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Only the dark dark night shows to our eyes the stars.


(after WALT WHITMAN)


Suggestion for inscription on SOE memorial at Natzweiler-Struthof Concentration Camp for Women


Three people can keep a secret if two of them are dead.


BENJAMIN FRANKLIN


Women have a far greater capacity for cool and lonely courage than men.


SELWYN JEPSON,


SOE recruiting officer, to Winston Churchill
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INTRODUCTION


I have been fascinated with the women of SOE (Special Operations Executive) all my life. When I was nine the Eagle serialised Carve Her Name with Pride, the story of Violette Szabo. Each instalment became the high spot of my week. When I was about thirty I made a television drama series, Diana, about two SOE agents, a man and a woman. In the series we recreated Beaulieu (the SOE finishing school), described the life of an agent going into the field, blew up a train and rescued our heroine from a concentration camp. The series stayed in my mind long after it was shown. A few years ago, when I began to write history, I made a list of the subjects I wanted to tackle and that list included some of the female agents of SOE. Two years ago I decided the time had come to write their story. This book is about the women of F Section SOE, the ones who were sent undercover to work with the Resistance in France. There were thirty-nine, of whom twelve were executed and two died of illness. It would be impossible to write about all of them. I have therefore chosen to focus on seven and to use them as the lens through which we can look at the whole unit. The women came from all classes and walks of life, from a Polish aristocrat, to a shop assistant living in Stockwell, London. They all proved capable of great bravery and courage. Some of the young women came to lead hundreds of men and lived to see the liberation of France. Others were captured and endured endless torment before being executed. I hope I have done them proud.




A NOTE ON CODE NAMES


All the agents had code and field names, sometimes they had several. To give an idea of how confusing this can be, both Christine Granville and Pearl Witherington were at some time given the code name Pauline, the name Solange applies to a friend of Noor Inayat Khan’s and was one of the field names given to agent Madeleine Damerment, while one of Noor’s code names was Madeleine. At the time the proliferation of names was not only confusing, it could be dangerous. To avoid the same confusion in this book, once I have introduced an agent I use her real name.




PROLOGUE


On a March afternoon in 1942 a man wearing the uniform of a captain in the British Royal Navy sat in a bare hotel room interrogating a civilian. The two men were sitting on simple folding chairs separated by a plain wooden table. Blackout boards fixed across the windows blocked out the sun and a single naked light bulb glowed above their heads. The interview, which was conducted in fast, fluent French, was coming to an end. The naval officer switched to English: ‘I’d like you to think about this. We’d both like to think about it. I don’t want you to make up your mind too easily. It’s a difficult decision to make, it’s a life and death decision for both of us. I have to decide whether I can risk your life and you have to decide whether you are willing to risk it. Whatever you decide you must decide alone and not discuss it with anyone at all. Do you understand?’ Then he stared at the civilian, his bright, dark-brown eyes unblinking, his face set, fixed and unreadable.


Later, when he was alone in the room, the captain, whose name was Selwyn Jepson, and who was not a captain at all but a veteran of the trenches and the successful author of detective fiction, sat deep in thought. He had interviewed many men in this room, looking for recruits for F (French) Section of the Special Operations Executive, the SOE. Some of his candidates were men who wore the old school tie and others who hated it; he had talked to varsity types, bankers, stockbrokers, lawyers and military men; Trotskyites, Stalinists, anarchists, burglars, bank robbers and pimps. Where they came from didn’t matter, they had to share a hatred of the Nazis and be prepared to risk their lives to follow Churchill’s command to ‘Set Europe ablaze.’


One thing bothered him: he was not allowed to recruit women. When he told his superiors that he thought women were better suited for undercover work he met hostility and implacable opposition. Eventually he found himself in front of the prime minister who listened silently as he explained that women ‘had a far greater capacity for cool and lonely courage than men’ and he wanted to start recruiting them. Did the prime minister agree? he asked. Churchill thought, nodded his massive head, and said, ‘Yes, good luck to you.’


Just over a year later, on the afternoon of 15 June 1943, two powerful cars sped through the sunlit fields of West Sussex. They were painted in brown and green camouflage and bore military identification plates. The leading car, an open-top Humber Super Snipe, was driven by a small, neat woman dressed in an impeccable civilian suit. On her fingers she wore expensive rings and in her right hand she held a lit cigarette. Her name was Vera Atkins, a 35-year-old Jewish refugee from Romania who had recently become the intelligence officer of F Section.


Next to her, in silence, sat an Indian princess, Noor Inayat Khan, twenty-nine, recruited by Jepson six months earlier. A radio operator, she had barely finished her training. The previous night she had stayed in London, at the flat of her closest friend. They sat up talking until dawn. In the morning, as she left, Khan had kissed her friend saying in her high, piping voice, ‘It’s the end of a phase, I shan’t be seeing you again for a long time, so I will say goodbye.’


In the car behind were two more women recruited by Jepson. One was Cecily Lefort, a 43-year-old who spoke fluent French with an English accent. Beside her sat Diana Rowden, twenty-eight, with a pale face and auburn hair. Both women had been trained as couriers. In the front passenger seat sat a man, Charles Skepper, an expert in sabotage and the use of explosives.


They were nearly at the end of their journey. The road ran parallel to a chain-linked fence, which marked the edge of an airfield stretching away to their right as far as the horizon. Overhead, two Lysanders, stubby reconnaissance aircraft, flying one behind the other, dropped slowly to the runway.


The cars stopped at the airfield’s heavily guarded entrance opposite a small brick-and-flint-built cottage covered in Virginia creeper. The group got out and stood in the sun taking in the buildings and the flat, empty airfield. Then Atkins led them in silence towards the cottage.


A young RAF officer wearing the insignia of a squadron leader greeted them. On the wall behind him was a large handwritten notice with the heading ‘161 Special Duties Squadron “A” Flight’ beneath which were the words ‘The Form:’ followed by a long list of instructions. The officer began: ‘Welcome to Tangmere. My name’s Verity, I’m in charge, and we’re happy to be at your service. You probably saw the chaps arriving.’ As he spoke Noor read the notice, a string of things that the Lysander pilots had to do before flying into enemy territory. It included details about maps, flying times, drawing French money, checking flak positions over France and ended with the words ‘Relax until take off time’. Someone had attached a typewritten note with the words ‘EVERYTHING UNDER PERFECT CONTROL’. The front door banged open and two men sauntered in, dressed in flying gear, carrying bags and maps. ‘Ah here they are now,’ said Verity. ‘We’ll see you after supper when I’ve had a chance to brief them.’


Later the agents sat together at two trestle tables in a bare room with whitewashed walls and were served supper by a pair of khaki-clad mess stewards. As they ate, the French-language Radio Londres came on air, the voice of the Free French, broadcasting to people huddled round illegal radio sets all over France. The transmission started with the sombre opening notes of Beethoven’s 5th Symphony, the Morse code for ‘V for victory’. The announcer began: ‘Ici Londres’, and went on to read out a string of ‘personal messages’, which in reality were coded signals to the Resistance. One message, ‘Jasmine is playing her flute’, was the signal that the four SOE agents were coming that night.


After supper Atkins took each agent into a room where she made a final check that they were not carrying anything that would give them away – bus or cinema tickets, English coins, letters, bills or labels on clothes. Khan noticed a silver bird brooch on Atkins’s suit and remarked how pretty it was. Atkins took it off and handed it to her saying, ‘Take it, it will bring you luck.’


Later, Atkins led the agents out of the house, the stewards following with their cases. The last rays of the setting sun lit the sky. Waiting for them outside was a big Ford estate car, the doors open and the driver standing quietly beside it. The stewards put the cases in the back of the car; Atkins dismissed them with a quiet thank you and they left without catching anyone’s eye. Khan squashed into the car with the others. The armed sentries saluted as the car accelerated past the security barrier onto the airfield. Ahead of them were the Lysanders, their engines running, propellers spinning in an invisible blur, blue flames spurting from the exhausts, as the pilots tested the magnetos and checked the oil pressures. A huge full moon hovered on the eastern horizon.


Turbulence from the roaring engines pulled at the agents’ clothes, making them hunch their shoulders. The air was heavy with the sweet, sickly smell of aviation fuel. Khan and Lefort were scheduled to fly together and before they walked to their allotted Lysander Atkins embraced them. Using the small iron ladder attached to the fuselage Khan and Lefort climbed into the small cockpit. As they had been trained, they stowed their bags under the plane’s crude seats and plugged their leather flying helmets into the wireless and intercom system.


Through their headphones the two women heard the pilot saying, ‘Good evening, welcome aboard Moonflight.’ A calm voice from the control tower broke in, clearing them for take-off. The runway lights snapped on, the engine revved hard and the aircraft began to vibrate violently as it taxied forward. Through the wide windows of the tight cockpit the two women got a final glimpse of England: a few hangars silhouetted against the sky and the deep black tarmac of the runway disappearing into the gloom. Then both planes surged forward, climbing into the air.


Atkins stood by the car until she could no longer hear the sound of the aircraft engines. Earlier that evening she had seen one of the pilots reading a book called Remarkable Women and said, ‘That book will have to be rewritten when these girls have done their stuff.’


Far below, the runway lights went out and the airfield vanished. Soon they were over the glinting waters of the Channel. ‘Isn’t it lovely in the moonlight?’ the pilot said. They crossed the French coastline and for the next thirty minutes he pointed out landmarks and features to his passengers, forgetting that he had left his transmitter on and could have been heard by any German listening service or control tower tuned to his frequency.


They flew for nearly two hours, then their stomachs lurched as the plane began its quick descent. Below was the town of Angers and beyond it the field where they were to land. The pilot checked the map he had open on his knees and peered down, searching for tiny pinpricks of light from the torches of the waiting Resistance party. ‘Ah got them,’ he said as far below he spotted the light of a torch flashing Morse. Other torches flashed on, outlining the improvised grass runway. The ground rushed up and with a heavy thump the plane landed, the engine revved, suddenly loud as the pilot used it to brake. The Lysander bumped across the field for 600 metres, turned and taxied back to the reception party, turned again, into the wind then stopped, the propeller still spinning, ready for take-off.


Dark shapes of men came towards them. Lefort clambered out and Khan handed down their luggage. People crowded round the plane, five of them scheduled to return to England and anxious to get away. Two of them handed up suitcases which Khan heaved into the fuselage. Then she climbed out catching her green oilskin coat on the edges of the hatch. As her feet touched the ground two men brushed past her and clambered up the ladder; the others waved and shouted, wishing them a good trip, their voices drowned by the noise of the aircraft. A man dragged at Khan’s arm, leading her away from the plane. The pilot pushed the throttle forward, the plane accelerated and was airborne, roaring low over Khan’s head, making her duck. The sound of the engine vanished into the night to be replaced by the noise of the second Lysander landing to drop off Skepper and Rowden and pick up the remaining outgoing agents. The time from landing to take-off had been just over three minutes.


Within half an hour all four newly arrived agents had split up and were on their separate ways, wobbling along on bicycles down moonlit roads.




1


‘IT WAS IN VIENNA THAT I FORMED MY OWN OPINION OF THE NAZIS’


Over ten years earlier, in the Reich Chancellery in Berlin, at noon on 30 January 1933, the 85-year-old president of Germany, Paul von Hindenburg, had sworn in as chancellor Adolf Hitler, a man he detested and who detested him. The ceremony should have taken place at 11.00 a.m. but Hitler had spent the morning in quarrelsome meetings and had kept the president waiting. Now the old man could hardly bring himself to look as the new chancellor vowed to ‘Protect the constitution and laws of the German people’ and to ‘Conduct my affairs of office with impartiality and with justice to everyone’.


In the streets outside people were pouring into the centre of the city to celebrate Hitler’s appointment. After the ceremony he was taken in an open-topped car across Wilhelmplatz to the Hotel Kaiserhof, which had been his home for the last two years. The car travelled the short distance, slowed by crowds that roared approval at every wave and smile from the former labourer, now nearly forty-four, whose politics were based on the principle: ‘Make the lie big, make it simple, keep saying it, and eventually they will believe it.’ Inside the hotel he travelled in the lift to his suite on the first floor where he found waiters and chambermaids queuing to shake his hand. Hitler’s campaign manager, Joseph Goebbels, had been hard at work choreographing the celebrations. Tens of thousands of troopers were arriving by lorry ready for the night parade through the Brandenburg Gate in the heart of the city. Goebbels had ordered the procession to be lit by thousands of flaming torches carried by the marching men. Hermann Göring was to narrate the evening’s events, live by radio, across Germany. The flamboyant ex-fighter ace was now minister of the interior of Prussia and controlled the largest police force in the country. His first order as minister had been to tell his men: ‘Shoot first and enquire afterwards, and if you make a mistake I will protect you.’


Most of the men in the parade were members of the Sturmabteilung, distinguished by their brown shirts and known as the SA. Their mottos included ‘Terror must be broken by terror’ and ‘All opposition must be stamped to the ground’. The rest of the parade was drawn from the Schutzstaffel, the ‘Protection Squadron’ or SS, which had started life as Hitler’s private bodyguard. The SS wore black shirts and swore to Hitler that they would bear him ‘Absolute allegiance until death’. Every man in the parade wore an arm band emblazoned with a swastika and each detachment carried a distinctive unit banner. Goebbels wanted the evening’s procession to be a fiery sea of red and black, scarlet and gold, surging to heavy thumping music from military bands.


The crowds streamed along the wide avenue of Unter den Linden and down Wilhelmstrasse towards Wilhelmplatz chanting ‘Sieg Heil’ to the rhythmic slow beat of drums and stamping feet.


Sebastian Haffner, a 25-year-old law student then training to be a civil servant, read the headline in the evening paper: ‘Cabinet of National Unity Formed. Hitler Reichschancellor’. He said, ‘For a moment I physically sensed the man’s odour of blood and filth, the nauseating approach of a man eating animal and its foul sharp claws in my face.’ The new Nazi vocabulary frightened him: Einsatz – Strike Force, Fanatisch – Fanatical, Volksgenosse – Racial Comrade, Artfremd – Racially Alien, and worst of all, Untermensch – Subhuman. Later he and his father agreed that the Germans who had voted for the Nazis were ‘misguided ignoramuses . . . victims of propaganda, a fluctuating mass that would fall apart at the first disappointment’.


Darkness fell, the torches blazed and the parade began. Göring took the microphone and described the scene to the nation. Later Hitler returned to the Reich Chancellery and appeared at a window with Göring at his side. The crowd went berserk, the cries of ‘Sieg Heil’ thundered to a crescendo, the drums beat in deadly slow time, triggering wave after wave of cheering as the new chancellor raised his arm in salute. From another window President Hindenburg watched, incredulous.


Goebbels claimed that there were 1 million uniformed men in the parade, the British ambassador thought it was nearer 50,000. When the last thundering ‘Sieg Heil’ echoed from the walls of the Reich Chancellery, Goebbels wrote in his diary: ‘It is almost like a dream – a fairy tale. The new Reich has been born. Fourteen years of work have been crowned with victory. The German revolution has begun!’


Two months later, on 31 March 1933, the government announced an anti-Jewish boycott would take place the next day. That afternoon Sebastian Haffner went to the library situated in the Kammergericht, the law court in Berlin. On the way he passed crowds shouting ‘Juda Verrecke’ (‘Death to Judah’) and behaving as if they were on holiday. Later, as he sat in the quiet of the library, the noise of tramping boots disturbed the silence. A young Nazi lawyer laughed and said, ‘The SA, they’re coming for the Jews.’ A Jewish barrister stood up from his desk and quietly left. An official announced, ‘The SA are in the building, the Jewish gentlemen would do well to leave.’ A Brownshirt burst in shouting, ‘Non Aryans must leave the premises immediately.’ In the courts the judges quietly adjourned and filed out of the building past the SA men who were now lining the stairs. A senior Jewish barrister was beaten up for making a fuss. He was a veteran of the First World War and had been wounded five times, losing an eye. In the library a fat Brownshirt stood in front of Haffner and demanded to know if he was non-Aryan, staring intently at his nose. Haffner said ‘No’ and instantly knew that, by even answering the question, he had been shamed and defeated. On his way home he felt that the whole edifice of German law had ceased to exist and that his work no longer had any meaning. The next day he crossed Berlin to visit a Jewish friend. SA men stood with aggressive insolence in front of the open doors of Jewish businesses while their comrades painted anti-Semitic slogans on the windows.


On 7 April two laws were passed, one removing Jews from government office and the other forbidding the admission of Jews to the Bar. In a speech to the SA Hitler warned: ‘I am resolved to suppress any attempt to disturb the existing order . . . Anyone, no matter what his position, who rises against the regular authority of the state will be putting his head in a noose.’


That June, the American consul general in Berlin, George S. Messersmith, wrote to the State Department, declaring that Hitler and his new Teutonic order were a threat to world peace and that ‘With a few exceptions the men who are running this government are of a mentality that you and I cannot understand. Some of them are psychopathic cases and would ordinarily be receiving treatment somewhere.’


None of these events made the slightest difference to the life of 20-year-old New Zealander Nancy Wake. Brought up by her mother in Sydney, Australia, she had run away from home at fifteen. In 1932 she inherited £200 from an aunt who wrote to her saying: ‘I have been thinking of you always and hope this can help you.’ A week later Wake sat in a first-class cabin aboard the Aorangi 11, the largest vessel of its kind, heading for New York where, in spite of Prohibition, she downed vast quantities of alcohol before heading for Europe. In London she taught herself to type and talked her way into a six-month trial working for the Randolph Hearst group of newspapers. Her job was to cover events all over Europe, based in Paris. Wake found a tiny apartment at the top of a building in the rue Sainte-Anne and moved in, determined to have a good time: ‘I arrived there a sensitive young Australian romantic, determined not to be uncouth but I quickly felt at home, safe and very, very happy, I just loved it all. I loved the food, I loved their humour, I loved everything about it from the first.’ She said: ‘I was thrilled to be in Paris with all these gorgeous Frenchmen chasing after me. I was the dizziest person there . . . For the first time in my life I was doing exactly what I wanted to do.’


Nancy was soon writing articles for Hearst newspapers across America, including the San Francisco Examiner, the Houston Chronicle and the New York Journal. She met French and American newspaper people and enjoyed their company. In the evenings she went to bars and cafes to meet fellow journalists. For Wake ‘they were very funny and I used to learn a lot from them . . . We were all friends. Most of the men were married with their wives in America or someplace, but we were mostly just friends. Mostly.’ A favourite bar was Luigi’s, where a regular topic of conversation was Germany.


Hitler’s new laws became more and more repressive. The Jews were persecuted, trade unions and all political parties other than the Nazi Party were banned; clergymen who preached against Hitler were arrested as were members of the Reichstag who belonged to the Communist Party. Hitler pressurised Hindenburg into issuing a decree authorising the Nazi government to arrest and intern any person it deemed to be a threat to national security. A new word entered the vocabulary: Gestapo, an abbreviation for the Geheime Staatspolizei the State Secret Police.


By the end of 1934 Hindenburg was dead and Hitler was both president and chancellor of Germany, with the title of Führer – leader. The Hitlergruß, the Nazi salute accompanied with the words ‘Heil Hitler’, became the compulsory greeting for everyone. Performances in the theatre ended with the singing of ‘Deutschland Uber Alles’ followed by the SA anthem ‘The Horst Wessel Song’. Soldiers had to swear before God ‘. . . to obey without reservation, Adolf Hitler, Führer of the Reich, supreme chief of the Wehrmacht. I pledge myself as a courageous soldier always to observe this oath, even at the risk of my life.’ The numbers of persecuted people leaving Germany kept rising and in 1937 reached nearly a quarter of a million. With Jews now excluded from the social, political and financial life of the country, Germany became a world that ‘. . . seems to be divided into two parts – those places where Jews could not live and those where they could not enter.’


On 26 April 1937 the Luftwaffe’s Condor Legion appeared in the skies above Guernica in Spain. It was market day. The planes were armed with a mixture of blast, splinter and incendiary bombs. By dusk the town was in ruins and 300 civilians were dead. A month later the Spanish painter Picasso began work on a huge picture of the event. Simply entitled Guernica it was hung at the 1937 World Fair in Paris. The Nazi guidebook to the fair described the work as ‘. . . a hodgepodge of body parts that any four-year-old could have painted’.


By now, in London, the British authorities were concerned by what was happening in Germany and began to give the Hitler problem some thought. Three security organisations emerged. From the Foreign Office came one to investigate how propaganda could be used to influence German public opinion. It was called EH after Electra House, on the Embankment, where it was based.


The second body came from the Secret Intelligence Service, SIS, and was called ‘Section D’. Its job was to ‘Investigate every possibility of attacking potential enemies by means other than the operations of military forces.’ The head of Section D complained that it was ‘As if one had been told to move the pyramids with a pin.’ The War Office also fielded an organisation it called General Staff (Research) or GS(R), just one officer and a typist. It was run by an engineer, Major J. C. F. Holland, who had spent time in Ireland during the Troubles. Holland decided that his area of research would be ‘Guerrilla Warfare’.


Anti-Semitism was not confined to Germany. The mother of the young countess Krystyna Skarbek was a rich Jewess, heir to a banking fortune who had married an impoverished Polish aristocrat. There was a popular song about Krystyna’s father: ‘Listen Count and take heed not to step into debt. It may land you in a stew having as a wife the daughter of a Jew.’ An acquaintance described Krystyna as ‘A lovely young woman . . . but in her presence Jewish topics were shunned . . . just as one never speaks of the gallows in the house of a hanged man.’ The same friend remembered a moment when, at a gathering, a woman in a traditional Jewish costume had called Krystyna’s name and everyone present froze while Krystyna pretended not to hear the woman.


Krystyna’s father counted royalty and a mythical dragon-slayer among his ancestors and lived on a huge estate bought by his wife. As a child Krystyna led a charmed life. She was pampered by servants and spent her days roaming the fields on a horse armed with a gun and a knife and followed everywhere by an adoring hound. At the age of twelve she had stolen and ridden her father’s black stallion, a dangerous animal that had broken a man’s leg. At school she was a quick learner, good at languages and sport. At her convent she had set fire to a monk’s habit and been expelled. On her finger she wore the Skarbek signet ring, which included a sliver of iron, celebrating an ancestor who had refused to bow to a German emperor. Legend had it that he had flung his gold ring into the man’s coffers declaiming: ‘Let gold eat gold. We Poles love iron.’


In 1928 when Krystyna was twenty the bank collapsed, the estate was sold and her childhood idyll ended. Her father abandoned the family and died a drunk. Krystyna moved to Warsaw with her mother and very little money. In 1930, when she was twenty-two, she married a very rich man who described her as ‘dotty, romantic and forever seeking change’. The couple soon divorced. Eight years later, in 1938, Krystyna was poised to marry for the second time. Her future husband, Count Jerzy Giżycki, was nearly twenty years her senior and a dashing adventurer who had worked as a cowboy, trapper, gold prospector and had been John D. Rockefeller’s driver. He was well connected and had links with the Polish diplomatic service and British Intelligence, especially SIS. He described Krystyna as an ‘excellent horse-woman, fair skier and the most intrepid human being I have ever met – man or woman’. She called him her ‘Svengali’.


On 12 March 1938, Nazi troops marched into Austria. On 14 March the Anschluss, the formal union between Austria and Germany, was signed. Hitler burst into tears when he held the document. Then he made a triumphal procession into Vienna, the city where he had wandered penniless as a young man before the First World War. It was in Vienna that he had failed to become a professional artist or an architect and had been forced to live in shelters for the homeless as a down-and-out. Now his Mercedes swept through streets lined with cheering crowds and huge swastika flags billowed from the buildings. The car, flanked by outriders and SS security men, headed for the Hotel Imperial where the Führer had once laboured sweeping snow, forced to doff his cap to the rich and famous.


Hitler’s arrival was the signal for a wave of anti-Jewish violence all over Austria. Thousands of Jews were jailed without reason. In Vienna Jewish men and women were seized as they walked the streets and humiliated, forced to scrub pavements and clean lavatories with sacred cloth ripped from their synagogues.


Refugees from the Nazi regime began to appear on the streets of Paris; some turned up at Luigi’s and they all had stories. Nancy Wake heard a former socialist representative of the Reichstag describing how he had been forced out for not being a Nazi and how he had fled Germany in fear of his life. He told them what was happening in Vienna and begged journalists to write about it. Wake went by train to the Austrian capital where she found brown-shirted SA marching around the beautiful streets bullying and shrieking at anyone suspected of being ‘non Aryan’. In the main square she watched a group of Brownshirts tying Jews to huge wheels, which they rolled along the cobbles while slashing at their victims with whips. Jewish stores were ransacked, the contents looted or thrown into the streets and the word JUDE was daubed on the plate-glass windows in huge red letters. Wake said:




That trip was an important one for me . . . I was horrified and revolted by the public scenes . . . It was in Vienna that I formed my own opinion of the Nazis. I resolved there and then that if I ever had the chance, however big or small, stupid or dangerous, I would try and make things more difficult for their rotten party.





Yet Nancy returned to Paris to find that she could not sell her stories. The world was not interested. To console herself she bought a little dog, a wire-haired terrier, that she named ‘Picon’ after the barman at Luigi’s, and had him christened in the cafe by a visiting American clergyman. She promised to bring the dog up as a law-abiding citizen.


In 1938, another resident in Paris, Noor Inayat Khan, had just graduated from the Sorbonne with a degree in child psychology. She was born on 2 January 1914 in St Petersburg, Russia. Her mother was American and her father was descended from the eighteenth-century ruler of the kingdom of Mysore. Khan could play the harp and piano and spoke several languages. She loved to write and to play music with her brothers and sisters. Her mother, to whom she was very close, wrote that Noor: ‘Through all the stress and storms of life, she moves in quiet delight . . . she has the gift that few possess, the gift of love’s sublimity.’


At the suggestion of a friend Khan began to translate some of the Jataka Tales, 500 charming Indian allegories about the early life of the Buddha. A theme that began to occur in her work was the tale of a magical creature who brought joy and light into the world but who in the end was called upon to make a great sacrifice.


On 7 November, a Polish Jew named Herschel Grynszpan walked into the German Embassy in Paris. He carried a pistol and fired at Ernst vom Rath, a diplomat, badly wounding him. The next day the Nazi government banned all Jewish children from school and closed down the publication of all Jewish newspapers and magazines. Rath died of his injuries on 9 November and there was a public outcry. Joseph Goebbels announced that it was the Führer’s wish that ‘demonstrations should not be prepared or organized by the party, but insofar as they erupt spontaneously, they are not to be hampered’. In his diary he wrote: ‘Action against the Jews will shortly be under way.’ Early on the morning of 10 November, Reinhard Heydrich sent a telegram with orders that ‘Business and private apartments of Jews may be destroyed but not looted. The demonstrations that take place shall not be hindered by the police. As many Jews, especially the rich ones, are to be arrested as can be accommodated in the existing prisons.’


That afternoon a boy, Alfons Heck, was on his way home from school in the small, quiet town of Wittlich, where the main businesses were farming and wine-making. Dark-green lorries roared past him into the town square. Armed SS and SA troopers leapt out, fanning across the square and into the streets. Their first target was a large shoe shop next to the town hall. They smashed the windows and flung the stock through the broken glass. The good Aryan citizens of Wittlich scrabbled in the dirt to steal the brand-new shoes that were falling like rain all around them. Alfons and his friends followed the rioters to Himmeroder Strasse and watched the SS and SA smashing down the doors of the synagogue. The delicate crystal glass of the large fanlight sailed through the air, splintering into a thousand pieces on the cobbles. A trooper climbed onto the roof waving the rolls of the sacred Torah shouting: ‘Wipe your arse on it, Jews!’ His voice was almost drowned out by the noise of the synagogue furniture crashing onto the road, hurled from the building’s high windows.


Every Jewish business in Wittlich suffered the same fate. All the Jewish men were herded into lorries and driven off. Heck watched an SS trooper slam his fist into the face of the uncle of one of his classmates. The man collapsed, blood spurting from his nose. The soldiers picked him up and threw him ‘like a bail of hay’ into the back of a truck. The victim was a veteran of the First World War who had lost a leg fighting for Germany. As the victim’s body landed in the lorry he let out a deep moan and Heck said that at that moment, he felt a surge of excitement and wanted to join in the destruction.


Similar scenes were played out all over Germany. The police did nothing while the fire services watched as Jewish buildings burned. In Berlin a British journalist wrote that mob law ruled:




. . . throughout the afternoon and evening and hordes of hooligans indulged in an orgy of destruction. I have seen several anti-Jewish outbreaks in Germany during the last five years, but never anything as nauseating as this. Racial hatred and hysteria seemed to have taken hold of otherwise decent people. I saw fashionably dressed women clapping their hands and screaming with glee, while respectable middle-class mothers held up their babies to see the ‘fun’.





The night of 9–10 November became known as Kristallnacht, or ‘the night of the broken glass’.


In London, people in the War Office continued to work on the idea of guerrilla warfare. In June 1939 a paper was produced that concluded: ‘If guerilla warfare is co-ordinated and also related to main operations, it should, in favourable circumstances, cause such a diversion of enemy strength as eventually to present decisive opportunities to the main force.’ Roughly translated this meant ‘Guerilla warfare might work and we should probably give it a go, or not, as the case may be.’


Lieutenant Colonel Colin Gubbins took a more robust view. He was a regular soldier who had served in India. Major J. C. F. Holland, head of General Staff (Research), took Gubbins to lunch and told him about his interest in undercover warfare. Then he asked him to write training pamphlets on the subject. One result was ‘The Art of Guerrilla Warfare’ which explained that ‘Guerrilla actions will usually take place at point blank range as the result of an ambush or raid . . . Undoubtedly, therefore, the most effective weapon for the guerrilla is the sub-machine gun.’ Another pamphlet, ‘How to Use High Explosives’ proved to be very useful and popular.


In May 1939, Virginia Hall, an American who had worked in the US Consulate in Tallinn in Estonia, was in Paris and at the end of her tether. For twelve years she had tried to follow a career in the Foreign Service and at every turn she had been frustrated. One of her superiors had described her as a satisfactory clerk but a woman of unbounded ambition, with no self-awareness, who talked too much.


In 1931, on holiday in Turkey, Hall had gone shooting snipe with a group of friends. Towards the end of the afternoon she crossed a wire fence with her loaded shotgun under her arm and accidentally fired it. The blast hit her left foot at point-blank range. Gangrene set in and the lower part of her left leg was amputated. She was fitted with an artificial limb that she christened ‘Cuthbert’.


An assistant secretary of state, who did not like women in the service, had discovered there was a ruling on disability and informed his superior that: ‘The regulation governing physical examinations to the Foreign Service prescribe that amputation of any portion of a limb . . . is a cause of rejection, and it would not be possible for Miss Hall to qualify for entry into the Service under these regulations.’ She stuck it out as a clerk for another two years but in May she resigned and went to Paris. She was thirty-three years old.


In the City of Light she found that not all Parisians were as tolerant to the refugees from Germany as the journalists who drank with Nancy Wake at Luigi’s. Hall wrote home to her mother in America telling her of slogans scrawled on the walls of Jewish businesses and of Jews being beaten up in broad daylight.


By August 1939 Noor Khan’s career was blossoming. She wrote a gentle story called ‘Ce qu’on entende quelquefois dans les bois’ (‘What You Sometimes Hear in the Woods’), which was given a spread in the Sunday Figaro illustrated with her own drawings. At the same time Radio Paris began to record her stories for their Children’s Hour slot and Jataka Tales was published by George Harrap under their Folk and Fairy Tales for Girls and Boys list. The book was bound in handsome sky-blue cloth boards wrapped in a yellow dust jacket on which was an engraving of a deer and her fawn looking lovingly at each other. On the flyleaf the publishers claimed that the book told ‘. . . of animals and men who are moved to kindly acts by their appreciation of noble example’. The publication was a great success. Noor now also began a collaboration with a well-known journalist; they planned to publish an illustrated newspaper for children with the title Bel Age (Beautiful Age)


Meanwhile Nancy Wake had fallen in love with a Frenchman, an entrepreneur called Henri Fiocca. She met him in the resort of Juan-les-Pins where Picasso took his mistresses and where celebrities like Coco Chanel and Somerset Maugham went to relax. Henri was an industrialist and a playboy. Wake said: ‘I was madly attracted to him . . . he was charming, he made me laugh and he was dead sexy.’ He was fourteen years her senior and very rich. From the moment they met Nancy found every excuse to travel to stay with Henri in Marseille, a city she came to love. Henri for his part often went to Paris to see Nancy and meet her friends. ‘I think it helped when Henri saw the way I lived my life with a large group of male journalists who were my close friends but not my lovers . . . he saw the way we were all such great comrades together . . . and he became friendly with a lot of them too.’ Henri proposed to her in his favourite restaurant in Marseille, Verduns, and she accepted. The wedding day was set for the spring of the following year, 1940. Nancy said:




There really was a sense that Europe was going straight to hell and that there was only a limited time to enjoy what you wanted to do. Everyone was packing as much pleasure into every day as we could, no-one knew what tomorrow would bring . . . It might seem frivolous to do what we were doing . . . but we thought that it was not only probable that this was our last summer before the war, it might just be our last summer full stop.





All through the year, Ribbentrop and Molotov, the foreign ministers of Germany and Russia respectively, had been negotiating a non-aggression treaty with each other. On 23 August 1939, in Moscow, the deal was done and the two men signed the agreement watched by a beaming Joseph Stalin. At the end of the treaty there was a secret protocol agreeing, among other things, that in the event of a ‘political re-arrangement’ of Poland that country would be divided between the two powers. The treaty was signed with much handshaking, back-slapping, vodka-drinking and photography. Very few people knew about the last clause.


In Berlin Hitler ordered the invasion of Poland, Fall Weiss (Case White). He told his generals that the object of the campaign was: ‘physically to destroy the enemy. My “Death’s Head” formations [have] orders to kill without pity or mercy all men, women, and children of Polish descent or language. Only in this way can we obtain the living space we need . . .’ He had also commanded his generals to: ‘Close your hearts to pity! Act brutally! . . . be harsh, be remorseless! . . . Be steeled against all signs of compassion.’


In the early hours of Friday 1 September 1939, a German commando unit, disguised as Polish soldiers, attacked a German radio station sited very close to the border with Poland. They shot the guards, and then turned on some of their own unit, bludgeoning them to death and mutilating their faces beyond recognition. The commandos then destroyed the radio station and vanished, heading for their base deeper inside Germany. Similar attacks took place at other border wireless transmitting stations. The dead and mutilated ‘comrades’ were political prisoners dragged out of concentration camps to play a part in Operation Himmler. Their disfigured bodies looked as though they had been killed by the defending German soldiers. Hitler declared to the world: ‘This night . . . Polish regular soldiers fired on our own territory. Since 5:45 a.m. we have been returning the fire . . . I will continue this struggle, no matter against whom, until the safety of the Reich and its rights are secured.’ The invasion of Poland had begun.


On 3 September 1939, at 11.15 a.m. the British prime minister, Neville Chamberlain, broadcast to the nation announcing that the British government had given Germany until 11.00 that morning to withdraw its troops from Poland. In his calm, nasal, upper-middle-class voice he told the nation that as ‘no such undertaking has been received . . . this country is at war with Germany.’ His closing message was ‘It is the evil things that we are fighting against – brute force, bad faith, injustice, oppression and persecution . . .’


The same day in Stockwell, London, at number 18 Burnley Road, the Bushell family listened to the broadcast in silence. When it ended the children, four boys and a girl, all in their teens, broke into fast, fluent French spoken with a South London accent. Their father, Charlie, could not understand a word they were saying. Charlie had been an ambulance driver in France in the First World War where he had met and married their mother, Reine. The children had been brought up in France and England. The daughter, Violette, was pretty with black hair ‘like a raven’s wing’. She was eighteen years old and a lover of sport, especially gymnastics. She didn’t get on with her father and had once run away from home to stay with her relatives in France. Her brother Roy described her as ‘Pretty, smart and pig headed’.


Outside an air-raid siren began to wail and the family ran down the steep steps of the house into the street where all their neighbours were congregating. Overhead silver barrage balloons bobbed on steel hawsers, while higher still the silver silhouettes of aircraft twinkled in the blue sky. Nothing happened, it had been a false alarm, the aircraft were friendly. A strange silence filled the streets. Families drifted back inside. Charlie Bushell resolved to become an air-raid warden; his eldest son, Roy, announced that he was going to join the army. The other three boys were too young to enlist. Violette did not know what she was going to do.


In the days that followed German troops travelled to Poland in trains with ‘Wir fahren nach Polen, um Juden zum dreschen’ (‘We’re going to Poland to thrash the Jews’) chalked on the carriages. The Poles fought with great bravery as the German Army pounded and smashed its way to Warsaw. The recently harvested fields shook to the thud of heavy artillery; animals and humans fled from the crash of mortars and the stutter of automatic weapons; walls and buildings were smashed by twenty-ton Panzer tanks while all the time dive-bombers howled overhead. The Poles waited in vain for rescue by their English and French allies.


Behind the advancing army came special units with orders to eliminate the Polish middle classes in a plan named Operation Tannenberg. Soon, large groups of university professors, school-teachers, doctors, political activists, musicians, actors and retired officers were rounded up, led through the streets to public execution yards and shot. The Germans had compiled a list of 61,000 suspects to help identify their victims.


In three weeks Polish pilots destroyed more than 250 German planes but lost nearly two-thirds of their own machines. One pilot, Captain Roman Czerniawski, was ordered to round up as many reserve pilots as he could and fly the surviving aircraft of the Warsaw-based Pursuit Unit to Romania. On 17 September the Russians invaded, heading west to link up with their German allies. On 24 September nearly 1150 German aircraft bombed Warsaw. On the ground the Polish Army began to disintegrate, the German and Soviet armies linked up, Warsaw capitulated on 29 September, and seven days later the fight for Poland was over.


Krystyna Skarbek and her new husband were in South Africa when they heard the news of the invasion of their homeland. They went straight back to England on the Capetown Castle, a small mailboat bound for Southampton, making agonisingly slow progress. Daily reports about the fighting were pinned to the ship’s bulletin board and made depressing reading. On 29 September, the day that Warsaw fell, a notice on the board read ‘Lost – a pair of lady’s pink panties. Lost – Warsaw’. Krystyna had family in Warsaw.


They arrived in Southampton on 6 October 1939. Within days Krystyna managed to secure an interview with Sir Robert Vansittart, a senior figure at the Foreign Office, a first cousin of Lawrence of Arabia and a hard-line opponent of Hitler. No one knew how she had contacted him or why he had agreed to see her. Krystyna outlined an idea she had to distribute propaganda inside Poland. Sir Robert was very interested and sent her on to his contacts in Section D. Next she was interviewed by a man calling himself ‘Fryday’; in fact an intelligent and ruthless captain called George Taylor. Krystyna launched straight into her plan. She wanted to smuggle anti-Nazi propaganda leaflets into Poland, crossing the border in secret and skiing over the Tatra Mountains to the winter resort at Zakopane, which she knew well. Earlier in her life she had helped boys smuggle cigarettes into the country by the same route, something she did just for the adventure. She knew the sporting men of Zakopane and was confident they would help her. She insisted that it was essential to start work at once to show solidarity with the Poles who now thought they had been abandoned to their fate. Then she told Taylor that the Germans were terrible bullies who needed to be intimidated with sabotage.


Taylor listened spellbound. When Krystyna left he wrote a report headed ‘Notes on Madam G’, the code name he had given her. ‘Madame G visited me at 4 o’clock. She is a very smart looking girl, simply dressed and an aristocrat. She is a flaming Polish patriot. She made an excellent impression and I really believe we have a PRIZE.’ He called her ‘a great adventuress’, ‘an expert skier’ and ‘absolutely fearless herself’. He insisted to his colleagues that ‘She says the matter is urgent’ and she wanted to leave ‘at once’. Taylor ended his report by saying ‘She needs money for her work and I think she is going to earn it.’


Meanwhile, in Marseille Nancy Wake had brought her wedding arrangements forward. She and Henri were married on 30 November. The ceremony was followed by a lavish reception at the Hôtel du Louvre et Paix on La Canebière, the Champs-Elysées of Marseille. The hotel’s stone facade carried four huge carved caryatids: a sphinx for America, an elephant for Asia, a dromedary for Africa and a fish for Europe. The statues stared down on the chauffeur-driven cars delivering the rich and important guests.


The head chef, Marius, had toiled for days over the menu. Deep-fried sole stuffed with the flesh of sea urchins was followed by lamb cutlets from Normandy roasted on improvised spits; then came fillets of beef and on and on. Each course was brought in on silver platters carried shoulder high and lit by secret lights hidden under the food. The guests cheered and stamped their feet with each new course. At the centre of everything was Nancy, beautiful in a wedding dress from Georges, the smartest couturier in Marseille. Her dress was made of black silk lined with pink and embroidered with rose-coloured orchids. Henri had invited three of Nancy’s journalist friends from Paris, which she said ‘was the nicest thing he ever did for me’. The dancing and drinking went on far into the night.


A fortnight before Christmas, in London, Krystyna received a telephone call telling her that the plan had been approved and she was being sent, as soon as possible, to Budapest. Once there her orders were to go straight to her hotel to meet a senior Section D officer who would brief her on local conditions. She was then to infiltrate herself into Poland, establish her contacts and set up a route to smuggle propaganda into the country. Her contacts in Hungary (code-named 15 Land) and Czechoslovakia (code-named 14 Land) were to be kept to the absolute minimum. She was told the fewer people she knew and could recognise the less she could give away if captured and tortured. Similarly the fewer people who knew who she was the less likely she was to be given away, either by chance or betrayal. It was emphasised that as a Jew and an aristocrat she was at special risk. She was given a new code name, Madame Marchande, and £250 to fund her mission.


The senior Section D operative in Budapest received a top-secret message about the operation. He was told Krystyna had been taken on for a six-month trial period and his orders were to ‘Endeavour to form a definite impression whether the experiment should be continued or terminated.’ On 21 December Krystyna left for Hungary.




2


THE PHONEY WAR



Hungary had relied on Germany for trade throughout the 1930s and had become pro-fascist. By the end of 1939 the Hungarian government was passing anti-Semitic laws and sliding towards a military alliance with Hitler. Krystyna arrived in Budapest in time for the New Year of 1940, which brought with it some of the worst weather for forty-five years. All over Europe snow, ice, heavy frosts and freezing rain made travel by road or rail difficult and sometimes impossible.


In Berlin, Hitler’s generals, having conquered Poland, finalised the plans for Fall Gelb (Case Yellow), the invasion of the Low Countries. This was planned as the prelude to the invasion of France. Hitler wanted to start the campaign as soon as possible, irrespective of the weather or the army’s state of preparation and ordered the invasion to begin on 17 January.


On 10 January 1940, the pilot of a German Messerschmitt Bf 108 Typhoon became lost in bad weather on his way to Cologne. With him was a passenger carrying a full set of plans for Case Yellow. When the plane crash-landed in a field in Holland, both men were arrested by the Dutch police and the plans fell into enemy hands. When he was given the news Hitler railed at the incompetence of it all and called off the invasion. The quiet that had descended on Europe after the fall of Poland continued. The British termed it the Phoney War, the German press called it Sitzkrieg, and the French drôle de guerre. Europe waited, wondering what would happen next.


By the end of January Krystyna Skarbek was living in a small Budapest apartment arranged by Section D. Her cover story was that she was a foreign correspondent. One evening she was invited to a restaurant called the Café Floris. She walked into a crowded room and, by chance, saw a man she had met several years before. His name was Andrzej Kowerski, and when Krystyna came in he ‘stopped and stared at her. She was slim, sunburnt, with brown hair and eyes. A kind of crackling vitality seemed to emanate from her.’


Kowerski was a tall, strongly built man with fair hair and powerful blue eyes. He held Poland’s highest medal for bravery, the Virtuti Militari. Like Virginia Hall he had lost the lower part of one leg after a shooting accident. His orders were to stay in Budapest and organise the escape of interned Polish soldiers.


Krystyna invited him to have dinner with her the next night; he accepted but his work intervened and he stood her up. The next day he rang and arranged to meet her by the Chain Bridge, the suspension bridge linking Buda and Pest across the Danube. The night was freezing and his old Chevrolet unheated. As he approached the bridge he saw Krystyna, standing in the snow wearing a duffel coat with a hood pulled up against the cold. She walked towards the car ‘In a dancing way, full of grace’.


They dined in a fashionable restaurant called Café Hangli, owned by one of the richest men in Hungary. They talked all evening, Kowerski drinking wine while Krystyna drank water. He told her that the Poles were bitter because England and France had not rushed to join the fighting as they had promised. German propaganda posters showing a badly wounded Polish soldier talking to Neville Chamberlain were all over Poland. The soldier points to a scene of utter devastation, exploding shells, burning buildings and dead civilians. The caption reads England, This Is Your Doing.


Krystyna told Kowerski about her idea to get anti-Nazi propaganda into Poland and how she planned to cross the Tatra Mountains. Kowerski warned her that the pass to the Tatras was over 6000 feet above sea level, at night the temperature dropped to minus 20 or even 30 degrees. Many refugees had died trying to get out of Poland by this route and their bodies still lay frozen in the snow. She should at least wait until the spring he advised although even then the journey was going to be very difficult.


They spent that night in Krystyna’s flat, which Kowerski found ‘amazingly warm and cosy . . . everything was magical and wonderful and funny’. When the maid appeared the next morning Kowerski slipped from the bed and hid in the wardrobe. When she had gone he ate ‘every scrap of butter and crumb on the tray’. In the days that followed Krystyna badgered her new lover to find her a guide.


Eventually Kowerski found Jan Marusarz, a ski instructor from Zakopane and a former member of the Polish Olympic winter sports team. He was now working as a courier for the Polish military attaché, making regular journeys across the mountains into Poland. He too was horrified at Krystyna’s plan. How did she think she would survive a journey that was dangerous, even for an experienced mountaineer like himself? She was a physically slight woman and he doubted she had the strength or the stamina for a mid-winter mountain journey. It took Krystyna an hour to persuade him otherwise. ‘Very well,’ he said, ‘I’m a courier for the Polish Military Attaché and I have absolutely no right to take anyone with me, but I’ll do it for you.’


Krystyna, Marusarz and an agent known only as ‘Richard’ set off about the middle of February taking trains across Hungary and Czechoslovakia and jumping from the last one in the dark, just before the Polish border. They spent the night in a safe house and the next day slipped into Poland and began their trek into the mountains.


Their wooden skis were heavy, the going was steep and thick snow slowed them down. They travelled in silence, their panting breath billowing in front of them, their exposed faces whipped by the freezing wind, sweat soaking their clothes. They often had to stop to recover their strength. By the end of the first day they were exhausted. As the light failed Marusarz brought them to a small shelter. He lit the Primus, melted snow in a small pan and made lemon tea. That night, fully clothed, they slept huddled together for warmth.


At dawn they strapped on their skis and continued up the endless mountain slopes, heads bowed against the wind. The temperature dropped, the wind blew harder and the sky ahead turned a dark threatening grey. In the late afternoon they entered Cicha Dolina, the Silent Valley, the ancient route into the Tatra Mountains. By the time they reached the next shelter the freezing wind was howling and visibility had dropped to almost nothing. In the hut they once again brewed tea, ate their rations and fell into a deep sleep. During the night Krystyna woke and thought she could hear voices shouting. She shook the men and made them open the door, but it was impossible to hear or see anything.


The next morning the storm had passed and the sun shone in a bright-blue sky. The jagged peaks of the high Tatras glittered in the distance. They moved on, black dots silhouetted against white, easy prey for border patrols equipped with field glasses and high-powered rifles. During the morning they came across the bodies of a young couple, frozen together in death. Krystyna covered them with the branches of a pine tree and drew a cross in the snow.


After six days they reached Zakopane and found the town full of German soldiers. Marusarz and ‘Richard’ travelled on to Warsaw leaving Krystyna to look up old friends and start the dangerous task of contacting the Polish Resistance.


A few days later a crowded steam train crawled into Warsaw main station carrying Krystyna and her anti-Nazi propaganda. The huge station complex was new, unfinished and devastated by the fighting. She stared at the tall central building, wrecked by Luftwaffe bombs and blackened by an accidental fire in the summer before the war. Where the architects’ drawings had shown restaurants and cinemas, there were now only yawning caverns, open to the snow and cold. Acres of rubble surrounded the building, which was fenced off by splintered wooden hoardings. In the distance Krystyna saw the grey, blasted, smashed buildings of the city where she had grown up. Nothing moved in the wide, desolate streets, except for a few pedestrians huddled against the cold, and an occasional horse and cart.


Her first destination was 15 Rozbrat Street, where her mother lived. On her way there she saw Jews being beaten because they were walking in groups of more than three; she witnessed Jewish women and children running down the centre of the streets, forbidden to use the pavements. Gangs of Jews on punitive street-cleaning duty shovelled snow, shivering in ragged clothing.


She stayed with her mother for the next three days. She learnt that her brother Andrzej and several of her cousins had fought against the Germans and were now part of a resistance group. The city of Warsaw was under the control of a 39-year-old lawyer named Hans Frank who had ordered that all Jews must wear white armbands and blue Stars of David. Part of the city had been declared a Ghetto and 400,000 Jews were crammed into an area designed to house less than half that number. Krystyna tried to persuade her mother to leave the capital before she was forced into the Ghetto.


Krystyna met representatives of the most established Polish resistance group, the Union of Armed Struggle, the ZWZ. They were led by General Sosnkowski, an outstanding leader who, after the defeat of Poland, escaped in disguise to France to continue the fight against the Germans. The general’s plan was to create a network of cells ready to rise up on the return of the Polish Army. His loyalties were to his government in exile and he did not trust Krystyna. He saw her as a pro-British danger, inexperienced and a liability.
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