaurants, like that La Babayette place where

  the waiters wore stiff collars and the crêpes were flambéed at the table.




  It was all going to be wonderful. She just knew their new life would be a success.




  Solange had saved nearly all the money, even though it had meant taking on punters she could normally have turned over to someone else.




  Then Jojo had got cold feet. He had started to mutter about the problems, always the problems. Solange had the unpleasant feeling he was just frightened, nervous of the Patron and how the

  old man would feel about it. To hell with it – girls had left the Patron’s establishments before and nothing had happened. Jojo was just a goddam coward.




  It was more than she could bear to think of staying on at the Red House. It was a dead-end job: the decent punters didn’t dare be seen round the place too often because of its reputation,

  though they all said they would love to visit her more often. And those who did come regularly were rubbish: no finesse, no style at all. Solange admired style.




  She deserved better, everyone said so. But she couldn’t get out on her own, she had no illusions about that. She needed Jojo to protect her, and she needed him now, damn it.




  Jojo appeared in the kitchen doorway and she could see that he was still sore with her. He was avoiding her eyes and shuffling his feet like a spoilt child. Suddenly she didn’t have the

  energy to yell at him any more. Her frustration and rage began to evaporate. She went towards him and hugged his back. ‘I’m sorry.’




  Jojo pulled a face. He enjoyed being a martyr and Solange knew she would have to cajole him into forgiving her, a process which could take two days or more. She thought: The bastard, how

  he’s putting it on. But at the same time she knew she would play the role of repentant sinner to the full, as she always did.




  She sighed. ‘Am I forgiven?’




  Jojo stared out of the window and shrugged, but she could see he was softening.




  She smiled brightly. ‘Let’s go out for a drink. Come on. I’ll buy!’




  He moved away and she spotted a sheepish look in his eye. She thought: He’s feeling guilty about something, he’s got something to hide.




  He murmured, ‘I’ve got to go out. Vasson’s arriving in a while and we’re . . . going on a job.’




  Solange froze. She knew exactly what that meant. It meant they were going to deliver a consignment for the Patron. The anger came surging back. ‘You’re mad, bloody mad! You .

  . . You realise that you could go down for years if you’re caught. And it’ll be you who gets caught, not the Patron! He should do his own dirty work.’ Jojo

  started to move hurriedly round the small apartment, collecting clothing. She followed him, shouting, ‘How do you think he gets so rich, eh? I’ll tell you – by getting fools like

  you to move all the stuff around for him. And I suppose it’s the hard stuff, noire! . . . Eh? Jesus!’




  He turned on her. ‘Shut up! Do you want everyone to hear?’




  In the fraction of silence that followed, she heard a shuffling sound at the apartment door and stared at Jojo, horrified. He had heard it too and reached the door in two strides. He flung it

  open and she saw him relax. ‘Oh, it’s you. Come in, for Christ’s sake.’




  Vasson came through the door and Solange glanced at him furiously. She turned to Jojo, catching his arm as he walked back into the room. She heard herself shouting again. ‘You have no

  brains, none of you. No idea! You think you’re so clever!’ She threw her hands up in a gesture of despair, ‘You’re mad!’




  Jojo turned slowly to face her. He spoke deliberately, his eyes cold. ‘Shut up, you nagging cow. You talk crap. Stick to what you’re good at.’




  Solange stared, aghast. He had never talked to her like that before. He’d always treated her with respect. Suddenly she realised why he’d said it: to impress Vasson. She glared at

  Vasson with distaste. She didn’t like him at the best of times. He was a real little creep, always trying to muscle in. Some people were fooled by his polished airs and his educated accent

  – the Jesuits had schooled him, so they said – but not she. She had his measure: she recognised him for the shifty little rat he was.




  There was something else about him too, though she couldn’t quite put her finger on it; something not quite right, something that made her hackles rise.




  She stared at Vasson and saw that he was looking uncomfortable. She thought: Good.




  She pulled her mind back to the problem: something had to be done to persuade Jojo to drop this mad idea. She hated pleading with him in front of Vasson, but there was no other way. She

  whispered gently to him, ‘Please, Jojo. Don’t go, don’t get mixed up in that side of the business. The Patron’s just using you, don’t you see

  that?’




  Jojo frowned. ‘Look, I do as I’m told and then I have a quiet life, okay? Anyway, it’s extra money.’ He turned to Vasson and said, ‘I’ll be with you in a

  minute.’ He pulled off his shirt and, taking a towel, disappeared into the kitchen.




  Solange yelled, ‘You’re bloody mad!’ at the closed door, then groaned with exasperation. There was no getting through to the stupid idiot. He would end up in prison for years

  and she would be stuck in this tomb for ever. She thought: God, what a bloody mess.




  She looked at Vasson. He was sitting on a small chair in the corner, lighting a cigarette and pretending not to listen but hearing everything. Solange hesitated. She hated the idea of asking him

  anything, far less a favour. But – it might just work. She pulled up another chair and sat beside him. ‘Look, what do you think about this? I mean, you must agree that it’s mad.

  If you’re caught you’ll take the time, not the Patron.’




  He looked down at the floor and for a moment she thought he wouldn’t answer. Then his dark eyes darted up to her face, and she was surprised by the intensity of his stare. He said,

  ‘I just do as I’m told, like Jojo.’ He smiled, but Solange noticed that his eyes were cold. He went on, ‘You see, I’m a new boy around here, and I’ve got to stay

  on the right side of the Patron, otherwise I’m out.’




  His eyes held hers, still smiling. So he was trying some charm on her, was he? Right, if that was the game, she could play it too.




  She moved still nearer and put her hand on his leg. ‘You’re an intelligent man. You can see it’s far too risky.’ She gave him a long intense look from under her lashes.

  It was her favourite weapon and it usually did the trick. But almost immediately she saw that she had made a mistake. A look of alarm had come into his eyes, a look almost of . . . for a moment she

  was puzzled, then she had it: it was revulsion. She thought: Ah, so that’s it, that’s what I couldn’t pin down: you’re a woman-hater.




  She withdrew her hand and stared at him. His smile had vanished and he was watching her coldly. Eventually he said, ‘Nothing’s risky if you’re careful enough. Jojo was right,

  you should keep to your work and mind your own business.’ He had put a small but unmistakable tone of insolence into the word ‘work’.




  Solange gritted her teeth. He had humiliated her and she thought: One round to you, but not the last!




  Jojo came into the room and Solange moved away. One glance at Jojo and she knew he wasn’t going to listen to any more arguments. She sat down on her favourite piece of furniture, a little

  pink chaise longue, and thought: To hell with him.




  Jojo planted a kiss on her cheek, and said: ‘See you later. Don’t know when.’




  Solange did not reply, but sat stiffly on the chaise staring out of the window. She felt the dull ache of anxiety in her heart and she knew she wouldn’t stop worrying until Jojo was

  safely back.




  Vasson watched Jojo striding ahead of him and wondered why he was in such a hurry. God forbid that the pick-up was going to be early. That would ruin everything. He had told

  the Algerian that it would be at ten, and everything had been arranged accordingly. Damn, he would have to make sure.




  He put in a couple of loping strides and came up beside Jojo. ‘What’s the hurry? We’ve got hours yet. It’s only six, you know.’




  ‘Eh?’ Jojo slowed up and looked around him, as if realising for the first time where he was. ‘Oh. Sorry. I was . . . still thinking . . . you know.’




  Vasson was relieved. It was the woman who was on Jojo’s mind, not the pick-up. He shivered at the memory of the woman, with her roving hands and her large open mouth. She had no idea of

  how disgusting she was: the foreign brownish skin was somehow greasy and unclean.




  But at least she’d got Jojo in a state and not thinking straight, which should make things easier. He wondered what to ask first. Best to make sure about the time. He said casually,

  ‘It is still on for ten, isn’t it?’




  ‘What? . . . Oh, yes, yes. There’s no change.’




  Vasson gave Jojo a sidelong glance. He was frowning, his eyes on the paving in front of his feet. Vasson decided that some sympathy, some intimate conversation, was needed before it was safe to

  go on. He touched Jojo’s arm and said, ‘Look, I’m sure it’ll all be all right when you get back. She’ll have forgotten why she was angry.’




  Gratitude flashed across Jojo’s face and Vasson saw that he had been right to bring up the subject. Jojo shook his head. ‘Honestly . . . I don’t know why she has it in for me

  sometimes. It’s a mystery to me. Trouble is . . .’ He looked across with an expression that Vasson couldn’t fathom. ‘I like having her around.’




  They turned a corner and Vasson had to drop behind Jojo to pass two black-scarved women talking in the middle of the street. He considered whether to ask the big question now or leave it till

  later. Jojo might refuse to answer in such a public place. It might be better to wait until they’d had a couple of pastis and Jojo was more relaxed. On the other hand time would be getting

  short by then and the right moment might not come up again. Vasson prided himself on judging the right moment.




  Suddenly he decided that this was the best moment he would get. It was only fear, he realised, that had held him back.




  He came up beside Jojo again, his heart thumping loudly. He swallowed and, leaning towards Jojo, said, ‘Look, I’ve got a bit of a woman problem too. I want to see this girl tonight.

  She’s really hot stuff . . . But, well, she can’t get off work until nine and . . . it would mean a lot to see her for just half an hour or so. Is there any chance that I can meet you

  there?’




  Jojo looked at him sharply. Vasson put on a rueful, sheepish expression and laughed. ‘I know it’s stupid, but I’m really mad about her and there’s this other guy hanging

  about. If I don’t get to see her tonight, he’ll be there like a shot.’ He sighed. ‘He’s got the lot: money, a car, flash clothes. My only hope is to see her and tell

  her . . .’ He trailed off and tried to look lovelorn.




  They turned on to the quay and up a small road beside a fish warehouse. This was where the car was kept. Jojo still hadn’t answered and Vasson glanced across at him, trying to read his

  face.




  Jojo paused to unlock the garage door. He was frowning. ‘I’d have to tell you where the pick-up was and you know the Patron’s rules about that.’




  Vasson nodded and stroked his chin. ‘Yes, of course. I hadn’t thought of that.’




  Jojo backed the car out. Vasson closed the garage door and got into the passenger seat. The Citroën set off towards the quay, bumping gently over the cobbles.




  Jojo lit a cigarette one-handed and said brightly, ‘Well, where’s it to be? Hamid’s? Or shall we go to that new bar just off the Rue Caisserie? There’s a place next door

  that does a really good cous-cous.’




  Vasson thought: Shit! He’s not going to buy it. That meant that Vasson would have to contact the Algerian to arrange a tail and then stay with Jojo all evening, right up until the end. He

  didn’t like that idea at all: it would mean slipping away at the very last moment which would be risky, horribly risky. He felt angry. Christ, he didn’t ask much. Just a little

  confidence, and Jojo, who was meant to be his friend, wasn’t even going to give him that!




  Jojo was waiting for an answer. Vasson shrugged and said in a tight voice: ‘I don’t care where the hell we go.’




  ‘Oh, for God’s sake, it’s that bad, is it? This girl, I mean.’




  ‘Yes, it is.’




  Jojo sighed deeply. Eventually he said, ‘Okay, okay, you win. But if it ever gets back to the Patron that I told you where to go, I’ll kill you. He’s really

  nervous at the moment. There’s a lot of pressure, as you know.’




  ‘Oh?’




  ‘The Algerian. He’s trying to move in again. You must have heard.’




  ‘Ah. No, I hadn’t.’ Vasson enjoyed lying, mainly because he found it so easy. The best thing in the world was to carry a lie through all the way, to build on it, to refine it.

  He really liked that; it gave him a lot of satisfaction.




  Vasson appeared to consider, then said, ‘Well, of course, there’s no way the Patron is going to find out, but . . . if you really think there’s a problem?’




  ‘No, go on. See her. Just don’t let me down, that’s all. Be there, and on time.’




  They stopped at a junction. Jojo turned and said softly, ‘Okay, the place is a small store off the Quai de la Rive Neuve. Behind the big warehouse, L’Entrepôt du Midi.

  It’s got Laborde et Fils over the main door. It’s in the same street as that night club, La Ronde.’




  ‘Okay, and thanks. Thanks a lot. I’ll remember the favour.’ Vasson smiled warmly. He really was pleased. Jojo had done him the biggest favour of his life.




  ‘Where to, then?’




  ‘Hamid’s. I don’t like that new place.’ Vasson didn’t like the new place because there was only one telephone and it was on the bar itself.




  Hamid’s was already crowded and the air was thick with smoke and the smell of herbal tobacco. The two men squeezed in at the far end of the counter and ordered Pernod. Vasson didn’t

  attempt to keep the look of triumph off his face. After all, he had every reason to be happy: he was in love, wasn’t he?




  There was only the phone call left now, and that would be easy. He waited for Jojo to order another round, then made a show of looking at his watch. ‘Look, I can get her on the telephone

  at work now. It’ll save me having to go round to meet her.’




  Jojo stirred the water into his Pernod. ‘Where does she work?’




  ‘La Belle Epoque. It’s a dress shop off La Canebière. Very classy.’




  ‘What’s her name?’




  ‘Marie-Hélène. Hey, why all the questions? You’re not thinking of pinching her, are you?’ He gave Jojo a friendly dig in the ribs and leered at him, thinking:

  This inquisition has got to stop.




  Jojo smiled and said, ‘No, I’ve got enough trouble with Solange. She doesn’t give me enough time for other women. Anyway, I’m not an educated type like you. I’m not

  into classy pieces who work in dress shops.’




  Vasson took out his wallet and put some money on the bar. ‘Here. Have another while I’m phoning.’ A drink would keep Jojo busy.




  Jojo caught his arm. ‘What’s that you have there?’ He was peering at Vasson’s still-open wallet.




  Vasson’s heart missed a beat and he thought: God, what the hell’s he spotted?




  Jojo smiled and, taking the wallet, pulled out the newspaper cutting of the Delage. ‘That car again, eh? What with girls from La Canebière and cars like this . . .’ He shook

  his head and flicked the picture with his finger. ‘You have expensive tastes. Very expensive.’




  Vasson shrugged and smiled casually. ‘No harm in dreaming, is there?’




  ‘None at all.’ Jojo replaced the cutting and handed the wallet back to Vasson. ‘No harm at all. Just as long as you don’t try to get it the easy way.’ He grinned

  broadly to soften the words, but Vasson thought: Goddam you, you’re treating me like a child too.




  He said lightly, ‘I know there’s no easy way.’




  He pocketed the wallet and, moving quickly down the bar, went through a door into the back. Hamid was there. Vasson asked, ‘Mind if I use the telephone?’




  Hamid looked up. He was a Tunisian Arab who, after twenty years in Marseilles, still wore a jellabah. He indicated the telephone on the desk. ‘Salam, my friend. Please, please.’




  ‘It’s a private call. Do you mind?’




  The old man smiled. ‘Of course, of course.’ He disappeared into the bar and closed the connecting door.




  Vasson thought carefully. There was a second extension in the bar itself, but he would know immediately if anyone listened in because of the noise. It was possible there was another extension

  upstairs, but doubtful. Hamid was a careful businessman. He wouldn’t spend money on luxuries like that.




  He raised the receiver and asked for the number he’d been given. There was a long silence and for a moment Vasson was worried in case he’d memorised the wrong number. But then there

  was a voice on the line, ‘Yes?’




  ‘It’s me.’




  ‘Have you any news?’




  ‘Yes, ten tonight, at a warehouse named Laborde et Fils, behind L’Entrepôt du Midi, on the other side of the harbour.’




  ‘Got it.’




  ‘And the other address?’




  ‘When you deliver what you owe me.’




  There was a silence. ‘All right. A briefcase will be delivered to you at the corner of Rue Caisserie and Rue Roger at exactly ten-thirty. Make sure you have that address written on a piece

  of paper ready to hand to the driver. Goodbye.’




  Vasson replaced the receiver. He moved round to the other side of the desk and found a pencil and a piece of clean paper under the piles of till receipts. In block capitals he carefully wrote

  the address of the heroin processing laboratory that the Patron maintained in a quiet suburb on the south side of the city, beyond the hill of Notre-Dame de la Garde. He had delivered some

  stuff there once. They had told him it was only a safe house, but he had checked on it. He had gone back and watched the place: two men arrived at eight and left at four on the first day. And the

  second day. And the third. Regular little workers, they were.




  He had followed one home. A garrulous neighbour had informed him that the worker was a chemist who used to work for a big pharmaceutical company somewhere. No one was sure where he worked now.

  Vasson hadn’t bothered to check on the second worker: he knew he’d found the laboratory.




  He put the piece of paper in his back pocket and went through into the bar. Jojo had obviously been watching the door: as Vasson looked round he found the other man staring at him. Vasson smiled

  and waved. But something else was expected. Of course: he smacked his hand in the crook of his elbow in the age-old obscene gesture.




  Jojo laughed and shouted, ‘Lucky devil!’




  Yes, thought Vasson, how right you are.




  Vasson peered up and down both streets again. Occasionally the headlights of a car came sweeping up the Rue Caisserie, but none of them slowed down. He felt sure it must be

  after ten-thirty, but without a watch he couldn’t be positive. He had left Hamid’s just before nine and gone to a strange bar in the north of the Quarter until just before ten. Since

  then he’d been walking the streets for at least half an hour. He decided a watch was one of the first things he was going to buy with the money. He rather liked the new metal Rolexes: smart

  yet practical.




  He’d never had real money before, but he knew exactly what he was going to do with it. There would be a small rented apartment in the 18th Arrondissement, a D8SS Delage – though he

  probably wouldn’t be able to afford a new one – and a nice little business. A club probably, with high-class girls and some expensive décor. But whatever the business, he would

  work hard at it and it would be a success. He couldn’t understand people who spent wildly instead of investing for the future. There was no way he was going to be caught in that trap.

  Apart from the Delage which would have to be bought for cash, he was going to invest every penny.




  There was still no sign of a car. Vasson began to feel nervous. They must come soon; they needed that address.




  Suddenly a terrible thought came to him. Suppose . . . suppose they had got the address out of Jojo . . .




  He felt sick and groaned. Of course. Why hadn’t he thought of it before? If Jojo had talked . . . then they wouldn’t turn up in a million years. And they wouldn’t

  bring the money.




  Oh God, please don’t let it be true, please.




  He leant back against the wall and stared through the darkness at the building opposite. The thought of not having the money was so appalling that he couldn’t imagine it. The money was

  everything . . .




  He stayed immobile against the wall, as if by freezing his body he could postpone the moment of truth.




  The time must be at least a quarter to eleven.




  There was a sudden flash of light and he looked up. A long low car was sliding into the kerb. He stared at it uncomprehendingly.




  A car . . . The car . . .




  Oh dear God, thank you, thank you. He stepped forward, half-chuckling, half-crying.




  The rear door opened and a voice called, ‘Get in!’




  Vasson stood by the open door. ‘No, I’d rather not.’ Through his elation he thought: I’m not going to be caught by that old trick.




  The voice said, ‘I thought you’d want to count the money.’




  Vasson considered. They were right, of course. But it was still too risky to get in; he would take a quick look at the cash and he’d soon know if there was a lot missing. ‘No, just

  hand it over.’




  ‘You have the address ready?’




  An old attaché case appeared from inside the car and Vasson crouched on the pavement to open it. In the dim light of the street lamp he saw piles of clean new bank notes.

  ‘They’re new! I asked for old!’




  ‘They’re straight out of the bank. Clean as a whistle.’




  ‘But how do I know they’re not hot?’




  ‘They’re not pinched, if that’s what you mean.’




  Vasson cursed, but he knew he was beaten. He’d have to accept the new notes and like it. He thrust the piece of paper into the car and a hand reached out to close the door. Vasson leapt

  for the door and held it open. ‘Stop! You promised! You promised to tell me what happened.’ He clung on to the door. No-one was going to close it until he had an answer.




  There was a pause, then the voice said, ‘Okay, okay. We gave the news of the pick-up to our friends at the commissariat.’




  ‘Why? Why them?’




  ‘We owe them a favour. Anyway we want them to get the odd conviction; it keeps everyone happy.’




  So, it was prison for Jojo. He’d got off lightly then. Vasson was glad: he’d quite liked the guy.




  The voice had fallen silent. Vasson prompted. ‘Well? What about the Patron?’




  ‘We’ve already dealt with him. He had . . . a little accident, about half an hour ago. And the laboratory, the technicians – we’ll be taking them over ourselves.’

  There was a pause, then the voice said mockingly, ‘Does all this meet with your satisfaction?’




  Vasson ignored the sarcasm and grinned, ‘Oh yes, oh yes!’




  The car revved up. ‘You won’t be staying around, will you? The Algerian doesn’t think it’ll be very healthy for you.’




  ‘Don’t worry, I’m going on a long trip. To Algeria.’




  As the car drove off, Vasson laughed. To Algeria. He liked that. Very neat.




  He walked rapidly, the attaché case swinging in his hand. God, what a coup! What a strike! Perfect – the whole thing had gone perfectly.




  And it felt so good! Sweet – yes! That’s how it felt.




  He had only one regret: that he hadn’t been able to see the Patron’s expression when he realised he’d been outmanoeuvred. The bastard, that would teach him.




  Vasson paused near the house. The place seemed quiet. If possible he wanted to get to his room without meeting any of the girls.




  He crept up to the doorway and into the hall. No-one. He ran lightly up the stairs to the landing outside his room. He put his ear to the door and listened carefully.




  There was no sound; nothing to worry about. Everything was going to be all right.




  He put the key into the lock and in that instant he knew that it had all gone dreadfully wrong.




  The door was already unlocked.




  As it swung open he saw the bottom drawer gaping at him. The lock had been broken. He stared stupidly at it until a slight movement caught his eye.




  There was someone in the room.




  It was Jojo’s woman.




  She was staring at him, her eyes wide and angry.




  For a moment neither of them moved. Vasson noticed that the woman was panting heavily. Slowly he looked round the room and understood why. The bitch had been through the place. Magazines spilled

  off the shelves; his new suit lay in a crumpled ball on the floor. The beautiful white silk shirt hung off the side of the bed, a smear of dirt showing grey on its sleeve.




  He thought: God, why did she have to spoil everything? Why couldn’t she have left me alone?




  Then he saw the money. The thirty thousand francs advance payment lay neatly stacked on top of the chest. Next to it were some papers.




  Oh God. The papers.




  He closed the door slowly behind him and faced her. ‘Why? Why did you come here?’




  ‘You bastard! You shopped Jojo! You bastard!’ She started to scream at him.




  Vasson thought: Damn, damn. He had to think clearly but it was impossible while she was still yelling. ‘Shut up!’ he shouted.




  Her mouth closed in surprise.




  Quickly he said, ‘What gave you that idea? That I shopped Jojo?’




  ‘Oh, I know you did! My friend told me, my Inspector friend.’




  ‘Impossible.’




  ‘Oh he didn’t say it was you.’ She was beginning to scream again. ‘But as soon as he told me someone had, I knew it had to be you. And what do I find, eh?

  All this!’ She picked up the money and shook it at him.




  He thought: Perhaps she hasn’t seen the papers, perhaps it’s all right after all. But then he realised she must have, when she took them out of the drawer.




  She had seen the papers.




  She knew his new name.




  He took a step forward and said quietly, ‘Give me the money.’ She started to move to one side and he saw her glance at the door. God, she was stupid. He took a step sideways and cut

  her off.




  She stared at him defiantly. ‘You bastard, take your bloody money!’ She threw the notes at him and they fluttered down to the floor.




  She’s done it again, he thought. Dirtied everything unnecessarily, spoilt it all.




  He reached for her and saw the fear leap into her eyes. He would have to be quick otherwise she’d scream. He grabbed at her but she pulled free and ran for the door. Even before she got to

  it, he knew he would be able to catch her and he felt a surge of power. She was grappling with the handle. He came up behind her and got a hand round first one arm then the other. Then he thought:

  God, what do I do next?




  She was kicking backwards at him and he pulled her closer so that her legs would lose their momentum. She started to yell and he suddenly realised what he would have to do. He put an arm round

  her throat and as her hand shot up to pull it away, he raised his other arm. After that it was a simple matter to slide his hands on to her neck.




  He squeezed and the yelling stopped. Her breathing changed to a series of loud agonising rasps. It was too noisy: he would have to squeeze harder. The noise changed to a gurgle and he thought:

  That’s better. Then she started to fight, writhing her body from side to side and kicking her legs again. It occurred to him that it would be much easier on the floor.




  He twisted her round and started to push her down. At the sight of his face she went for his eyes and he felt her nails digging into his skin. Panicking he squeezed harder and she grasped

  desperately at his hands again. Her eyes began to pop and he stared at them, amazed at the enormous size of the human eye.




  He wondered how much longer it would take. He was running out of strength. It was much more difficult than he’d thought: she was so strong. He looked down at her. She was purple now and

  her tongue was protruding from her mouth. The sight was disgusting and he closed his eyes.




  At last he looked again. Her eyes were staring blankly and the obscene tongue was hanging swollen from the mouth. Tentatively he let go. The head lolled back. The body lay still.




  He backed away on hands and knees and crouched, crying quietly. God, what a stupid bitch. Why couldn’t she leave well enough alone?




  His stomach heaved and he lurched to the basin to throw up. Afterwards he dipped a cloth in the water jug and washed his face for a long time.




  Eventually he realised it was late. The last night train left in half an hour. He picked up his crumpled clothes from the floor and began to change. By facing towards the basin all the time he

  could avoid looking at the body. When he had changed he picked the money up from the floor, leaving only one note which was protruding from under the woman’s head. He packed the money into

  the money belt along with the notes from the attaché case. The new identity papers went into his jacket pocket.




  At last he was ready. The clothes didn’t look too bad, though the shirt was dreadfully creased. He would have it dry-cleaned when he got to Paris.




  He looked in the mirror. He looked just the same but he didn’t feel it. He would never feel the same again. That woman had tainted him with her dirt. It must never happen again. He

  would make sure of that.




  Thank God at least for the money, the sweet, beautiful money. That made him feel clean again.




  







  TWO




  It was a clear, cloudless September day. In Plymouth Sound anchored warships were silhouetted black against the sparkling sea and twelve miles away, on the horizon, the tall

  Eddystone Lighthouse was clearly visible, a dark needle against the pale blue sky. A fresh south-westerly breeze was blowing in from the sea and on the exposed height of Plymouth Hoe it was rather

  cold. Only a handful of people were braving a stroll along the historic pathways where, according to popular legend, Drake had played his game of bowls.




  Julie Lescaux sat on a bench and stared out beyond the breakwater to the wide English Channel. She thought: I could always kill myself.




  But she knew she wouldn’t. She hadn’t the nerve to do something like that. Even at school she’d never had the nerve to do anything daring or risky. When some of the other girls

  had dressed up to look eighteen and gone dancing in the city, she’d ducked out. They’d called her a goody-goody. And they were right: she had always been – well, anxious to do the

  right thing.




  Julie thought: If only they knew the truth.




  It was strange how life changed – and so quickly, without warning. She’d always thought of herself as an ordinary sort of person who would always have an ordinary life. Well, perhaps

  ordinary sounded a bit dull. Average was better.




  Yes, she thought: That’s what I am – average.




  And yet it was she who was going to be different from all the others. She, the goody-goody. Bad things were half-expected of girls like Maggie Phillips, who had begun pencilling her eyebrows and

  wearing high heels at sixteen; Maggie who had lots of boyfriends and was considered ‘flighty’.




  But it hadn’t happened to Maggie; it had happened to Julie.




  Julie could imagine what people would say. They would use all the stock phrases, all the old clichés.




  But there was no way round it. No way round the bald facts.




  She was just nineteen and pregnant.




  She had got into trouble.




  She had been ‘easy’.




  She had ruined her life.




  She tried to imagine what it was like, to have people whispering and sniggering about you, talking behind your back and pointing you out. It would be terrible, she knew, not just for her, but

  for Mother. Mother would find it unbearable, worse than anything else that could possibly happen. Her mother believed in respect and being able to hold your head up. She set great store by what

  people thought.




  It would be like stabbing her in the back.




  Unless Julie got married. But she knew there was no chance of that, none at all.




  Her mother . . . Julie had no idea how she was going to tell her. Whichever way she did it, her mother would die of shame and anger and bitterness. She would accuse Julie of ingratitude and

  disloyalty and selfishness and say she had ruined both their lives. Julie could hear her very words.




  The only thing worse would be another interview with Doctor Hargreaves. Julie shrank at the memory. It had been deeply humiliating, much worse than she’d ever imagined. He had called her

  shameless and ungrateful. He’d asked her why she’d gone and thrown herself at the first man who’d asked.




  She hadn’t replied. She’d thought: Perhaps he’s right. Perhaps I am shameless, ungrateful.




  In the end he had told her he would keep her as a patient, but only out of loyalty to her mother. Then he said – and the words had taken Julie by surprise – that the baby would need

  to be adopted and that he would arrange it.




  She hadn’t thought about what would happen to the baby. How strange! The whole fuss was about having a baby, and she hadn’t thought about the actual baby, the object of it all. A

  baby . . . She knew nothing about babies, she’d never even held one. Did she want a baby? Would she love it? She had no idea.




  A gust of wind blew across the Hoe and lifted the hem of her frock. She pushed the skirt down again and pulled her coat round her knees. When she looked up she was aware that someone was staring

  at her. It was a sailor walking slowly towards her. Julie looked quickly away and waited nervously for him to pass.




  For an awful moment she thought he was going to stop and try to pick her up. But, after pausing for a moment, he suddenly quickened his step and walked away.




  Julie relaxed and sat back on the bench. It would have been surprising if he had tried to pick her up. She rarely had trouble of that kind. She supposed it was because she didn’t look the

  type. She was wearing the white gloves her mother insisted she wore, and a frock at least two inches longer than the current calf-length fashion; not exactly the outfit for a scarlet woman. She

  didn’t look easy, even if she was. Julie groaned and shut her eyes tightly.




  She stood up and began to walk slowly along the Hoe.




  Easy . . .




  But she hadn’t been ‘easy’, far from it. It had only happened twice, and then after days of argument and fierce persuasion. Even when she’d agreed to it, she’d had

  terrible doubts. She had realised that there should be much more love and tenderness and caring. But Bill had been very clever. He had swept away all her arguments and told her she was being too

  romantic and that life wasn’t like that. He had made her feel very gauche and silly. His favourite word for her was ‘immature’. He told her that all the other officers slept with

  their girlfriends and no-one thought anything of it. He had made her feel like the odd one out. Yes, he had been very clever.




  She had held out for a long time, then he had threatened to take another girl to the Summer Ball. It was Mother who had been horrified at the thought of Julie not going. The Summer Ball was the

  social event of the season. She had forced Julie to write to Bill and make it up.




  So she had gone to the Ball and drunk gin, which she had only tried once before, and then wine, which she wasn’t used to either. Afterwards Bill had driven her up on to the moors and it

  had happened for the first time.




  It was brief and painful and Julie had wept. He had promised her it would be better the next time. But if anything it had been worse. On the second occasion they had driven on to a remote

  headland. But this time he didn’t say a word, he didn’t even kiss her, he just grabbed her and pulled at her clothing. Then he lay on her and hurt her again, except that it lasted much

  longer and she hated it even more than the first time.




  Afterwards she had felt miserable and unclean. It had been so beastly, so ugly. If that was love then she didn’t want anything more to do with it. One thing she knew straight away: she

  would never let Bill do it again.




  She had felt wretched for weeks. Her mother had put her unhappiness down to being in love. Poor Mother! She still thought that Bill was marvellous. Bill was everything she wanted for Julie: he

  was well-spoken, dashing and a gentleman. Mother had never let Julie go out with anyone she considered common. Julie was not allowed to go to the Golden Dance Hall to meet the non-commissioned

  ranks like the rest of her school friends did.




  The idea of Bill being a gentleman made Julie smile grimly. She had used the risk of pregnancy as a reason for not giving in to him, but he had swept that aside as he swept everything else

  aside. Nothing, he had assured her, would happen; he would take care of that. A real gentleman, Julie thought bitterly.




  A small sailing craft had appeared by Drake’s Island and was heading out into the wide expanse of the sound. She thought how pretty it looked, with its white sails and gay red hull. It was

  skimming over the waves, fast as the wind.




  She walked on and for no particular reason thought of her father. Perhaps it was the boat that reminded her.




  She remembered his dear gruff voice. He had died when she was twelve and it had broken her heart. She still missed him dreadfully.




  Her father would have understood about this. He would have listened and sighed and looked at her with love in his eyes and taken her in his arms and said: Juliette, my Juliette. He would have

  understood. He would have protected her and found a way for her to survive it all.




  Perhaps he would have taken her away . . . Julie stopped abruptly.




  She hadn’t thought of that. That would be an answer. To go away. But where? She had only a few pounds saved. As a junior secretary she earned just fifteen shillings a week and it was hard

  to save on that. Anyway, she couldn’t stay in her present job: she’d have to leave Plymouth and go to a new area and find a new job, and that wouldn’t be easy. And then what? She

  had few relatives to go to. There was only Aunt Beryl at Ramsgate, and she – well, she was like her mother.




  She had never met her father’s family in Brittany; her mother had always discouraged any contact with them.




  Julie walked down the long flight of steps into Grand Parade and wondered if it was five o’clock yet. She usually went out on Saturday afternoons, either to meet some of the girls for tea

  at the tea house, or in the old days, to go out for a drive with Bill. She always promised to be back by five-thirty.




  Today she had told her mother she was going into town, but nothing more. Her mother had been suspicious and as soon as Julie got back to the house there would be questions. Then the truth would

  have to come out, and nothing would ever be the same again.




  Julie turned into West Street and walked down the hill towards Radley Terrace and her home at Number 34.




  As she drew near the bottom of the hill two women came round the corner, walking arm-in-arm. One of them was Maggie Phillips. Julie’s first thought was to turn round and get away, but she

  realised that Maggie had seen her and was waving. It was too late. She made herself walk on.




  ‘Hello, Julie! Well, it’s a long time since we saw you round these parts.’ Maggie gave a dazzling smile between vermilion lips. She modelled herself on Joan Crawford, down to

  the padded shoulders and the peep-toe shoes. ‘We thought you’d got too grand for us.’




  Julie felt herself blushing. ‘No, I – I haven’t been doing anything special.’




  Maggie looked at her enquiringly and said, not unkindly, ‘Oh, it’s like that is it? No more boyfriend, eh? Oh well, there’ll be others.’




  Julie gave her a thin smile and nodded.




  ‘What about coming to the Golden tonight then? Joan and I are going, and maybe Phyllis. It’ll be fun – they’ve got a really good American-style band tonight.’




  ‘Thanks . . . it’s kind of you but I can’t. I . . .’




  ‘Oh come on. It’ll be good fun. We’ll get a table and sit all demure and ladylike on the side.’ She giggled.




  Julie shook her head. ‘Really, my mother’s not keen . . .’




  ‘Your mother doesn’t own you, does she? Break loose, my girl, that’s what I say! What about next Friday then? Joan and I are going to the Rialto with two nice Navy lads. They

  can bring along one of their mates. Go on, say you will. It’s the new Gable–Crawford movie!’




  Julie felt worn down and heard herself say, ‘Oh, all right.’




  ‘We’ll meet you outside for the early house then. Byeee!’




  Julie walked quickly away. She could have kicked herself. Why had she agreed to go to the pictures? She didn’t want to go anywhere with anyone, let alone a group of strangers. Why did she

  always agree to things she later regretted?




  She paused at the corner of the street and thought: Yes, that’s the problem. I agree to things I don’t really want to do. Why? Why had she agreed to Maggie’s suggestion?

  To avoid unpleasantness perhaps. But no, there was more to it than that. She had wanted to please Maggie. That was the key: she had been anxious to please. Just as she always tried to please

  her mother. And her employer. And Bill. She hated to remember it now, but she had tried to please him too.




  Julie thought: What a revelation. I live to please other people. And look where it’s got me! Into the oldest trap in the world.




  As she approached the house she found she was dangerously near to tears. She turned and walked quickly away from the house until she felt more composed. Then she blew her nose and retraced her

  steps.




  It would be time for tea at Number 34, and she mustn’t be late.




  Julie leant back against the chair and wondered how much longer it would be before she could get to bed. She was desperately tired. The emotion and tears of the last few hours

  had left her feeling drained and now a small ache at the back of her neck was threatening to become a full-blown headache.




  Anyway there was nothing new to say, nothing that hadn’t been said already.




  Julie rubbed her neck and turned to look out of the window into the twilight. The road outside was lit by the soft glow of the street lamps which cast a pale light into the small front room.

  Normally Mother would have the curtains drawn and the lamps lit by now. But the ritual had been forgotten and the room seemed eerie and unreal in the gloomy darkness.




  There was a loud sniffle and Julie looked back at her mother.




  Mrs Lescaux was sitting on a low stool, rocking back and forth. Now and then her body shook with a great sob and her breath came in long shuddering gasps. At other times she moaned and shook her

  head and put a large wet handkerchief to her eyes.




  Julie sighed and wondered what she could say that would help. But there was nothing . . .




  Mrs Lescaux blew her nose loudly and raised her head. ‘How can you be sure he doesn’t love you, that’s what I want to know.’




  ‘I just know, Mum.’ They had been over that one half a dozen times already.




  ‘Well how do you know?’




  Julie closed her eyes. ‘I told you, he’s been avoiding me. And . . .’




  Mother said impatiently, ‘Yes?’




  ‘Well, I saw him with another girl. She seemed much more his sort.’




  Mrs Lescaux got wearily to her feet and moved to a chair nearer the window. Julie saw that her eyes were red-rimmed and bloated, and her face mottled with angry red patches. She had never seen

  her mother look anything but neat and composed before, and it made her feel terrible.




  Mother said, ‘What do you mean by that? More his sort?’




  ‘I mean . . . she was more his class, Mother.’




  ‘I don’t see what that’s got to do with it! You’re as good as anyone else. As good as anyone. No!’ She shook her head vehemently. ‘That can’t

  have anything to do with it!’




  Julie thought that class probably had a lot to do with it, but it was best not to say so. Instead she nodded and said, ‘Well, maybe I’m wrong, maybe that didn’t make any

  difference. But the fact is he doesn’t love me, Mother.’




  ‘But you can’t be sure of that! Perhaps he just never told you . . . Anyway, love can grow. Take it from me.’




  Julie thought: Oh God, how do I make her understand? She said gently, ‘Mother, please believe me when I tell you this. He doesn’t love me.’




  He had come to the house for tea a couple of times and Mother had gone to a lot of trouble, making cakes and sandwiches and laying everything out properly. But though he had been polite enough,

  she had sensed a mocking edge to his comments when he thanked her for the tea or admired the china or enquired about her mother’s health. Now Julie could see that he must have thought it all

  rather quaint, the tea parties with the lace doilies, and Mother’s refined manner, and the polite conversation.




  If I’m right, Julie thought, then I’d rather die than let him know I’m in trouble.




  Mrs Lescaux cleared her throat again. ‘You must try once more, try to tell him at least. He might well ask you to marry him. How can you be certain he won’t?’




  ‘Oh, I’m certain, please believe me.’




  ‘I’ve a good mind to tell him myself. Or his commanding officer. He’ll probably be ordered to marry you.’




  Julie felt a surge of anger. ‘Mother, if you so much as think about doing such a thing I shall never speak to you again!’




  ‘Well! That’s a fine way to speak to your own mother! There’s a daughter’s loyalty for you!’ She started sobbing again. ‘And after the way you’ve

  treated me! Bringing such shame on me, such shame!’




  ‘Oh Mother, please don’t start all over again. I told you, I’ll go away. No-one will ever know.’




  ‘Go away! On what? Where will you go?’ Mother shouted angrily.




  It was a good question. ‘I’m not sure yet. But it would be the best thing, Mum. At least that way no-one will know, and . . . And you can make up some story about me getting a job

  somewhere else . . .’




  Mrs Lescaux dabbed at her eyes again and shook her head. ‘Well, if there’s no other way . . . But—’ She threw her head back, looked up at the ceiling and closed her eyes

  in a gesture of suffering. ‘But . . . goodness knows where the money’s to come from. It’ll cost, mark my words. I can’t send you to Aunt Beryl’s, I just couldn’t

  face that. That means a boarding house – dreadfully expensive. And you wouldn’t be able to find work, not in your condition!’




  ‘I could go to Brittany.’




  ‘What—?’




  ‘Well, it’s out of the way, isn’t it? And Dad’s people would probably take me in. For a while at least.’




  ‘No—!’ Mrs Lescaux looked horrified. ‘You’ve never met them. You don’t understand. They’re not like us. They’re . . .’ She sighed with

  exasperation. ‘They’re . . . farmworkers . . . fishermen, that sort of thing . . .’




  Julie remembered her loving kindly father and thought that, surely, his family couldn’t be so different from him. He’d come to Plymouth on a French frigate before the Great War and

  met Mother at a tea dance in the town. Later he had returned and they had married. He’d worked at the fish market, eventually rising to foreman and wearing a suit that always looked

  uncomfortable on him. To please Mother, he’d never spoken French or talked about his family – at least within earshot.




  With Julie it was different. At bedtime he spoke to her in French, telling her stories about the mythical sea creatures of Breton legend; talking about his family, his childhood and Brittany

  itself. Sometimes he even spoke Breton, the strange harsh language which was his native tongue.




  He had been a good father and she had loved him with all her heart.




  ‘No,’ her mother said decisively, ‘you can’t go there. They wouldn’t be very understanding, you know! You must go somewhere else. You could be back four or five

  weeks after the – event. They might even give you your job back.’ She sniffed again. ‘Oh, what a muddle, what a muddle!’




  Julie frowned. ‘Mother, I don’t think I could come back. You see – there’d be the baby.’




  ‘What are you talking about? You won’t even see it. It’ll be taken away straight after the – after the event.’




  ‘But I’m not sure . . .’ A vivid picture came into Julie’s mind, of a tiny baby lying in her arms. The baby was looking uncertain and frightened; it was crying and

  reaching out for her, for her. She hated the thought of someone taking it away and sending it to a strange, anonymous place that she’d never be allowed to see or to know about, a place

  where – God forbid – it might not be loved. She said, ‘Suppose I wanted to keep the baby . . .’




  Mrs Lescaux snorted. ‘Don’t be so silly! It’s out of the question! All the girls who – who have this problem have their babies adopted. It’s quite

  normal.’




  Julie shook her head. ‘But I think I might want to keep the baby very much. I’d never forgive myself if I gave it away.’




  ‘Now I’ve heard everything! How selfish can you get! First you get yourself into trouble, then you want to ruin my life as well as your own! Really! You young people just

  don’t care!’




  ‘Please don’t shout, Mother.’




  ‘I’m not shouting!’ Mrs Lescaux closed her eyes and blew her nose again. Then she said, more quietly, ‘The only way to keep the baby is to marry, don’t you

  understand that!’




  Julie felt sick. They were going in circles, nowhere, in circles.




  ‘At least try to see him once more. Do just that for me, just that one thing. Is that too much to ask?’




  ‘But I won’t tell him. I won’t tell him.’




  Mrs Lescaux shook her head in exasperation. ‘All right, all right. But at least see if he still cares for you. Please, I’m asking you this one thing. Please.’




  Julie stared angrily at her hands. She hated the thought of trying to see him again. It would be humiliating and shaming and it wouldn’t help, she knew it wouldn’t. Anyway, what

  excuse could she find for visiting him? She would rather die than just turn up and ask to see him; he would think that she still liked him, that she was still prepared to go off in the car with him

  . . . The thought made her shudder. ‘Mother, I can’t just go and see him, not like that, he’ll think I have no pride.’




  ‘Well, you didn’t, did you—’ Mrs Lescaux bit her lip.




  Julie stared at her mother and the tears came again. She had cried so much she didn’t think she could manage any more. But the tears came nevertheless, rolling effortlessly down her

  cheeks. She suddenly thought: I can’t face any more.




  She was tired of crying, tired of arguing. Her head throbbed and her throat ached. All she wanted to do was sleep. She would do anything for that, and for the privacy of her own room.




  Wearily she said, ‘All right, Mother, you win. I’ll try to see him tomorrow.’




  The bus lurched into bottom gear and began to climb slowly up the hill behind Millbay Docks. It was only a mile or two to the Naval Dockyard, a journey which would take fifteen

  minutes at the most. Julie felt a rising panic. She had found only the flimsiest of excuses for going to see Bill and she had the unpleasant feeling that he would see straight through it.




  But it was the only pretext she had and it would have to do.




  Back in the early summer Bill had taken her to a party aboard a small sailing boat moored in a creek near the dockyard. Late in the evening a few people started to sing sea ballads and everyone

  stopped to listen. Some of the ballads were mournful, about the cruelty of the sea and the separation of lovers. Julie had been rather taken by them. The evening had been still and utterly peaceful

  and, though the lights of Plymouth were brightly reflected in the calm water, the city seemed very far away. Julie had looked out beyond Drake’s Island to where the water was dark and cold,

  and she’d thought how romantic it all was. The sea, so vast and cruel, which asked so much of the noble men who sailed on it . . . And the songs, they were so lovely, so sad, with their tales

  of brave sailors who withstood so much only to drown in the icy water.




  Afterwards she told Bill how much she’d loved the songs. Two days later he thrust a book in her hand. It was a pocket edition of Naval Songs and Ballads. It was the only present

  he’d ever given her.




  And now she was taking it back.




  It was the only excuse she could find for seeing him again.




  He would think it strange that she was returning a gift, but she was going to pretend it had been a loan. Then she could thank him for letting her keep it for so long and apologise for not

  returning it sooner. He wouldn’t be fooled for a moment, of course – he had told her it was a gift at the time – but it was the best she could do. And when they met it would at

  least give her something to talk about.




  If they met. He might not be there at all. With a bit of luck he would be out for the day, driving up on to the moors with his new girlfriend for a quiet Sunday lunch.




  One thing at least, she hadn’t dressed up for him. If he was there she didn’t want him to think she had spent a lot of time over her appearance. There were no white gloves

  today, nor a hat. She was wearing a plain blue summer frock with an off-white linen coat. Her long dark hair was drawn back from her face by two combs, but otherwise it was loose and unpinned. It

  looked as if she were going out on an errand, and that was exactly the impression she wanted to make.




  The bus trundled past the main gates of the dockyard and came to a noisy halt in the next street. Julie got out and walked towards the gates of HMS Drake, the shore establishment attached to the

  dockyard. She was dreading the next part. She would have to ask for him at the gate and admit that no, she wasn’t expected, and the men on the gate would look at her knowingly, and smile at

  each other. She thought: Still more humiliation. It never ends.




  She approached the gatehouse and saw that there were three sentries on duty. As she came towards them they turned to stare at her and two of them exchanged glances. She thought: Oh God, this is

  going to be even worse than I thought.




  Suddenly there was a burst of noise.




  Julie jumped with fright and spun round. It was the roar of a car engine. The car itself, a vivid blue Austin 7, rattled past and ground to a halt beside the sentries. A young man was leaning

  out of the window waving a pass in his hand.




  Julie stood stock still and tried to regain her breath. She was shaking with fright.




  The young man was looking back at her with a rueful expression. Then his head disappeared into the car and the door was flung open. He leapt out and said, ‘I’m terribly sorry, I

  didn’t mean to startle you. I came round the corner rather fast, I’m afraid.’ He grinned at her, then looked serious again. ‘I say, you’re really shaken. I’m so

  sorry. What an idiot I am.’




  Julie shook her head. ‘I’m fine. It was rather a shock, that’s all.’




  ‘You’re sure you’re all right then?’ He peered at her solicitously and put a hand on her elbow.




  ‘Yes, really.’




  ‘Well . . . if you’re sure.’ He glanced at the sentries. ‘Are you being looked after? I mean, can I find anyone for you?’




  ‘No, no, I . . .’ Julie paused and looked carefully at the young man. He was vaguely familiar and she realised she must have met him before at some time. He was dressed in a large

  shapeless sweater and baggy rust-coloured trousers, and on his head was an old black cap speckled with paint. He looked rather roguish, like a pirate.




  He was smiling at her; there was no doubt he was very charming, but Julie wondered if it wasn’t laid on. Bill had been charming too, but that had meant nothing, nothing at all.




  He was waiting for an answer and she said, ‘I was hoping to see a friend, but I think I’ve missed him . . .’ It sounded weak and she trailed off.




  ‘Oh, it’s impossible to find anyone on a Sunday. But if you want me to ask . . .?’




  She took another look at him. He was watching her intently, waiting for her reply, his eyes friendly and enquiring. Maybe she’d been wrong: maybe he was everything he seemed, and

  wasn’t the sort to make fun of her. She decided to trust him after all: it would be a lot less embarrassing if he asked about Bill rather than the sentries.




  She said, ‘Well, perhaps you could ask if Bill Crozier is around.’ She looked down, a little flustered, then remembered the book and fumbled in her handbag. ‘I wanted to return

  something he lent me.’ She held the book up as if it were a trophy.




  ‘No problem.’ He smiled and she noticed the eyes again. ‘Look, why don’t you hop in the car and we’ll go and ask in the wardroom. Someone there might

  know.’




  She nodded and after he had spoken to the sentries they got into the car and drove slowly into the establishment. He laughed. ‘We’re not allowed to drive fast in here, so

  you’re safe!’




  She smiled politely and looked out of the window at the barrack-like buildings.




  He negotiated the car round a sharp corner and she could feel him looking at her. He said, ‘Didn’t you come to that party on my boat? The one where we had the singsong?’




  She looked at him blankly. ‘Oh, was it your boat? I didn’t know.’




  ‘Yes, Dancer’s her name.’ He laughed again. ‘Oh, and my name’s Richard Ashley. We were probably introduced, but there were so many people there . .

  .’




  ‘I’m Juliette Lescaux.’




  ‘Of course!’ He lifted both hands off the wheel in an expansive gesture. ‘I remember the French name now. Are you French in fact?’




  Julie thought: God, he knows my name. Perhaps I’m infamous already. Perhaps Bill has been talking about me . . . She glanced across at the young man but his expression hadn’t

  changed, it was still interested and amused. No, she thought, I’m being stupid: he really did remember my name because it’s French.




  She said, ‘Half. I’m half French. My father came from Brittany.’




  ‘Ah, what a fantastic place to come from. I sailed over there last year and had the most wonderful time. The locals were so amazed to see old Dancer and me all alone that they

  couldn’t do enough for us.’




  Julie looked at him curiously. ‘You sailed the boat alone?’




  ‘Oh yes, always do if I can. Nothing to compare with it.’




  Julie didn’t reply immediately: she was thinking of what would happen if Bill was at the mess. She dragged her mind back to what Richard Ashley had said. ‘Isn’t it risky,

  alone? I mean what happens in a storm?’ They drew up outside the wardroom. Julie regarded it with horror.




  ‘In a storm?’ Ashley was considering her question. ‘Oh, I just shorten sail and go below for a sleep.’ Leaving the engine running, he got out of the car and stuck his

  head back through the window. ‘Unless I’m about to bump into the land. Then I sail like hell!’ He grinned. ‘Won’t be a tick.’ She watched him walk to the door

  and disappear into the building.




  Julie sat still, thankful for the safety of the little blue car. She began to pray that Bill wouldn’t be there. The last time they’d met, Bill had made it plain that he didn’t

  want to see her again. Well, he hadn’t actually said so, not in so many words, but she’d known by the long silences and the way he’d avoided her eyes. Julie put her hands

  over her face and thought: Please God, don’t let him be there.




  The door to the wardroom opened and Julie’s heart went into her mouth. Richard Ashley came out and closed the door behind him. He was alone. Julie closed her eyes with relief.




  Richard slid back into the driver’s seat. ‘Sorry, no luck, no-one seems to know where he is. But he is expected back fairly early this evening.’




  ‘Oh.’ Julie wondered what to do next. She didn’t want to go home, not yet.




  ‘I say . . .’ Richard’s face was alight with enthusiasm. ‘What about coming down to Dancer. I’m doing a bit of work on her today. I could do with someone to

  help . . . I mean with the sandwich-making and all that. Everything’s on board: cheese, bread, you name it. It would be much more fun than working on my own. Then I could bring you back here

  later.’




  ‘Oh—’ The question took Julie by surprise. She had no desire to go home, but on the other hand she didn’t know this man . . . she wasn’t sure she wanted to spend an

  afternoon with him. Anyway she wasn’t dressed for a boat. She looked down at her flimsy frock and stockinged legs. Climbing about in boats would ruin her stockings and probably dirty her

  frock too.




  Richard followed her look. ‘Oh don’t worry about your clothes. As long as you don’t mind taking your shoes off then the heels won’t damage the deck.’




  For a moment she looked at him in amazement, wondering how a boat’s deck could be so important, then she saw the funny side of it and smiled a little. He looked at her, puzzled, then

  understanding flashed into his eyes and he laughed. He said, ‘You’ll have to forgive me. You see, Dancer’s the love of my life and, like all good women, she has to be

  pampered!’ Still laughing, he let in the clutch and the car moved off.




  They stopped for a moment outside another building while he collected some things from his quarters and then they were through the gates and heading towards the Tamar River. Julie realised they

  were on their way to the boat, though she hadn’t actually said she would go. But she was glad. Why not? She had nothing better to do.




  They left the main road and started slowly down a rough lane towards the water. As the car bumped and swayed along, Julie asked: ‘How did you manage to find this amazing colour?’




  ‘Sorry?’




  The little car was noisy and Julie raised her voice. ‘The car, why is it such a bright blue?’




  ‘Ah! What colour is every other Austin 7 in the world?’




  ‘Black. Or sometimes grey. Or a sort of beige.’




  ‘Exactly! Very dreary. That’s why I decided to paint this one blue!’ He laughed again. He seemed to laugh most of the time, and Julie found herself smiling too.




  She decided she was glad she had come.




  The afternoon was warm and Julie lay on the foredeck with her face towards the sun. She had taken her stockings and shoes off in the car and left them on the back seat with her

  coat. Richard had lent her a waterproof jacket to put round her shoulders in the small rowing boat and then, when they arrived on board Dancer, he had found her a sweater. The sweater was

  enormous and she probably looked extraordinary in it, but she didn’t mind. Somehow it didn’t seem very important.




  She had done very little all day and it had been wonderful. She had made the sandwiches and boiled up the kettle for a cup of tea. Then she had lain down here and let herself be lulled by the

  lapping of the water and the gentle movements of the boat.




  Eventually she drifted off into a pleasant dreamless sleep, very different from the long, troubled nights of the previous week. Only the occasional noise of hammering or loud humming from the

  inside of the boat interrupted the stillness of the day.




  When she awoke she guessed it was late afternoon, about four or five o’clock. She looked up and saw that Richard was sitting on top of the cabin roof with a mug of tea in his hand,

  watching her with amusement. He grinned. ‘Have a nice sleep?’




  ‘Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to sleep so long. I just seemed to nod off.’




  ‘Yes, it does that to you, the sea.’ He put down the mug and said, ‘Look, I’ve finished my carpentry. Well . . . I wouldn’t say my carpentry was exactly

  finished, but it’s as done as it ever will be – and it’s still standing. So why don’t we go for a short sail? Just into the sound and back. Won’t take

  long.’ He stood up and made a sweeping gesture with his arm. ‘It’ll blow the cobwebs away!’




  Julie looked at him nervously. She had never been sailing before and the idea didn’t appeal to her at all. Yachts looked very unstable – they always seemed to be on the point of

  tipping over. She also suspected that she was prone to seasickness. Once she and Mother had gone on a steamer trip to Fowey and Julie had felt very peculiar on the way back. Anyway, she knew

  absolutely nothing about sailing.




  He was looking at her expectantly and she said, ‘Thank you. It’s awfully kind of you to offer but . . . well, I’ve never sailed before.’




  ‘Then it’s high time you did!’




  ‘No, really, I . . . I get seasick.’




  ‘Don’t worry! Most people do – especially me. I’m always sick as a dog for the first day or two. But that’s out at sea. It’ll be fine in the sound,

  there’s not a ripple, not a wave. Honestly, trust me!’ He lent down and offered her his hand.




  She stared up at him and thought: Yes, I do trust you, it’s impossible not to. She took his hand and let him pull her up.




  He pushed her gently in the direction of the cockpit and went forward to untie a rope.




  She called, ‘Where shall I sit? On the seat in the back here?’




  He laughed. ‘It’s called the cockpit, and it’s situated in something called the stern! This sharp end up here, this is called the bow. Yes, just sit there, next to the

  companionway.’




  Julie sat down and gripped the piece of wood that ran round the cockpit. She watched him pull up the sails and arrange the ropes. Then he threw a chain off the front of the boat and she realised

  they were off. For a moment everything flapped and there was the most terrible din. Then he ran back to the cockpit and pulled some more ropes. Suddenly the sails stopped flapping and Dancer

  leapt forward.




  For a while the yacht skimmed along quite steadily and Julie began to relax a little. Then the little boat shuddered and the next moment it was tipping over. Julie gripped the side and felt a

  touch of fear. It seemed to her that there was nothing to stop the boat from going all the way over and turning upside down.




  She looked back anxiously and saw that Richard was steering the boat quite happily. He said, ‘Isn’t this wonderful! There’s nothing like a good sail! It’s a wonderful day

  for it, too. A really nice breeze.’




  Julie looked towards the bow again. It seemed to her that there was altogether too much wind. The boat was still leaning over at a sharp angle and showed no signs of coming upright again. Julie

  found it impossible to believe that everything was all right, though Richard obviously thought so. She could not rid herself of the feeling that something unexpected and frightening would happen at

  any moment.




  Dancer sped past Drake’s Island and into the open sound. Small wavelets rushed at the boat and Dancer’s bow pushed a curtain of fine spray up into the air and back into

  the cockpit. Julie shivered slightly and wondered how much further they would go. Then Richard leaned forward and loosened some ropes. The boat changed direction and gradually came upright again.

  Immediately the motion was easier and the waves, instead of rushing at the boat, seemed to be travelling with it.




  ‘That’s better, eh? No point in getting wet.’ He looked at her with a funny mock frown, and she realised he had changed course for her, to make the sail more enjoyable.




  ‘Thanks. It’s better like this.’




  ‘Oh yes, it’s always better going with the wind. I only wish the wind always blew from behind. But it never does. Quite the opposite, in fact.’ He cast his eyes skyward.

  ‘Sometimes I think there’s a heavenly conspiracy to make sure it always comes from ahead.’




  ‘Do you really get seasick?’




  ‘Most certainly. There are two stages to seasickness, so they say, one when you want to die, and the second when you’re frightened you’re not going to. Well, I go through both!

  The only remedy is to keep busy, stay on deck as much as possible – and remember it can’t last for ever.’




  ‘And do you often go far? To places like Brittany?’




  ‘Whenever I have the time I do. This summer I went to the Scillies. Now the Scillies! They’re the most wonderful islands in the world. I spent a whole fortnight there and you

  wouldn’t believe it, but I anchored at a different place every night. Most of the islands are uninhabited. You can walk all day and see nothing but birds.’ He said blissfully, ‘At

  one point I didn’t see another living soul for four whole days.’




  Julie thought: What a strange one you are. All that laughter and charm and you like being on your own.




  He went on, ‘The Scillies are covered in wrecks, you know, literally hundreds of them. Not surprising really, when you consider where they are, stuck miles out into the sea, just there in

  the entrance to the English Channel. And they’re low, of course; ships can’t see them until they’re almost on top of them. Not a good place to find yourself in bad weather.’

  He laughed as if such danger were a great joke and Julie suspected that he would like nothing better than to be sailing off the Isles of Scilly in a storm.




  He started to tell her some stories about the Scillies; about the famous wrecks and the people who lived there and the beautiful scenery. As he talked Julie found herself watching him. He was

  attractive, there was no doubt about that, but not in an obvious way. He wasn’t good-looking as Bill had been, and he would probably put on weight when he was older. But those eyes did light

  up his face. He reminded her of a teddy bear, kind and safe and – yes, cuddly.




  She decided that her first impression had been wrong. His charm was not laid on, it was perfectly natural; it stemmed from his enormous enthusiasm for everything he did.




  She looked at him and thought: I could have liked you a lot. Could have – she had used the past tense automatically. There would be no boyfriends now: that was all over.




  Anyway, he probably wasn’t interested. Why should he be? There was nothing special about her; Bill had made that quite plain at their last meeting. Besides – how stupid of her not to

  think of it – he probably had a girlfriend already.




  Dancer was sailing quietly into the Cattewater, the creek that leads to the Barbican – the oldest part of the city – and to the fishing harbour. Julie was quite enjoying

  herself now that there were no waves and hardly any wind.




  Richard said, ‘Well, best not get into the harbour itself. We’ll probably meet a fishing boat coming out. I’ll gybe her round and we’ll head back to the

  mooring.’




  Julie nodded, not having the slightest idea of what gybing involved. The next moment he shouted, ‘Mind your head,’ and there was a great crash. For a second Julie thought the mast

  had come down, but then she saw that it was the noise of the sail changing sides. She laughed and put her hand to her chest. ‘You might have warned me!’




  ‘Sorry, I forgot you didn’t know about sailing. Listen. I’ll explain a few of the basics. It’s really quite simple. You see, there are just three things to remember.

  First, always know where the wind’s coming from. Second, pull the sail in just enough to stop it flapping. And three, always try to avoid gybing!’




  Julie found herself laughing with him. ‘Then how do you turn round?’




  ‘Ah, you turn into the wind. That’s called tacking.’




  She shook her head. ‘I’m afraid it’s all beyond me. In future I’ll leave the sailing to you.’




  He didn’t say anything but stared at her, searching her eyes. She glanced quickly away, angry with herself. He had taken her remark as an indication of interest; he had thought she was

  staking a claim. Well, she’d have to make it quite clear that she hadn’t meant anything of the sort. What a pity. The day had been going so well.




  He was talking again and she saw that he was serious now. ‘Sailing is a wonderful freedom, you know. You can just set off for who-knows-where whenever you please. I keep Dancer

  stocked up with food and water all the time. Then I can go whenever I have the time.’




  ‘Isn’t it enough to be in the Navy?’




  ‘Oh no, it’s not the same at all. Being at sea with three hundred other people in a tin ship is . . . well, it’s my job. I enjoy it, but it doesn’t compare with setting

  off on your own. I love the excitement, you see, and the challenge of making for a new place, and exploring it. There’s nothing like it.’




  ‘But why on your own?’




  He thought for a moment. ‘Well, I don’t always go on my own. I often sail with my father – Dancer’s really his boat, not mine. But half the trouble is I

  haven’t met a crew who wants to do the same kind of sailing as I do. So . . . there’s no other solution. You see, I believe you’ve got to go out and do what you want to

  do.’




  Julie stared at him. She admired him for his certainty and his self-assurance. It must be wonderful to be so sure of what you wanted and to have such confidence in your ability to succeed. But

  most of all she admired him for his ability to make his own decisions. She thought: Why can’t I be like that? Why am I so bad at deciding? It was easier when you were a man, of course;

  somehow men had fewer people to consider. But all the same, she should be able to do it, to decide things for the best.




  As they sailed back across the open sound the wind increased again and Dancer pulled away, cleaving a straight path through the waves. Julie stared ahead, trying to enjoy herself but

  feeling the unhappiness closing in on her again. The day was almost over. Soon she would have to decide whether to return to the wardroom and risk the dreadful humiliation of seeing Bill, or give

  up and go home to face her mother. What a choice!




  Dancer drifted slowly into the creek and Richard Ashley sprinted forward to lower the sails. As soon as he’d finished he ran back and pushed the tiller hard over so that

  Dancer turned in a neat semicircle. Then he picked up a boathook and, running forward again, used it to fish a bright red buoy out of the water. He was breathing hard. He called back,

  ‘You see, nothing to it! You could learn in no time!’




  She smiled. Sailing was as much a mystery to her as it had been at the beginning of the day. The only thing she could say was that the experience had been less unpleasant than she’d

  thought. But the sea still terrified her. She decided she had no desire to try it again.




  By the time they got back to the bright blue car it was six o’clock. On the journey back to the officers’ quarters Julie hardly spoke. Then he asked, ‘Well, what do you want to

  do? Shall we see if Bill’s there? Or do you want to give me the book to pass on?’




  ‘I . . . I don’t know.’




  ‘Well, shall we see if he’s there then?’




  Julie was frozen with indecision. Whatever she did would be wrong. And now there was the added complication of this man – he must have guessed what the situation with Bill was: boy gives

  girl brush-off, girl can’t take hint. He must think she was cheap, to be chasing after a man like this.




  Suddenly she made up her mind. ‘No, I’ll go straight home, thanks. The book really isn’t important. I can catch a bus outside the dockyard.’




  ‘No, I won’t hear of it. The least I can do is to drive you home. Where do you live?’




  She told him and leant her head back on the seat, happier than she had been for days. It was lovely to have made a decision, and now she had taken it she knew it was the right one. It would have

  been dreadful to go cap in hand to a man she didn’t love and certainly didn’t respect. Bill had made it plain that the affair was over. It was up to her now, to make the best of

  a bad situation.




  She would go away and make a fresh start.




  She glanced across at Richard Ashley. His face was set in lines of concentration as he negotiated the narrow streets of Plymouth. She was thankful to him. He was right about reaching out for

  things and leading your own life. If you didn’t, it seemed to her that everyone else used you to lead theirs. Her mother meant well, but she had always pushed Julie into doing things

  she wanted her to do. And Bill, he had used her too.




  Yes she would definitely go away.




  But not to anywhere in England: here there was nowhere to go and no-one to help her. It would have to be France then. The thought was rather frightening. She had never met any of her

  father’s immediate family. All she knew was that her grandparents must be very old by now – perhaps dead even – and that she had an uncle and an aunt. And possibly some cousins,

  though she wasn’t sure about that either.




  She would have to tell them she had been married, of course, and that it hadn’t worked out. They probably wouldn’t believe her, but it wouldn’t matter as long as appearances

  were kept up. She would go out and buy a wedding ring. The thought gave her a curious thrill. She would call herself Mrs something – but not Crozier, that was for sure – no, it would be

  another name. She would have to think up a good one.




  She would need a passport, she hadn’t thought of that before. She wasn’t sure, but she seemed to remember that when you were under twenty-one you had to have parental permission.

  That would lead to problems with Mother. Julie sighed at the thought of yet more battles ahead.




  ‘Anything the matter?’ He was looking at her, concern on his face.




  Julie realised she must have sighed out loud. ‘Oh no, nothing. I was just thinking, that’s all.’




  He nodded and looked back at the road.




  The little car drew up outside Number 34 Radley Terrace. Julie had no doubt her mother would be peering through the curtains, but she didn’t care. She turned to him. ‘Thanks so much.

  It’s been a lovely day. I can’t tell you how much I enjoyed it.’




  ‘It was my pleasure entirely!’ He glanced down at his hands then said, ‘Look, it would be super if you could come again some time. Would you like that? I could do with a

  first mate.’




  ‘Oh, I . . . I’m very honoured to be asked. But, well . . . I’m going away soon, you see. Very soon.’




  ‘Ah!’




  He was taken by surprise, she could see that, and she tried to smooth the moment over. ‘I’m going to live with my relatives in France for a while, to work there and learn the

  language. I’ve always wanted to go.’




  ‘To Brittany?’




  She nodded.




  ‘Well, I hope you have a good time there. I’m sure you will. The Bretons are wonderful people.’ He sounded disappointed and a little puzzled. He must think her devious for not

  having mentioned the trip before.




  Julie wished she could explain about having to go, but there was no point in starting explanations she couldn’t finish. It was best as it was.




  She opened the door and said, ‘Goodbye, and thank you again.’




  He smiled at her and the kindness was back in his eyes. ‘Bye. I hope it all goes well!’




  What a nice man you are, she thought.




  She closed the door and walked up the path. The sound of the noisy little engine faded down the road. She turned to wave, but the bright blue car was already out of sight round the corner.




  She paused at the front door, the key in her hand, and thought: Brittany. Yes, I’ll definitely go to Brittany.




  It was easy to say now, surprisingly easy . . . but would she ever be able to go through with it?




  She thought: I’m going to have to.




  And she opened the door and went quickly into the house before she changed her mind.




  







  THREE




  The Bay of Lubeck is wide and open. On its southern shore lies the busy port of Travemunde and beyond that, some miles up the broad Trave River, is the city of Lubeck. On the

  north-western shore of the bay, some twenty miles from Travemunde and well away from prying eyes, is the small harbour of Pelzerhaken. It was here that the German Navy had built one of its

  principal research establishments, a group of low, ugly buildings surrounded by barbed wire.




  On this September day a blustery north-easter was blowing in from the Arctic, bringing a cool foretaste of the winter ahead. Out in the wide bay short steep seas bowled in from the open Baltic,

  throwing angry white surf on the holiday beaches lining the shore. At the single wharf in Pelzerhaken Harbour the trials ship Welle tugged uneasily at her lines as the strong wind pulled at

  the mass of aerials and strange dish-shaped objects sprouting from her superstructure.




  David Freymann shivered and pulled his jacket tighter round his neck. He felt the ship move slightly and hoped that, once they got under way, he wouldn’t be seasick. He usually was, even

  in a rowing boat.




  Ellen said he was stupid even to consider coming on this trip because he was bound to disgrace himself. She also said that the only reason he got seasick was because he was overweight and

  didn’t take any exercise. Ellen had a way of implying that everything was somehow David’s fault, but he didn’t mind. In most ways she was a good wife and she wasn’t having

  an easy time of it at the moment. She complained about being neglected and she was absolutely right. His work was taking up more and more time. He had tried to explain to her how important it was

  and how much it meant to him, but she didn’t understand. That, he thought fondly, was women for you.




  He realised with a shock that, come October, they would have been married fifteen years. On their anniversary it would be a good idea to spoil her a bit; he would take her out for a meal in

  Berlin, to a good restaurant on the Unter den Linden. Fifteen years: he could hardly believe it. Little Cecile must be almost eight. It was strange how the time flew so quickly, yet one remained

  young inside. He’d be forty-five this year, almost middle-aged.




  Still, as long as you achieved something lasting, then age didn’t really matter. He looked up at one of the dish-shaped objects above the Welle’s bridge. Now there was

  something lasting, something that really mattered. An achievement that any man would be proud of.




  David walked across the deck to where Hans Rathenow was standing. Hans had been David’s colleague for a year now, ever since they had joined the new Gema Company together. Hans was a good

  sort: hard-working, straightforward and kind. David liked him a lot. There was a bond of fellowship and camaraderie between them which came from working on the same project. Together they had

  solved the problem of range measurement. It had been a hard one to crack but somehow David had known they would do it.




  Hans inclined his head in the direction of the land. ‘The brass are late.’




  David laughed. ‘That’s their privilege.’




  ‘How many are there going to be? Do you know?’




  David shook his head.




  ‘Well, I hope there aren’t too many, otherwise we’ll never be able to deal with all their questions.’ Hans liked to have plenty of time to consider questions, so that his

  answers could be as precise and complete as possible.




  The two men watched a lorry bump along the wharf and stop in front of a warehouse. Hans turned and said, ‘By the way, have you heard the rumour about Telefunken?’ David looked blank

  and Hans continued, ‘Evidently, they’re to be given a government contract like ours, but to develop a device for aircraft.’




  ‘Oh.’ David frowned and tried to hide his surprise. ‘I thought we were to do the work on small devices. I . . . I’ve been working on the programme

  scheduling.’




  ‘Yes.’ Hans gave David a sympathetic glance. ‘I know. And I know you are right in your approach. But I fear that Schmidt does not see it your way.’




  David stared into the distance, and sighed. Schmidt, head of the research programme and recently appointed Chief Scientist of the Third Reich, had long been a thorn in his side.




  David touched the other man’s arm. ‘I tell you something, my friend – not only am I sure that it is possible to develop small devices for aircraft, but I am certain those

  devices could be made incredibly powerful. Can you imagine what definition and detail could be achieved by using exceptionally short waves?’




  Hans smiled kindly. ‘Yes, but David, no valve exists which is remotely capable of such a thing. Where is your power to come from?’




  ‘I have an idea; I believe it could work. It would take less than six months to prove either way. All I need is two people, a bit of space and some resources.’ He ran a hand through

  his hair. ‘But this new contract . . . Now Schmidt will have the perfect excuse to refuse me permission. And I’ve no doubt he will refuse.’




  Hans nodded solemnly.




  The wind gusted across the deck and David stamped his feet to ward off the cold. He said, ‘I could offer my services to Telefunken, I suppose. Perhaps they might be prepared to follow my

  idea in spite of Schmidt.’




  ‘I doubt it, I doubt it very much.’ Hans paused, deep in thought. When he finally spoke, it was very quietly and David had to turn his head to hear. ‘You must think very

  carefully about your position, David. I worry about you.’




  ‘What do you mean? Schmidt cannot eat me, you know. He is stupid and arrogant, certainly, but he knows my worth. He won’t throw me out or anything. Why should he?’




  ‘It is not Schmidt himself I worry about. It is the . . . the official policy.’




  David began to understand. ‘My friend, you mean I will be pushed out because I am Jewish?’ He smiled and shook his head. ‘First, I don’t believe this silly campaign will

  go on. Second, they will never interfere with work like mine; it’s too important. They aren’t stupid, you know.’




  ‘I hope you’re right, but I think you’re being too generous. I fear it will get worse, not better.’




  David shrugged. The events of the last year had been . . . unfortunate, even – yes – deplorable. The Nuremberg decrees had been a shock. Most Jews had been deprived of their

  citizenship and intermarriage with Aryans was now forbidden.




  Too late for Ellen and me, David thought. They can’t unmarry us after all these years.




  There were other things, of course. A number of Jews had been arrested and never seen again. But then the same was happening to others: leftists, intellectuals, trouble-makers. It wasn’t

  only the Jews. It was just a question of keeping your nose clean. Keeping out of trouble.




  David shook his head. ‘No, Hans. I honestly don’t think it’ll get any worse.’ He thought of adding: anyway, not for me. But it sounded too selfish and uncaring, and he

  kept silent.




  A fleet of cars appeared at the end of the wharf and there was a flurry of activity around the ship as sailors stood to attention. The two men began to walk slowly along the deck towards the

  group already waiting at the top of the gangway. David could see that Hans was still frowning and he said softly, ‘So the Jews are excluded from the professions, but that is nothing new. It

  was the same before the Great War. Anyway, I am more German than Jewish. I’m only half Jewish, in fact. I haven’t been inside a synagogue for years, my wife is gentile, my daughter goes

  to a nice Christian school. I am no threat!’




  ‘That’s not the point,’ Hans persisted. ‘You are officially Jewish. You have your scientific status – at present – but you are not safe where you are.

  Why don’t you think about working in this place?’ He indicated the complex of stone buildings that made up the research establishment.




  David stood still, astonished. ‘Here? Why?’




  ‘Haven’t you heard? The Navy is refusing to throw Jews out of the service. Old Raeder is defying Hitler. As a naval scientist you would be safe. Hitler will never take on the whole

  Navy: he’s too frightened of it.’




  David walked on slowly, shaking his head. Hans meant well, there was no doubt about that, but come and work here? No, it was impossible. Very little original work was done in the establishment.

  He would die of frustration.




  The two men joined the rest of the scientific and naval personnel standing silently in a knot by the rail.




  David stroked down his windswept hair and watched the group which was making its way up the gangway. He recognised the well-known figure of Grand Admiral Raeder, Commander-in-Chief of the German

  Navy, but he was not certain about the others. He was no expert on rank or uniforms, but he guessed there were at least five other admirals in the group. Behind the Grand Admiral was Schmidt,

  looking as officious and self-satisfied as ever. David sighed inwardly. How simple life would be if the Schmidts of this world were not allowed to poke their noses into the real work. The

  problem with Schmidt was that he was not overblessed with brains. He had never been a good scientist, let alone a great one. Perhaps that was why he had grabbed an administrative job: it was the

  only thing he could do.




  David stood back as Schmidt started to introduce the managers of the Gema Company to the naval officers. David thought how strange official protocol was, when the organisers came before the

  people who actually did the work. Still, as long as he was allowed to get on with his project, he didn’t really mind who took the glory.




  When it was David’s turn to come forward he tried to concentrate on the name and rank of each man as he shook hands with him but, apart from Raeder, he managed to memorise only about half

  of them. After the introductions one name – Doenitz – stood out in his mind and he tried to think why. Then he remembered: it had just been announced that Doenitz was to command the new

  submarine arm of the Kriegsmarine.




  U-boats: now there were vessels in need of a really small high-definition apparatus. If the opportunity arose it would be interesting to talk to Doenitz. David looked at the rings of

  Doenitz’s sleeve to make sure that his rank was indeed no higher than that of captain. There was a chance, then, that David would be allowed to talk to him without Schmidt interrupting.

  Schmidt did not like anybody talking to really senior officers without him being present. He said it was a matter of protecting his scientists from outside interference, but David knew better.

  Schmidt just hated anything going on without his knowledge, particularly when a scientist had views which differed from his own.




  The main group had moved off towards the bridge. Schmidt was pointing to the bowl apparatus and explaining the reason for its shape, which differed considerably from that of the earlier

  prototypes. As Schmidt’s voice droned on David felt the deck vibrate beneath his feet and saw that the Welle was beginning to move gently away from the wharf. The wind was coming in

  great gusts now; the sea outside must be very rough.




  David began to wish he hadn’t come. He’d always disliked physical discomfort – as a child he’d been hopeless at sport and rough games – and he had no doubt the

  Welle would toss and roll like a pig.




  Schmidt’s voice had ceased and everyone moved into the large chart room behind the wheelhouse. David followed and looked for a quiet corner to stand in, but Schmidt impatiently beckoned

  him forward and directed him to join some junior officers on the outside of the group. The group had formed a circle round a large metal cabinet bolted to the chart room floor. On the top of the

  cabinet was a circular screen which the senior officers were watching expectantly.




  Schmidt cleared his throat and announced, ‘It will take us a few moments to get to the open sea, where the device can best be demonstrated. We beg your indulgence, but we assure you that

  the wait will not be in vain. You will not be disappointed!’




  David felt faintly embarrassed at Schmidt’s manner. He was making it like a circus performance. The brass were intelligent men; they didn’t go in for dramatics.




  Suddenly there was a quiet voice at David’s elbow. ‘We have not met. My name is Fischer, Karl Fischer.’ David turned to see a young officer with his hand outstretched.




  ‘Ah, I’m Freymann, David Freymann.’ He shook the hand, then said by way of explanation, ‘I work on this project. My field is radio ranging.’




  Fischer nodded. ‘Well, it will be most interesting to see this device working. I had no idea anything like this was being developed. It is really most extraordinary.’




  David smiled politely. ‘And yourself, are you on the naval staff?’




  ‘No, no.’ Fischer shook his head, and David noticed how even and finely drawn were the younger man’s features. The hair was blond, the eyes pale-blue: he supposed this was what

  the Nazis meant by Aryan. Then he thought: Why on earth did I think that? I’m getting as bad as Hans.




  Fischer was saying, ‘I have come here with Captain Doenitz. I’m with the First U-boat Flotilla at Kiel, in command of U-13.’




  ‘Ah.’ David did not know much about the new submarine arm.




  ‘It is the first operational flotilla. It is a great honour to serve in it.’




  ‘Indeed, indeed. It is wonderful that Germany has submarines again, after all these years.’




  Fischer looked at the device humming quietly in the centre of the chart room. ‘And this, will it be useful for submarines?’




  ‘Well, at present – in this form – no. As you see the whole thing is too large. Really it is only suitable for use on ships – or on land, of course. It would never fit

  into submarines or, for that matter, aircraft.’




  ‘I see, I see.’ Fischer frowned in concentration. ‘And what about being detected by such a thing. Could an enemy detect us easily? I am thinking particularly of

  when we are on the surface at night.’




  David looked at Fischer with new respect. Here at least was someone who recognised the possibility of an enemy possessing this device, which was more than Schmidt did. He said, ‘Well, yes,

  a surfaced submarine could be picked up. But it would be difficult. A submarine is so low in the water – and so much smaller than a ship, of course – that the conditions would

  have to be perfect for an enemy to see you. I mean, a calm sea and the range between three and five miles. But even if a ship did manage to detect you I imagine there would be plenty of time to

  dive and get away. A plane . . . now a plane would be a bit more tricky. If a plane managed to detect you it could be on top of you very quickly.’




  ‘I thought you said it was impossible to construct a device small enough to fit in a plane.’




  David shook his head. ‘Ah, no. What I said was, this device is not suitable for planes. I did not say it was impossible to develop small devices. Quite the opposite.’




  Fischer nodded slowly. ‘After the demonstration, could we talk again? I know that Captain Doenitz would be most interested in what you have to say.’




  ‘Of course.’ David was pleased. It would be an honour to talk to Doenitz.




  The Welle had begun to pitch gently and David realised they must have reached the open sea. He looked out through one of the chart room’s large ports and saw rolling, white-topped

  waves. He tried to concentrate on the horizon: someone had told him it stopped you from feeling sick.




  Schmidt was speaking again. ‘As you know we have been working hard on the development of the DT device. Incidentally, I shall continue to call it by its cover name, the DT Apparatus,

  because secrecy is so important. Originally you may have heard it called the revolving turret device, but more properly it should be called a radio detection and ranging device, or radar for

  short.’ He cleared his throat and paused. Ever theatrical, David thought. Well, perhaps it was justified. It was, after all, a special occasion.




  ‘When we last demonstrated the device, we could not give you great range accuracy. And of course it is not much good if you don’t know how far away your opponent is. But now . .

  .’ Schmidt put a hand on the metal cabinet. ‘I am glad to say that, by means of a revolutionary new concept, we can give you the range of your enemy to within about a quarter of a

  nautical mile.’




  Schmidt’s audience was silent and expectant. For a moment there was no sound except the hum of the device and the vibration of the ship’s engines. Then the chief scientist continued,

  ‘We have developed a pulse system which sends out a short but powerful radio signal in a single burst. It then waits for the signal to return before sending another. By measuring the

  time it takes for the signal to get to its target and return, we can measure range with a good degree of accuracy.’




  Schmidt raised his voice. ‘Furthermore, gentlemen, that range is now improved. You will be able to see land approximately ten miles away, other ships eight miles away, and aircraft as much

  as fifteen miles away.’




  He stepped to one side. ‘And now, gentlemen, I invite you to look at the screen, to see for yourselves.’




  Admiral Raeder and the senior officers stepped forward and leant over the screen. Schmidt pointed to a piece of coast visible on the port side and then put his finger on to the screen.

  Comparisons were made and there was a great deal of nodding; the brass were obviously impressed. David felt pleased. Schmidt then ordered the aerial to be rotated and the group examined the echo of

  a ship which was just visible on the horizon. Raeder summoned more of his colleagues and Schmidt began his explanations afresh.




  David was feeling sick. The trick of staring at the horizon had not worked at all. The Welle seemed to be rolling and pitching in every direction and each new movement took his stomach by

  surprise. He edged towards the door in case he had to make a sudden dash for the rail. He realised he should try to be unobtrusive, but he was fast getting to the stage where he didn’t

  care.




  Suddenly the sickness welled up. David pulled open the door and heaved over the rail. As soon as his stomach was empty he felt better. The fresh wind helped too; it seemed to blow the cobwebs

  out of his head. He concentrated on the horizon again. This time the trick seemed to work and the nausea passed. But he decided against going back into the chart room; he wouldn’t last five

  minutes in there.




  After a while he became mesmerised by the rise and fall of the waves. At one point he looked down to where the waves growled along the ship’s side. But that was a mistake – it

  brought the nausea back – and he quickly looked up again. Then he tried closing his eyes and found that, despite the sharp wind, he was able to doze where he stood. The sensation was quite

  pleasant: he felt as if he were floating, gently suspended in water.




  ‘Ahem.’ Someone was clearing his throat. For a moment David hoped the sound might go away, but it was repeated. Reluctantly he opened his eyes and turned round.




  It was Fischer. Beside him stood the tall, erect figure of Captain Doenitz.




  Fischer said, ‘Herr Freymann, may I introduce Captain Doenitz? The Captain would be most grateful if you would answer a few of his queries.’




  David tried to wake himself up. He smiled thinly and said, ‘Of course.’




  The captain was frowning in concentration. He had a sharp face with thin lips and protruding ears. But most of all David noticed his eyes, which were small and penetrating, like those of a small

  animal.




  Doenitz spoke slowly, choosing his words carefully. ‘I have grasped the principles of the DT device. I understand how it can be used against aircraft and surface vessels by surface

  vessels. But I gather this device will never be suitable for submarines. Is that correct?’




  David made an effort to concentrate. ‘In its present form, no. It is too large and cumbersome.’




  ‘Can it be made smaller?’




  ‘It is possible, but it means using shorter wavelengths.’




  ‘And this can be done?’




  David nodded. ‘Work on slightly shorter wavelengths is to start soon, I believe.’




  ‘Slightly—?’




  David sighed and looked down. What was he to do? Tell the truth and suffer Schmidt’s wrath, or toe the official line?




  He brought his eyes back to Doenitz’s face. The captain’s expression was enquiring but anxious. The answer was obviously important to him.




  David thought: Why not? This man deserves to know.




  He said, ‘Yes, only slightly shorter. Investigation into really short wavelengths is not being considered at present. There is a belief that such short wavelengths are impossible to

  generate – and that they would be less efficient rather than more efficient. But . . .’ David said firmly, ‘this is only a belief. It is by no means

  proved.’




  Doenitz was trying to absorb the information. ‘But if it was possible,’ he said slowly, ‘it would be useful for us?’




  ‘Not just useful, it would be revolutionary!’ David talked rapidly, his sickness forgotten. ‘You see, first, short waves would make the device very small indeed. It

  would be no more than the size of – of say a large suitcase standing on its end. Obviously it would fit easily inside a plane or a submarine. That would mean – well, you can imagine!

  For the Luftwaffe, it would mean they would be able to see enemy planes coming from miles away, even at night. For you, it would mean you could find your enemy and make your attack in the blackest

  of conditions!’




  David always liked to understand the practical applications of his work. So few scientists did, and that, he believed, was a great mistake. It meant you were much slower to appreciate the

  shortcomings of your inventions – and slower, too, to foresee problems.




  David paused before going on. So far he had stated facts that were generally accepted – although Schmidt would have a seizure if he knew David had mentioned them. But it was the next part

  – the most important part – that was really David’s personal theory. And not only was the theory unproved, but Schmidt was bitterly opposed to it.




  David hesitated, then said quickly, ‘It would also be revolutionary for a second reason – though I must tell you immediately that I am almost alone in this belief.’




  Doenitz nodded and David went on, ‘I believe that a valve could be developed to give enormous power on short waves. This would mean that the device would be small and immensely

  powerful. It would give the most incredible definition . . .’




  He was not explaining it properly. These men wanted to know what it meant in practical terms. He searched for the right words. ‘It would pick out each individual object in a group

  of objects, almost like a photograph. This device here –’ he indicated the cabinet in the chart room – ‘is useful only for seeing objects against the sky, so to speak

  – for things standing out against a blank background, like an aircraft in the sky or a ship on the horizon. Even then it would be of limited use in a plane because when it is angled down to

  the land or the sea it cannot pick out individual targets. It gets too many echoes back from the sea or the land for the user to distinguish individual towns or buildings or ships out of the

  blur.’




  David paused to make sure he had been understood. The two men nodded and he went on, ‘Now a shortwave device . . . well, it could see like – like a pair of eyes. From the air it

  could look downwards and read the land like a map. It could pick out individual towns, rivers, lakes, and roads; it could identify individual bombing targets; it could see small objects

  floating on the surface of the sea; it could see a submarine sitting on the water. Nothing would be hidden from it.’




  Doenitz stared at David in alarm. ‘If this is true, it is . . . very important. But you say that there is doubt about this. You say some people believe such a device would be less

  efficient?’




  David spoke carefully. ‘There is a school of thought which believes it is impossible to develop the power. But personally I do not. I believe the necessary valve can be

  developed.’




  ‘If there is the slightest chance of it, then—’ Doenitz pursed his lips and looked out to sea.




  ‘Of course I would have to do a lot of work on it. And I would need official support . . .’




  Doenitz looked at him sharply. ‘I have no say in scientific policy. However . . . I shall do what I can.’




  David nodded and wondered how much longer he could survive without being sick again. He gave himself a minute, certainly no more. It had been all right while he’d been talking.




  Doenitz fixed his dark, penetrating stare on to David and said, ‘So a submarine would be particularly vulnerable to a shortwave device?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘Do we know if anybody else is working on it? The British, for instance?’




  ‘I’m not sure. I can only say that, as a scientist, I have read nothing – I have heard nothing – to indicate that they have the secret.’




  ‘If they did . . .’




  David thought quickly. ‘If they did then we could produce a warning device, a detector, to tell a vessel that radar was being operated against them.’




  Doenitz’s eyes lit up. ‘Ah, so there is a defence.’




  ‘Yes,’ David agreed. ‘But we can only develop a detector when we have developed our own technology. No technology, no detector.’ David was forced to be brief; he had only

  a few seconds left.




  ‘I understand. Thank you.’ Doenitz inclined his head and for a moment David thought he would continue. But he turned and walked away.




  David threw himself across the rail and heaved miserably. Though his stomach was empty, the convulsions went on for several minutes. When he finally looked round the two naval officers had

  gone.




  David laid his head on his arm and closed his eyes. He no longer cared what he looked like; nor did he mind if people were laughing at him. He just wanted to die.




  After several minutes he looked up. There was no sign of land. It seemed to him that they were still heading out to sea.




  Hilf mir Gott! It was an expression his father often used. His father – dead, and thank God for that. He had been Jewish and proud of it.




  ‘Freymann! Freymann!’




  Without bothering to look up David knew it was Schmidt.




  ‘Freymann, I am appalled!’ The voice was angry, hissing like a snake. David waved a hand of acknowledgement. Nothing would make him raise his head again.




  ‘I absolutely forbid you to speak to anyone else during this trip. You are absolutely not to be trusted. How dare you! How dare you give people the idea that we don’t know what

  we’re doing!’ The voice spluttered for a moment, then continued, ‘Your lunatic ideas! They are dangerous and stupid and . . . I will speak to you later. In the meantime keep away,

  just keep away!’




  David waved a hand again. Schmidt’s order suited him perfectly: no more talking and no more questions to answer. If no-one was going to believe him, there was no point anyway.




  He was beginning to think Ellen was right: he should never have come.




  Doenitz excused himself from a discussion on the use of radar in surface warfare and left the chart room. He chose to go out to the starboard side of the ship so as to avoid

  the scientist, Freymann, who was still wedged firmly against the port rail.




  Doenitz walked slowly towards the afterdeck and wondered if there had been any truth in what the odd little man had said. The fellow had been so enthusiastic, so sure, that Doenitz had

  almost been convinced. But then he had talked to Schmidt and Schmidt had been adamant that Freymann was talking nonsense. In fact he had been so vehement Doenitz suspected that there was a great

  deal of animosity between the two men. Personal differences should not be allowed to interfere with people’s judgement. Doenitz never allowed such things to happen among his men. Nor did he

  let himself be swayed by personal feelings. One’s duty was to serve, and to serve to the utmost of one’s ability.




  But these scientists were different. They seemed to be incapable of working as a team. Still, Doenitz thought, one has to learn to live with these people, irksome though they may be, if one is

  to benefit from their extraordinary inventions.




  He considered whether to bring up the subject of Freymann’s theory with the Grand Admiral. But no, he decided, it would not be necessary. Schmidt had promised Doenitz that the theory would

  be investigated, and finally and conclusively proved or disproved either way.




  Besides, Doenitz had more important things to worry about. For years Germany’s strength had been severely curtailed by the humiliating Versailles Treaty, but now at last the Anglo-German

  Naval Agreement had been signed and Germany was allowed to build a navy again.




  It was a race against time.




  German U-boat development had never really stopped – it had been carried out secretly in Holland since 1922 – but it would be years, perhaps as many as ten years, before the

  Kriegsmarine – and particularly the U-boat Arm – would be powerful enough to take on the Royal Navy.




  There was a tremendous amount of work to do. It wasn’t just a question of building vessels but of development and training . . .




  Doenitz had paused at the after rail, but now he turned and started to pace back along the deck. He looked up and saw the figure of Fischer waiting patiently a few yards away. The U-boat Arm

  needed more men like Fischer, men who served with skill, optimism and enthusiasm.




  He beckoned the younger man over and the two of them fell into step. Doenitz said, ‘It has been an interesting day, hasn’t it?’




  ‘Yes, sir. Most fascinating. This device will obviously be very useful to us.’




  ‘We will see. I don’t always believe everything that these things are meant to do. When we’ve had a chance to try it on exercise, then I will believe it!’




  ‘Will we have a fleet exercise soon?’




  ‘In the spring, I expect. And then we will be able to display our tactics for the first time. It is very important that we show the High Command the effectiveness of the wolf pack. They

  must understand that our success depends on numbers.’




  Fischer nodded thoughtfully. ‘Yes, sir. I see. Greater numbers . . .’ He looked at his new commanding officer with gratitude. ‘Thank you for telling me. It makes me realise how

  important our training programme will be this winter.’




  Doenitz nodded. His policy was always to tell his junior officers as much as possible. Above all else he valued trust and loyalty, and he believed that they grew not from aloofness, but from

  mutual openness and understanding of each other’s problems. He intended to be fully involved in the day-to-day activities of his men. Whenever possible he would meet boats when they returned

  from exercise, he would attend debriefings, he would hear about operational problems first-hand. He did not intend to lose touch with his men, ever.




  There were certain things they could not be told, of course. It would be wrong to talk about the power struggles between the Navy and the Luftwaffe, which Goering, as Hitler’s favourite,

  was already winning; it would be wrong too to say how worrying Hitler’s ideas about warfare were. Hitler had made a friendly gesture to Britain it was true, and that was the wisest thing to

  have done, but Doenitz wondered if Hitler appreciated that a war, if it came, would inevitably be fought against Britain. And the only way to beat Britain was to choke off her supplies, to sink all

  her merchant shipping, to make her slowly but surely starve.




  For that they needed U-boats and lots of them.




  Doenitz said, ‘Yes, we have much to do this winter. As soon as the flotilla is up to strength, we will work up our tactics.’ He looked towards Pelzerhaken which was coming up ahead

  as the Welle made for the shelter of the harbour once more. ‘The wolf pack will revolutionise warfare at sea. Think of the number of ships that can be sunk by a group of U-boats

  hunting together; it will be three to four times the total that all U-boats could achieve on their own. Also, I believe that such tactics will take our enemies by surprise.’




  Fischer frowned. He was wholeheartedly behind his new captain and just as anxious to prove that these new tactics would work. But he, like everyone else, had heard about the new British

  invention, Asdic, which used sound waves to detect submarines underwater. The British seemed to think their invention would mean the end of the submarine as an offensive weapon. Tentatively he

  asked, ‘What about Asdic? The British are boasting about it. They seem very confident in it.’




  Doenitz stopped and looked at Fischer. ‘But it’s only effective against submerged boats. When we attack, it will be at night on the surface. They will have no defence

  against that. Of course, after an attack they will come after us and then, once we are dived, they will use it against us. But even so, we only have their word for its effectiveness. It’s

  like this radar here; I will believe it when I see it!’




  The captain started pacing the deck again and Fischer had to stride out to keep up with him. Doenitz said with emphasis, ‘In fact, Asdic has done us a good turn. It has made the British

  complacent. You know they have fewer submarines than the French? They think submarines will not be important. Well, if war comes, we will prove them wrong.’




  ‘What about the small DT device the scientist was talking about? Will we be getting some for our boats?’




  Doenitz shook his head. ‘Apparently the little man suffers from over-optimism. He was talking about a really small device, but it seems this will not be possible. If we are lucky we will

  get something that might just fit into a U-boat. Even then I will want its effectiveness proved.’




  Doenitz clasped his hands behind his back and wished the Welle would hurry back to her berth. He wanted to return to Kiel as soon as possible. There was so much to do and so little time

  to do it in.




  Fischer went on, ‘And the British – they don’t have the DT device?’




  ‘No, they don’t.’ Doenitz almost added: at least that’s what we’re told. Schmidt had better be right about that, otherwise – well, the consequences hardly

  bore thinking about.




  ‘That’s the main thing anyway,’ Fischer said with a smile. ‘At least we’ll be free to make surprise attacks on the surface.’




  ‘Yes.’ And if we don’t have that, thought Doenitz, we don’t have anything. If, by any dreadful chance, the little scientist was right, if a device could be made to pick

  out a submarine on the surface in any weather, on the thickest of nights, then his wolf pack strategy would be in ruins.




  His boats and his men would be desperately vulnerable.




  Like sitting ducks.




  The Hamburg–Berlin express lumbered slowly into Lehrter Bahnhof. The squeal of brakes and the hiss of escaping steam woke David up. He stretched his arms and nudged Hans,

  still snoring in the seat beside him. ‘We’re here.’




  It was late, almost ten o’clock. David couldn’t remember what time the last train to Hennigsdorf left, probably about eleven. He should have plenty of time to get to Stettiner

  Bahnhof and catch it.




  Hans was looking at his watch and cursing. ‘I must rush. My train leaves in half an hour!’




  David followed him on to the platform and said, ‘You go ahead. I’m going to see if I can get something to eat.’




  Hans laughed. ‘What, more?’ Then waved and strode off.




  David went into the station buffet and ordered bratwurst, sauerkraut, black bread and beer. He was amazed at how hungry he was, even after the substantial dinner he had eaten on the train. One

  good thing about seasickness – the only good thing – was that you felt marvellous afterwards.




  Ellen said he ate too much, and she was right. But there would be nothing hot waiting for him when he got home; Ellen liked to eat early and have the kitchen tidied by the time she went to bed

  at ten.




  She was a good wife, Ellen, but she did like her sleep. David had long since realised that she couldn’t function without at least nine hours a night. He never disturbed her when he came in

  late and he always woke her in the mornings with a cup of lemon tea. On Sundays he did not wake her at all, and she often slept until ten or eleven. Then he would take Cecile for a walk, and they

  would have long talks about how trees grew, and why steam drove trains and what made lightning strike church steeples. She was a bright child and David was immensely proud of her. Her science

  reports were very good and David secretly hoped she might be a physicist or perhaps a biologist. He never said as much to Ellen, who thought science not only dull but extremely unsuitable for a

  girl.




  It was ten-twenty and David hurriedly finished his meal. The last train might well leave before eleven and it would be stupid to miss it.




  Outside the station he waited for a bus to Stettiner Bahnhof. But when none had appeared after five minutes he decided to walk. It would do him good. Anyway the station wasn’t far, just

  ten minutes’ walk along Invalidenstrasse. He relaxed again. There was plenty of time. He needn’t have worried.




  Ellen said he didn’t worry enough, and there was some truth in it. Yet he did worry about things that mattered, like Cecile and her education and her happiness. What he couldn’t see

  any point in fretting about was money or the cost of living or politics or any of those things.
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His secret could win the war for the allies,
unless the Nazis get to him first . . .
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