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Chapter One

The Midnight Lake

The Midnight Lake, French Ardennes, May 1926

“It’s too dark. I don’t like it,” the little girl shouted.
The girl’s mother clucked as mother hens do. “You can do this, 

Jessie. It’s only dark water from the peat. It won’t hurt you.”
“It’s too cold, Mummy. And slimy.”
“But you’ve got your plimsolls on. And shorts and a singlet. You 

can’t be cold, Jessie. The sun is very warm.”
Ruth Fordham’s nine-year-old stood, hands on hips, dexant and 

not happy with standing in the cold, dark water. 
“It’s not normal. The water’s black,” Jessie shouted.
“Jessie, if anyone is getting cold, it’s me,” Ruth Fordham said, a 

note of eSasperation in her voice. Lhe was beginning to shiver herself. 
Lhe wore similar clothing to her daughter. Lhe was knee deep in the 
Midnight Oake’s dark, peaty water. It was indeed cold but wouldn’t 
be if she could move around. Instead, she had spent the last twenty 
minutes persuading her young daughter to get in the water and learn 
to swim. But no. Jessie had made her mind up and there was nothing 
anyone could do now to change the girl’s mind.
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“I’m going back to the house,” Jessie announced, turning, and 
running away.

“Eo. Eo, you’re not,” her mother shouted back. “Ltay where you 
are, Jessie. zait for me,” Ruth shouted, trying to walk out of the lake 
with fro?en legs and slipping on a few slimy boulders.

She’s right about it being cold and slimy.
By the time Ruth had eStricated herself from the lake, there was no 

sign of Jessie.
“Jessie. Jessie, where are youC jome here and we will walk back to 

the house together.” Ruth waited for a reply, but there was none.

Jessie had no idea why she ran and no idea where she was going. All she 
knew was that she desperately wanted not to go into the black water. 
It didn’t seem natural. Lo, she ran away. Although he wasn’t there, she 
could hear her father admonishing her.

“Always running away, Jessie. Never standing your ground.”
Jessie stopped running and looked about. The gardens round the 

house and lake were new to the entire Fordham family. It hadn’t been 
long since her parents had bought the property and this was only the 
second time they had been to the Midnight Oake. That fact, even at her 
young age, soon became very evident to Jessie as she realised, she had 
no idea where she was, let alone how to get back to where she wanted 
to be.

2ven worse, it was getting dark. Jessie was not ;ust a precocious 
childG she was also easily scared. Lhe was alone, in a strange land, with 
night falling.

Are there dangerous animals in France?
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It was a rhetorical 'uestion that had no answer. Jessie didn’t even 
know if there were dangerous animals at home in 2ngland.

Lhe realised she had to xnd shelter in case it rained and somehow 
keep warm. Lhorts and a singlet were not going to keep her warm 
during the coming night. And it would be a long and cold night if her 
mother didn’t xnd her.

Jessie started walking with all these thoughts running through her 
head. Lhe was paying little attention to where she was placing her feet, 
which accounted for her missing her footing and falling down a small 
gulley. Jessie came to a slithering halt as she hit her head on a rock and 
lost consciousness. 2ntangled in weeds, roots, and fallen leaves, these 
covered her slim body forming a natural barrier against the elements. 
Jessie didn…t know it, but if she had she would have found it amusing 
that she was as snug as a bug in a rug. 

“Lhe’s been out there for hours, Albert,” Ruth shouted down the 
telephone. “Lhe’s only nine years old,” she added, weeping at the same 
time as shouting.

“I know,” Albert’s tinny voice came over the phone. “I’ll be there 
as fast as I can. But I’m in 3aris for this important meeting. You know 
I cannot shirk this responsibility. There are those who have put a lot 
of time and e4ort into this. Me getting this ;ob will be the pinnacle of 
their achievement.”

All Ruth could do was nod her head and whisper, “I know. I know 
what’s at stake. But Jessie5”

“jall the local police and the mayor. Lee if they can do something 
to help.”
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“I will,” Ruth said, placing the receiver 'uietly on the telephone 
cradle. Ruth Fordham wiped away the tears and wondered how she 
could xnd the telephone number for anyone. Lhe had no telephone 
directory and couldn’t speak French. Eo. it was up to her to xnd her 
daughter.

Ruth picked up the old rucksack, one belonging to somebody who 
once lived at their summer home and opened the clips. Lhe looked 
inside and found nothing but a few crumpled French sweet wrappers. 
jrushed leaves and cobwebs. Lhe turned it upside down and shook 
the contents out.

Lhe then placed inside a battery torch, matches, candles, two boiled 
eggs, cheese, bread, and a small pottery Vagon of water. If she were to 
get lost, or even xnd Jessie, but were both then lost, at least they would 
not starve and would have water.

Before leaving the house, Ruth made sure her twin sons were asleep 
and ensured the housekeeper and cook, Madame Eoaire, knew what 
to do. Lhe looked about and wondered which way would be the best 
way to go. Madame Eoaire’s husband, Maurice, was already out look-
ing for Jessie. Lhe hadn’t asked him to help and had no idea where he 
was looking, but she had no choice but to go and look herself. Litting 
and waiting was not something she could do.

Ruth Fordham walked down the cinder patch from the front door, 
turned toward the lake, and tried to retrace her steps.
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Jessie woke up, slowly opening her eyes to let in the watery light of a 
misty Ardennes late evening and screamed. Lhe was looking directly 
into a skull. Lhe had seen skulls before, in a pirate themed picture 
book, but this was something else, something real.

Jessie pushed herself backwards, away from the grinning skull, and 
realised she was surrounded by at least three gravestones. Dravestones 
meant more skullsG more dead people and a place where Jessie didn’t 
want to spend any time. Lhe screamed and then screamed again when 
a large hand pressed down onto her shoulder. 

“I cannot thank you enough,” Ruth Fordham said as Maurice Eoaire 
handed over a limp, but alive, Jessie to her tender care. “zhere was 
sheC”

“Eear the burial site of the original owners. The couple who creat-
ed this paradise, along with their little boy, all died from an outbreak 
of plague. They were buried close to the lake. Lometime later, many 
years later, headstones were added.”

Ruth took Jessie and placed her on the sofa in what was to become 
her husband’s o0ce.

“Pow are you feeling, JessieC”
Jessie looked up at her mother through half-closed eyes. “I’m cold, 

tired, and hungry. More hungry than cold and tired.”
“zhat would you like to eatC”
“I have chicken soup with lentils and beans in the kitchen. zould 

you like a large bowl, with fresh bread and butterC” Madame Eoaire 
asked.
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Jessie, a big fan of Madame Eoaire’s cooking, nodded her head, 
giving the cook a look of desperation.

“Dery well,” Madame Eoaire said, turning to leave.
“And ice-cream.”
Madame Eoaire looked over her shoulder and winked at Jessie.
After the Eoaire’s had left, Ruth cradled her daughter’s head and 

looked at the wound at the rear, close to where her ponytail started.
“Oooks sore,” she said.
“It is,” Jessie said.
“zell, there’s a bump forming but no skin breakage. You’ll make a 

good recovery.”
“I like it here,” Jessie said in a matter-of-fact way, sitting up, ready 

to receive a large bowl of soup.
“ze still need to teach you to swim. You’re not getting out of that,” 

Ruth said.
“I know. I was being silly, running away. And I got frightened by 

the skull. zho was itC”
“Maurice said it must have been one of the original owners. Maybe 

a wild dog or cat dug it up. They had been dead a long time.”
“Pow longC”
“Pundreds of years, Jessie. In the E7FFs I think.”
Jessie was not certain when the E7FFs where, but it certainly sound-

ed a long time ago.
The door opened and Madame Eoaire walked in with a large tray 

holding two bowls of soup, a plate of freshly cut bread, a plate of 
biscuits and two small bowls of ice-cream.

“That looks delicious,” Ruth said.
Jessie said nothing, but picked up one bowl of soup, a piece of bread 

and dipped one in the other, pausing to take a big bite, and winked a 
thank you to Madame Eoaire.
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Madame Eoaire smiled and winked back.
The door closed and Ruth and Jessie were left alone.
“You must promise me you will never run away again, no matter 

how bad the situation is. You must stand up, do what needs to be done 
and do not run away from whatever it is you fear.

Jessie dipped her bread in the soup again and took a large bite. “I 
wump, mummer. 3umis.”

“And another thing.”
Jessie stopped eating.
“Hon’t talk with your mouthful. It’s rude. Eow move over, my 

turn to eat before it all disappears.”



Chapter Two

A Death in the Mist

Ledbury, England May 1926

He cut the engine to his Riley Brooklands and coasted to a quiet stop. 
It was three in the morning in a misty, fog-bound village square in the 
Gloucestershire market town of Ledbury. His car creaked as the man 
got out and closed the door as quietly as possible.

Quietly! That’s a laugh. 
He pulled up the collar to his black gabardine mac and pulled his 

black fedora down low on his head. The black theme was completed 
with black trousers and shoes. He wiped a Mnger and thumb across his 
black moustache, looking at the mist crawling between the wooden 
beams of the centuries old Earket House. It was bitterly cold, and he 
hated being cold. His normal environment was somewhere, anywhere, 
where the sun shone and winters were not so inclement as here in Sng-
land. xomewhere warm, e1otic, inviting and with plenty of watering 
holes were high on his wish list. But Sngland in the 920Ws had no such 
inviting places, and he was loath to even be in the country, despite 
having been born only a few miles down the road from his current 
location.
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?Have you brought the money”’
The voice came from under the Earket House, between the pillars 

of the ancient structure in the townjs high street.
?Pome out where I can see you,’ the man in black said.
The clip clop of riding boots was unmistakable. xomeone was 

walking towards him from under the building. K Mgure emerged, 
swirling fog around his body made it hard for the man in black to 
discern if he knew who it was. K brief gust of damp air suddenly 
cleared the fog.

?Aell,’ the man in black said, ?I never e1pected you.’
?It seems, in our line of work, we least suspect those closest to us.’
?Isnjt that the truth”’
?Have you got the money”’
?Df course. Co you think Ijm stupid” Have you got the package”’
?Yo. I know youjre not stupid, …ust a little careless. Fes, I have the 

package, including the wheels from the device.’
?Aheels” Orom the machine” Orom an Snigma machine”’
That’s worth a lot more money to my buyer.
?Fes, wheels from the machine.’
?xhow me.’
The man in the shadows fumbled in his …acket pocket and pulled 

out a small package. ?Theyjre in here, along with the microMlm of the 
manual.’

?EicroMlm. Ijve heard of that.’
?I hope your buyers know what to do with the microMlm. Ks to the 

device, if they have a working machine, things will Mt into place now. 
Itjs worth the money youjre paying us. This German code can only be 
broken by e1perts, and people with an engineering background. Fou 
will have to build a machine.’

?“aying us” Aho is us” I thought you worked alone.’
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K sudden echo of footsteps, heavy in the foggy air, could be heard 
moving closer.

?Into the alley, quickly,’ the shadowy man said.
The street was quiet e1cept for the footsteps, the owner of which 

walked slowly past the alleyway.
Oootsteps receded, and the man in black sti;ed a laugh. 
?This is ridiculous.’
?Yot if you are as deadly intent on gaining a lot of money" as I am, 

my friend.’
?Ijm not your friend. Yever was. Fou take too much on yourself 

and make yourself too important. Foujre a nobody.’
?This gun in my hand says otherwise.’
?xnap,’ the man in black said.
?But"’
K gun Mred, and the echo boomed in the alleyway as another shot 

rang out, the bullet Mnding its mark. K long groan and another shot 
Mred.

Dut of the alleyway, a man stumbled, crashed against the sports 
car, pulled himself to the driverjs door and fumbled to open it. He 
stopped, realised his black fedora was lost in the alleyway. He thought 
to retrieve it, then thought better of the move. K police o=cerjs whistle 
sounded in the distance and it made up the man in blackjs mind. He 
pulled the driverjs door open. Aith a groan through gritted teeth, he 
dropped into the seat of the car, slammed the door shut and started 
the engine. “utting the car in gear, he drove away at speed, away from 
the Earket House and onto the Aorcester road.

The alleyway swirled with a foggy sheaf as an overweight local 
police o=cer arrived, breathless from his brief run, attempting to 
blow his police whistle as much as possible. The e>ort was too much? 
besides, it was more to scare assailants away as he was sure he had 
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heard at least three gunshots. Ks he approached the alleyway, shining 
the light from his battery torch, he saw a pale hand sticking out from 
the alleyway. The police o=cer stopped and pulled out his truncheon, 
…ust to be on the safe side. The heavy piece of wood felt reassuring in 
his hand, but he knew it would be useless against a gun. He slowly 
approached and saw the body lying in the alleyway on his back, his 
face lit in a ghostly panorama from the policemanjs ;ashlight and the 
grey glare of the fog. Ye1t to the hand was a black hat. He assumed 
it belonged to the man lying in the alleyway. The o=cer knelt ne1t to 
the prone man and felt for a pulse. There was none. The o=cer stood 
up and tutted. 

?Dh, this will not do, not on my watch. Yothing like this has 
ever happened before.@ He shone his ;ashlight on the manjs face and 
craned his neck to get an unobstructed view of the face. ?Good god,’ 
the o=cer blurted out, as he recognised the man. ?It canjt be. Lord 
Hallan”’



Chapter Three

Like Father, Like 
Daughter

Catterick Garrison, England, June 1926

“Why are we leaving?” The girl’s question, under normal circum-
stances, would have been valid, but there was nothing normal about 
the way the British army worked. You did as you were told and you 
went where they sent you. And if it meant uprooting your family, so 
be it.

The girl’s mother smiled at her daughter, in that indulgent way 
mothers do. “Because the army wants daddy to work in Egypt.”

The girl sighed. She sat next to her mother on the family sofa in 
their army supplied house in Catterick. She looked up at her mother 
and smiled back. Then she looked at her father and scowled. “Why 
don’t you leave the army and then we can stay here.”

“It’s not as simple as that, Jessie. Besides, the army owns this house. 
So even if I left the army we would have to move.”

“We can live in France,” Jessie said.
“It won’t be for long, Jessie,” her mother said.
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“But we liked it in France,” Jessie said, almost pleading.
“The army…”
“It’s always the army, daddy.”
“That’s who pays my wages and lets us buy such a lovely house in 

France.”
Jessie, thoughts racing through her head, desperately trying to 

think of something that would make the army see sense and let them 
stay in Catterick. But nothing came to her.

“When are we leaving?”
Jessie’s mother stroked her daughter’s arm. “At the end of the week. 

And as a special surprise, your uncle Nev will be joining us in Egypt 
later in the year.”

Jessie almost squealed with excitement. “Will he live with us,” she 
shouted.

Albert smiled. “No, he will have his own quarters. But he won’t be 
far away, so you’ll see a lot of him.”

Jessie clapped her hand excitedly.
“Now, we have almost 5nished packing everything away,” Ruth 

Fordham said, “and in a week we will take a train to Liverpool. We 
sail on 14th June on The Empress and disembark at Aboukir Bay, 
Alexandria, in Egypt. Then we travel for a few hours overland to Cairo. 
It’s going to be exciting, Jessie. A new country. New people. And you 
will make lots of new friends at the English school in Cairo.”

Jessie looked at her mother, then again at her father. The excitement 
of seeing her uncle again had passed. “I think I want to go to bed. I’m 
tired.”

After Jessie left the room to go to the bathroom, her father moved 
over to sit next to his wife.

“Is it me, Ruth?”
“What do you mean.”
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“It is so tiring, just talking to the girl. And she always runs away 
when things get tough. She never stands her ground.”

Ruth Fordham smiled. “She’s single minded, just like her father. As 
for not standing her ground, she did what any general would do when 
facing overwhelming odds. Retreat, re-group and 5ght another day. 
She never surrenders, just moves sideways away from the issue, for a 
while.”

“Not at all like you then.”
“No, she’s her father’s girl. And I’ll bet you were the same at her 

age.”
Albert Fordham kissed his wife on the cheek. “Time for bed, I 

think. We have a busy week ahead of us.”



Chapter Four

A Family Affair

Cairo, Egypt October 1929

Nev Fordham placed his chips on what he considered the winning 
number. He just knew the roulette table’s wheel was going to stop on 
his number, which meant he was about to be rich. Nev didn’t even 
consider the alternative. If he lost, he would be in debt to the biggest 
loan shark in Cairo, and Dio Deberge was not known to wait for his 
money when payments were due. His enforcers were adept at entering 
any premises, invited or otherwise, and removing items to the value of 
the debt if there was no money on-hand to pay the debt, well, they 
were not averse to cracking ribs, heads, even Bngers should anyone 
desire to stop them.

Tut Nev Fordham was certain his ship was coming in and nothing 
would change his mind.

Lhe casino, Ma Oaison d’zr, as it was grandly called, was buKKing 
and Nev could feel his luck was changing. Lhe croupier span the 
wheel and Nev, along with three other punters, stood and watched 
as mesmerised by the wheel as much as their dreams to becoming 
instantly rich.
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zf course, occasionally punters in Ma Oaison d’zr became rich. 
Tut if such a thing happened, they were soon relieved of their wealth.

Lhe spinning wheel was slowing and the gaggle of punters each 
drew in a breath in anticipation.

Lhe wheel slowed. Lhey let out their breath, even more slowly.
Clatter-clatter, the small metal ball noisily announced its path 

across the various numbered slots on the wheel. End then it stopped 
and the four punters let out their breath noisily, Bngers gripping the 
roulette table, necks craning, eyes rolling, each trying to see on what 
number the ball had landed on.

Nev’s number was twelve red. Lhe other three punters had all 
placed their bets on red as well, twenty-one, thirty and Bve.

Lhe little metal ball, that giver of hope and destroyer of dreams, had 
landed on red, but the number was not twelve, twenty-one, thirty or 
Bve. It was seven, just two spaces down from Nev’s bet.

”Tut that’s not possible,S Nev murmured, staring at the young 
croupier. ”Emir, that is not possible.S

Emir, the teenage croupier stared back, being used to destroying all 
punter’s dreams. ”Pept, rouge,S he said. ”I’m sorry Oister Nev. Tut 
you have lost, again.S

It was a Bnality that left each of the punters feeling empty, bereft of 
anything worthwhile in their lives, their stomachs doing somersaults.

Nev felt sick.
Emir gave a brief, sorrowful smile, as he collected in the winnings 

for the house.
E shrill whistle blew and the entrance doors to Ma Oaison d’zr 

crashed inwards, glass and wood shattering. ”Lhis is a raid on an illegal 
gambling house,S a man in a Tritish military uniform shouted. His 
cap had a red covering which singled him out as Oilitary Wolice. ”Ptay 
where you are and nobody leave.S
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Weople began running, trying to escape the Oilitary Wolice.
Nev looked at the croupier, then looked across at the bellowing 

o…cer. ”zh no, not you. zf all the people. Tetter scram, Emir.S
”Pcram' Ghat is scram,S the confused young man said.
”7un for it,S Nev hissed. ”It’s my brother.S
Tut it was too late. E burly army sergeant had made his way behind 

Nev and managed to grab both his and Emir’s arm. ”End where do 
you two birds think you’re 8ying to,S he said in a grux voice. 

Hearing the commotion, the o…cer looked across to the roulette 
table and recognition formed on his face, followed by a scowl and a 
soft groan. 

”Nev. Ghy oh why, Nev'S
Lhe o…cer walked across the brief space between the doors and the 

roulette table. He grabbed Nev by the left arm and pulled him toward 
the doors at the rear of the gambling 8oor.

”Come with me, Nev.S
”Elbert,S Nev spluttered, ”you cannot walk in and ruinVS
”Phut up, Nev, or I will arrest you and throw you in the slammer 

for a few days. Rou’re a Tritish o…cer, for heaven’s sake, man. Doesn’t 
that mean anything to you anymore'S

”TutVS
”Phut up, Nev,S the o…cer said, dragging him across the 8oor, 

between the poker, baccarat, and blackjack tables. Wast the cashierés 
o…ce, which seemed empty of any stax suddenly, and into the house 
manager’s o…ce. Egain, the place was strangely empty. Lhe Tritish 
o…cer gave out a brief murmur as he closed the door. ”Nobody at 
home, it seems.S

”zf course not. Lhey knew you were coming. I wish you had told 
me, Elbert.S

”Pit down, Nev.S
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”If only you hadVS
”Pit down, Nev, or I will knock you down for putting me in such a 

BJ.S
Nev sat down. ”Pome brother you are.S
”Nev, don’t act all innocent as the driven snow. Rou know how it 

works. I only knew myself an hour ago, and I had no way of contacting 
you. End yes, I am supposed to be your brother and I’m about to do 
something that could cost me my career. End that would not please 
some particularly important people, would it'S

”No, I suppose not. 2ery well little brother, get it ox your chest.S
”Ghere did you get the money from to gamble here' End how 

much of it have you lost'S
Nev realised there was no way out. ”Dio Deberge. Lwenty thou-

sand.S
”Yood.S
Nev looked at his brother. ”Yood'S
”Lhat’s what I said. I want you to go along with whatever Deberge 

has in mind for you to pay him back, then oxer to sell him military 
secrets. zur military secrets.S

”End then put the hangman’s noose around my neck, I suppose.S
”Nev, as you rightly pointed out, I am your brother, and I would 

not let any harm come to you. Dio Deberge is a dealer in secrets. He 
lures people like youVS

”Weople like me. Oeaning suckers.S
”If that’s what you want to call it. I prefer an undercover operative, 

playing his part in routing out a nest of spies. Lhe lady neJt to you at 
the table. Did you not recognise her' No, of course you didn’t. Rou 
were too intent on feathering your own nest. Phe works as a secretary 
for the Oilitary Ettach0 at the French embassy. NeJt to her, a Yerman 
spy and neJt to him an Italian spy. Ell selling their secrets to fuel their 
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gambling habits. Rou want to end up in a Cairo gutter with your throat 
slit'S

Nev shook his head.
”Didn’t think so. I’m up for Captain soon and that will soon be 

followed by Oajor. I’m moving up in Oilitary Intelligence and I will 
help you, if I can, this one time. Efter that, Nev, dear brother, you 
are on your own. Rou get caught again and there will be little I can do 
for you, and those in high places will deal with you, not me. Do you 
understand'S

”Res,S a sullen Nev Fordham said.
”Yood. Now, back to this minor problem. Here’s what I propose 

we doVS
”Lhere is another aspect to this sorry mess.S
”Lell me it isn’t another huge loan.S
”No, not a loan,S Nev said, his face 8ushing with embarrassment.
”I can see a showstopper here, Nev.S
”I sold something for money.S
”Ghat' Lhe Crown 5ewels'S Elbert said with a slight hint of hu-

mour in his voice. ”Rou’re not smiling, Nev, and that worries me.S
”I sold a state secret. End yes, that makes me a traitor.S

Elbert literally dragged his elder brother out of the casino, and into a 
waiting Puper Pnipe stax car. 

Lhe driver didn’t have time to open the door for his passengers and 
could see the anger on Elbert’s face. ”Ghere to, sir.S

”Nowhere, Lhomson. Lake a walk and make it at least a thir-
ty-minute walk.S
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”Res, sir,S a bemused Lhomson said. He patted his camou8age 
jacket to make sure he had his cigarettes and matches and eJited the 
car. Es he shut the car door, he whistled a ditty he had learned on 
a drunken spree with an Emerican sailor. Ghistling was always an 
eJcellent choice if, like him, you could never remember the words.

Elbert pushed Nev into the rear seat of the car and followed him in.
”Lalk to me,S was all Elbert said.
”It’s Fuite simple. I needed money to pay my gambling debts.S
”Debts' How much in total'S
”Lhirty thousand pounds.S
”End you raised that selling Tritish Ermy secrets'S
”No. I raised that, and more, selling upgrade plans for the Trown-

ing O6q6qED Oedium Oachine Yun. PpeciBcally, for use with cav-
alry units.S

”End when did you sell these plans'S
”PiJ months ago, and before you ask, it was to parties unknown, 

but I suspect they were Italian.S
”Po, you have been a busy bee stacking up your gambling debts. 

End you selling other countries’ state secrets. Pecrets, I might add, 
that will amount to nothing, as that upgrade was less than useless if 
memory serves.S

”Correct.S
”Don’t look so happy about it. Rou’ve still committed an act of 

treason, even though it was selling secrets belonging to the Emeri-
cans.S

”Res, I know. Tut it has a certain synergy to it, don’t you think'S
Elbert, twisted round on the back seat and the car’s springs creaked 

in response. His movement made the old leather give up the aroma of 
Capstan full strength cigarettes. Elbert made a mental note to bring 
that up with Lhomson.
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”How many times have you done this, sold secrets to pay your 
debts'S

”Lhree times. Lwice, the third would have been tonight.S
”Now, you are going to carry on with this transaction, but we will 

be listening in and we will nab Dio before any damage is done. Rou are 
o…cially on my payroll now, but don’t eJpect to get paid. Po, give me 
the lowdown.S

”I’m not taking orders from you. Hallan’s my boss.S
”Not anymore, he’s dead.S
”Dead' How'S
”I don’t know the full ins and outs, but what has transpired is Mord 

Hallan was on the pay of Yerman intelligence.S
”No. Never, not him.S
”Res him. He was trying to sell secrets to do with a new Yerman 

cipher to an independent spook he thought was OIG.S
”Pounds complicated. ”
”It is. Tut not for you, not anymore. Rou’re in my team now, 

brother. End we do this my way.S 



Chapter Five

Dio Deberge

Cairo, Egypt, October 1929

Nev, for the srit tmne mw hmi wec apreer pi p uyrvelor of other ueou’e.i 
ieareti, cpi wervoyiE kvew nore io chew he dwoadeD ow bmo begerTe.i 
DoorE Ahe TyprD, elemwT hmn yu pi mf he cpi nepiyrmwT Nev for p aoJw, 
deut p reiueatfy’ im’ewae, gyt cpi ogvmoyi’l repDl for pwl evewtyp’mtlE

M inp’’ cmwDoc mw the hepvl g’pad netp’ Door i’mD to the ’eftE M i’mt 
oueweDE Aco elei, ’mde p ahpne’eow, ’oodeD ’eft, rmTht, aroiieD gpad 
pwD ’oodeD pt epah otherE Nev, fpiamwpteD, cptaheD the elei of “y’ei 
Yorwpmr, ”madmwT gpad pwD forthE

IWei,? Yorwpmr ipmD cmth ione yrTewalE
I- weeD to iee bmoE?
IqhlL?
IYmwD loyr ocw gyimweii, “y’eiE Woy.re hmi gooddeeuer, wot hmi 

wpwwlE?
Ahe inp’’ i’mt DmipuuepreD pi Yorwpmr ihyt the netp’ upwe’ cmth p 

a’pwTE Ahe Door.i go’t cpi oueweD, ’oadi cere yw’oadeD pwD evewtyK
p’’l the fy’’ Door oueweD cmth p iGyep’, renmwmiaewt of p noyie apyTht 
mw p apt.i noythE
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Nev iteuueD mwto the roon pwD the Door iGyep’eD owae nore pi mt 
ihyt gehmwD hmnE

IAhmi cpl,? Yorwpmr ipmD pi he upiieD ow Nev.i ’eftE 
Nev woDDeD pwD fo’’oceD the Dmnmwytmve Yorwpmr, cho ’mnueD 

hmi cpl i’oc’l throyTh the ’pglrmwth of aorrmDori pwD rooni thpt 
cere bmo.i urmvpte rooni pwD uyg’ma neetmwT u’paeiE Mw ea’eatma nmB 
of u’epiyre, DpwTer, pwD DocwrmTht uerm’ uervpDeD the gym’DmwTE Ahe 
a’mewte’e, corderi, ewtertpmweri, pwD other o‘ihooti thpt npDe yu 
bmo.i ewtoyrpTe cere iayrrlmwT proywD, npdmwT iyre thel DmD themr 
4ogi pDeGypte’l, pwD thpt wogoDl hpD pwl repiow to aonu’pmw to bmo 
pgoyt thenE Pwe aonu’pmwt yiyp’’l nepwt the ueriow ’oit themr 4og, mf 
thel cere ’yadl, or ’oit themr ’mfe mf thel cere wot io ’yadlE

INevS Yl Depr frmewD, hoc pre loyL? Ahe vomae gooneD oyt pwD 
ywnmitpdpg’l ihoceD pw kTlutmpw pttenutmwT to arepte p a’muueD 
kwT’mih paaewtE -t DmDw.t cord, bmo begerTe hpD geew to’D thmi npwl 
tmneiE Uyt itm’’ he uerimiteDE -t cpi hmi ow’l p‘eatptmowE 2e npmwtpmweD 
hmi pttenuti pt geaonmwT thpt chmah he cpi wot gorw to geE xprt of the 
Urmtmih prmitoarpalE

Nev fo’’oceD Yorwpmr mwto bmo.i mwwer ipwatyn chere the gmT 
kTlutmpw cpi iurpc’eD paroii the gmTTeit throwe roon ahpmr Nev hpD 
ever ieew oytimDe of UrmtpmwE

INec throwe, nl frmewDE qhpt Do loy thmwdL UmTTeit loy hpve 
ieew, - getE?

Nev woDDeDE I-nureiimve, bmoE qhere DmD loy swD mtL?
IHmwDL Not swD, Depr NevE - ipc mt pt nl frmewD.i u’paeE 2e hpD 

groyTht mt mw fron p Oernpw ’oot itpiheD ionechere mw the DeiertE - 
Tmve 'mn p Deaewt urmaeE 2e hpuulE -.n hpuulE?

IkverlgoDl mi hpuul,? Nev ipmD cmth p inm’eE
IYplge, nplge wotE qhpt 'puuewD pt the tpg’ei leiterDpl, NevE 

qhl loy trl to ahept neL?
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I3hept,? Nev ipmD mw noad oytrpTeE I-.n wo aheptE - ’oit nowel ow 
thpt roy’ette tpg’eE Yowel thpt mi woc TpthermwT Dyit mw loyr ipfe, of 
thpt, -.n iyreE?

INot ne, NevE - DmDw.t Tet wothmwT fron thpt trpwipatmowE Woyr 
grother ipc to thptE 2e mi p rottew puu’e mw p gprre’, NevE -w loyr gprre’ 
NevE Vo, chpt loy Do pgoyt 'mnL?

INot p ’ot - apw Do, mi there, bmoL 6w’eii loy cpwt ne to ihoot nl 
grotherE?

INpc, NevE Ahpt mi ywweaeiiprlE qe aprrl ow cmth oyr ’mtt’e gyimK
weii trpwipatmowi, deeumwT pw ele oyt for loyr grother pwD otheri ’mde 
'mnE qhpt mi mt loy hpve for ne to ie’’L?

Nev ipt mw the iept to bmo.i rmTht pwD DrouueD hmi grmefapie owto 
hmi ’puE 2e ”madeD throyTh the inp’’ wynger aongmwptmow ’oad pwD 
oueweD the Deeu grocw grmefapieE Nev retrmeveD the aowtewti, p ihepf 
of foo’iapu upueri pwD p iet of DrpyThtinpw7i u’pwiE Nev ywfo’DeD the 
u’pwi pwD he’D then yu for bmo to ieeE Yorwpmr noveD proywD to bmo.i 
’eft imDe io thpt he too aoy’D Tet p TooD ’ood pt the u’pwiE

IAhmi mi corth p fec hywDreD thoyipwD,? Nev ipmD, ho’DmwT the 
u’pwi hmTh pwD cmDeE

Iqhpt mi mtL? bmo ipmD, ueermwT a’oie’l pt the DrpcmwT ow the u’pwE
I-t.i p u’pweE?
IUyt mt.i ow’l Tot owe cmwTE Ahere ihoy’D ge pt ’epit tcoE?
IAhpt.i the gepytl of thmi sThter u’pweE -ti DeimTw mi revo’ytmowprlE?
Iqhpt mt ap’’eDL?
IVhe.i ap’’eD p VumtsreE?
I- ’mde the wpne, gyt wot the DeimTwE?
Ibmo, loy pre wot, mw pwl itretah of pwlowe.i mnpTmwptmow, pw pmrarpft 

DeimTwerE -.n te’’mwT loy woc, thmi pmrarpft mi p uotewtmp’ cpr cmwwerE M 
cor’D gepterE M Urmtmih DeimTwer arepteD mt eiueamp’’l for the CMHE?

I2oc nyahL?
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IPwe hywDreDE?
IHmftlE?
IVevewtlKsveE?
Ibowe,? bmo ipmD cmth p TrmwE IAhpt cm’’ upl o‘ loyr Degt to neE?
I- hpDw.t swmiheD hpTT’mwTE kmThtlKsveE? 
bmo frocweD, TroywD hmi teeth pwD p ryng’e of pwTer TyrT’eD yu 

fron hmi ge’’lE VyDDew’l, bmo grode mwto p gropD Trmw pwD gyrit mwto 
’pyThterE

IWoy Drmve p hprD gprTpmw, NevE Woy pre aheedl pwD geit of p’’, loy 
pre p trye kwT’mih Tewt’enpwE - cm’’ pTree ow owe aowDmtmowE?

Nev inm’eDE Iqhpt aowDmtmowL?
IWoy mwtroDyae ne to loyr dmwTE?
IOeorTe the sfthS?
I-i thpt p urog’enL?
Nev DmTeiteD the reGyeitE Cep’mieD he hpD wo ahomae gyt to pTreeE 

Ahmi Dep’ nyit itpwD mf hmi grother cpi TomwT to Tet hmi evmDewaeE
ICerl ce’’, bmoE -.’’ npde the prrpwTenewti chew - Tet honeE?
bmo ipt gpad ow hmi throwe pwD TrywteD, pwother gmT inm’e arepimwT 

hmi fpaeE Iqe hpve p Dep’,? he ipmDE
Mt thpt ureamie nonewt, chew bmo begerTe ge’meveD, he cpi swp’’l 

TomwT to Tet p ahpwae pt 4omwmwT the Urmtmih prmitoarpal, the Urmtmih 
Ym’mtprl xo’mae grode mwto bmo.i mwwer ipwatyn pwD ewtereD throyTh 
inpiheD Doori pwD cmwDociE Ahmrtl Ym’mtprl xo’mae pwD ieverp’ other 
rpwdi fron the byrhpn FmTht -wfpwtrl, rm”ei, pwD hpwDTywi pt the 
repDl, a’oieD mw proywD bmo, “y’ei, Nev pwD bmo.i tew TyprDiE M’’ 
of chon trmeD to npde TooD themr eiapue, ow’l to swD thenie’vei 
g’oadeD, ay‘eD, pwD ’eD pcpl to p cpmtmwT nm’mtprl aowvol of apnoyK
”pTeD Urmtmih Mrnl tryadiE 



APY RMNkjD

bmo ipt, itooD, ipt pTpmwE 2e ihmfteD hmi cemTht ’eft, thew rmTht pi hmi 
fpae DeeueweD mwto p reDDmih hye thpt coy’D ’ood TooD iuyrtmwT fron 
p vo’apwoE

I3p’’ the uo’maeS 3p’’ the xo’maeS?
IAhpt cow.t Do pwl TooD, bmo,? Nev ipmD, ap’n’l itplmwT mw hmi iept 

pwD cptahmwT the tyrw of evewtiE
I- ocw the uo’mae,? bmo ipmD cmth p Troc’E
IUyt loy Dow.t ocw the Urmtmih MrnlE -f thmi mi nl grother.i DomwT, 

Dow.t corrlE -.’’ iort mt oytE?
bmo frocweD gyt ipt gpad ow hmi throwe pwD pcpmteD hmi fpte, dwocK

mwT there cpi ’mtt’e e’ie he aoy’D DoE
Nev ’oodeD pt the npii of Urmtmih dhpdm ywmforniE 2e aoy’D ow’l 

iee owe 4ywmor oJaer, cho cpi wot hmi grotherE Ahe oJaer tyrweD pwD 
iumeD Nev pwD bmo, inm’eD cmth p ionechpt np’mamoyi DenepwoyrE 2e 
ipywtereD over to chere Nev pwD bmo iptE

Ibmo begerTe pwD Nev HorDhpn, - tpde mtE?
I3orreat,? Nev ipmDE Iqhere.i nl grotherL?
IPw hmi cpl gpad to 3pttermad, 3putpmw HorDhpnE Woy pwD YrE 

begerTe pre to fo’’oc neE Ph, pwD loy pre goth ywDer prreit ow 
vprmoyi ahprTeiE?

Nev, for the srit tmne thpt wmTht, ’oodeD corrmeDE
Iqhpt hpuuewmwT, NevL qho thmi npw miL?
IFmeytewpwt bpvmD Vpniow, YrE begerTeE?
Iqhl mi nl grother ow hmi cpl to 3pttermadL?
I- Do wot dwoc, 3putpmwE M’’ - dwoc mi thpt he cpi re’meveD of aonK

npwD of thmi Yx ywmt pwD to’D to reuort to the gprrpadi pt 3pttermadE 
-.n woc mw ahprTe, pwD loy tco cm’’ fo’’oc neE?

Nev itooD pwD ’oodeD proywD, p for’orw houe hmi grother npl ge 
uy’’mwT p imad 4ode ow hmnE bmo fo’’oceD iymt, p’io ’oodmwT proywD, gyt 
cmth wo mDep chpt mt cpi he cpi ’oodmwT pt or ’oodmwT forE
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PytimDe, Nev pwD bmo cere hyit’eD mwto p itp‘ apr gl tco gyr’l 
Ym’mtprl xo’mae aoruorp’i, epah imttmwT p’owTimDe Nev pwD bmoE 2pwDK
ay‘i cere uroDyaeD, pwD the tco new cere woc srn’l ay‘eD to 
the YxiE Nev rep’mieD thel cere tpdmwT wo ahpwaei of emther of then 
eiapumwT pwD the wmTht hpD tpdew p iermoyi tyrw for the corieE

Nev pwD bmo cere TomwT to fpae p nm’mtprl aoyrt pwD Nev dwec he 
cpi mw iermoyi troyg’e cmth hmi ow’l ioyrae of he’u hpvmwT ’eft kTlut, 
g’mThtl goywDE



Chapter Six

All Things Will Pass

Cairo, November 1929

Jessie’s Childhood could not have been more idyllic. From a preco-
cious child not wanting to leave England, she became a precocious 
child not wanting to leave Egypt. But someone, somewhere, once 
decreed that all things in our lives must eventually pass us by and 
leave our lives forever. Her childhood was ending, her beloved uncle 
Nev had disappeared, and nobody wanted to talk about it. All she 
had come to know, come to love, seemed to pass before her and away 
from her life. All except Amir. The boy turned youth who was almost 
the same age as her, though nobody really knew his age, least of all 
Amir, was coming with them, back to England. Amir would gain an 
education and he would work for the Fordham household.

Jessie had grown up in many ways and she no longer questioned the 
army desire to move families about like pieces on a chessboard. She no 
longer questioned her mother’s unstinting loyalty to her father. But 
she wasn’t fully grown in all things, especially where her father was 
concerned. She still questioned him and his authority over her more 
often than Albert Fordham would have wanted.
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“Why?”
Albert shook his head, not for the …rst and certainly not the last 

time in his lifetime where his eldest daughter was concerned. His twin 
sons, Kit and Jimmy and the recent addition, Molly, were sparkling 
examples of childhood conformity. Jessie was exactly the opposite.

Albert Fordham sat in his favourite chair in a small room he used 
as a study. “Because I say so. Or rather3”

“Because the army says so. Yes daddy, you’ve said that so many times 
before. But why can’t mummy look after us?”

“Your mother does look after you, but she needs a little help some-
times and Armel will be a great help to your mother.”

“She’s not British.”
“No, she’s French, and you should be used to French people. You 

like Madame and Maurice Noaire, don’t you?”
Jessie nodded. “But I don’t like Armel. She looks too much like 

mummy.”
Albert sighed heavily, again. “That’s not Armel’s fault.”
Jessie didn’t have an answer to that. “I’m going to my room,” she 

blurted out and turned and left her father’s study.
Albert gave another sigh and shook his head. “Jessie, Jessie, Jessie,” 

he muttered, before turning back to proof reading his report on Nev’s 
arrest and the plan he had of ensnaring Dio Deberge. His colonel 
wanted Deberge out of his hair and out of Egypt, and Albert’s plan 
was to be approved, based on the report he was about to …le.

Leaving Egypt was expected, but Albert Fordham didn’t quite expect 
it to happen so soon. He wanted to implement his plan to close Dio 
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Deberge’s operation in Cairo and get his brother oj scot-free. It hadn’t 
happened in the way he had planned and he and his family were moved 
back to Catterick with only 2é hours’ notice. Their belongings were 
packed and shipped for them and the Fordham’s and their children 
were suddenly on an RAF 'ight to Britain, as opposed to the usual 
transport of a slow boat back to Britain.

Back in Catterick, Albert received news through uno!cial chan-
nels, via Britain’s Secret Intelligence Service headquarters, that he had 
been spotted for the 1ob of Military AttachA to the British Embassy 
in Paris and with it an unprecedented promotion to full colonel. The 
news came as a surprise to Albert and Ruth but was greeted by a shrug 
of all the children’s shoulders, all except Jessie. She was now not only 
precocious, but soon to be a teenager. A combination that was sure to 
leave both the adults in the Fordham household truly exasperated and 
stressed.

“I have no news, Lieutenant Fordham. Your brother, Captain Ford-
ham, has been tried and found guilty. That is all I know. I know 
nothing of the sentence.”

“And the Egyptian? Dio Deberge?”
“He was shot and killed trying to escape.”
“Thank you, sir. I appreciate this information is classi…ed.” Albert 

Fordham stood to attention and saluted. He turned and marched out 
of the ad1utantBs o!ce. Turning left down the wooden corridor of 
the regimental o!ces, he marched to the end. He opened the door, 
stepped out, and quietly shut the door. A look of anguish crossed his 
face, and Albert swore. “Hell…re and damnationC”
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Lieutenant Albert Fordham walked away from the o!ces. It was 
quite cold in Catterick, not at all sultry and warm, as would have been 
in Egypt. He wondered where his brother was and what his conditions 
were like. Then he realised the British Army was trying to keep his 
brotherBs fate a closed secret, in order for Albert’s career, at least, to 
'ourish. Captain Nev Fordham had his chance in the army and blew 
it, big time. Nev Fordham may have been executed for treason, for all 
he knew. Albert’s plan had been approved by his colonel in Egypt and 
the plans for the spit…re, suitably doctored and useless, were approved 
for use as bait.

Now he knew that all involved in the trap had been moved on, 
himself included. And those at the very pointy end of the trap, his 
brother Nev and Dio Deberge, were left to their fate.

All Albert could do was carry on surreptitiously trying to …nd out 
what Nev’s fate was and hope he could try to put things right. His only 
genuine hope was that Nev was still alive and had not been left in the 
hands of the hangman.



Chapter Seven

A Dishonourable 
Discharge

Catterick Garrison, England, March 1930

Nev Fordham was indeed still alive. And it only took six months 
for Albert to discover his brother was alive and on his doorstep in 
Catterick.

“What the hell are you doing here?”
“Well, that’s a Hne greeting from a brother?”
Albert Fordham held his door open, but didn’t invite Nev in. 

“Save you been released from prison?”
“Dort of. Tishonourable discharge. Ihey kindly gave me some cash, 

Hve pounds, and a limited travel warrant. Do, here Y am.”
Albert was slowly shutting his door, shaking his head. “Oou cannot 

stay here? Ihe camp commander, when he hears about it, will go 
mad.”

Nev placed a large, booted foot over the doorstep. “Y must stay here. 
We have unHnished work. Lur friend in Tover said Y should visit you, 
brother. Deems only natural, don’t you think?”
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Albert pulled the door open at the mention of their friend in Tover. 
“Ynside, now. qefore anyone sees you. Muth is not well. Dhe’s upstairs 
having a nap, so please, be -uiet.”

Ihe two men moved into Albert’s home, into the kitchen, and Nev 
sat at the table while Albert made two cups of tea.

“Do, where do we go from here?” Albert asked, as he waited for 
the kettle on the gas hob to boil, looking out the kitchen window as 
storm clouds gathered, readying for a good old fashioned Oorkshire 
downpour.

Nev couldn’t help but notice his brother’s tapping Hngers on the 
kitchen worktop.

“Are you agitated, Albert.”
Albert turned around. “Agitated? Agitated? Lf course Y’m agitated. 

Py wife is ill. Ihe doctor wants her to go to the hospital for tests. And 
now you have turned up on my doorstep and qrocklehurst wants us 
to live together? Ys that what he wants?”

As Nev shrugged his shoulders, a highUpitched scream pierced the 
air. 

“Jncle Nev. Jncle Nev,” Eessie Fordham shouted as she entered the 
kitchen.

“Eessie, my dear girl,” Nev grunted as Eessie 4ung her arms around 
Nev’s waist.

“Eessie, go and play outside,” Albert said, making it clear he was 
annoyed with his daughter.

“Aww, why?”
“Ton’t -uestion me. To as Y say, girl. Ro on. Lutside, now.”
Eessie looked up at Nev and Nev winked back. “Y’ll come outside 

shortly,” he said.
Eessie nodded and opened the back door to the garden and raced 

outside to play on the swing in the garden.
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“qrocklehurst is in Tover,” Nev said. “Yt’s all right for him to 
pontiHcate. Y had one brief telephone conversation with him and he 
told me to come here.”

“Iold you?”
“Oes, dammit. Y’m doing as Y’m told. What’s your excuse?”
Ihe kettle boiled and Albert Fordham made tea and prepared to 

have his brother stay with his family for the near future.



Chapter Eight

A Slow Death 

Catterick Garrison, England, February 1932

Jessie stood to the right side of the large bed her mother occupied. Her 
mother looked gaunt, worse than gaunt, she looked deathly. Her head 
resembled a living skull, a nightmare ’gure in her mother's bed. JessieMs 
thoughts went back to the time she had got lost at the Lidnight Fake, 
and woke up with a skull staring at her. Her mother was now that 
skull. Bor a moment, she told herself it wasn't really her mother. zut 
of course, the nightmare was real, and it was her mother, skin sallow 
and sagging down her face. Her once lustrous blonde hair was now 
only sparsely tufted in grey patches across her scalp. Her mother was 
obviously ill and any croaking words she muttered were accompanied 
by a wheeTing cough. -he skeletonEinEtheEbed would be gone soon, 
and the teenage girl left with her memories of a beautiful and loving 
mother.

-he howling gale outside added to the macabre and surreal scene. 
jvery gust conxured up in the ’fteenEyearEold a host of images of 
witches and ghouls and malevolent spirits Oying round the house in 
the middle of the worst snowstorm she had eKperienced. Her father 
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had not arrived home yet and so the girl was doing her best to keep her 
mother company, keeping up her frail spirits. Dhe had spent so much 
time with her mother over the last few months, time she felt her father 
should have used to lift the spirits of his sick wife. zut no, her father 
was mostly away, doing soldier things. His wife didn't seem to matter 
too much to him.

-he door opened Iuietly, and the girl looked round. Her father 
stood framed in the doorway, in his full military uniform of a maxor 
in the Curham Fight Ynfantry. He had hurried from a staW meeting at 
the nearby “atterick “amp in 6orth ?orkshire. 

“losing the door, Iuietly removing his military greatcoat and cap 
then dropping them to the Ooor, the girl's father padded across the 
carpeted bedroom and sat on the opposite side of the bed to his 
daughter, neKt to his wife. He gently took hold of his wife's other 
hand. He knew time was running out. His wife didn't have long.

-he girl shot a glance at her mother's face again, but immediately 
averted her eyes. Dhe knew little about her mother's illness eKcept that 
it was cancer and she could tell her mother was in pain. ”hat she 
didn't want to see what was evidently written large across her mother's 
ravaged face, death was but days away. 

-he door to the bedroom opened slowly and Iuietly. 3 younger 
woman, almost looking like a younger version of her mother, entered 
the room. -he girl blessed her with a sardonic smile. -he woman 
smiled back, not Iuite grasping the meaning of the girlMs smile. Dhe 
was carrying a tray with medicine bottles containing pills and a hypoE
dermic loaded with a clear liIuid.

-he father tuned to look at the young women. GLedicine timeRP
-he younger woman nodded and set the tray down on a bedside 

cabinet, turned and left the room.
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-he girl watched with what she hoped wasn't a ghoulish fascinaE
tion as her father administered the medicine in the hypodermic then 
two sets of pills washed down with water.

”hen he ’nished giving out the medicine, he dabbed his wife's dry 
and cracked lips gently, with loving care, whispering, GY love you.P

His wife attempted a smile, which looked more like the rictus smile 
from the skull of a long dead human. G3h nuv oo, oo,P she said with 
an eWort. 

-o the daughter, it was an almost comical aside that in another 
time would have been funny. 3s it was, the cancerous sores in her 
mother's mouth made the skeletonEinEtheEbed grimace in pain, despite 
the obvious attempt at showing aWection.

Her husband sIueeTed his wife's hand gently and the little girl shed 
a lonely tear.

-he husband waited for his wife to slide into a ’tful sleep. -hen he 
gently led his daughter away from the room and downstairs.

G3re you hungryRP
-he daughter walked into the dining room and sat at the large 

table. 
G6o, Y'm not. 3nd Y'm not happy either.P
G”hat's wrongRP
G?ou know what's wrong. Y'm not stupid. Y know you're having 

an aWair with her,P she said, tapping the ’ngers of her right hand on 
the table, one after the other. Her left hand simply shook. 3 rage 
was building inside her, emotions pouring forth and she was ready to 
burst, to scream in de’ance of her father and his lover.

G”hile my mother lies dying upstairs, you show good grace when 
she brings in medicine, water, and food. zut downstairs, after Y've 
gone to bed, you hold your secret assignations here, in the dining 
room.P
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-he father was stunned. GHowRP
GCoors have keyholes and keyholes without keys in them make 

good spy holes. 3ll the better to see you by.P
3t that moment, the door opened and the woman who had preE

viously entered her mother's room with medicines, now entered with 
a tray of tea and biscuits. GY thought you may like something light to 
eat,P she said, her accent giving away her foreign origins.

G-hank you, 3rmel,P the man said.
-he girl averted her eyes, somewhat in shame at believing this 

woman, her nanny, had stolen her father from her mother.  
3rmel placed the tray on the table and walked past where the girl 

sat.
GCo you want me to run a bath for you, JessieRP Dhe touched the 

back of Jessie's head lightly. Jessie pushed her head to one side, looked 
up at 3rmel and sneered.

G6o, Y don't. 3nd Y don't want to be in the same room as you two 
either, but while Y'm at it, tell me why you are never around. ?ou're 
always oW on some mission or other, never at home to help us. Anly 
in eKtreme circumstances.P

GY go where the army sends me, it's part of the xob.P
G3nd the army won't give you compassionate leaveRP
GY'm here, now, aren't Y.P 
Jessie stood, pushing the chair back. GY'm going to bed. 7oodE

night.P Dhe stepped to one side and pushed the dining room chair 
back under the table. ”ithout another word or a look back, she left 
the dining room and walked up the stairs to her own room. -here she 
threw herself onto her bed and cried herself to sleep.
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6ev Bordham sat at the dining room table, chewing his breakfast toast 
and marmalade. He was alone and liking the peace and Iuiet so rarely 
visited on the Bordham household these days.

His peace of mind was disturbed when the dining room door 
opened and Jessie's head popped round the door.

G“oast's clear, Jessie. -hey both left earlier. 3rmel has gone for 
more medication for your mother andéP

GCon't tell me. Cuty calls for my dad. -ypical.P
G3re you still angry with your father and 3rmelRP
Jessie sat down and stole a triangle of her uncle's toast. GY'm always 

angry with them. -here never seems to be a day goes by that Y don't 
get angry.P

6ev smiled. G-eenage angst. Yt happens to us all.P
Jessie smiled back at her uncle. GY can't see you as a teenager, uncle.P
GY never was. Y was one of those rare breeds of human, born with 

an adult brain in a baby head. -he ’rst few years were very frustrating, 
having adult ideas and thoughts but unable to articulate them.P

Jessie giggled at the thought.
G?ou know, you look so much better with a smile on your face than 

a scowl. Ah, here comes trouble,P 6ev said. 
-he dining room door opened slowly, and the family pet, a black 

and white springer spaniel named zounce, poked his head round the 
door.

-he dog sniWed around until it found the source of the smell of 
toasted bread, butter, and marmalade. He slowly walked up to 6ev, 
sat down, and lifted his left paw.

Gzounce, leave uncle 6ev alone,P Jessie said.
GYt's ’ne, Jessie. He can have the crust. Y've never liked the crust.P
GCad said you went to xail,P Jessie blurted out.
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6ev smiled once more at his precocious niece. G?ou've wanted to 
ask that Iuestion for a while, haven't youRP

Jessie nodded, eager to hear the grim stories of life in a prison.
GY'll let you into a secret, xust between you and me,P 6ev said, 

tossing the crust to a slobbering zounce. GY was never in prison. zut 
don't tell your dad or 3rmel. Yt's our secret.P 6ev got up, walked to 
the dining room door, then stopped and turned back to Jessie. Gzy the 
way, Y have some great news.P

G”hatRP
G?our father is being made a full colonel. He will be Lilitary 3tE

tach! at the zritish jmbassy, 9aris.P
GBranceR ”ell, that will be useful with owning a summer house.P
GYt is. zut the best bit is we all get to live in Brance.P 
Gzut Y don'téP
G”ant to go to Brance. ”ell, Y have news for you kiddo, you have 

no choice in the matter. Do xust go with the Oow of life and enxoy it. 
3nd don't worry. ?ou'll soon be going to university and Y'll bet that 
will be “ambridge, same as your parents.P 6ev winked at Jessie once 
and walked out of the room.

Jessie let out a sigh.
Adults are so complicated.
-wo days later, 8uth Bordham's slow death ended as the grim 

reaper paid a visit and took theEskeletonEinEtheEbed into death's dark 
embrace. 

2”e are moving to Brance in a few weeksM time,2 3lbert Bordham said 
at breakfast, a week after his wifeMs funeral.
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6ev looked up from reading his newspaper, looked at Jessie and 
waited for the storm front to hit. 

Jessie nodded, sat back in her chair, and sighed. 23t least zounce 
will have somewhere to play,2 she said. 23ssuming we, the young ones, 
will be living at the Lidnight Fake.2

3lbert looked at 6ev. 6ev hid behind his newspaper.
2”hatR2 Jessie said. 2”hat am Y missing hereR2 looking in 6evMs 

direction, who still cowered behind his newspaper.
2?ou will be living at the lake, along with the others. zounce will 

not be living with you.2
2”ell, he canMt live at the embassy,2 Jessie said in a matterEofEfact 

way, cutting in half a slice of buttered toast. 2”here is he, anywayR2
2HeMs with the vet. HeMs too old to travel and besides, there will be 

nobody to look after him.2
Jessie had the toast triangle to her mouth when the realisation hit 

her like a bombshell. 26o,2 she shouted, throwing the toast on the 
table, xumping up and running for the front door.

2JessieG Jessie, itMs too late. HeMs gone.2
Jessie had the front door open and was about to go round the side of 

the house to retrieve her bicycle. Dhe turned and stormed back into the 
house and screamed at her father when she entered the dining room. 
26oG ?ou canMt be so cold. He was my dog.2 Her face was red with rage 
and warm tears rolled down her cheeks.

2Aur dog,2 3lbert said calmly. 2Yf you want to be technical about 
it, my dog. Y bought him.2

Jessie glared at her father, who calmly picked up the toast she had 
discarded, and bit a corner oW, eating slowly, locking his cold eyes on 
his daughterMs rage ’lled eyes.

6ev crumpled his newspaper and let it fall to the Ooor. He stood up 
and embraced Jessie. 2“ome on, letMs take a walk outside.2



-AL N36j"H

Jessie wrapped her arms around her uncle and let the tears Oow, 
screaming, and shouting into her uncleMs chest.

6ev looked at his brother.
2How could you do that to your own daughterR2
3lbert shrugged. 2Yt had to be done, Jessie. Bor his sake and for 

ours.2
26o,2 Jessie shouted, muIed by her uncleMs chest.
2?es,2 3lbert said. 2Yn time, you will thank me.2
6ev, tears in his eyes, walked his niece to the diningEroom door and 

looked back at his brother. He shook his head and left with Jessie.
-he father and daughter's life would never be the same. 6ot for 

losing a pet. 6ot for losing her mother, but for her father gaining a 
new bride in Brance, only three months after his ’rst wife died.



Chapter Nine

The Black Chamber

Poznań Army Command, Poland, May 1937

“What we have here is information that would be useful if we had a 
complete machine to work with,” the Polish military commander of 
the Black Chamber said, pointing to a table and chairs where several 
piles of documents waited to be examined.

The commander and three students stood inside a dimly lit cham-
ber at the command centre in Poland. The students, two young men 
and a young woman, stood at the other side of the table, looking down 
at the pile of papers. Their spokesperson, Marian Jankowski, nodded 
his head slowly.

“What we need here is a lick of paint. This place is awful. We can’t 
work in a hole like this. It needs brightening up, we’re mathematicians 
and cryptologists. You can’t expect us to be inventive in a dump like 
this.”

The younger man and woman with Jankowski nodded in agree-
ment.

“It’s called The Black Chamber for a reason,” the army commander 
said, somewhat indignantly.
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“Which is nothing to do with the paintwork. If you want us to 
build an Enigma machine from scratch, we need to be working in a 
bright and clean environment. So, my statement still stands. What we 
need is a lick of paint,” the young man said, stabbing a ?nger at the 
piles of papers. Jankowski grabbed a dilapidated wooden chair and sat 
down.

The chair was not happy, creaking loudly. “And we need chairs that 
will stand a lot of punishment.”

“PunishmentH”
The young woman giggled. “Marian likes to lean back, a lot, in his 

chair. zelps him think, so he says.”
Jankowski and his two companions had been given the task of 

reconstructing, sight-unseen, a NaGi jerman military Enigma cipher 
machine. It was, Jankowski admitted, a daunting task, but one he 
knew they could complete. But he refused to work in an environment 
that didn’t help with the Fow of his of their creative Zuices. “If you 
want us to build the machine, then we demand a better working 
environment. Vor a small amount of money, you will certainly be more 
than happy with our work.

The army commander was not used to dealing with civilians, let 
alone civilians that, according to his superior, were vital to the in-
evitable conFict looming with NaGi jermany.

“We could do it ourselves. All you must do is supply the materials.” 
Marek Babiuch smiled as he spoke. Jankowski turned and looked 
aghast at the younger man. 

Losia Chowaniec giggled at the thought of painting, but Jankows-
ki’s angry stare made her raise her hands in despair. “At this rate, we 
will never get started,” she said.

“Rery well. Come back in two days and you will have a room paint-
ed in white and green, with new and sturdy wooden chairs. But I want 
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results from that day onwards and I want them =uickly. qo we have 
an accordH”

“Yes,” Losia hissed, slapping Jankowski on the back.
Marek clapped once. “Det’s celebrate. Where’s the nearest barH”
Marian Jankowski shook his head, then nodded. “Rery well, com-

mander. We have an accord. And as my young friend said, where’s the 
nearest bar. ze’s buying.”



Chapter Ten

Graduation

Cambridge University, England, June 1939

“I’m going to count down from three, and when I shout, ‘Now,’ that’s 
when you throw. Ready?” The photographer looked into his lens and 
started the countdown. “3. 2. 1. Now!”

Suddenly the sky was full of bying mortar-oards and the photogJ
rapher got his picture.

vessie caught her mortar-oard as it fell, -ut others were not so lucky, 
and the headwear took ten minutes to -e sorted out and returned 
to the rightful owners. The photographer waited patiently, and then 
indiWidual photos and family photos were taken.

“xe’re up nejt,” vessie whispered to her father, “and what I would 
giWe to …ust walk awayY”

“Aou can’t …ust walk away, vessie. Aou haWe a responsi-ility. Aour 
mother wants to see these photographs.”

vessie said nothing, -ut her father could see she wasn’t happy.
“I …ust hate all the fuss,” she said with a resigned sigh. “Lnyway, 

Lrmel is not my mother andY”
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Mnce more vessie’s father interrupted. “She is your mother in all 
-ut name. It was Lrmel who -rought you up after your mother died. 
GeWer forget that. Lnd while we’re on the su-…ect, what haWe you done 
with your hair?”

“I dyed it, and don’t change the su-…ect. Lrmel was paid to look 
after me, she was my nannyE” vessie shouted, dismissiWely, and stormed 
o8, her long perojide -lond dyed hair bowing -ehind her like a lion’s 
mane.

Ll-ert Oordham sighed at the usual turn of eWents.
“Mne day you will stand your ground and not walk away, vessie,” 

Ll-ert Oordham shouted to his daughter’s receding -ack. “Lnd I preJ
ferred your hair deep -rown. So did your mother.”

vessie waWed her right arm in a dismissiWe gesture of deBance and 
carried on walking.

Ll-ert shook his head. “Mne day, vessie, circumstances will make 
you stand your ground and not run away,” he said calmly.

Ls the afternoon wore on, vessie caught up to her -est friend, Rose 
Sinclair, and draped an arm round Rose’s neck. “Aour dad didn’t make 
it again, I see.”

“Go and I’m not -othered,” Rose muttered as she carried on walkJ
ing. “Ket’s face it. I’We graduated, I’We got a …o- o8er, why worry. I’m 
out of here and he can’t do a damn thing to stop me.”

“Pome with me and my dad,” vessie -lurted out.
“To Orance? To that -lack lake of yours? Go thank you. FiWes me 

the creeps …ust thinking a-out what’s in there.”
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“There’s nothing in there -ut Bsh. I’We -een in there many times. I 
learned to swim in that lake. 9esides, you’re half Orench and speak the 
language perfectly. 9etter than meE Aou’ll loWe it there.”

“Lnd the other half of me is Lmerican. Go, I’m o8 to Lmerica. I’m 
starting my …o- three months early. It’s the State Hepartment for me, 
in good ol’ HP.”

vessie stopped walking. “Then is this good-yeY no, no it’s not. xe 
still haWe our Bnal vudo -out.”

“Ho you haWe to remind me? I will neWer -eat you.”
“Aou’re a -lack -elt, like me, of course you can -eat meY if you try.”
“That’ll -e the day, vessie.” Rose said, realising vessie was no longer 

-eside her. She stopped walking and turned to face vessie. She smiled 
at her friend. “I guess I’m …ust not …udo material. GeWer mind. The last 
-out and then we are o8 to farJbung places. 9ut we’ll see each other 
again, one day.”

“Got if my dad has anything to do with it. Ce wants me to …oin 
the Ooreign Mqce. Pould you picture me cooped up in an oqce in 
Kondon? Mld and wiCened,” vessie said, -ending oWer and pretending 
to -e old. “I’m so old I can’t walk upright,” she said, staggering and 
laughing at the same time. 

“Aour dad’s a diplomat, and your mother is too. xhat makes you 
think you’ll -e anything di8erent?”

“Stepmother. Ket’s not forget that crucial point. Lnd my dad’s 
a Dilitary LttachD. I’ll -e di8erent -ecause I’m destined for -etter 
things than the stu8y old Ooreign Mqce. I’m heading o8 into the 
wideJ-lueJyonder for a life of adWenture. Gow, I’ll see you in the gym 
in an hour.”
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vessie sFuared o8 against Rose. 9oth had achieWed -lack -elt status in 
vudo, -ut vessie was more adept at the discipline. Rose hadn’t got the 
interest or the inclination to practice.

This last -out sealed their friendship and allowed vessie a little more 
practice. Ten minutes had gone -y and Rose had spent most of the 
time on the mat.

“I giWe in,” Rose ejclaimed. “Aou win. Ket me go to Lmerica with 
some dignity.”

vessie ejhaled, pulled her friend up and they -owed to each other, 
-efore falling into each other’s arms and hugging.

“There was neWer a chance I was going to -eat you,” Rose said, still 
out of -reath.

“Think a-out this, Rose. Aou could haWe -een as good as me and 
traWelled the world with me, seeking adWenture and treasures galore.”

“Instead, I’m going to Lmerica and you’re o8 to that -lack lake. 
I’ll stick to Lmerica, vessie. Aou can keep the adWenture and the -lack 
lake.”



Chapter Eleven

Colonel Fordham

The British Embassy, Paris, France, June 1939

Colonel Albert Fordham strolled round the manicured lawn at the 
rear of the British Embassy in Paris, alongside his French wife, Armel. 
The embassy was once a famous Hotel, L’Hôtel de Charost, bought 
in 1814 by the Duke of Wellington after the battle of Waterloo. Its 
sole purpose was to serve as the British Embassy, which it had done for 
over a hundred and twenty years. The gardens were still maintained as 
though the hotel was full of foreign guests.

It made for a peaceful backdrop to the frantic but orderly chaos in-
side the building. It was clear to most at this point that Nazi Germany 
would soon invade Poland. And that being the case, Britain would 
have to honour an agreement made to the Polish government, to come 
to their aid. The French would also have to honour their treaty and 
declare war on Germany.

“You’re worried, aren’t you?” Armel asked.
Albert smiled, “I would be a fool to say otherwise. Hitler will in-

vade, our two nations will be at war again against Germany. We will 
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have to leave and return to Britain. It will not be the same as last time. 
This war won’t be a stalemate, the Nazis will overrun France in weeks.”

“When you say it like that, it makes the French sound like fools,” 
Armel said, a small frown on her face. 

Armel wasn’t tall, she wasn’t glamorous, but she was beautiful, 
with a short-cut to her blond and lustrous hair. Her perpetual bright 
demeanour belied what she and her husband both knew. France 
would undoubtedly be overrun in weeks if war broke out.

Fordham was grim in his response. “What does your esteemed 
minister have to say?”

Armel shook her head. “Oécially the Ministre des ArmUes says 
nothing. Snoécially, I’m told, they know the Germans are probing 
already. There are skirmishes all along the Maginot line. Only yes-
terday there was an incursion by German troops close to Ouvrage 
2choenenbourg.”

“The Germans are probing, noting weaknesses. Of course, the 
Maginot line is a waste of time and space. Fortijcations like Ouvrage 
2choenenbourg are only now being jnished and they’re covered in 
bird droppings already. The German tanks will simply go round them 
and leave them to the artillery. Within weeks they will be close to, if 
not in Paris. We must make plans to leave.”

“Let’s go inside, it’s getting chilly out here.”
Albert nodded, and they made their way to the embassy door.
In Albert’s oéce, after he had settled into his chair and Armel 

seated herself in the visitor’s chair, Albert used the internal phone 
system to order tea and biscuits.

“It’s about the only English custom I like,” Armel said when the tea 
and biscuits had been delivered by one of the Embassy kitchen staV.

Albert smiled. “Me too. You can be mother.”
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Two biscuits each and halfway through their tea, there was a knock 
at the door.

“Oh, now what?” Albert groaned under his breath. “Enter,” he said 
loudly.

The door opened and a mustachioed face peered round the door. 
“Are you busy, Colonel?”

“Heaton,” Albert said. “What can I do for you. Come in, come in. 
Don’t scowl, I won’t bite.”

Heaton in full captain’s uniform of the 1st Battalion the Cold-
stream Guards hesitantly walked into the oéce. “Good afternoon, 
Mrs Fordham,” he said, nodding to Armel.

“Good afternoon, captain. I’ll leave you to it, Albert. 2ee you later,” 
she said as she left the oéce.

“2hut the door and sit down, Heaton. What can I do for you?”
Heaton seated himself in the chair Armel had !ust vacated. He 

crossed his left leg over his right leg, gave a little harrumph to clear his 
throat. “Well, two things really, sir.”

“qery well, jre away, Heaton.”
“We have a man from 2I2 coming in and he has arranged for a 

meeting with two high ranking Nazi 2D oécers. These oécers want 
to discuss a plan to assassinate Hitler.”

“I’ve not been told about this. Why haven’t I been told about this?”
Heaton jdgeted slightly in his seat and harrumphed once more. 

“Well, that brings me to my second issue. 2I2 have informed me that 
they believe information passing into our oéce here, in the embassy, 
that is, the Military AttachU’s oéce, is not being forwarded to them. 
It seems the clever chaps at Bletchley Park have information that we 
have a spy in our midst.
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Albert, who had been sitting forward, listening to Heaton, sat back, 
the colour draining from his face. “And why haven’t they informed 
me, the Military AttachU, about this?”

“Ah, they tell me that all the staV, and that includes you, are under 
suspicion, sir.”

The colour in Albert’s face returned abruptly as it turned crimson. 
“WhatB WhatB Me? They think I am a spy?”

“It could be anyone sir, even poor Marcel is suspected.”
“And not you? You are not a suspect?”
“Well, yes and no. It seems I haven’t Cuite been here long enough 

to be implicated, but they do say that they are still piecing together a 
timeline for the signals intelligence they have received.”

Albert sat forward once more. “What sort of fool would think I 
would betray my country to the Germans. I’ve been in the army since 
I was a boy.”

“Not Germany, sir. The 2oviet Snion.”
“What? No, no and again no. That idea is even more preposterous.”
“Well, this is what I am told and all I can say is we need to carry on 

as normal and wait for 2I2 to come up with the proof to catch this 
supposed spy.”

Albert picked a pencil up, twiddled with it in his hands and then 
snapped it in half. “2o, we carry on as normal, do we? What about this 
2I2 man and his ludicrous idea?”

“He will be with us within the week and I am to escort him. You 
should come along as an observer if that is jne by you.”

“Fine,” Albert said, sweeping the broken pieces of pencil oV his 
desk and into his waste paper bin. “2end me the details and I’ll arrange 
to be free at that time. Where is this meeting to be held?”

Heaton stood up. “2ittard, in the Netherlands. I’ve pencilled in 
sometime in November.”
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“Fine, assuming the war hasn’t started by then.”
“Yes,” Heaton said. Then he slowly turned and walked to the door. 

He opened it and turned back to look at Albert. “If there is any change 
on that other matter, I’ll let you know.”

Albert nodded and swivelled his chair round to look out the win-
dow.

Heaton’s face turned to a deep frown as he eDited the oéce and shut 
the door.

Albert read the message one more time.

Heaton fishing. Proceed 
as planned.

Albert crumpled up the paper. Placed it in the ashtray. He took a 
boD of matches, struck one and lit the paper.

As he watched the Eames devour the paper, there was a knock at 
the door and Armel walked in. 2he immediately saw the dying Eame. 
“2ecret messages?”

“For my eyes only,” Albert said with a winning smile. “Now, where 
am I taking you tonight for a meal.”



Chapter Twelve

Making Plans

The British Embassy, Paris, France, July 1939

“We are making plans to stay,” the Ambassador said with a devnitife 
sweep o. his le.t hand ofer the top o. his deskF

’ordhamcs jhair, opposite the Ambassadorcs, jreaked as he adu-stS
ed his sitting position with a sighF

“?tayO xne min-te stay, the neYt leafe, then we stay, leafe, stay, jan 
we not, .or onje, make o-r minds -pO”

“Io-cre the military man, ’ordham, yo- tell meF ?-rely, they eYS
plained to yo- what it is we sho-ld be, will be, doingF”

’ordham mofed his position onje more, and the jhair protested 
efer more lo-dlyF “?ir, yo- know, as well as T do, my position here is 
p-rely .or gathering intelligenjeF 'he military bajk home tell me little, 
itcs fery m-jh a oneSway street o. in.ormation Cowing to them, .or 
them to make their analysis and then tell -s what to doF”

'he Ambassador smiledF “'hen we do as we are toldF We make 
plans to stay and see what tomorrow bringsF”

’ordhamMs jhair jreaked as he stood to leafeF “Kan we at least oil 
this jhair,” he said with a smileF
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'he Ambassador noddedF “Tcll see what T jan do, tho-gh T do-bt 
o-r ’renjh uanitor and his sta3 will be with -s m-jh longerF

“Tn that jase, and as we are staying, Tcm making plans to go to my 
ho-se in the jo-ntry, .or a while, sirF T may as well sit in a jhair that 
doesnct jreakF”

“Io- may as well, Albert, yo- may as wellF”
“4ntil then, T hafe one more sejret assignation to .-lvlF”
“Ah, the sejret joding defijeF”
’ordham noddedF “5oes eferyone know abo-t this defijeO”
“xnly those who read yo-r sejret letters, Albert,” the Ambassador 

said with a r-e.-l smileF
“Tcll be bajk later, and we jan disj-ss the role o. the spymaster in 

an embassy setting as opposed to his boss who knows more than the 
spymaster, it seemsF”



Chapter Thirteen

Secrets

Rue de Rivoli, Paris, France, July 1939

Albert steered his Citroen 7 through the wide street of the Rue de 
Rivoli, turning left into a side street. The erratic swish-swash of the 
windscreen wipers toiling to clear the yne spraz of drimmle constantlz 
landing on the screen Hade Albert peer hard into the Histz glooH. je 
guessed he was where he should be and brought the car to an eventual 
stop a few Hetres down. Albert sat with the engine idling, waiting for a 
sign. The drimmle Hade it hard to see anzthing let alone a sign, and the 
windscreen wipers ker’ed their waz across the glass, sHearing rather 
than clearing the yne rain. Albert saw the sign, which dulz appeared 
a few Hetres further on. A Han, stood close to a barberWs shop, pulled 
out a red hand’erchief, reHoved his straw boater hat and wiped his 
face.

A straw boater in this weather? A little too incongruous for me.
Albert  shut the engine oq and opened the car door.  Oith a 

grunt, he sMueemed hiHself out of the tight-ytting Citroen, stood and 
stretched. je shut the car door and strolled toward the Han wearing 
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the boater and using the red hand’erchief to wipe the sleeve of his dar’ 
red blamer, its gold buttons twin’led in the earlz afternoon sunlight. 

As Albert approached, the Han turned fullz toward hiH and Hade 
a show of surprise.

SNz dear, Albert,? the Han said loudlz in an over equsive Hanner. 
je wal’ed the few reHaining paces to Albert and grasped AlbertWs 
hands, sha’ing theH up and down vigorouslz. SOhat a pleasant sur-
prise. Ohat brings zou here on a sunnz Iundazx?

Sé decided é needed a haircut.?
The secret phrases dispensed with both Hen regarded each other 

with a bit of suspicion, topped with urgencz. én AlbertWs role he was 
eBpected to follow up Hzsterious Hessages and carrz out clandestine 
Heetings with other Nilitarz AttachFs froH other eHbassies. 'ut this 
tiHe it was diqerent. There was a war coHing, tiHe was precious, and 
both Hen ’new it.

SGorgive He for being iHpolite and not introducing Hzself. 'ut 
zou appreciate, these dazs it pazs to ’eep oneVs business to oneself. 
é have the rotors for the Hachine. Knce ytted and calibrated, the 
PerHanWs secret transHissions will be a secret no Hore.?

SLerz well,? Albert said. SéWH told …aris and Yondon are alreadz 
wor’ing on the code Hachines and all thez need is the ynal rotors to 
coHplete their wor’.?

Sé would not put Hz trust in the wor’ …aris is doing.?
S'utD?
S5o, é do not Hean to cast aspersions, thez, the Grench, are good 

people, but the PerHans, when thez attac’, will be in …aris within 
dazs. Ihould the crzptographerWs be caught, all is lost. 5o, this device 
needs to go to Yondon, as soon as possible.?

SGine,? Albert said, producing a sHall, dar’ red, briefcase froH 
inside his grez overcoat. je opened the briefcase, and the Han plunged 
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his left hand into his eBpansive blamer and pulled out a sHall bundle, 
wrapped in oilz cloth. je dropped the pac’age into AlbertWs briefcase 
and turned to leave.

S!o zou not want a receiptx? Albert as’ed.
The Han loo’ed over his shoulder. S9ou 'ritish0 Alwazs the 

stiq-upper lip. é aH glad to be rid of it, Hz friend.?
S!espite this clandestine Heeting and zour need for secrecz, é ’now 

who zou are and that zou are the Cmech intelligence chief.?
The Han didnWt bat an ezelid. SThat which is now in zour posses-

sion, can be a death sentence if certain people ynd zou have it.? 
S9ou Hust let He help zou leave before itWs too late. Knce the 

PerHans attac’, zou, we, in this line of business, can eBpect no Hercz. 
Thez will torture us for inforHation.?

The Han too’ a deep breath. S9es, zou are correct. é have alreadz 
contacted zour people at 'roadwaz. Thez have arranged a Bight to ta’e 
He and a select few to 8ngland.?

SAnd zour faHilzx?
The Han shoo’ his head. S5o, Hz wife will ta’e care of the children 

and Ha’e her own waz out.?
SésnWt that ratherD?
SCallousx 5o. étWs a necessitz. The people in Hz group, He includ-

ed, can Ha’e a diqerence to this war siHplz bz crac’ing the enigHa 
codes or brea’ing signals intelligence. Nz wife is an eBcellent coo’ and 
a great lover, neither of which will win the war.?

je held out his hand and Albert GordhaH shoo’ hands with the 
Cmech agent. Sé hope é can be as brave as zou and zour wife.?

Oith a sHile on his face, the Han said, SOe all investigate our 
opponents and our friendsW bac’grounds to ’now who we are dealing 
with. é wish zou well, GordhaH.?

S9ou too, Novec. Pod speed.?
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And with that he was gone, into the building and Hoving as far 
froH Albert as Muic’lz as possible. 

S9ou Hust ensure this is ’ept both secret froH anzone who approaches 
zou and froH Hz faHilz. é should have been doing this errand Hzself 
but have no tiHe to ensure it is coHpleted. Io, é relz on zou Narcel. 
Na’e sure zou get this to Hz daughter at the house.?

AlbertWs diploHatic chauqeur nodded, ta’ing the proqered brief-
case froH his boss.

SLerz well, sir. éWll do Hz best.?
Albert watched as Narcel wal’ed to the Citroen he had used the 

daz before, got in, started the engine and with a wave froH the open 
window drove out of the courtzard and onto the road.

Albert sighed heavilz. je allowed hiHself one last loo’ at the de-
parting car before entering the eHbassz.

Sé hope this goes well,? he Huttered to hiHself as he opened the side 
door into the eHbassz and wal’ed in.



Chapter Fourteen

Ouvrage 
Schoenenbourg

Département of Bas-Rhin, France, July 1939

It was just before noon on a lovely sunny day at the fortiped outOost 
of guvraSe c,hoenenbourSm Oart of the fortip,ations that Made uO 
the LaSinot .ineA Gs was usual in su,h stranSe tiMesm the CerMans 
were teasinS BaOitaine ’ertoldFs sMall ,oMOany of fourteen kren,h 
soldiersA CerMan sniOers were prinS at ’ertoldFs Menm seeinS who 
,ould Out a bullet ,losest without hittinS theMA It had been SoinS on 
for days and so farm lu,'ilym nobody on ’ertold“s side had been hurtA

’ertold had to be seen to be defendinS the kren,h borderm Mainly 
be,ause of the GMeri,an journalist in Ola,e in his unitm but also for the 
wider kren,h and world audien,eA ’ertold realised it was a waste of 
tiMeA CerMan arMour and artillery was so Oowerfulm it would destroy 
the li'es of his sMall fortip,ation in a Matter of a few hoursA

W”hat a wastem- ’ertold Muttered as he sheltered froM the CerMan 
OotTshotsA Khe tree he was usinS as a shield and the sMall Srassy deT
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Oression were Orobably used by a kren,h soldier in 949Pm the last tiMe 
the CerMans atta,'ed in for,eA

WHerhaOs everythinSFs a wastem- a deeO voi,e saidm with a distin,t 
GMeri,an twanS to itA

’ertold turned his head ba,'m Ma'inS sure he 'eOt his Orople as ?at 
as OossibleA !e was Sreeted by EaderFs broad sMileA W”hat are you 
doinS herem Lonsieur EaderY I told you to stay ba,' at the fortm inside 
itm not wanderinS aroundA-

WIFM a war ,orresOondentm BaOitainem I write about warm not ,aMOT
pres and burninS sausaSesA-

W’urninSY kran,oisD- ’ertold iMMediately forSot the threat of the 
CerMan sniOers and started bellowinS for his ,oo'A W”here are youY 
Rou daMn foolD RouFre burninS My sausaSesA RouFre not a ,oo'm youFre 
a MurdererD-

W3onFt worrym I too' theM ox the preA KheyFre pnem just a little 
sinSedA Ly MoMMa was a pne ,oo'A Ly SrandMam thouSh born a slavem 
was an even better ,oo'A I ,oMe froM a lenSthy line of suOerb ,oo'sA-

’ertold settled ba,' and turned fully towards EaderA WRour faMily 
were slavesY-

Wgf ,ourseA IFM a neSroA I didnFt ,oMe froM a lonS line of settlersm 
My fol's were ,lubbedm ,hainedm draSSedm druSSedm and transOorted 
aSainst their wishesA ”e were sto,'m herd aniMalsm ,hattel to be bouShtm 
wor'edm and soldA IFM froM GMeri,aFs deeO southm and believe Mem 
there are still Many there who would wel,oMe the return of slaveryA-

’ertold was aShast at the thouShtA WIt is wronSm yet you say this so 
Matter of fa,tA Khis is in,redible that su,h thinSs haOOenedA-

W”hat do you want Me to doY cuSar ,oat itY Gll 6uroOean nations 
Olayed soMe Oart in the slave tradeA coMe More than othersA coMem who 
instiSated the slave tradem turned aSainst it and were instruMental in 
stoOOinS the tradeA ’ritain beinS one of theMm kran,e a few de,ades 
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laterA Eom My friendm it is what it isA Eo Ooint iSnorinS itm li'e the way 
youFre iSnorinS the CerMan over thereA-

’ertold saw EaderFs nod and twisted to loo' roundA G CerMan 
soldier in full ,anvas ,oMbat Sear stood uOm too' another OotTshotm 
turnedm and disaOOearedA

W”hy didnFt you shoot hiMm- Eader as'edA
WI donFt want to 'ill anyonem- ’ertold saidA 
It was EaderFs turn to be surOrisedA !e shoo' his headA WKhis is 

SoinS to be an interestinS war when it brea's outA-
W6?a,tlyD ”e are not at war and so farm nobody has been hurtA com 

we sit and wait until our Cenerals tell us to pShtm to 'illA-
Eader sMiledA WIf you say som- he saidm OattinS under his left arMOitA 

W’ut IFll just 'eeO My trusty Bolt loaded and ready in ,ase the CerMans 
Missed the news we are not at warA-

WRou are arMedY-
WI aMA-
WKhen I Oraym shoot the eneMy when he is an eneMym and not beforeA 

Ko 'ill another huMan is not soMethinS we should do liShtlyA-
Eader feiSned surOriseA Wcirm I have no intention of 'illinS anyoneA 

I aM here only as a journalistA-
WKhenm Mon aMim stay a journalist and let usm the Orofessionals 'eeO 

you safeA BoMem we Must res,ue My sausaSes froM kran,oisA- Khe 
kren,hMan Oaid s,ant reSard to any CerMan sniOers and stood uOm 
@ui,'ly turninS towards where his Men Suarded their se,tion of the 
LaSinot lineA

Eader ba,'ed away froM the ,oMfortinS shield of the tree and 
followed the ,aOtain ba,' froM the illusional frontTlineA 

I’ll do what I do best, but I reserve the right to defend myself when 
this war finally breaks out into the almighty conflagration it seems it is 
going to becomeA
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Khe sMell of ,oo'inSm esOe,ially the sausaSe of BaOitaine ’ertoldm 
wafted throuSh the forest edSe and led the two Men to the sMall 
,learinS before the fort that was guvraSe c,hoenenbourSA

Wkran,oiseA !ave you 'illed My sausaSeY-
’ertoldFs erstwhile Manservant and now his trusted batMan in the 

kren,h arMy shoo' his headm still MovinS the sausaSes around the OanA 
WEonm ,aOitaineA I do not 'ill the sausaSeA I enhan,e the ?avourA-

W”hat have you done to theMY-
W!e has done nothinSm BaOitaineA I showed hiM the slow ,oo' way 

My MaMa ,oo'ed sausaSeA-
WKhen you 'now More than he doesm MonsieurA !e has always 

burned My sausaSeA 6very MorninSm for yearsm even in My fatherFs 
eMOloym he burned the sausaSeA-

kran,oise sni,'eredA WKhat I didA-
W’ut the taste was in,redibleA !e burned everythinSm it seeMedA ’ut 

he was a Master at disSuisinS the burninS and Ma'inS it all taste so 
SoodA-

WKhat I didm Monsieurm- kran,ois said aSainm with a broad sMileA
WBoMeA ”e eatm- BaOitaine ’ertold saidm OattinS Eader on the 

ba,'A



Chapter Fifteen

Friends in High Places

Bexhill RAF Station, England, July 1939

Jessie considered herself lucky in some respects and unlucky in others. 
Life was black and white, good, or bad. There was no grey area, or 
periods of indiAerence or maybes about any situation. xs a student 
of history, and in particular the Tudor period, she understood the 
fundamental nature of knowledge, reality, and eEistence. zliIabeth v 
and her ministers were adept at gaining knowledge from Tudor spies 
and traitors. xpplying that knowledge to any giqen situation, they 
then made her realm, and therefore her reign, more secure. There 
were, to her, no grey areas. z’ually in such an academic discipline as 
JessieRs, there were no grey areas. To Jessie, the study of history was 
purely an academic route to a degree. -eal life was far remoqed for 
historical study. Life was a walk through a black and white tapestry of 
eqerSchanging circumstances.

Ohe applied her philosophy of life to her own actions and those 
around her.
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Bithin hours Jessie was seated on a Fritish -xP éight to “aris, it 
was proof, to her, that her theory was correct. Fecause her father was 
a highSranking military attachY, he could pull strings and get her a 
training éight from FeEhill to “aris. That was proof of the black and 
white nature of life. Ohe was going to get a éight or not, there was neqer 
a maybe.

Mf course, sat in the belly of the cramped Fristol Flenheim all 
thoughts of philosophy were far remoqed from her thoughts. The 
dirty éoor with its makeshift seating meant Jessie was literally éying 
by the seat of her pants. 

Philosophy doesn’t quite cover this situation.
”?ou realise v could end up in trouble for this,j the éight engineer 

shouted oqer his shoulder to Jessie.
”Bhy soVj
”This is a training éight for our esteemed trainee coSpilot, and 

we arenRt supposed to land, Hust naqigate round Kelun Gillaroche 
xerodrome and then home to FeEhill.j 

”Bhat do you suggestV Daqe you got a parachuteVj
The engineer shrugged his shoulders, glanced at the pilot, who also 

shrugged.
”“repare for landing,j the pilot said.

The crew didnRt bother with any formal goodbyes to Jessie. xs the 
aircraft was brought to a stop at the end of the airCeldRs single strip 
runway, the crew opened the door for Jessie, waited for her to get out, 
then shut the door as she walked clear of the plane.
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The engines powered up, and the aircraft turned and raced back 
down the runway, soaring into the air, and was gone from sight within 
minutes.

Jessie stood with her suitcase and waited, wondering where her 
uncle was.

Ohe didnRt haqe to wait long. Ohe heard the car4s engine before she 
saw it. x classy Fentley sports car came into qiew along the boundary 
of the airCeld. The Fritish -acing 7reen liqery shone in the summer 
afternoon sun. The car was big.

A bit like the owner.
Bithin a minute the driqer had stopped the car and put the handS

brake on. x tall, slightly rotund man, got out and walked round to the 
passenger side on the left of the Fentley.

”Dello, kiddo. Dow are you, JessieVj he said loudly holding his arms 
apart ready for a hug.

”-eally, 9ncle 6eq, when are you going to realise, youRre far too old 
for driqing around in this beast.j

JessieRs slight put down was soon followed by a big smile as she 
embraced her uncle, being enqeloped in the broad eEpanse of his arms.

”“leasant HourneyVj
Jessie pulled away from her uncle and looked up to him, her slight 

frame and relatiqely low height, compared to his colossal frame and 
tall body was a real contrast.

”6ot really, damn plane was freeIing, and v hated the conqersaS
tion.j

6eq frowned at his niece. ”Por one so pretty you can be a little 
cutting with your remarks. v suppose you rubbed them up the wrong 
wayVj
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”Koi,j Jessie said in a dismissiqe tone, walking round the big FentS
ley to the passenger side. ”?ou should get something more sedate, at 
your age,j Jessie said, opening the door and climbing in.

6eq got into the driqerRs side and settled himself in. ”There you go 
again,j looking sidelong at Jessie. ”xlways the cutting remarks. ?ou 
donRt know youRre doing it, do youVj

Jessie returned her uncles look and éuttered her eyelashes. ”Bould 
you prefer a more demure, brainSdead nieceVj

Bith a shake of his head, 6eq started the engine and put the car into 
gear. The B.8 litre engine purred with a low growl and the carRs back 
wheels spun as 6eq applied the power. The big carRs rear end snaked 
a little until the tyres gained traction and the qehicle gathered speed.

”Bhat happened to your hairVj
”6ot you too. ?ouRre all ganging up on me because v did what v 

wanted to do with my hair.j
”Bho elseVj
”?our brother,j Jessie said with a sullen sigh.
”Dardly a gang. Takes half a doIen at least.j
”9ncle 6eq, do you like my hairVj
”Oeen worse.j
Jessie gaqe her uncle a lopsided smile.
”vt went wrong, didnRt itVj
”?es uncle, thank you for asking and thank you for your concern.j
”Bhat colour should it haqe beenVj
”xuburn.j
”Mh well, better luck neEt time, Jessie.j
The pair looked at each other and laughed. 
”xnd why would v giqe this up for a sedate carV vf you can go perS

oEide blond, v can get a few more kicks out of this car.j 6eq shouted 
oqer the noise the open cockpit allowed in.
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”Bhere are we stopping oAVj
”x little place outside -eims. BeRll lay oqer for the night and then 

up early, breakfast and back on the road. Be should get to Kidnight 
at around siE.j

Jessie laughed. ”That always sounds weird, get to Kidnight at 
whateqer time.j

”vt does, doesnRt it.j
Jessie grinned at her uncle and pointed ahead. ”Mnwards, dear 

uncle. MnwardsDj



Chapter Sixteen

Marcel Shoots the 
Breeze

Somewhere in France, July 1939

It was a long drive and Marcel, being Marcel, decided he needed to 
stop as the light was fading. Truth be known, the light wasn’t fading, 
it wouldn’t fade for another two hours. But Marcel being Marcel, 
persuaded himself he needed a drink. That was Marcel’s Hrst mistake. 

ye pulled the car over at the verx neCt village because it seemed 
to house a decent éaf-. Marcel parked the car, eCited the car, and 
made his wax to the éaf- and one of the few emptx tables and chairs 
outside. Marcel, a large man with ample padding in the waist, sat down 
with a sigh. ye pulled out a copx of his twoDdaxDold “ailx Telegraph, 
skimming over the frontDpage headlines.

'Monsieur, sîil vous pla?t”A
Marcel looked up at the barman. 'Kh, mx good man. K glass of 

ToniDOola if xou please.A
'Wui, monsieur,A the barman said with a slight bow and turned to 

leave.
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“espite his Rrench name, Marcel was as British as beans on toast, 
and had a penchant for the famed full qnglish breakfast. This also 
eCplained his large girth. Marcel loved to plax the wealthx qnglishman 
abroad, but rarelx had the chance to do so. Todax, and tomorrow 
was to be an eCception. ye had until tomorrow evening to return 
to the qmbassx in 7aris and though he was supposed to be staxing 
at the Rordham’s holidax home overnight, a juick phone call would 
secure permission to stax in a éaf- with a spare bed for the night, and 
obviouslx it would need to provide Marcel with an ample breakfast, 
preferablx one leaning towards an qnglish breakfast and not one that 
left one starving.

'éroissant, indeed,A Marcel muttered to himself.
That was Marcel’s plan. Marcel being Marcel, things did not juite 

work out that wax.
Ks the evening wore on, Marcel took to engaging conversation, as 

best he could with his schoolbox Rrench, with the locals who seemed 
more than happx to listen to Marcel’s eCploits at the British qmbassx 
in 7aris.

The telephone call to the embassx for permission to stax in a 
bedDandDbreakfast, the deliverx of the package and his aplomb in dealD
ing with locals all abandoned Marcel, his common sense also took a 
hike, and the locals were left dealing with a loudmouthed braggart 
who hated the Rrench, hated his Sob, hated his boss and hated himself. 
The ensuing Hst Hght between Marcel and two local farmers ended in 
a phone call to the local û<ret-. Marcel, being Marcel, did not come 
juietlx.



Chapter Seventeen

Blackmail

Latin Quarter, Paris, July 1939

The clouds scurried across the blue sky as Simeon Moreau looked up 
while sipping his red wine. It was a pleasant spring day, warm but with 
a chill. The clouds, moving fast and high were cirrus clouds, wispy and 
feathery. 

Moreau was in Paris’ Latin Quarter, seated at a small round table, 
occupying one of two chairs of a seedy café. The table was closest to 
the small café’s door. He was seated there for a reason and the reason 
had just arrived. 

“Weather’s going to change,” a man’s voice said.
“You could be right, monsieur,” Moreau said.
“Is this seat occupied?”
Still Moreau didn’t look up. He was waiting for the man to say a 

certain phrase. A trigger phrase.
“Non, monsieur. The seat is vacant.”
Now, will he say it?
“In that case. I will join you.”
Bon. That was the first trigger phrase.
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The man sat down and said nothing.
Moreau xnally looked at him. Not thin, not fat, but potential for 

chubbiness in old age. The man was obviously shortish and had a 
distinct look. 

Maybe English. But could be a Pole. Wait and see.
“Are you here, in Paris, on holiday?”
Wait for the second trigger sentence.
“Yes, I’m here with my wife.” The man paused for a few seconds. 

“We are staying at Le Monde.”
That’s it. It’s him. There is no Monde hotel in Paris.
Moreau closed and folded his broadsheet newspaper. He folded it 

once more and placed it on the small table, ne-t to his glass of house 
wine.

“Do you have it?” Moreau asked, looking the man in the eye, defyz
ing him to say no.

“I do. Do you have this proof of yours?”
“I do.”
The two men sat looking at each other.
A waiter, a small wi'ened old man, probably the owner, too old to 

know when to retire, too poor to employ someone else to wait on the 
tables. “Monsieur?”

The man sat opposite Moreau waved the waiter away with a Butter 
of his right hand, not even bothering to look at the waiter.

The waiterqs shoulders dropped. He shrugged and turned away. 
As the waiter left, the man gave him a sideways glance, making sure 

he was out of earshot. He turned back to look at Moreau. “Walk with 
me,” he said, then stood up.

Moreau had a sudden rush of panic. This was not an agreed action. 
All he was supposed to do was hand over the cash and Moreau would 
hand over the evidence of his spying. Simple. Eut now Moreau’s 4uarz
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ry was walking away. Moreau stood up, left his newspaper, and 4uickly 
caught up to the man.

“What are you doing,” he hissed, stooping slightly because his 
4uarry was shorter.

“I’m happy to pay you,” the man said. “Ten thousand francs is 
not a problem. Eut I need assurances this, information, will not reach 
certain important people.”

“I will give you the photographs, happily. There are no copies, I 
assure you.”

“Fine,” the man said. “Then you won’t mind walking a few metres 
with me. I don’t carry ten thousand francs on me. We need to go to an 
address near the Seine, not far from Pont Neuf.”

Moreau was xnding it had to keep up with the shorter man, who 
was striding out forcefully. “Îery well, but I am not happy at this turn 
of events. Not happy at all. I’m only a photographer. A journalist.”

“Don’t worry, it’s not far. 5ust down this side street and there, you 
can just see the …le de la Cité at the end of the street.”

“Yes, of course. I’m happy to accompany you,” Moreau said, feeling 
distinctly unhappy.

“Good. You will be home before you know it. And I assume you 
have the photographs on you?”

“Of course. Of course. In my jacket pocket,” he said, patting the left 
side of his chest.

The man smiled inwardly as he continued to stride down the small 
street.

“We have a body.”
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Inspecter Durand sighed, sipped his co"ee, placed the cup in the 
saucer and stood up from his desk.

“Where, Eernard?”
Eernard Laurent, Durand’s sergeant, and rightzhand man Bicked 

through his notes, “…le de la Cité. In a small garden. No, a tree in a 
small garden.”

“A tree? Do we have a dead body in a tree? That’s a new one.”
“Yes, He was stabbed once in the neck. Severed his juggler. Ey the 

position of the body, it seems he was pushed over the edge of the 
Pont Neuf, where the body fell and lodged in the tree. I assume the 
murderer was trying to get the body into the river. He seems to have 
misjudged the position.”

“Have we got a name,” Durand asked, putting on his overcoat. At 
si-ty years old, he was beginning to feel the cold increasingly. He was 
looking forward to retiring.

“His name is Moreau, Simeon Moreau. He’s aD”
“Photographer. I know him. Or rather I know of him. Apparently 

incredibly good at weddings and special events. Does some freelance 
work for newspapers.”

“How do you know so much about him?”
Durand had xnally got his overcoat on and was following his 

sergeant out of the oEce. “My niece is getting married. Apparently, 
it is going to be a society wedding and her mother wanted to employ 
Moreau to do the photographs.”

Laurent gave a short snicker. “Looks like she will need to look again. 
I’ve got an old bo- brownie if she would like me to do the honours.”

“That’s not funny, sergeant,” Durand said, inwardly smiling himz
self. “Was it a theft? Pickpocket gone wrong, do you think.”

“Well, that’s the funny thing. It seems it was theft but the policez
man who attended says the man’s jacket pocket was ripped openD”
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“Indicating a theft,” Durand said as they walked down the oEce 
stairs to the front door.

“Yes, but it doesn’t look like the thief got away with the wallet. It 
was in another pocket. No, what he got away with is half a brown 
envelope of photographs, for his troubles.”

“He must have been disturbed then.”
“Seems so. What a waste. To kill someone and get away with a 

handful of photographs.”
“That’s life,” Durand said, wincing at the shallow sunlight as he 

walked out into the street.
“That’s death,” Laurent.
“You’re a real cynic, sergeant.G



Chapter Eighteen

It Runs in the Family

Reims, France, July 1939

Jessie woke to the sound of clattering cups on saucers, being wheeled 
on a squeaky trolley in the hotel she and her uncle were staying at. 
Turning over in her bed and wondering where she was. “Oh,” she 
groaned, “too much brandy.”

After a few moments reEection on the merits of a wayward uncle 
o’ering his aspiring wayward niece copious amounts of brandy, Jessie 
rolled over and looked at the bedside clock. 

“Cight O- Slock, oh for heaven-s sake, who invented early mornN
ings.”

Whe had promised her uncle to be up and ready for breakfast at eight 
in the morning, and now she was running round the room, throwing 
clothing from her travel bag onto the bed and generally making a mess 
trying to Mnd something to wear.

Kev, on the other hand, was on his second co’ee of the morning 
and his stomach was growling Mercely. 7hen Jessie Mnally walked in 
the room, he felt relieved and quickly turned to grab the attention of 
the lone waitress.
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“8ore co’ee and breakfast for two, please,” Kev said in his Mnest 
not-to-draw-attention Cnglishman abroad accent. Ie turned to his  
Eustered niece. “jid you sleep wellY”

“R did, like a log, and thanks to you for plying me with brandy.”
The smell of fresh co’ee and croissants and Fam arrived before the 

waitress.
“Rt-s a remedy for stress,” Kev said, cutting into his croissant.
“7hat, a croissantY” Jessie said with a smile.
“Sould be. Ko, R meant the brandy. …ou seemed, how shall R say it, 

stressed.”
Jessie sipped her co’ee and cut into her own croissant. “7ouldn-t 

you be stressed sitting on the Eoor of an old xAL training aircraft for 
an hour or soY”

Kev sipped his co’ee then took a larger gulp. “…es, R suppose R 
would, but that-s not what stressed you, is it.”

“Ko, it was the usual stu’. Sambridge stu’ andG well.”
“jad stu’Y”
“Always dad stu’.”
“Ie-s a compleP man, your dad. Rt runs in the family.”
“SomplePY …ou can say that again. And you can talk, you-re someN

times more complicated to work out than dad is. All this spy stu’ you 
two are into.”

“7as, in my case. 7as. …ou know R had to give it up for, wellG”
“Iealth reasons. That is, if you had carried on, they would have 

hung you.”
“Whush, not so loud.”
“There-s no one around who can hear us.”
“…ou may believe that my girl, but R know better. There is always 

someone around who can hear us and who will use any Fuicy tittleNtatN
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tle to entrap and leverage information out of you. Wo be careful when 
you Foin the government merryNgoNround.”

Jessie looked around the small hotel cafeteria. “There-s nobody 
about, ePcept the waitress.”

“CPactly,” Kev said, looking round himself. “Rt-s the most innocent 
looking people who are the most dangerous, believe me.”

“!esides,” Jessie said, leaning back in her chair. “R-m not Foining any 
government department. R-ve decided to be a Fournalist. R-ll report on 
the spies rather than be one.”

“Then here-s to your new career, my girl. Bood luck to you, and 
god help anyone getting in your way.”

“There are only two people who stand in my way. 8y dad and 
Armel.”

“!ut for varied reasons. …ou still blame Armel for your mother-s 
death and you still think she was having an a’air with your dadY”

Jessie took a bite from her croissant, and sipped her co’ee, not 
taking her eye o’ her uncle. “R know they were having an a’air,” she 
said, placing her cup back in the saucer.

“San we have some more co’ee, please,” Kev said, waving to the 
yawning waitress. “R-m not convinced. Iowever, your main focus is 
your dad, am R right.”

“…es, because he wants to control my life, all the time. Ie-s pushed 
me all my life to be better than R am. Wwimming, running, Fudo, 
shooting and lots of other stu’. At times R felt R was in the army. And 
the same with school. Always pushing there. 0rivate boarding school 
is like the army. Then at Sambridge. Ko chance of Foining a group 
doing painting or comedy or reading, writing. Ko, the socialist society 
was his idea of a fun time. R soon told them where to get o’.”

Kev waited as the waitress appeared with the co’ee and had placed 
fresh cups in front and took the used cups away. “…our father has 
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always wanted the best for you, but he-s probably gone about getting 
the best without considering what you want out of life.”

“CPactly. 7ell said that man,” Jessie said, pouring fresh black co’ee 
into their cups, the aroma tantalising her nose.

“Iis methods are singular and maybe a little, R don-t have the 
words.”

“Znderhand, sneaky, pushy, to think of but a few. Rt was like R 
said, almost like being in the army. And for heaven-s sake, who puts 
their daughter through a course of unarmed combat. R mean, honestly 
uncle.”

“xeallyY 7hen was thisY”
“9ast year. Ie did it himself. …ou were o’ on one of your trips 

to who knows where and he got it into his head R should be able to 
look after myself when R Foin the foreign o1ce. Kumber one R am not 
Foining the foreign o1ce and number two R do not want to be taught 
unarmed combat by anyone, last of all my father. And another thing, 
even if R did Foin the foreign o1ce R would not voluntarily wrestle with 
an ambassador.”

“Salm down and quieten down, my girl.”
“7ell, R ask you,” Jessie hissed, taken a large gulp of hot co’ee. “Ow, 

that-s hot2”
“…es, it-s the little things we should take notice of in life, lest they 

hurt us.”
Jessie-s brow furrowed at her uncle-s remark.
“R mean, we all have ulterior motives in what we do and say someN

times. Znarmed combat seems a little over the top. A little too BealN
ous,” Kev said.

“CealousY jownright craBy if you ask me. Ko, my dad has done his 
best for me for an education, but the constant pushing. Rt was almost 
like he had a guideline he was following.”
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Kev visibly blushed as Jessie spoke, which she noticed immediately.
“7hatY Iave R hit some secret family nerveY”
Kov shook his head. “Ko, not at all. Rt Fust seemed funny to think 

of Albert consulting a book of rules to follow for your welfare.”
Jessie smiled at that, but noticed Kev was still blushing and averting 

his eyes. Womething was up. A nerve, a secret nerve, had been touched 
and Jessie was determined to Mnd the underlying cause of it.

!reakfast over, bags repacked and rooms vacated, Kev paid the bill 
and the pair of them got into the !entley and made for the open road 
towards their destination, the 8idnight 9ake.

Rt was a warm and breeBy drive through many small and pretty 
villages, followed by narrow roads with high raised hedgerows either 
side. 7hat tra1c they met was mainly farmers with horse and cart. On 
one occasion they came across a brokenNdown tractor that turned out 
to be a xenault Tank from the last war, converted into a tractor.

“Rt-s a beauty of a machine,” Kev said, as he and Jessie sat in their 
car patiently waiting for the farmer and a local mechanic trying to get 
the tractor going. Rt was a long wait, but there was no way round the 
large machine. Wo, the pair made themselves as comfortable as possible 
in their seats and waited.

“Wo, when are you going to go to Journalism schoolY”
“Ah, now that-s a touchy subFect.”
“R can guess why,” Kev said with a smile.
“…es, it all comes down to money. 8y allowance from dad does not 

quite cover the ePpense of 9ondon Zniversity Journalism Wchool.”
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“Ah, the good old fees system. …ou pay, you learn. Kot quite the 
setup your socialist dad envisaged for the world.”

“WocialistY jadY xeallyY”
“7ell, not quite committed,” Kev said with an embarrassed harN

rumph as he sat up in his seat.
“R never knew that. !ut that ePplains him always banging on about 

the socialists at Sambridge. R never, ever, equated that to dad being a 
socialist. That is wild, uncle.”

“…es, wellG oh look, R think they-ve got it going.”
Rn a Eurry of grey smoke, the tractor-s engine burst into life and 

with a wave, both the mechanic and tractor driver drove away.
Kev turned on his own engine, put it noisily into gear and slowly 

followed the mechanic-s old van, the farmers even older tractor and a 
Eurry of grey smoke emanating from the tractor.

!ut Jessie was oblivious to all this as she began to wonder about her 
father-s politics. A subFect that had never occurred to her before, but 
that was now very much on her mind.



Chapter Nineteen

Escaping The Black 
Chamber

Poznań Army Command, Poland, July 1939

By July 1939, the Black Chamber team began preparations to evacuate 
key personnel and equipment from Poland. They destroyed all sen-
sitive documents and equipment. An evacuation train was organised 
and transported them to the south. It wasn’t long before the train 
crossed the border into Romania.

Soon, the train had gone as far as it could and the team were put 
into a truck for transport to France. The situation was very xuid as 
information on a possible invasion changed continually, consequently 
their route was continually in xuE. They had made several telephone 
calls to France, trying to gain conjrmation that France would not only 
accept them as refugees, but also integrate them into the French eOort 
to break the Mnigma codes.

Their Kourney was interrupted as their single very crowded truck 
was conjscated at the border by a Romanian oNcer. To make matters 
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worse, the military personnel in their group were separated from the 
civilian personnel. 

Taking advantage of the confusion, Jankowski decided the three 
mathematicians should ignore the RomanianWs instructions. They re-
alised they would end up in an internment camp unless they took 
matters into their own hands. The fear was they would be identijed by 
Romanian security police, knowing full well that Lermany’s Abwehr 
and SY had informers in Romanian security. 

The trio and a Polish army oNcer escaped in the confusion and 
went to the nearest railroad station. There they bought tickets for 
the jrst train headed south. After many hours they jnally reached 
Bucharest in the south of the country. Their intention was to get 
to the British embassy and ask for asylum. 8n arrival they were told 
by diplomatic staO to Hcome back in a few days.’ They then tried the 
French embassy, introducing themselves and asking to speak with a 
French military oNcer. A French Army colonel telephoned Paris and 
then issued instructions for the Poles to be assisted in evacuating to 
Paris.

The news of Jankowski’s team coming to Paris eventually came to 
the attention of Albert Fordham. Realising the signijcance of this, 
Albert made his plans and informed Armel he would want access 
to the Polish code breakers. Armel immediately followed Alberts in-
structions and a meeting was arranged.

Albert would soon, he hoped, have full access to the work the Poles 
had carried out on Mnigma.
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…As I understand it, you have cracked the Mnigma code, or at least, you 
have worked out how the Ga;i machine works, but you haven’t yet 
built a working machine,6 Albert Fordham said to the young Polish 
mathematician sat opposite him. They were in a side oNce in the 
British Mmbassy.

The young man nodded, leaning forward across the table separat-
ing the two. …zes, yes. If we had the equipment and access to engineers, 
I’m sure we will be able to build a machine in no time.6 The intense 
young man fumbled with his round spectacles, taking out a hand-
kerchief and wiping the lenses. ”e crumpled the handkerchief and 
shoved it unceremoniously in his trouser pocket, placing the glasses 
on his face with the other hand. …Can you help us achieve thisZ6

Albert smiled and inwardly thanked the stars for this stroke of good 
fortune. …8f course I can, but what I want from you is your notes and 
any equipment you have pertaining to Mnigma.6

…8ur notes and equipmentZ 5hyZ6
…5ar has been declared. zou are not safe here in France and I want 

to get you to Britain as soon as possible. But I also need to ensure your 
work is not destroyed if you should be shot down over the channel.6

Jankowski considered this for a few moments, then nodded his 
head. …zes, yes, I see your point. I need to gather the team, sort out 
what we can let you have andD6

…Today,6 Albert said, butting in. …zou must get them to me today 
in case we have to evacuate at a moment’s notice.6

Jankowski looked taken aback and was about to speak when Albert 
held his hand up for silence. …Go. Go obKections. I have a team of 
people ready to transcribe and they are here, ready and waiting. This 
must be completed as soon as possible. I also have a photographer to 
ensure we have a complete itinerary. I must leave shortlyE I have a prior 
engagement. But I’m not leaving you three here.6
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…5hat about our military escort,6 Gosia said.
…5hat about himZ ”e can kick his heels here for a while. 5e may 

even let him enKoy the Paris nightlifeD under escort of course. But you 
three will be my guests at my house. 5e are holding a party for the 
British Ambassador and we don’t want you three wandering around 
the streets of Paris. zou are too valuable an asset.6



Chapter Twenty

von Ribbentrop & 
Hitler

Reichstag Building, Berlin, July 1939

There was no plan, no master plan as such. Hitler gave out vague com-
ments in passing and his entourage ensured these comments became 
policy and then became law and or a general and vague plan. But there 
was never a master plan.

The invasion of France was a given, Germany had been aiming at 
that for years, even before the last war. But after that it would be down 
to the generals to make suggestions and see where this led the army and 
air force. The Navy? Oh, they could tag along and make themselves 
useful if the army attacked and invaded Britain.

Germany’s Joachim von Ribbentrop, the last German ambassador 
to Great Britain, was sitting with his master, Adolf Hitler, drinking 
coMee and deciding on the direction of Hitler’s new Reich.

As von Ribbentrop poured another coMee for himself and Hitler, 
topping his own oM with a dash or two of cognac from his hipKask, a 
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British invention he wholeheartedly embraced, he broached a subSect 
that Hitler found somewhat tedious.

”Ihall we talk about the news that the British may have broken our 
main military code,ü von Ribbentrop said, taking a sip from his coMee 
cup.

Hitler stared at his Foreign Minister of the Reich and sighed. ”Eust 
we?ü

”…t’s important, my FYhrer. jspecially important.ü
Hitler loved playing at being a general in the army, his army, but 

found the minutia of military life tedious. ”…’m sure my people know 
what they are doing. …f there is need of any intervention on my part, 
then … will be told and action will be taken.ü

”But by then the British will haveqü
”xou have too much time for the British, you are now my Foreign 

Einister and there are more countries in the world, other than Britain, 
which reQuire your attention. Have another coMee and do not bother 
yourself.ü

Joachim von Ribbentrop sat back and drank his coMee. There was 
no arguing with the FYhrer when he was in an ezpansive mood. von 
Ribbentrop knew the British well, had spent many years admiring 
their ways and their organisational capabilities. …n particular, the fact 
Britain had an active intelligence network since the time of Wueen 
jliVabeth …, told anyone who studied them that the British knew more 
secrets than anyone could, or should, know.

The FYhrer called for an aide to provide music on the record player, 
preferably 9agner.

9hile the :alkyries rode, von Ribbentrop realised the coming war 
was almost certainly lost before it even began.



Chapter Twenty-One

Inga

The Midnight Lake, Ardennes, France, July 1939

Jessie shut the Bentley’s door and watched as her uncle carved a 
semi-circle in the rough chipping track that made up the inner quad-
rangle to the house entrance. Her uncle would park his beloved car 
in the old stables mews, a similar old stable her father used for his 
oScial car. Wandwiched between was the storage area and cycle racks, 
as each family member and member of staA had their own bicycles. 
Jessie knew her uncle would be there several hours, lovingly cleaning 
oA any dust that dared land on his beloved automobile.

Jessie decided a bath, food, and a nap where in order and slowly 
made her way into the house, opening and shutting the front door 
quietly so as not to alert her siblings she had arrived.

Talking up the oak staircase that was the central feature to the 
foyer, Jessie could make out the top room, her father’s oSce, was 
occupied. O shadow was visible on the upper parts of the white ceiling. 
Womeone was in the oSce moving around and by the sounds of it, they 
seemed to search for something.
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Jessie crept up the stairs quietly, hoping to catch the intruder sin-
gle-handed. 

Surely that would be worth a few points of self-esteem with my father.
Os she reached the landing at the top of the stairs, Jessie peered 

into the oSce. Her father hated people invading his space, and this 
certainly seemed like a good ”t for getting into his bad books. 

Whe entered the oSce.
IThere are you!R Mhat was from a female voice with an accent.
ICnga!R Jessie said in a raised voice.
O loud bump from under her father’s desk followed. IKwFR
Jessie smiled as the top of a head appeared, with eyes that reached 

the level of the mahogany desk.
Cnga Losberg, Golonel Pordham’s nanny to her younger siblings, 

peeked above the desk. INiss JessieF How nice to see you again.R
ICnga, what are you doing on the ;oor!R
IYeave her alone. Whe’s working for me.R Mhe tinny male voice came 

from the telephone receiver sat in the middle of a pile of papers on 
Golonel Pordham’s desk. Mhe voice was that of the colonel.

Jessie leaned down to the telephone handset. IC would not interfere, 
only mention that it will take a week to clear this mess up, but then 
you are used to that, aren’t you dad!R

IC’ll tidy up,R Cnga said.
I9o, you won’t,R Pordham’s tinny voice shouted. IJust ”nd what 

C want, Cnga, and don’t let my daughter intimidate you.R
Cnga stood up and shrugged her shoulders.
IC’ll leave you to it, Cnga,R Jessie said with a broad smile. IDood 

luck. Thatever it is he wants C’ll bet it’s not here but in his oSce in 
1aris.R

Cnga noddedx she too knew the colonel’s predilection for losing 
valuable documents. IMhe water is hot, Niss Jessie.R



TOYEC9D OTO7 PLKN NC29CDHM GK17 “V

Jessie smiled. I7ou read my mind, Cnga. Mhank you. Bye dad,R she 
shouted at the phone handset. IC’ll see you at the weekend.R

I2on’t forget,R the tinny voice shouted. I7our step-sister is with us 
for the ”rst time since her father died. 2o not be too hard on her.R

I7es, yes. Wee you soon, dad.R

O long soak in the bath. O chicken sandwich and a well-earned nap 
gave Jessie a new lease of life and she wandered the house looking for 
her siblings and step-sister.

Whe came across Cnga who told her the children were on a trip in the 
woods, e3cept for Mim who had a tummy upset and was in bed. Mhe 
rest were foraging for mushrooms, trujes, and anything else that they 
could ”nd for their evening meal. Mhey were with the gamekeeper and 
cook, Naurice and Nadame 9oaire, and would not be back until late. 

Jessie wandered the corridors of the house, originally an old reli-
gious sanctuary built into the hillside above the Nidnight Yake. Mhe 
corridors were part of an enormous labyrinth, now a home, but two 
hundred years ago a place for both pilgrimage and for solitude.

Jessie was wondering about the people who lived here, in the V@th 
century, and why the place eventually fell into ruin, when she found 
herself back outside her father’s oSce.

Whe could see from the doorway that Cnga had tried to clean up, but 
probably made it worse.

Dad will love this!
Jessie walked into the oSce, a strictly out-of-bounds place when her 

father was in residence, but when the cat is awayF Mhe paper strewn 
mahogany desk, with its red leather oblong inlay and this oAset by the 
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dark blue carpet all spoke to Jessie of her father. Mhere was no room 
for any other in;uence here, neither herself, her mother or stepmother 
aAected her father’s oSce. Ot odds with the paper-strewn desk was the 
rest of the oSce. On occasional table was empty of any debris, two 
chairs for visitors likewise, and the carpeted ;oor itself hid nothing. 

Or did it?
Jessie saw out the corner of her eyes, in the far-left corner where a 

hat and umbrella stand stood, what looked like a briefcase, sat under 
an umbrella that had fallen and partially opened.

Jessie  moved in and scooped up the umbrella,  ”3ing it  so it 
wouldn’t open again and then hung it back up on the stand. Yooking 
down once more, she was rewarded with the sight of an old, dark red, 
briefcase with a central handle, brass locking device and two straps for 
threading and securing. Obove the lock was the device of the British 
Grown and an ornate DL. Deorge Legina. Eing Deorge BC.

Now, why is there a diplomatic bag sat in this corner?
Jessie looked left to the opposite corner, at the large brown metal 

oSce safe. I7ou should be in there,R she said aloud, walking round 
the desk to the safe. Os she stood in front of the safe, she placed the 
diplomatic bag on top, realising for the ”rst time it was a little heavy. 
Mrying the lock on the bag, she wasn’t surprised to ”nd it was locked. 
Whe tried the safe as well, with the same result. Jessie stood back and 
regarded the safe.

Thomas Withers & Sons 

Ltd
West Bromwich

England
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Mhe nameplate at the front announced who the manufacturer was 
on a splendidly ornate brass plaque.

Jessie picked up the briefcase. ITell, old chum, you had better come 
and stay with me in my room. Just in case dad has the crown Dewels 
hidden away inside you.R

Jessie walked out of the oSce, across the landing and down into the 
bowels of the house, on her way to her own room.

Whe never noticed Cnga, or the look of dismay on the 9annie’s 
hardened features, as she watched Jessie leave.



Chapter Twenty-Two

The Man in Black

The Midnight Lake, Ardennes, France, July 1939

The lane running alongside the Fordham house, close to Roc la Tour, 
led south to Tournavaux or west to Monthermé in the Ardennes 
Forest. It fell to Jessie, as she had always done since her early teens, 
to cycle to the town of Naux. It had a scattering of farms and most 
importantly a boulangerie and boucherie, where she would buy the 
daily requirement of bread and meat. Both the butcher and baker’s 
family had got to know Jessie well over the years and Jessie spent longer 
buying food than any other pastime while on holiday.

On her way back from her morning trip, Jessie revelled in free-
wheeling down the hill with pine trees lining both sides of the small 
lane. The early morning scent of pine mixed with the warming dap-
pled sunlight made her grateful to be alive. 

As she approached the narrow entrance to the family home, the 
driveway partially hidden by the pine trees, Jessie could see a small 
black Simca Cinq car parked on the right side, its rear-end toward her 
and two men stood with their backs to her at the front of the vehicle. 
The two men had not noticed Jessie’s silent approach and Jessie was 
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almost at the entrance to the driveway when she realised one man was 
her uncle. The other was dressed head to foot in black. A black fedora 
pulled low down on his head, a black gabardine mac, collar up, pulled 
tight around his neck and black trousers and shoes. 

Jessie considered his dress sense was more for dramatic and men-
acing e“ect than that of a disguise.

Jessie steered the bicycle left, and the wheels crunched on the dri-
veway gravel.

The two men turned and for a Ueeting moment, Jessie saw the 
man in black’s face. A pinched nose, thin black moustache and dark, 
swarthy eyes that Uitted left and right, looking for danger.

Her uncle’s expression was telling. Shock and realisation he had 
been caught doing something he would have preferred to keep quiet.

Jessie stopped the bicycle and put a foot down. ?”ncle, what’s 
wrongjE

Her uncle waved a hand to Jessie, said something to the man in 
black, and then walked over to 6oin her.

?He was lost,E her uncle said, ?and wanted directions to Monther-
mé.E

?Oh,E Jessie said, her brow furrowed. She stood next to her uncle 
while the pair watching the man get in his car, start the engine, and 
drive o“. ?He paid little attention to your directions, he’s going the 
wrong way, he’s on his way to Tournavaux.E

Nev Fordham looked over his shoulder at the receding car and 
shrugged his shoulders. He smiled at Jessie. ?Never mind, he was 
foreign, he will <nd his way, eventually.E

Jessie watched her uncle walk slowly down the drive to the house. 
She mused on the odd turn of events based on an uncle who left the 
house at odd times, to drive somewhere in his beloved Bentley to who 
knew where. And the odd turn of events in that she was certain she 
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heard the two men speak German, not a language she felt her uncle 
was Uuent in or knew enough to make himself understood.

Jessie fully dismounted the bicycle and pushed it down the drive, 
quickly catching up to her uncle.

The pair walked in silence towards the house, Jessie’s mind slightly 
confused by what she had 6ust witnessed.



Chapter Twenty-Three

Shots in the Dark

The Ardennes, France, July 1939

The drive of two hundred kilometres from Paris was going to take over 
three hours, mainly in the dark, but the Fordham’s weren’t bothered 
with that, it was good to be so far away from the Embassy. And it was 
good to know that nobody from the embassy was tempted to take the 
drive to the Fordham's summer house on ocHial business.

Albert Hhanged down a gear as the old Sumber Mnipe struggled to 
maintain speed on the meandering tiny Hountry lanes that led to the 
Lidnight “ake.

Y”ou know, we really should have stayed at our posts,I Armel said 
from the passenger seat, stiBing a yawn at the same time.

YThere are many things … should have done in my life, yet here … 
am, still alive and kiHking. Wesides, we both have permission from our 
superiors.I

Y”es, butOI
Y”es, but nothing. Ke need a break and … need to make sure my 

stupid error hasn’t Haused me more grief to Home.I
Armel smiled at the seriousness of her husband’s faHe.  
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If it’s not by the book, you think it’s wrong.
Y…t will be Gne. éon’t worry so muHh.I
Albert snatHhed a glanHe at his wife. Y”ou know what …’m talking 

aboutû EnigmaûI
Y”es, … know. The !erman Hode maHhine.I
Y… trusted it in the hands of LarHel, and what did the fool doû Mtop 

halfway to the lake, go to a bar, and have a few too many aperitifs 
and then attempt to argue with the loHals using his Gsts. There is only 
so muHh a Lilitary AttaHh- Han do for an idiot over a long distanHe. 
“uHkily, … persuaded the MRret- to keep him in overnight. At least the 
diplomatiH bag would have been safe.I

As the word safe left Albert’s lips, a HraHk and hole appeared in the 
Sumber’s windsHreen.

Y!et downCI Albert shouted as he shifted down a gear and then 
stepped on the aHHelerator.

YKhatûI
Y!et downCI Albert shouted onHe more, grabbing Armel’s shoulx

der, and pushing down with his right hand. YThe Har behindC Momex
one is shooting at usCI

Armel didn’t need telling twiHe and kept as low as she Hould. Albert 
shrugged himself low, Hhanged gear, and took evasive aHtion.

The Hhange of gear hadn’t made a lot of diqerenHe to the Har’s 
speed, but that and weaving left and right aHross the narrow Hountry 
lane would seriously hamper anyone trying to hit them with gunGre. 
Albert looked in the rearxview mirror and Hould make out a Har folx
lowing them. The mu&ed sound of maHhine gun Gre belied the traHk 
of bullets hitting the Har’s forward nearside fender.

YNh, oh,I was all Albert Hould say as more bullets ripped into the 
rear of the Sumber.

Armel sHreamed.
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Albert knew the narrow road well having travelled it many times bex
fore. Se knew e?aHtly what to do and waited for the right moment. 
…t Hame @uiHkly and Albert weaved his Har to the left and then right, 
slammed his foot on the brake, Hhanged down a gear yet again and 
as the attaHking Har pulled to his left side, he aHHelerated, pulled the 
steering wheel left hard and braHed for impaHt.

The left fender of Albert’s Har hit the rear oqside fender of the 
attaHking vehiHle. Albert’s Har’s mass dug in, twisted the rear end of 
the attaHking Har round, pushing it through the sparse hedgerow. The 
Har’s rear end pulled the whole vehiHle down onto a grassy slope. 

Albert stopped his Har and watHhed.
The attaHker’s driver Houldn’t get a grip on the wet grass and his rear 

wheels spun madly, sending up slops of turf and mud. The Har @uiHkly 
slipped baHkwards down the slope. 

Albert e?ited his Har, pulled his Mmith A Kesson revolver out and 
aimed at the front windshield of the attaHking Har. Se Gred oq all the 
bullets in the Hhamber, shattering the windshield and hopefully killing 
the passengers. 8ot in anger, but in pity. Se knew where the Har was 
heading and right on @ueue gravity took over and the attaHking Har 
plunged into the !orge de Maint !uireH, falling fourxhundred metres 
to be shattered at the bottom. Anyone not killed by Albert’s gunGre 
would not survive the impaHt.

Albert heard a forlorn sHream as at least one man in the Har survived 
Alberts gunGre, long enough to realise he was now heading for his 
doom.



Chapter Twenty-Four

A Bird in the Hand

The Midnight Lake, Ardennes, France, July 1939

“Knock, knock,” Jessie said as she tapped on Tim’s bedroom door and 
walked in.

“I’m not well,” a little boy cried out. “I think I’m going to die. Better 
keep away.”

Jessie pushed the door fully open and the little boy, wearing striped 
pyjamas saw who his visitor was and leapt out of his bed, bounced oW 
the bed, hit the !oor running and jumped into Jessie’s arms.

“Ahoa, Tigerx Y respectable spot of gymnastics, but you’re only siH 
and a little skinny.”

Yfter a brief cuddle, brother and sister separated and Tim, realising 
he was desperately ill, moaned and made his slow way back to bed.

Jessie sat on the edge of the bed and appraised the boy. “?ou don’t 
look ill, Tim.”

“I am, very. Aesting away.”
“Aasting way, Tim, wasting, not westing.”
Tim waved a hand and settled back against his pillows. “Lave you 

brought me a presentN”
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“Fow you’re being cheeky, young man. Fo, I have not. I brought 
myself, that should be enough for you.”

Tim smiled.
“1ould it be you’re ill because you don’t like mushroomsN”
“Aell, yesx Ahat a silly idea searching for mushrooms when I don’t 

like mushroomsN”
“But all the others like mushrooms.”
“Ynd-”
“Ynd you should consider others over yourself. Gife isn’t all about 

you. It’s about all of us working together. EnderstandN”
Tim nodded.
“Fow, let me read you a story and maybe you’ll fall asleep and feel 

better in an hour, after a nap.”
“Treasure Island is my favourite.”
“Then Treasure Island it is.” Jessie opened the book and it immedi2

ately reminded her of a little girl, lost in the woods, frightened beyond 
belief by a skull,

Tim had fallen asleep almost at once and Jessie had followed suit 
almost immediately afterwards.

Ahat woke both up was not the noise of the mushroom hunting 
party returning from a successful trip into the forest, but the terrible 
twins crashing into Tim’s bedroom giggling and shouting.

“Ahat the,” Jessie shouted at her rude awakening.
“Dnly us,” Kit announced to his sister and younger brother.
“?ou’re in the wrong bedroom, boys,” Jessie said with a bleary2eyed 

yawn.
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“Fo, we’re notx” Jimmy shouted. “Ae’re here to give Tim a pre2
sent.”

“I don’t like slimy mushrooms,” Tim muttered, sliding down un2
der the bedclothes to avoid his boisterous brothers.

“?ou’ll like this, present. It’s not a mushroom.”
“Get me see 'rst,” Jessie said, beckoning the twins towards her. It 

was then she noticed Kit had his hands clasped in front of him. “Ahat 
have you got in your hands, KitN”

Kit walked forward and raised his hands towards Jessie’s head, 
slightly opening the top hand.

Jessie peered in. “Dh, it’s a-”
“Vhush,” Jimmy admonished.
“Ahat do you think you’re going to do with itN” Jessie asked.
“It’s injured, I think its wing is hurt or bruised.”
Yt the mention of a wing, Tim was up and out of the bedclothes. 

“Is it a birdN”
“I think it’s a Reai Bleu, a Blue Jay to you,” said Cadame Foaire, 

who was standing on the landing outside of Tim’s bedroom. “It’s only 
young and unable to !y. It will starve to death or be eaten by a cat if 
left in the wild. It needs someone to look after it and feed it. 0lenty of 
insects and grubs around this time of year if someone can be bothered 
to 'nd them. I have a cage, somewhere, that was the home of my pet 
rat until it died. 0lenty big enough for a small bird.”

“Entil it gets bigger,” Jessie said, unhappy at where the conversa2
tion was going.

“Ahen it’s big enough, fat enough and rested enough, it will be 
ready to !y away,” Cadame Foaire said.

“1an IN” Tim shouted at Jessie.
“Timx 1alm down. Ae’ll see.”
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“Better see soon sis,” Kit said with a big smile. “It@s here, now, and 
judging by the rustling of feathers it wants out of my hands. Ahat do 
you say, JessieN”

“?es, Jessie,” Jimmy said, “Ahat do you say sisN”
“?eah, sis,” Tim shouted.
“Be careful,” Jessie said to Tim, ruAing his hair. “Bery well, but I’m 

having nothing to do with it and we have no way of 'Hing it if the wing 
is broken. If it’s in pain, it will need putting down.”

“Fo, I’ll look after it and it will get better,” Tim said with a self2as2
surance he didn’t actually feel.

“Dn your head, Tim,” Jessie said as she stood up and walked out of 
the bedroom.

Aith Jessie gone, Tim looked at Kit. Kit looked at Jimmy and 
Jimmy looked at Cadame Foaire.

“Fow whatN” Tim asked.
“Punno,” the twins said in unison.
Cadame Foaire laughed, her roly2poly body Cuivering as she did 

so. “1ome, Tim. 1ome and fetch the cage and we will 'nd some 
bedding and food.”

Ys Tim jumped out of his bed, and ran after Cadame Foaire, Kit 
shouted after him, “Ahat are you going to call itN”

“Bluebeard,” Tim shouted back.
“Bluebeardx” Jimmy said.
“Caybe he meant Bluebird,” Kit said.



Chapter Twenty-Five

Home

The Midnight Lake, Ardennes, France, July 1939

As the Humber approached the house, the black waters of the lake 
were calm, not a ripple stirred the deep waters.

The Midnight Lake was surrounded by a dense forest of conifers, 
where the soft, sometimes boggy forest -oor, fed the lake with a conI
stant supply of dark peat laden water, turning the water in the lake 
black. Rt was a lake of glacial origin, set close to Foc la Tour in the 
Ardennes vorest, but kept far from the public eye by the forest itself.

The vordham holiday home was south facing toward the head of 
the lake, gixing it summer sun for most of the day, from dawn until 
dusk. To the left was a sprawling orchard of apples and pears. The 
pears sweet for eating and the apples tart, e’actly right for making cider 
and sometimes calxados if there was enough of a harxest.

Albert pulled the car into the small entrance and droxe down to 
where the garage mews were on the right but didnqt stop there. He 
entered the small courtyard of the Foman style home and stopped 
the car at the front door. Albert didnqt bother parking in the garage 
and droxe into the Wuadrangle, turning in a slow circle, monitoring 
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the surrounding area, checking to see if anyone was lurking in the 
darkness, ready to strike once more.

Armel opened her door before Albert could tell her to wait. “he got 
out of the car and slammed the door shut, stomping o? to the front 
door.

Albert followed his wife into the house.

”Kho knewJ! Armel, asked, still shaking, and trying to sip on a cognac 
in her husbandqs ojce. Rt was in the early hours and exen though they 
had made some noise as they arrixed, nobody in the house had stirred.

Albert poured himself a large malt whisky and took a sip. 1lacing 
the glass back down on the popIup cocktail bar table. ”Gobody, e’cept 
you, me, Eessie, and Rnga. Dh and Gex.!

”Thatqs a lot of nobodies not knowing we were on our way to the 
lake.!

Albert nodded, picked up his drink and paced his ojce. ”And thatqs 
not including the embassy sta?. R canqt beliexe any of them would be 
capable of telling someone our plans. Theyqre not spies.!

”How do you knowJ Oour eldest daughter hates me, Rnga resents 
my presence and treats me like a member of the sta? and Gex: Kell, 
Gex is indi?erent to my e’istence.!

”This isnqt ;ust about you, Armel. R was in the car as well and to be 
honest, they were probably after the <nigma dexices.!

”Khatqs <nigmaJ! A sleepy xoice said from the open ojce doorI
way.

Albert and Armel turned to see Eessie, arms folded, leaning against 
the door ;amb. 



Chapter Twenty-Six

Enigma

The Midnight Lake, Ardennes Forest, France, July 
1939

“What did you say?” 
Jessie pushed herself away from the door jamb and yawned. “Dad 

don’t play the innocent. You heard what I said. You would be one poor 
spy if you couldn’t hear what people were saying to you.”

“Jessie, I keep telling you I am not a spy. I am…”
“Will you two shut up!” Armel’s shout wasn’t loud, but it was vrm. 

“We were almost killed this eRening and for what? A few pieces of a 
machine that is supposed to win the war.”

“xeally?” Jessie was truly incredulous. “Win the war sounds good, 
eGcept for one problem. We’re not at war.”

“We’Re been at war, a secret war, with Berman intelligence for 
years,” Albert said. “-y the end of the year, it will be a real, fullLscale, 
war with millions of people killed if we don’t get the deRice to PonL
don.”

Armel vnished her cognac and stood. “I’m going to bed. Klay your 
war games with your daughter, Albert. You two deserRe each other.”
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After Armel had left the room, Jessie took her seat and poured 
herself a cognac.

“Tow long haRe you been drinking alcohol?”
“Dad, I’m a big girl now and graduated from 1ambridge. Mr haRe 

you forgotten my graduation day already? You don’t graduate from 
1ambridge without at least twentyLvRe percent of your time spent 
propping up a bar in town. Fow, what’s her problem and what is 
Snigma.”

Albert shut the ozce door and sat himself behind his desk. Te felt 
more in control from that Riewpoint.

“Ter, problem, and I’m assuming you mean your mother…”
“qhe is not…”
“Yes! Yes! I know, you haRe said it a million times. Snough! Armel 

and I were attacked about three kilometres from here. Hachine gun 
strafed our car from behind. It was, I suspect, a FaUi hit s8uad trying 
to run us oé the road, capture us and torture us for information on 
Snigma.”

“FaUi hit s8uad. What haRe you got yourself into now, dad? Tow 
did you get away?”

“I ran them oé the road. qtraight through the opening into the high 
veld.”

“-ut that leads to… oh my god.”
“Yes, the raRine. I assume the car didn’t haRe wings so tomorrow I 

need to take FeR with me and vnd out their eGact whereabouts, before 
I call the local Bendarmes in. I’m assuming all in the car are dead, but 
that’s impossible to proRe.”

“You’re taking this Rery calmly, dad, I must say,” Jessie said, gulping 
down a good measure of cognac. qhe noticed her rightLhand trembling 
as she placed the glass back on the corner of her father’s desk. 9ntil 
this point, she had only eRer seen her father as a dad, in uniform. Fow 



CMH NAFS075

she saw him as one of Tis Hajesties soldiers, prepared to kill an enemy 
with deadly force, by any means at hand. Jessie suddenly realised it was 
a kill or be killed world into which she had graduated. “And Snigma?”

“Cop secret. I can’t say what it is, but I can say it will make a 
signivcant diéerence to the war. If our bozns can crack… well, vgure 
out how it works, then it will saRe thousands, if not millions of liRes.”

“You belieRe war is coming?”
“It’s here, only we aren’t calling it war, we’re just playing at spies.”
Jessie nodded. “I found your diplomatic briefcase in the corner of 

your ozce.”
“Damn that man.”
“Who.”
“qomeone from the embassy was supposed to bring the bag here 

and FeR was supposed to put it in the safe. Just wait until he wakes.”
“I haRen’t seen 9ncle FeR for a while. 1ome to think of it, not since 

I saw him talking to the spy.”
“What!”
“9ncle FeR was talking to a man, who was dressed in black. Te was 

in a car and FeR said he wanted directions to Hontherm4. -lack hat, 
thin black moustache, all pointing towards a spy. It was odd because 
when he droRe oé, he went in the opposite direction to Hontherm4.”

Albert Oordham sat, thinking, taking in all the odd snippets of 
information, coupled with the attack on himself and Armel. And now 
this seemingly innocuous re8uest for directions from a man who was 
patently not a tourist.

“I think it’s time for some sleep.”
“I’m wideLawake dad.”
“Where is the briefcase?”
“It’s safe.”
“Bood girl, keep it that way and we say no more of it. SGcept…”
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“Yes?”
“If anything should happen to me, you must do your utmost to 

get that briefcase to Sngland and to a company called HinimaG Oire 
SGtinguisher 1ompany at DE -roadway, near to -irdcage Walk.”

“HinimaG Oire SGtinguisher 1ompany? What haRe they got to do 
with the war eéort?”

“It’s a front for the qIq.” Albert sighed when he saw the 8uiUUical 
look on his daughter’s face. “Che qecret Intelligence qerRice. In my 
case, HIF.”

“Dad, you’re worrying me now.”
“You must, must, pay attention to what I tell you now, and I can 

only hope you haRe the willpower to carry this mission through, if I 
don’t surRiRe. And primarily, do not trust your uncle FeR or tell him 
what I’m telling you now. And guard the bag with your life.”

“Calk about enigma, dad.”
“I mean it, Jessie. Buard that bag with your life if I can’t make it 

back here. Fow, listen to me…”


