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Chapter One 


       


     Just outside of Marseille. 


       


     There was a light snowfall, which was doing nothing to make the already slippery road any better, and the thick slush was making headway more difficult than it could have been. In the distance was a checkpoint building with a barrier across the road. Her breathing was heavy, her heart pounding. There was no other way, she would have to proceed. 


     She continued pumping hard on the pedals, making slow but sure progress. 


     Manning the checkpoint were two junior Nazi soldiers, sitting inside to protect themselves from the harsh cold winter air. One of them stood and saw her bike approaching. “Hey, someone is coming, come on, we need to check her.” 


     The other grunted, making no effort to hide the fact that he, having just got himself warmed up, was not amused at being forced out into the cold once again. 


     They put on their thick coats, and stepped outside just as she came to a stop before the barrier. 


     “Your name?” one of the Germans demanded. “Nancy Foccia”, she replied. 


     “Papers.” 


     They both examined Nancy’s documents while continuing to ask questions. “Where are you heading?” 


     “I’m going into town. My family lives out in the countryside, they are running low on food supplies, so I will do their shopping for them”, she said. 


     The guards were both shivering, and their only interest at this point was to get the hell out of the cold and back inside. Her papers were handed back, the barricade lifted and Nancy, after having thanked them, went on her way, her pulse rate and breathing much slower now. 


     Both of the guards sat down and were briskly rubbing their hands together when one of them leapt back to his feet, a look of horror on his face. He arrived at the other side of the guard hut in one single pace, and held open a folder. Having flicked through some pages, his face turned white. 


     “Scheisse”, he whispered to himself. 


     “What is wrong with you now?” the other guard enquired. 


     Without replying, the guard threw the folder down and ran outside, looking up the road in Nancy’s direction. She was slowly increasing her distance from the checkpoint. 


     “Halt! Halt”, he ordered. 


     Nancy looked back for a fleeting second and decided that the only course of action to take was to peddle harder and faster. The second guard was now outside and his colleague explained what the panic was about. 


     “The folder, it has a bunch of photos, photos of people who we are supposed to look out for and apprehend should we see them. I think she is one of them, and we just let her ride straight past.” 


     The first guard started running towards her, while the other raised his rifle and shot in her direction. 


     Nancy could hear the bullets whizzing past her ears. 


     The guard who had given chase returned to the hut and picked up the telephone. After a few barked words, alarms suddenly started sounding through loud speakers around the entire area. Nancy was now peddling for her life, when she felt something; her left arm had been hit by a bullet. It was only a minor injury, but, with the shock of having been shot, she started to lose control of the bike. 


     She left the road, heading down an embankment. Her speed was increasing fast, the brakes having zero effect with the snow and steep incline. She noticed a large bush rushing towards her and before she had time to react, she had hit it. The branches and leaves swallowed her up, leaving her, and the bike invisible. 


     Nancy could not see a thing outside of the bush, and correctly concluded that this meant she was well hidden. The guards ran down the road to the point of the embankment where she had left the road, and she had quite simply disappeared. 


     After a few hours of silence, she found the courage to slowly and silently leave the bush which had protected her, and headed towards the forest, leaving the bike which she had borrowed behind, muttering a token apology to the owner to herself. She was sure that he or she would understand if they knew the full circumstances. 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Two 


       


     French Resistance Bush Shack. 


       


     Pierre Nadeau and Adrien Fontaine sat at a small table playing cards to pass the time. 


     Fontaine was nervous and fidgety, his leg was shaking up and down on the ball of his foot. “You keep on like that and the Krauts will hear you”, observed Nadeau, offering his friend a cigarette to calm his nerves. 


     “How long do you think we will have to wait, Pierre?” asked Fontaine. 


     “As long as it takes. We need to wait for Captain Garrow’s decision. Trust him, he knows what he’s doing. He’s the only one who can get you out of here safely.” 


     Nadeau’s luck was on his side. He won the hand with a full house. 


     The captain entered the room and asked everyone except Nadeau and Fontaine to leave. “Gentlemen, I have a mission for you. I need you to go up into the mountains. There is an old tin mine up there, and I need you to keep your eyes open for any activity which is going on. You remember young Claude, here? You met him briefly on the day you arrived. He has spotted some Nazi movement. They’re obviously interested in something, and I need to know what. The three of you should get yourselves fed and rested.” 


     Fontaine was not overly happy. He was under the impression that the bush shack was a final stop-off before heading into Spain. He had not been expecting to be going on any ‘missions’. 


     “After this, will I be able to head into Spain?” he asked. 


     Garrow looked him in the eye and considered his answer carefully before giving it. “We will see. Right now, getting information on that old mine, and why the Krauts are showing so much interest in it is my top priority. Take this. It’s a camera from British Intelligence. Take photos, take notes, don’t leave any details out. Those conniving bastards are up to something and I want to know what.” 


     Garrow left the room leaving Claude, Fontaine and Nadeau alone. The two adults eyed the young boy, and he likewise. They needed to get along, for they were going to be spending a lot of time together over the course of the next few days. 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Three 


       


     Vera Atkins’ Office, London. 


       


     Vera Atkins was sitting at her desk studying over some files, a task which seemed to take up a good 90 percent of her life nowadays. Her ever loyal secretary, Louise Sherington walked in and approached the desk. 


     “Miss Atkins, you have a message coming in from Montpellier. It’s from a Mrs Cambridge.” 


     That was enough to wake up Vera. Wide eyed, she jumped up from behind her desk, and, as fast as her short stocky legs would allow, ran to the radio office. 


     Inside sat a row of radio operators, one of whom was Cpl. Sarah Cooper, who was scribbling down a message letter by letter as it was received. 


     White Mouse was caught. Mousetrap sprung open and is back in the wild. 


     Atkins went from sheer panic mode to almost complete calm in the space of around two seconds. 


     “Louise, where was she detained, was it in Montpellier?” 


     No, Ma’am, about 130 miles north-west of there in a small town called Decazeville, This would suggest that….” 


     “It would suggest that she is heading north, Louise. But why? What are her intentions?” 


     Atkins was deep in thought and after a few moments, something suddenly clicked inside her. 


     “My God, Louise, you don’t think…you don’t think she’s heading to meet with….” Her eyes opened wide, and, after the initial shock at the prospect, she, as ever, managed to compose herself. 


     “Louise, I need a message sent to Bordeaux immediately. Go and find Colonel Walker and bring him to me at once. Tell him it’s of the utmost urgency and to drop what he’s doing, regardless of what it is. Go, Louise, get him now.” 


     As Louise ran off in search of the colonel, Vera Atkins whispered to herself: The Mouse is searching for its breadcrumbs, and we cannot allow her to go hungry. No, that would not do, that would not do at all.” 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Four 


       


     Gestapo Headquarters, Interrogation room. 


       


     Danielle LeClair was tied to a metal table. In the middle of the room hung a single bulb from the low ceiling. Her face was bruised, her wrists raw from being tied for so long, and many burn marks were evident all over her body. She had been through hell since the moment she’d witnessed the cold blooded murder of her mother in the forest, but that hell was nothing compared to what was about to come. 


     Inside the room were two junior guards and Captain Herzog. While the two young guards were struggling to keep their stomachs intact because of the stench of fear coming from Danielle, Herzog was reveling in it. He was known, and feared, not only by the enemy, but even among his own men. 


     He had no wife, no friends, and most certainly no heart. As a child, he had been the one who enjoyed dissecting various animals from worms to mice, while they were still alive, learning how their bodies worked while honing new skills in keeping them alive for as long as possible under the most imaginable pain. It was wrong to refer to him as a human being, and, even he would admit to that. Still, here he was, as was Danielle, and he had a job to do. 


     He lit a cigarette and took a couple of luxurious draws before slowly walking over to the centre of the room, ogling her naked body, and smiling. He leaned on the table with one hand, took another pull from his cigarette and then extinguished it by placing the lit end into Danielle’s naval. The two guards couldn’t stop themselves from wincing from the intensity of the screaming. 


     Next to the table was a smaller one with an array of surgical instruments from which he picked one up. It resembled a scalpel, and he wiped the blade on his sleeve. Finally, he spoke. 


     “You have a strong spirit. I admire that, especially in a woman.” 


     Danielle, barely unconscious, opted not to thank Herzog for his compliment. 


     He removed his cigarette lighter from his pocket, flicked it alight and held the blade of the scalpel just above the flame for a full minute. He then moved close to her face, holding the hot sharp instrument close enough to her face that she could feel the heat. 


     “Now, Miss LeClair. I am going to remove a piece of your body to give you an idea of what is to come should you not answer the questions I wish you to answer for me.” 


     Every muscle in Danielle’s body was now as tensed up as it could be; she was breathing loudly through her gritted teeth, and she was looking at Herzog straight in the eye. 


     He moved his hand slowly down her body, and with one swift swipe, cut off her left nipple. He picked it up between his thumb and forefinger and held it, showing it to her, goading her. Her screaming was deafening, but did nothing to deter Herzog. One of the guards ran to a corner of the room and lost the contents of the stomach which earned him a look of disapproval from the captain. 


     “Tell me, Miss LeClair, have you ever heard of the Trail of Tears?” 


     Danielle didn’t respond. She was frozen in fear, praying that God would grant her a massive heart attack or stroke and put her out of this misery, sending her off to be with her mother, Bridgette, for eternity. Sadly, her prayers would go unanswered on this particular day. 


     “No? Then please indulge me. The Trail of Tears happened during a glorious time in America. My grandfather was just a boy when he went to visit, just a very young boy. He saw Indians being killed as they were walking into the desert. Cowboys and American Soldiers were killing the Indians, Miss LeClair. But, the story doesn’t end there. You see, they didn’t merely murder the Indians, they slaughtered them. They would scalp them.” 


     Herzog now took a larger knife from the small table, holding the handle with one hand while caressing the blade with the other. Danielle had a sudden realisation of what was to happen. 


     “You have such beautiful hair. It would make a wonderful wig for someone who is not so fortunate.” 


     Knowing that he had now succeeded in putting the fear of God into Danielle, he took on a more cheerful tone; almost friendly. 


     “Now, Miss LeClair. Tell me something I need to know. Tell me something I want to know, something which is of value to me. Let’s start with locations, and other women with whom you might be acquainted, and maybe, just maybe you will not only leave here alive, but with your hair and scalp still attached to your head.” 


     Danielle clenched her jaw and stayed quiet. I’m not going to give you anything, you Nazi pig, she thought to herself. 


     Herzog moved closer once again and placed the tip of the blade onto her forehead with just enough pressure to cause blood to trickle down her temple. He grabbed a handful of her hair. 


     “Locations and people, schnell, Miss LeClair! My patience has a limit, and that limit has almost been reached!” he screamed. 


     “That will do for now, Captain.” There was a new voice in the room, a voice which caused Herzog to stand up straight and swivel on his heel towards the door. There, he saw Major Goltz. 


     “Guten nachmittag, Captain Herzog. How is your interrogation of the suspect progressing?” asked Goltz. 


     “Guten nachmittag, Major. I just need a little more time and she will talk.” 


     “Time’s up. If she knew anything she would have talked by now. I need this room, and I need it now”, said Goltz. 


     “Please, just a few more minutes, she is on the verge of cracking”, protested Herzog. Part of him genuinely believed that he could make Danielle talk, the other half was disappointed that he would have to give up his hobby only half way through the job. 


     “Captain Herzog, my orders come from high above, I need this room right now. Get rid of her.” 


     Following their orders from Captain Goltz, the two guards untied Danielle and carried her out of the room and back to her cell, one by her ankles, the other by her wrists. 


       


    


  




  

    

Chapter Five 


       


     The Mountain Forest. 


       


     Adrien Fontaine and Pierre Nadeau trudged through the forest up the mountainside, led by young Claude. Every step of increased altitude made them feel a little more breathless, and a little colder. 


     Fontaine was becoming more curious about Claude. “Do you know this boy?” he asked Nadeau. 


     “He comes from a nearby village. Every member of his family was….” 


     “…murdered”, interrupted Claude. “And, that is why I am doing this. It wasn’t only my family, the whole village was wiped out, like it never existed. Mothers, fathers, children, grandparents. All killed in cold blood by the Nazis. My brother and I were the only two to make it out alive. Two survivors from an entire village”, he explained. 


     “I’m sorry, very sorry”, said Fontaine. 


     “Now is not the time to be sorry. Now is the time to fight and to win. We can be sorry later. Now, messieurs, do you have any more questions you would like to ask me, or shall we continue our journey?” 


     It was a rhetorical question. Claude turned his back to Fontaine and Nadeau once again, and continued with the trek. They were both silent. Not because they elected to be, but because of the sheer determination and grit which they had just seen come from the mouth of a 14 year old boy. What they couldn’t see were the tears that were now streaming down his face, tears which he refused to allow them to see. 


     The day was coming to an end, and, as the rays of the sun continued their perpetual journey west, France was shrouded in darkness. 


     In another part of the forest, Nancy was walking in ankle-deep snow with only a light jacket with which to protect herself from the cold, and her feet had given up any feeling hours ago. She stopped by a tree to get some rest for a few moments when she heard the sound of a snapping twig. It sounded like it was close. She crouched down and found a branch which she picked up. Whoever it was out there was not going to take her without a fight. 


     Another twig snapped, even closer this time. She was holding the branch over her shoulder now, ready to swing. A leg appeared by her side, and then another. She stood up, and with all of her strength swung the branch in the direction of whoever it was standing next to her. The big man held out his hand as the branch fell down, barely disturbing a single finger. Nancy hadn’t realised she had grown so tired and weak. 


     More men suddenly appeared from the bushes and were now surrounding Nancy, some of them holding their rifles pointing straight at her. The man closest to her told them to hold their fire. 


     Nancy held up her hands in the gesture of surrender. The man who she’d tried to hit with the branch revealed his face. 


     “I’m Jean Luc Moreau, Resistance. And, might I ask who you may be? It’s a strange place - and time - for a young woman to be out for a stroll?” 


     “I am not at liberty to inform you of my identity”, said Nancy. 


     “Madame. I don’t know where you are from, but around here, we have a little rule, and that rule stipulates that whenever a group of tired, cold and hungry men are pointing their loaded rifles at you while asking your name, you will give them your name. Now, again. Who might you be, if you please?” 


     “My name is not important. Where am I? Please, just tell me where I am.” 


     Moreau looked at Nancy suspiciously. “You are in the forest just outside of Bordeaux.” Nancy’s eyes opened wide and she almost smiled. She was in the right place! 


     “You are Garrow’s men?” 


     “Maybe. Now, for the last and final time, who are you?” 


     “Why, I’m just a little mouse with a big chunk of cheese which some important people are waiting for me to deliver”, said Nancy a little meekly. 


     Moreau nodded at her in a way that told her she’d given the correct answer. He then looked at the other men and said, “It’s her.” 


     The men all turned around and started to walk off, Moreau beckoning for Nancy to follow. She had never felt so exhausted and cold in her life, but now she felt safe. The difficult part of her journey was over, she hoped. 


     “Where is Garrow?” 


     “He is with a scout searching the southern border for enemy movement, and likely trying to find a way to get you out of here. In the meantime, you are my responsibility so please follow us, and stay close.” 


     After almost two hours of walking, the group reached the group’s safe house, and upon entering they could hear groaning. 


     They stepped into a back room and there was one of their own, a fighter, who was obviously in great pain. A French doctor was present and had removed the man’s boots and socks. His left foot was black with frostbite. The doctor informed the room that it was too advanced and that the only way to save his life was to remove the infected toes, before looking directly at Nancy - instinctively because she was a woman - and asking her to find plenty of cloth, water, and his medical bag. She dutifully returned with the items a few seconds later. 


     “Do you have anything for the pain, Doctor?” she asked. 


     “I’m afraid not. The Nazis pillaged our hospitals of all medication. The only pain killers or anesthesia we had has been taken for their own use. Still, we must do this. It’s pain now, or death soon”, he replied, grimly. 


     Nancy gulped as the doctor removed his surgical saw from his bag. Moreau gave the man a piece of cloth to bite down on to, and held his hand in a futile attempt to take away some of the pain which was imminent. Another man in the room obeyed the doctor’s request to press down on the man’s leg and to hold on like hell. 


     Only one set of eyes were on the man’s toes, the doctor’s. Everyone else had averted their gaze, unable to watch. Only the first movement of the saw was heard, the rest being drowned out by the screaming. 


     The doctor cut as fast as he could, removing all five toes. Blood was everywhere, and he ordered Nancy to cut a piece of cloth to use as a tourniquet. She wrapped it around the patient’s upper leg, and slowly, the blood flow started to subside. 


     After a few more minutes, the resistance fighter passed out, so tired he was from the screaming and constant tensing of every muscle. Everyone else collapsed on the floor, emotional wrecks. They were also worrying if any undesirable Germans in the forest had heard the screaming. 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Six 


       


     Marseille, France. 


       


     The two young guards threw Danielle into a small, dark and damp cell where there were already several other women. She was only just conscious. As soon as they’d left, one of the women, Marion Gogh, a very tired looking thirty-something year old from Belgium, went to her, and the other women soon followed. She was still naked, and the women could see exactly the pain which had been inflicted upon her. 


     “Mon Dieu, they did a job on you”, said Marion. 


     Danielle looked up at her, weeping silent tears. Marion gently lifted her head and placed it in her lap. 


     “Don’t worry, you’re with us now. You’re safe, we’re not going to hurt you.” 


     Between them, the women lifted Danielle onto the one and only cot in the cell, and laid her on her side. It was the first time they had seen her back, and it was lacerated in several places. She’d been beaten and whipped during her interrogation, and that was before they’d started on her chest. The women had some crushed plant root, and started applying it to the wounds, causing Danielle to once again scream out in pain. 


     “Mama, Mama.” 


     Marion looked at Danielle’s lower abdomen, and noticed her tiny bump, the result of her having been raped by Cpl. Himmel several weeks before. 


     “Did they see this?” she asked. Danielle shook her head. 


     One of the other women, Clara, went over to Danielle and Marion, and she was holding a piece of wire. 


     “This is all I could find”, she announced apologetically. 


     Danielle asked what it was for, and Marion looked down at the floor. 


     “We need to take care of what’s inside your stomach, before it gets too big.” Danielle started sobbing again, and was trying to move away from the women. 


     Marion continued: “If those bâtards find out that you are carrying, they might possibly rip it out and let you bleed to death. Even worse? There is a camp for women only. It’s in Germany in a place called Ravensbrűck. There have been thousands of pregnant women sent there and turned into an experiment. They use them to see how much torture the women can tolerate before the baby pops out. If you do not allow us to do this, not only your baby, but you will surely die. If we take care of it now, we may see the end of the war and things will be very different. Please, trust me.” 


     Danielle resigned herself to the fact that she was now firmly in Marion’s hands. She was so tired that she asked to be allowed to rest first, to which the women agreed. Truthfully, she just wanted to have some time to say goodbye to her unborn baby. 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Seven 


       


     Fontaine, Nadeau and Claude were now climbing the final push to where they would settle in order to carry out their surveillance. With the ascent now at a 45 degree angle, it was hard going. Claude was still leading, and they were in an area so remote that the two men started to question his leadership. 


     “He does know where he’s going, doesn’t he?” Nadeau asked Fontaine. “I hope so. If not, I’m going to be pretty pissed off.” 


     Claude swung around having heard the brief exchange. “Quiet. Follow me, focus, and just be quiet.” 


     The two men looked at each other and shrugged. Who were they to argue considering that they didn’t have the slightest clue where they were or where they were headed? They returned their eyes straight ahead ready to continue their trek, and there was no Claude. He had quite simply vanished. 


     “Claude”, hissed Nadeau. Nothing. 


     Fontaine’s leg slipped on a loose rock and he fell down a few metres, almost taking Nadeau with him. He managed to grab hold of a branch growing out of the rock and stopped himself, regaining his footing. Claude’s face then appeared as fast as it has disappeared above them, and with a stern look which a 14 year old should not have been capable of, he said, “That’s what happens when you don’t focus, now come on.” 


     Fontaine and Nadeau climbed up a few more metres, and Claude took their hands, helping them on to the ledge on which he was now sat. At the back, there was a small cave barely big enough for the three of them to fit. There was absolutely nothing else of interest which Fontaine or Nadeau could see, which made things all the more confusing when Claude informed them that they had arrived at their destination. 


     “What do you mean arrived at our destination, Claude?” asked Nadeau. “Do you mean we are going to take a rest? 


     “No. I mean, we have arrived at our destination, gentlemen.” 


     Claude then climbed into the cave and inched towards the back which was covered in snow. He punched it with his fist, and there was suddenly an opening leading to a shaft. 


     It was perfectly round, measuring about two metres wide, leading straight down inside the mountain. 


     Claude turned around, and for the first time since the trio had left the safe house, he was smiling. 


     “Who wants to look first?” he asked. 


     Fontaine was not going to be stopped. He slithered forwards on his belly until his head was hanging over the shaft. He found himself looking down. The air tunnel itself was, he estimated about 500m long. Inside the huge cave at the bottom, there was a flurry of activity with uniformed Germans, as well as local civilians. 


     “Baise moi, Claude. How did you find this?” he asked incredulously. 


     “By pure accident. I spotted a hare, and chased it. It was to be my lunch. It led me here”, replied Claude, now proud that he had finally earned Fontaine and Nadeau’s respect. 


     It was now nighttime, and no one was going anywhere. The three of them pulled their packs into the small cave and settled down to rest for the night. 


     “What do you think is going on down there”, asked Claude. 


     “I’ll be damned if I know”, said Fontaine, “but we’re going to bloody well find out. We need to keep watch through the night and we’ll take it in turns. Two hour shifts. I’ll take the first one, Pierre, you will be next to give the boy a chance to get some rest.” 


     Nadeau and Claude were both fast asleep before Fontaine had even had chance to remove his pair of binoculars from his pack. He assumed his position and started scanning every square inch which was visible in the cave below. 


     A truck arrived outside the cave and was immediately surrounded by German guards, their rifles poised. One of them approached the back and untied the canvass cover. 


     “Geh Raus, schnell.” Following the order, around ten gypsy looking women climbed out of the back of the truck. They were all young, perhaps in their twenties. They all huddled together, quite obviously scared. A Nazi officer arrived on the scene, eyeing the women, and led them inside the cave. 


     Fontaine, now able to see the new arrivals, removed from his pack the small camera which Garrow had given him back at the bush shack, and pointed it down the shaft to take some pictures. As a backup, he also took a notebook and pencil from his pack and made some detailed sketches. 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Eight 


       


     Inside the Secret Nazi Mine. 


       


     The women were led from the cave to the entrance of the actual mine itself. A high ranking officer was in charge, one General Werner Lutze. He ordered the women to line up side- by-side, and slowly walked past each and every one, inspecting them as if they were about to go on parade. He then took a couple of steps back, facing them with a rather sinister smile on his face. He was wearing a pathetic excuse for a moustache, which he had grown to hide his cleft lip. 


     “Do not be afraid, ladies. It is not my intention to harm you.” The women found this difficult to believe, given that they had been taken there by force in the back of a military truck. 


     “The villagers around here have been reporting that you and your people, you wandering gypsies, have been causing trouble. They say, that you are all cursed by the devil. I do not personally see this as a curse, I see it as a talent, and I would like very much for you to use your talent and help me with something. I see your talent as fortune telling. You are visionaries. One could even go so far as to say that you are prophets of our time, perhaps. It is your civic duty to use your talents and see into the future on behalf of the Third Reich.” 


     Lutze pointed to the entrance tunnel leading to the mine. 


     “Through this entrance there is a huge network of tunnels. You will enter them and you will find something which we are looking for. Use your talent to guide you. Once you have found it, you will be given very special privileges.” 


     He smiled once again, and as he turned to leave, one of the women asked what the outcome for them would be if they should not find whatever it was that they were looking for. Lutze approached, and stood just a few inches from her. 


     “It will be in your best interests if you do not come out of the tunnels until you do find what we want.” 


     The women were now crying. Those words had probably sealed their fate. They were being sent to their deaths in a dark, lonely tunnel to find something which was so secret, they hadn’t even been told what it was. 


     A group of guards pushed them into the entrance of the passage that lay ahead, and stood facing them, making sure that they would not exit again. One by one, they slowly disappeared into the darkness. General Lutze turned around and walked towards a make-shift office. 


     Inside, at a table, sat Professor Johannes Lenard, a man in his 40s with grey hair and a thick moustache. He was studying some blueprints and hand-drawn maps of the tunnels while scribbling notes in his journal. He saw the general enter. 


     “Sir, I was just looking over the maps of the tunnel network, and I…” Lutze raised his hand and shut him off. 


     “No need, Professor, I have sent the canaries inside to investigate. They entered five minutes ago.” 


     “But, sir, they will surely perish as they get deeper into the network because of the gasses!” 


     “Not before they find what it is that we want, Professor. There is no need for you to be concerned about them. Get some sleep, you’re going to need it. We have a long week ahead of us”, he replied, signaling an end to the conversation. 


     As Lutze left the office, Professor Lenard watched him, rubbing his temples in anguish. 


     He knew that ten innocent women had just been sent to their certain deaths. 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Nine 


       


     Captain Garrow was now back at the bush shack and was catching up on the day’s events, including the amputation. He then sat down with Nancy as they ate what they would have to call a meal. 


     “Captain, I must ask a favour of you. I need to keep moving, and I need to get to Bordeaux”, Nancy said to Garrow. 


     Garrow leaned back in his chair, pondering Nancy’s request. “Bordeaux is crawling with Krauts.” 


     “I know, but it is imperative that I get there. There is something I need to do with the utmost urgency, and please understand that I would not be asking if it wasn’t vital.” 


     “It’s going to be difficult getting you in, and damned near impossible getting you out again. What is it that you need to do?” 


     Nancy apologised, and explained that her task was confidential. 


     “Look. I understand, and I trust you. But, you need to also understand me when I tell you that I am not going to send my men into harm’s way unless I know why I am sending them into harm’s way. Can you at least tell me something?” asked Garrow. 


     “There is someone there, a contact with whom I must meet. After that I will leave with your men and they can escort me to London.” 


     Garrow let out an involuntary laugh. 


     “You want me to take you to London? Is there anything else I can do for you? Maybe you’d like to stop off for some souvenir shopping on the way?” 


     “I don’t mean you personally, Captain. I understand that you are needed here. But, some of your men can take me, perhaps?” asked Nancy. 


     “I am short of manpower, and it’s just too dangerous. Let me ask you something. This contact of yours in Bordeaux, are you absolutely sure that he - or she - is still alive?” asked Garrow, still searching for a valid excuse not to send his men there as an escort. 


     “I can only hope so”, was the most honest answer she could give. 


     “Ok. Give me some time. I will assemble some men to take you. They need to be fed and rested first. Something tells me I am going to regret this, but I’m a sucker for a pretty face.” 


     Nancy smiled. “Thank you, Captain.” 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Ten 


       


     The workers in the cave leading to the mine were busy offloading boxes from delivery trucks and leaving them by the entrance to the tunnel, with the beady eyes of General Lutze watching them every second. One worker - a civilian - was carrying a large crate, obviously too large and heavy for him alone, and he dropped it, splitting the box open out of which scattered dozens of pieces of metal of varying shapes and sizes. Knowing that the general was watching him, he dropped to his knees and started gathering all of the parts. Lutz’s face turned a deep shade of crimson. 


     “Halt! Halt! Everyone stop what they are doing and listen to me. There will be no more carelessness. Do you understand? The parts and components inside of these boxes were very difficult to come by, and we did not take so many risks in bringing them here only for you idiots to drop them.” 


     Lutze walked over to the guilty worker who was still on his knees, drew his pistol from its holster, and inserted a bullet into the clumsy man’s head. A spurt of blood shot out from his forehead before his body slumped to the floor, motionless, confirming that he was very dead. Now, it was time for Lutze to finish his speech. 


     “The next one to treat my property with such disregard will meet the same fate, and I will choose more of your men at random and shoot them too, so I suggest you be more careful. Carry on.” 


     It was Claude’s turn to keep lookout. Fontaine and Nadeau were sleeping soundly. He heard a noise coming from outside the small cave which was getting closer. It was two Nazi guards patrolling the area. 


     “You know, there are wild hares up here. I haven’t eaten fresh meat for months. If we catch one, we’ll make a good BBQ!” one of them joked. 


     Claude sensed the danger more than the German humour. He poked his head outside the mouth of the cave a little to try and get bearings on the voices, from which direction they were coming, and how far away they were. One fact was evident; if he could hear Germans speaking, they were too close for his liking. He then spotted them; they were only ten metres away now, maybe less. Claude, for a moment, froze in fear, then managed to compose himself and crawl back into the cave. He started trying to block the entrance with snow. 


     The two soldiers both had sticks and were poking them into snow holes in the hope of finding a hare. 


     He glanced back at Fontaine and Nadeau, and considered waking them up but decided against it in case they woke with a start and made some noise which would attract the attention of the Germans. He remained silent, and absolutely motionless. They were now just a couple of metres away. Claude drew his hunting knife from its sheath. One of the guards was looking towards Claude, the mound of snow he had piled up being the only thing stopping them from having eye contact. 


     The soldier moved forward a few steps and poked his stick into the snow. It came out the other side, only the width of a finger away from Claude’s head. It was now or never. 


     Claude grabbed hold of the stick and pulled it with all of his strength. The sudden and unexpected movement caused the guard holding it to lose his footing and fall down, his head just inside the cave’s entrance. Claude raised his right arm and then thrust it downwards, driving the blade of his knife into the guard’s throat, straight through the carotid artery. After only a few seconds of gurgling, the German was dead. 


     The noise and commotion woke up Fontaine and Nadeau unceremoniously. 


     Claude relaxed for a spilt second, a split second too long. A hand - that of the second German appeared and grasped him by the scruff of the neck and pulled him out of the cave. Fontaine rushed to the entrance and peered out. He could see the guard was on top of Claude, one knee on his chest, and was pounding the young boy’s face with his right fist. Fontaine’s reaction was to get outside and help Claude, but Nadeau stopped him. 


     “You can’t. He is now a prisoner, he will be considered a spy, and he will be shot. The Kraut is unaware of our presence. For all intents and purposes, Claude is alone, and he will tell them that. If we go out there and kill the second guard, they will soon send a search party, and this mission is over. Claude may be a 14 year old boy, but he knew the risks. We cannot go out there to help him. We need to stay here, do our job, and report back to Garrow”, said Nadeau. 


     Fontaine, with tears in his eyes sat back down, knowing his friend was right. 


     Claude was now unconscious from the brutal beating. The Nazi tied together his wrists and ankles and started dragging him away down the hill back to the camp. 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Eleven 


       


     Just outside of Bordeaux. 


       


     The truck was heading into Bordeaux. Inside was Nancy, accompanied by Jean Luc Moreau and two more men who Captain Garrow had assigned to escort her on her mission, whatever it was. 


     “You seem awfully calm considering you’re a very wanted woman”, observed Moreau. “Oh, I’m sure I’ll be fine, especially with three strapping men to protect me”, replied Nancy, somewhat flirtatiously given the circumstances. 


     The truck’s engine decreased its RPM, and Nancy and Moreau instinctively looked forwards. Ahead was a checkpoint. They pulled up at the barrier, four hearts pounding, four faces sweating. One of the checkpoint guards stepped out of the hut and approached the driver’s window. 


     “Identifikation, bitte.” 


     The man behind the wheel handed over his wallet. A few seconds of silence ensued while the soldier studied the wallet’s contents. He then yelled in German. 


     “Hey, Himmel, check out the back.” 


     A second guard emerged from the hut and slowly walked around to the back. There was some rapid movement, and a couple of shots rang out. The guard at the back was dead before his brain had even registered that Nancy and Moreau were there. 


     Moreau then leaped out from the back, and, with his pistol, killed the guard who was still by the driver’s window but had not had time to take his rifle from his shoulder. Another shot, another German on the floor, more red snow. 


     Jean Luc retrieved the driver’s wallet from the cold dead hand of the German, jumped back into the truck, and the four of them sped off, continuing their journey into Bordeaux. Their time had now become extremely limited. As soon as the dead bodies were discovered, not one person in the entire town would be able to breath without being scrutinised. For now, however, they were safe. 


     “Told you”, said Nancy, beaming. 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Twelve 


       


     The tired soldier dragged the still unconscious Claude into the mine. Two workers approached to help, picked up the boy and carried him towards the office. They dumped him down onto the floor just outside the door. Claude finally woke up. The first thing he saw was a pair of highly polished military boots. He looked up straight into the eyes of General Lutze. 


     “And who may this be?” asked the general. 


     “I found him hiding on the mountainside watching this camp. He killed another guard who was patrolling the area with me. He tried to kill me too, but I overpowered him and brought him back here myself”, replied the soldier, unaware of how ridiculous it sounded for an armed man to boast about getting the better of a 14 year old boy. 


     Lutze crouched down and took hold of Claude’s face, squashing his cheeks, making him look like a puffer fish. 


     “Where are you from, you little tramp?” 


     Claude looked at Lutze with burning hatred in his eyes. “I am from Wormhoudt.” 


     Lutze looked surprised and smiled. “Wormhoudt, ja? I thought we killed you all that day.” He looked up at the soldiers who had gathered around to watch the show. “I guess we must have missed one of the little vermin”, he said, smirking. 


     Claude, not yet old enough to understand what true fear was, spat into the officer’s face. 


     The grip around his face became tighter and Lutze turned red with rage. 


     Lutze stood up and kicked Claude in the stomach, resulting in every bit of breath being extracted from his lungs. He then placed the heel of his boot onto Claude’s hand and applied all of his body weight. 


     “And, gentlemen, when we do catch vermin such as this specimen, this is what we do to them”, he said to his audience, basking in the attention he was receiving. 


     He pulled out his pistol. From inside the office, Professor Lenard rushed out, his face contorted with horror. 


     “General, what are you doing? He’s just a boy.” 


     “No, professor, he’s just a little piece of shit, just another little diseased rat which must be put down.” 


     Before the professor could protest further, Lutze had squeezed the trigger and put to an end the life of the fourteen old boy who had taken it upon himself to wage his very own war against the Nazis, the people responsible for killing his entire family. 


     Professor Lenard was visibly shaken. He ran back into his office and filled his rubbish bin with the entire contents of his stomach. 


     Lutze re-holstered his weapon. As he wiped away the spit from his face, the very spit which had been delivered by Claude in a final act of defiance, he smiled, and ordered the body to be removed and destroyed. 


     Adrien Fontaine, having witnessed everything through the tunnel of the shaft at the top of which they were still hiding, lowered the binoculars from his face, his face as white as the fresh snow on the ground outside cave. 


     “What is it? What is it?” demanded Nadeau. 


     “Those pigs…those fucking Nazi pigs just shot Claude. He was just a kid.” 


     “No”, said Nadeau. “He was someone who chose to be a casualty of war, someone who chose to fight against our enemy, and he was someone who dies a hero.” 


     Fontaine nodded. 


     While they were both in agreement, they both felt an enormous amount of guilt at not being able to do anything to stop Claude’s brutal death. 


     “We need to get back and report to Garrow. Pack up, let’s get out of here before they come up looking for the dead body. 


     The two men left the cave and started descending down the mountain, taking the same route which they had used, but this time without Claude leading them. 


     After an hour of walking, they stopped and heard some rustling in the bushes nearby. 


     Then, a German voice started shouting. 


     “Fire, fire.” 


     The sound of shots started ringing out around them. Fontaine gave the command to run like hell. They ran through the forest and could hear - and feel - bullets whizzing past their heads. 


     “Where are they shooting from?” asked an out of breath Nadeau. “I don’t know, just keep going.” 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Thirteen 


       


     Danielle was laying on the cot, alone in the cell. The other women were out working in the courtyard. She rubbed her lower abdomen, feeling as if her heart and soul had been ripped from her body. She felt empty. She started to think of her mother and the bakery, the times they had shared together before the war had started. Happy times. She could smell the unmistakable scent of freshly baked bread. She could taste her mother’s famous chicken pie. She could hear her cheerful laughter as they would stand next to one another kneading the dough. She remembered how Bridgette would always bake her a chocolate cake every year, without fail, for her birthday. A huge cake from which they would give a slice to every customer on that particular day. She saw her mother in the forest, and she heard her last words: “I’m sorry, my Bichette.” 


     Danielle was crying now. So many happy memories. How did all of this happen so suddenly? Why had no one seen it coming? 


     For the first time, she felt a tiny kick inside her womb. Her baby was making its presence known. She stroked her tummy and told her baby that everything was going to be alright, and that she was not going to let her go. 


     Bridgette had given Danielle the gift of life before dying. She resolved that she would not die before her baby. Children are not supposed to die before their parents. It’s not how the circle of life is supposed to work, and Danielle had no intention of breaking that rule, not for one moment. 


     As Danielle had been thinking back to the days at the bakery, Nancy stepped actually stepped inside it. It had been ransacked; nothing remained intact, including the fireplace. She spent thirty minutes looking around searching for something, anything which would give her a clue as to the whereabouts of Danielle, her contact. Nothing. She knew about the secret cellar underneath the bakery and, by opening up the wall at the back of the fireplace and climbing down, she once again drew a blank. She could however see that someone had been living, or at least existing there due to empty plates and a couple of glasses. Whoever it had been was long gone however. 


     Having closed up the secret wall, she once again stepped outside, and Moreau, who had been guarding the door with the other two men, asked if she had found what she had been looking for. 


     “Non”, was the simple answer. 


     An elderly man local to the area was walking along the street close by. Nancy ran over to him. 


     “Excusez-moi, Monsieur. Do you know what happened to the bakery?” The old man shook his head and kept his eyes to the ground. 


     “The Nazis. There’s no more bread. I don’t know what happened to the young girl, but the mother, Madame LeClair, she was escorted out by the Gestapo. She was badly wounded. She was never seen again”, he said. 


     “When did this happen”, Nancy asked. 


     “A few weeks ago. Please, I know nothing more, I must be on my way.” 


     “Merci, Monsieur.” 


     “What now”, asked Moreau. 


     “We start praying to God that Danielle is alive.” 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Fourteen 


       


     Utterly exhausted, Fontaine and Nadeau arrived back at Captain Garrow’s bush shack in the forest and entered, escorted by a sentry. 


     “Where’s Claude”, snapped Garrow. 


     “The Germans caught him and they shot him. He’s dead, Captain”, said Fontaine, feeling responsible for the death of a teenager. 


     Nadeau helped Fontaine to remove his jacket. There was a large blood stain on his shirt. 


     One of the bullets which had been fired by the Germans in the forest had caught his shoulder. The doctor, still present following the amputation took a look and told Fontaine that the bullet would have to be removed immediately. 


     He walked over to the other side of the room and removed a pair of tweezers from his medical bag. 


     “This may hurt a little”, he said, stating the obvious, as he wiggled them inside the wound trying to find the bullet. After a few minutes, it was successfully removed and the doctor patched up the wound the best he could with what he had. 


     “I couldn’t even treat a sick dog properly with what I have here, it will have to do. It’s just a flesh wound, keep it clean and it will be fine.” 


     Garrow asked Fontaine and Nadeau to follow him to another room where the three of them sat. They had much to discuss. 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Fifteen 


       


     Professor Lenard had spent the last hour pacing up and down in the office. He didn’t see his desk, the blueprints, not even the walls. The only thing he could see was the precise moment that the bullet had entered Claude’s brain and he had slumped to the ground. A teenager’s life snuffed out by someone who had shown all the emotion of a normal human being swatting a fly. Enough was enough, he would not be a part of this any longer. He had almost finished packing his cases when the general arrived. 


     “Good evening, Professor. Are you going somewhere?” 


     “Yes, I am leaving, General. I signed up for this mission to help you to find something valuable within the network of tunnels inside this mountain. What I did not sign up for was to be a part of killing innocent children. I absolutely cannot and will not accept that.” 


     Lutze took on a more serious tone: “My dear Professor. The boy was not innocent. He had been up in the mountain spying on us. He came from a village which we captured several years ago and he was, to the best of my knowledge, the only survivor, the only one who managed to escape. That creates a lot of anger, and a resistance fighter - regardless of age - who is angry is a problem for me. It has brought shame upon myself and the men who I led to bring that village down to allow anyone to escape.” 


     “General, I am a scientist. I do not have the stomach for war. I am not a fighter. This is not who I am”, replied the professor. 


     “Professor, the work we are doing here is, as you know, very important not only to me, but to the Führer himself. I cannot allow you to leave until our work here is done.” 


     “Be that as it may, General, This is not what I signed up for. I shall send a telegram to the Führer personally and explain the horrors which are going on here, and why I am leaving. I am quite sure you will find someone else just as qualified to take my place”, said the professor as he was stuffing one last shirt into his suitcase. 


     Lutze, not for the first time that day, pulled his pistol from its holster and aimed it at Professor Lenard’s head. 


     “Professor, the telegram lines are down and there is no other form of communication available here. I strongly urge you to reconsider your position”, the general said, his face deadly serious. 


     “So I am bound here? I am compelled to stay here? I am just another one of your slaves, is that it? 


     “That’s correct, Professor; until our work here is completed, that is. Then, you will be free, and you will enjoy rewards along with the thanks of a grateful Führer. 


     The professor nodded at the general in defeat. Lutze holstered his pistol, snapped his heel before turning and left the office leaving Johannes Lenard alone, very alone indeed. 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Sixteen 


       


     Danielle was still on the cot laying down, rubbing her stomach in an attempt to comfort, and bond with her unborn child. The other women returned to the cell, their working day complete. Marion approached her first. 


     “It’s time, Danielle. Be brave”, she said in a soothing voice which didn’t sooth her at all. 


     Marion placed her hands on Danielle’s knees and exerted a little pressure to move them apart. 


     “Wait”, said Danielle. “I’ve changed my mind, I am not going to do this to my baby.” 


     “Danielle, we’ve been through this. The guards will be here soon. You don’t want them to do the things that they have done to other women to you, believe me. You don’t want to go to Ravensbrück, do you? You must trust us”, Marion pleaded. 


     The other women moved in closer and were now holding her arms, shoulders, and ankles. Danielle was panicking and violently shaking, trying to free herself of the women’s grip. Marion pulled out the wire from underneath her dress. 


     “Be still, Danielle, this won’t take long. It will be much easier if you stay still.” 


     Danielle struggled more, using all of her strength. She managed to kick one of her legs free and lashed it out, straight into the nose of Clara who had been holding it. It was broken, and was pouring with blood. 


     “She’s broken it”, she cried, suddenly sounding like she had contracted a bad cold. With the shock of Clara’s bloodied nose, the other women loosened their grip, and Danielle escaped, running over to the far side of the cell. 


     Heavy footsteps were heard in the corridor heading in the direction of the cell. The women fell down to the floor pretending to be asleep. Danielle remained crouched down in her corner. 


     “What’s going on here?” asked a guard. Silence. 


     “Keep it quiet, you know the rules.” 


     The guard walked away and left Danielle whispering to herself, the same words over and over again. 


     I’m keeping my baby. I’m keeping my baby. 


     Marion looked at Danielle and told her she was making a big mistake. 


     “I’ve lost my father and my mother because of this war. This child is the only family I have left, and I am not going to lose it. The Nazis have already taken enough away from me, they will take nothing more”, said Danielle, tears streaming down her face. 


     “Ok, it’s your decision. We only tried to help”, advised Marion. “But, keep it concealed. Don’t let them see the bump because they will cut it out of you. It’s what they do. It’s what they enjoy doing. Look what they have already done to you, they won’t think of inflicting more pain upon you. Goodnight.” 


     The other women soon fell asleep, tired after having worked outside in the yard all day long. With the exception of Clara, still nursing her broken nose, Danielle was the only one awake. She sat up all night, crying silently, constantly caressing her stomach. 


    


  




  

    

Chapter Seventeen 


       


     Professor Lenard stepped outside of the office wrapped in a large overcoat and carrying his suitcase. He had a look around for any night guards. He saw none, until he had reached the exit to the cave where several were standing around on the roadside. He wasn’t going to be leaving by taking that route. 


     He looked up the mountain in the direction where Claude had been caught and decided that was his best chance. It carried risks, but, not as many as walking along the road, and not as many as staying, he was quickly beginning to learn. 


     He rushed towards the base of the mountain and disappeared behind some bushes. 


     “So, tell me. Did you find what you went to look for, your contact?” Garrow asked Nancy. 


     “No, they were gone, and judging by the state of the building where she lived, I can assume with confidence that the Gestapo have worked out that she is more than a normal civilian”, she replied. 


     “A somewhat waste of an effort then, it would seem”, said Garrow, trying his best to hide his irritation at the fact that he had sent men into harm’s way without results. “Does this change your plan to go to London?” 


     “Yes, Captain, it does. It means that I have to be there all the more urgently.” 


     “We’ve found a few SAS commandos and POWs who are also in need of getting there. 


     In total, about twenty men, five of whom will escort you, the remainder will make their own way back independently.” 


     “What about the Canadian, Nadeau, wasn’t it? What about him, you promised him a safe way back to the Allies.” 


     “If he is in good enough shape, he too can go”, agreed the captain. 


     Garrow handed over a small film canister to Nancy and told her that he needed her to get it back to London with the utmost urgency, explaining that the Nazis were exploring ancient Roman mines for reasons which were not yet clear. She agreed, promising that she would get them developed upon her arrival, and would ensure they got to the right person. 


     A captain stepped into the general’s office. 


     “General, I have received a report that the psychics have not been able to make contact down there. What are your orders?” 


     Lutze was staring at the blueprints of the mines laid out on the table. He gave some consideration to the question before replying, without looking up. 


     “This is very disappointing, Captain. Execute the gypsy women. Maybe that will help to motivate…give some incentive to people I send down there to help us in the future. And why has the professor not been brought back to me yet? Send out more search parties. Hunt him down. I want him back here right now, do you understand?” 


     The captain nodded, his body trembling. “Dismissed.” 


     The now shaken captain left, and General Lutze continued looking at the blueprints. A faint smile appeared on his face as he tapped his forefinger on a particular spot on the map, a spot where the professor had placed an X before his unauthorized departure. 


    

      


    


  




  

    

Thank you very much for reading my books, your support is very much appreciated. 


     The reason I have chosen to make these into quick-reads is because they are the adapted novelette forms of the screenplays which have already been written. It is my intention to use the money raised from this series of short books to make my dream a reality and have the screenplays produced. 


     If you would like to see this happen, you can help! You already have this book, so please be kind enough to leave a review from your source. More reviews means better placement and more promotion, and that means more sales which means that we can see this on our screens in the not too distant future! 


     Join me on this journey of what will be at least 39 episodes. I am trying for more all the time because it is simply my passion! 


     Thank you once again, and best wishes to you all. Jason. 
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