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Dear Reader, 
        


        


        


        
Thank you for coming on Krista’s journey with me. This part of the series opens with Krista’s sea journey. 
        


        
 I too left home at seventeen to take a sea journey to England and eventually to London by train. My journey was a great deal more downmarket than Krista’s. I took what we then called the ‘cattle boat’ from Dun Laoghaire to Liverpool. The boat was used for moving cattle from Ireland to England. I don’t think there was a great deal of hygiene practised on it in that day and time. The thing stank to high heaven, but I didn’t care. I was off on my first foreign travel. I still remember the sheer thrill. I had no fear of the future or what might be ahead of me. Well, I was seventeen and we are immune to danger at that age, aren’t we? 
        


        
The passengers travelled in the bowels of the boat. There were long wooden benches bolted to the floor. The sea was stormy and an older woman (she was probably in her forties but to a seventeen-year-old she was ancient) clung to my arm, screaming in my ear that we were all going to die. The grip she had on my arm hurt. I remember patting her hands, trying to get her to release me while murmuring sympathetically (I thought), “It’s all right, missus, we’ll all die together.”
        


        
London – what an eye-opener to a holy Catholic girl from Ireland! Thank heavens for my innocence. It protected me from so much. It is only in later years that I look back and think of the danger I was in, but my sheer ignorance of life kept me safe. The drugs, sex and rock-and-roll lifestyle those around me were living passed right over my head. I had no frame of reference. I only knew I didn’t like it! 
        


        
I didn’t stay long in London. I had so many jobs in that short time. It was an era when, if you didn’t like a job, you walked out and had a new job the same day. The one job that I think of often was with Lyons of Cadby Hall. It was the head office of the Lyons company that made tea and cakes and owned the Lyons tea rooms. It was a position for life with great prospects and I was picked for the top. In the name of God! At seventeen! I wanted to be a world traveller. I didn’t want to climb the ladder of success. I sometimes sit and wonder how different my life would have been if I’d settled into the life of a well-paid executive. The path not taken. 
        


        
I vividly remember what made me leave. I was an office worker on the top floor. There were factories on the ground floor. I thought it ridiculous that there was a huge social divide between the office staff and factory workers. I was taken on a tour of the factory so I would better understand the working of the company. What an experience! I was uncomfortable walking around the factory with my office manager who was lording it over the men and women working on the factory floor. 
        


        
We stopped to watch a line of women, in overalls with nets over their hair, sitting on either side of a moving conveyor belt. They were using their thumbs to put the dimple in doughnuts! I don’t know why I thought that someday that could be me – but I was horrified. I tendered my resignation to a great deal of consternation and, looking back again, concern. I was giving up a bright future. I didn’t care. I was off.
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Chapter 1 
        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        
Krista Dumas stared out the porthole at the angry grey sea foaming around the ship. She clenched her jaw, trying desperately to stop her teeth from chattering. What was she doing on a British merchant ship sailing from Belgium to England? She was a citizen of France. How would she support herself in a foreign country where she knew no one? 
        


        
“Christine, come join us. The steward has promised a pot of tea and sausage sandwiches.” The male voice echoed around the room. 
        


        
Krista, shocked at being called by a name not her own, spun around. She’d been unconsciously waiting to hear this voice. She stiffened her knees against the shock of relief that ran through her body. How on earth had he escaped the German soldiers that had detained him on the dock? 
        


        
“Bertram, has your stomach settled?” Violet Andrews had stiffened her spine when he’d appeared and sat beside her. It wouldn’t do to sink to the floor in relief. 
        


        
“Quite.” Gerhardt, Baron von Furstenberg, the man calling himself Bertram Standish, beckoned to Krista. “Come, my dear, join us.”
        


        
He was still feeling delicate from his recent episode of emptying his stomach over the side of the ship. He refused to show any weakness to the females he had used to facilitate his escape from his home in Germany. He settled his body, encased in the ‘fat’ suit and ill-fitting tweed jacket, into the nearest chair, running his hand over his bald head. It had been difficult to sacrifice his fine head of hair and beard, but the disguise had worked to hide his identity to the casual observer. He would be glad to shed the uncomfortable ‘fat’ suit that turned his lean body into a rotund lump. He had never realised he was vain. He shook off his mental ramblings and turned his attention to the here and now.
        


        
“Good to see you looking hale and hearty, Bertram,” Violet said as Krista took one of the seats bolted to the floor of the small lounge. She wanted to ask him how he had escaped the German soldiers – but now was not the time nor was it the place. One never knew who was listening. 
        


        
“Miss –” Krista stopped abruptly when a male hand grasped her wrist. 
        


        
“I think we should continue our charade,” Gerhardt murmured. “It is safest for everyone concerned.” He looked casually around the lounge as he spoke. They were the only passengers present. 
        


        
“Christine, my dear, how are you feeling?” Violet had been Krista’s English teacher and dare she say friend for many years. She was concerned for Krista who was leaving everything she knew. How would she cope on her own in a strange country? “The happenings on the dock were frightfully upsetting for all of us.” She would offer every assistance she could to help the child settle into a new life. Krista spoke three languages fluently – surely they would find her a place that would suit?
        


        
“I am coping, Mama.” Krista had no one to blame for the position she found herself in but herself. In order to escape an impossible situation, she had hidden in the backseat footrest of the car the man calling himself Bertram Standish – a man she had known all her life as Herr Baron von Furstenberg – had been driving. She was a stowaway. These people owed her no consideration.
        


        
“Good girl,” Violet said. 
        


        
Gerhardt listened, sighing internally. He stared at the young woman. She was a perfect mix of her parents. She had her mother’s long slender figure and pretty face, but his elder brother had marked her with his white-blond hair and impossibly blue, blue eyes. Unknown to the girl, she was his brother’s by-blow. Her care had fallen to him when his brother and his English mistress were killed in a motor accident. He’d had little to do with her after he’d placed her as an infant with a French family.
        


        
The steward entered before more could be said. He carried a tray with crockery that rattled as he walked slowly across the floor. He greeted them with a smile and with one hand unlocked a table that was latched to the wall. He pulled it down which released a leg. When the table was secure, he began setting the thick white cup, saucers and side plates on it. “I’ll have the food and a pot of good English tea out to you in a few moments.” He placed a milk jug, sugar bowl and a heavy linen cloth, folded into an envelope shape around the cutlery, on the table. “They are forecasting rough seas so best get something into you while you can,” he said cheerfully and, with the tray under his arm and another smile, he left the room. 
        


        
Krista, who had grown up in her family’s auberge, had watched the steward with fascinated eyes. He would not have been employed by the Dumas family with his casual attitude. 
        


        
“Ugh!” Gerhardt held up one of the heavy white cups with a grimace of distaste. 
        


        
“Don’t be a snob!” Violet laughed at her companion’s reaction. “We are on a merchant ship after all, not a passenger liner. One should be grateful for one’s blessings.” She, for one, was glad to be escaping the German bully boys they had seen on the docks. Her eyes had been opened to what was happening in the world around her. She had spent the last fifteen years living quietly in the village of Metz on the German-French border. She’d hidden her head in the sand in recent years, not wanting to acknowledge the frightening world around her. She had lived and served in one world war. She had refused to believe they could be once more marching towards war.
        


        
“Here we go!” The steward had returned. He put the tray and its contents on the end of the table and stood back with a wide smile. “Help yourselves.” He turned and left the room.
        


        
“I’ll be Mother.” Violet laughed aloud at her companions’ reaction to the lack of anything approaching servility from the crewman. 
        


        
Krista watched her former teacher add milk to her tea and followed her example. The cups were very different to the wide-lipped coffee cups she used in the café/bar/tabac of the family auberge, whose shape allowed you to dunk your pain au chocolat or croissant as required. 
        


        
“I haven’t had an English sausage sandwich in years.” Violet was salivating at the taste-memory the huge sandwiches aroused in her. She opened one of the sandwiches under the watching eyes of her companions and with glee shook some of the contents of a glass bottle onto the meat. “Brown sauce, how delightful!” She cut the sandwich into four pieces before picking up one piece and biting into it with relish.
        


        
The ship sailed towards England and an uncertain future while the three enjoyed their meal. 
        


        


        


        
“When we reach England, we shall be in your part of the world, Ann,” Gerhardt said to Violet, using her alias, when the remains of the meal had been removed and the table locked back into position. “We shall be relying on you for guidance.”
        


        
“I have been giving some thought to the matter,” Violet said. “Christine dear, let that table down again please and put my travelling bag on top if you would.” She waited until her order had been carried out before saying, “My dear, there is no need for you to remain in here with us old fogies. You are young and I’m sure you would enjoy a brisk stroll around the deck.”
        


        
“I will have you know I do not consider myself quite past it, old thing,” Gerhardt objected. 
        


        
Violet ignored him as she opened her small travel case and began to search for some items she needed. She wanted to speak to him without Krista present. 
        


        
“Wrap up well, Christine,” she said. 
        


        
“I will enjoy a stroll,” Krista said, pushing her arms into the trench coat she had borrowed from Gerhardt, which reached almost to her ankles. She wanted to be alone. She almost ran from the room. “I’ll be back shortly,” she threw over her shoulder as she went.
        


        
“Well, my dear,” Gerhardt said as soon as Krista disappeared, “you have deftly got rid of our young companion. What do you wish to say to me?”
        


        
“Bertram, I am at my wit’s end. I have been thinking about the people I could contact when we arrive in England,” Violet practically snapped. “You gave me no time to prepare for this trip. You demanded I be ready at a moment’s notice. There was no point in writing to my friends. I knew I would most likely arrive before the post.”
        


        
She had been unwilling at first to join him. He had explained that Hitler wanted men of his social stature to be part of his entourage, but she still thought he was being alarmist in his frantic plans to escape the might of the German Reich. It was the thought of an all-expenses-paid trip to England that had tempted her to join him in his flight to freedom. She had been forced to change her opinion as they drove through France and into Belgium to the coastal town of Antwerp. The sight of German soldiers harassing fleeing refugees on the dock had sickened her. Were the people in power really going to allow the world to descend into the madness of war again? It beggared belief.
        


        
“I believe the best course of action for us when we arrive,” Violet leaned back in her chair to say, “is to drive to Ipswich and book into a hotel. I have a friend living in the area. I shall call her from the hotel and make arrangements to meet with her. If anyone knows what is going on in the world it will be Abigail Winchester. We served together in the last lot.”
        


        
“What are we to do with our young friend?”
        


        
“That poor girl!” Violet sighed. “You saw the letter that Philippe Dumas wrote to her.” They had found the letter when Krista fell asleep on her hotel bed with it clutched to her chest. They had removed it from her hand while helping her under the covers. 
        


        
“I could wish he had kept his suppositions to himself.” Gerhardt had placed his brother’s baby with the Dumas family on the understanding that they would raise her as one of their own. Krista had no idea of her true parentage nor apparently had her ‘brother’ Philippe, but he knew at least that she was not his blood sister and had told her so in that letter. 
        


        
“Krista must be feeling lost and alone. We have taken her from everything she has ever known.”
        


        
“We removed her from a dangerous situation.” Gerhardt refused to feel guilty. The girl had stowed away in his car after all. 
        


        
“What kind of people would allow a child they raised – no, no, let us be honest – they assisted in plans to allow Krista to be raped and beaten – then forced into marriage to a cruel bully.” There were tears in Violet’s eyes as she thought of what might have happened to Krista, the child of her dear friend Constance Grace. Krista’s mother had been an exceptional human being. Violet felt she had let her friend down by allowing her daughter to be raised as the daughter of innkeepers. She should have done something.
        


        


        


        
Krista, all unknowing, was thinking about the same subject. She walked the decks hunched up against the biting breeze that blew. She was heading into an unknown future while dealing with the shock of finding everything she had believed to be true was a lie. Who was she? Where did she come from? She had always known that physically she differed from the three men she thought were her brothers – but to discover that she was nothing to them! How was she supposed to deal with something so outrageous? 
        


        
She found a small nook out of the wind and stared out at the sea stretching as far as the eye could see. What was to become of her? It was all very well for Herr Baron to say they would not desert her, but what did that mean? She could not tag along at their heels. She needed to plan a future for herself. She put a hand in front of her mouth, trying to force the sob that wanted to escape back down her throat. She looked around to be sure she was alone. She wanted no kind person asking what had upset her. How would she ever explain? 
        


        


        


        
“I thought to consult Abigail about our young friend.” Violet was still thinking about her friend Constance and how disappointed in her she would be. “She has girls a little older than Christine. She might have thoughts and ideas on the subject – about what Krista might do to improve her lot in life. And she may well have some clothing that she could allow her to have. The poor girl ran with only the clothes on her back.”
        


        
“That is perhaps not a bad thing.” Gerhardt could not believe that he was once more faced with the upkeep and protection of his brother’s by-blow. He had enough problems of his own to be dealing with. He too was facing an unknown future. “The clothes she is wearing are suitable only for an under-housemaid, not a young woman seeking a new life in a new country.”
        


        
“That was no fault of hers!” Violet felt desperately sorry for Krista. 
        


        
“I shall give her some funds to see her on her way.”
        


        
“It is not money she needs at this moment. She needs help finding a position that offers a roof over her head. She needs to know who she is. She must have so many questions about herself. We can give her answers to many of those questions. We must do that now because we cannot know what is to happen to us in the future.” She was determined to tell Krista what she knew. The girl needed to know where she had come from.
        


        
“What can we tell her except that her parents are dead?” Gerhardt snapped. 
        


        
“Even that much information will offer her some comfort. She will not be searching the faces of strangers to discover if she has anyone in the world that belongs to her! I cannot imagine being so alone in the world.”
        


        
“You are beginning to sound like a bleeding heart.”
        


        
“My heart is bleeding for the lost child we have in our company. I intend to do everything in my power to assist her.”
        


        
Before more could be said the hatch opened and Krista stepped into the room, bringing a blast of cold air with her and putting an end to the conversation. 
        


        
“It is so cold out there. My nose and toes are frozen.”
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
Chapter 2 
        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        
The journey to England seemed to take forever and at the same time fly past. Krista spent the remainder of the journey curled up under a blanket, supplied by the obliging steward, semi-dozing in one of the chairs while her companions spoke of people she might never know and places she had only read about. 
        


        
The steward escorted them off the ship and into a small dockside waiting room reserved for first-class passengers. Unlike the one in Antwerp, it had a public telephone for first-class passenger use. Miss Andrews was using the telephone, making a series of reverse-charge calls to friends and family. Krista had chosen to wait outside the room, uncomfortable listening to private conversations. 
        


        
She stood, as she had on the docks in Antwerp, watching the strange world around her. The rush and hurry of the dock didn’t upset her – this dock was smaller and less frantic than the Antwerp docks. But the shouting voices did. They were speaking English – she was sure of it – yet she understood less than one word in ten! What was she going to do? She had been so sure her English language skills were up to snuff, as Miss Andrews would say. How would she find employment if she could not understand the words spoken to her? She wasn’t aware of time passing as she stood watching the ships being unloaded. 
        


        
“Christine, come along!” Miss Andrews’ voice carried over the noise of the dock. 
        


        
Krista jerked in surprise. She had been so lost in her own thoughts she hadn’t noticed the movements of her companions. She needed to be more alert. These two people could help her establish a new life in this country. She must remain vigilant and learn all she could from them.
        


        
They joined Gerhardt who was standing by the large British automobile that he had driven through France and Belgium. The car had been one of the first cargo items unloaded from the ship and now awaited its passengers. 
        


        
They drove out of the dock area carefully. Krista almost bit her knuckles in fear. She had no papers to present to the port authorities. 
        


        
When the luxury automobile was waved through the checkpoint without being stopped she dared to breathe again. It would appear port authorities were not so stringent when you obviously had money. They motored onwards – on the wrong side of the road! She wondered if her heart could take many more shocks! 
        


        
Miss Andrews suggested they stop at the first village they passed through and purchase a road map. 
        


        
The bright May evening made driving through the English countryside a delight. Krista wondered what crops were planted in the fields they passed. The world outside the window of the car was a sea of brown and green with patches of white where sheep grazed. They passed farmhouses with chickens pecking in the dirt and dogs barking. She looked for rows of grapevines but failed to see any.
        


        
The journey passed quickly with Miss Andrews, map in hand, issuing firm, crisp directions. They were soon in Ipswich town centre, driving towards the large hotel Miss Andrews suggested. The black-and-white Tudor buildings were strange to Krista’s eyes. The people walking along smiling and passing the time of day were fascinating, she thought. Everything was so very different to the world she had spent her life in. She would enjoy walking the streets and exploring but didn’t feel brave enough to suggest such a thing. She needed to stay close to her companions. She felt cast adrift – the two people who had carried her along with them were her only familiar landmarks. 
        


        
“You two wait here,” Miss Andrews said when the car pulled up in front of the building she’d indicated. After checking passing traffic, she opened the door and jumped out. She leaned in to say, “I’ll see if they have rooms available. If not, I’ll have them telephone around and find us somewhere suitable.”
        


        
Krista watched her stride confidently into the hotel through the door held open for her by a uniformed doorman.
        


        
“That woman should be running this country.” Gerhardt couldn’t wait to remove the ‘fat’ suit he was wearing as part of his disguise. It had kept him safe and in some cases warm, but it was restricting and he wanted rid of it. He waited and watched the busy streets around them. Would Hitler send men after him? He thought he might. He could not be seen to have successfully escaped Hitler’s clutches. Still, he sighed deeply, he was in England. Now he had to find someone willing to listen to his warnings and take action. England must be warned. 
        


        
He almost jumped out of his skin at the sharp rap of knuckles on the car window. 
        


        
“If you and the young lady would step out of the car, sir,” a uniformed hotel attendant said as he opened the car door, “I shall have your luggage taken up to your rooms and the car parked in the hotel lot at the rear of the hotel.” He left the driver’s door open and opened the rear passenger door. 
        


        
“Thank you.” Gerhardt stepped out of the car and Krista joined him. 
        


        
“I have booked three rooms for us,” Violet informed them as soon as they had stepped into the hotel foyer. “They did not have an available suite.” She would be glad of a space to think her own thoughts. Gerhardt would be paying for this stop and the man could afford the best.
        


        
“Excellent, my dear.” Gerhardt looked around the foyer. It was not what he was accustomed to, but it was clean, polished and fresh-smelling. It would do for a first stop on their English journey. 
        


        
“If you will follow me.” A smartly uniformed porter stepped forward, pushing a trolley with their luggage. He led them towards the lift set to one side of the foyer, pushing open the iron lattice gate with an experienced hand. 
        


        
Krista followed along silently, her eyes taking in the arrangements of fresh flowers and gleaming brass that decorated the large foyer. She stepped into the lift and held her breath. She’d have preferred to take the stairs. The lift seemed very shaky with the added weight of people and luggage. 
        


        


        


        
Krista stared out of the window. The room she’d been given overlooked the main road. She stared down at the people hurrying about their business, wishing she had somewhere to go. She clutched the handkerchief-wrapped money in her skirt pocket and sighed. It was French francs. She would need to exchange it. She had no idea of its worth in British pounds sterling. One more thing for her to worry about. There was nothing she could do about it now. She needed a bath. She felt tired, thirsty and hungry. She had nothing to unpack. She had run away with only the clothes on her back. She spun away from the window at the sound of a sharp rap of knuckles on the door. 
        


        
“Christine,” Violet Andrews marched in without invitation, “I have arranged to meet a friend for dinner downstairs.”
        


        
She examined her companion’s appearance, supressing a groan. The girl looked like a waitress. She needed clothing. Her friend Abigail could not supply anything appropriate. Unfortunately, according to Abigail, her two girls resembled their mother – short and stout, not long and lean like Krista. Abigail had made the assumption that Krista was a servant of some sort and Violet was happy to leave it at that for the present. “I have ordered a tray to be delivered to your room. I’m afraid you simply cannot appear in the dining room dressed as you are.” She didn’t mean to hurt but Krista’s clothing would be very similar to that of the people serving their food. “I suggest you take a bath and retire. We shall be up and about early in the morning, I shouldn’t wonder.”
        


        
She glanced around the room and, with a brief nod and without waiting for Krista to respond, turned and left, pulling the door closed at her back. 
        


        


        


        
“My dear, it has been too long,” Abigail, Lady Winchester, gushed over her friend. It had been so exciting to hear from her. She couldn’t wait to hear the latest. Life had been tedious lately. “I love to receive your letters but that simply cannot equal meeting face to face. So much more satisfying.”
        


        
“I have booked a table for us, Abigail.”
        


        
Violet thought her old friend hadn’t changed very much. She was older certainly and perhaps a little bit heavier but still the same smiling imp. Her grey-streaked brown hair and pale-blue eyes were complemented by her silver-silk evening dress and matching fur-trimmed wrap. The jewels bedecking her old friend were worth a fortune. It would be easy to discount Abigail as just another bored upper-crust lady of means but that would be a grave mistake. She had a first-class brain and used it wisely. Violet was counting on picking her old friend’s brain for advice. 
        


        
“Just the two of us? I thought you mentioned travelling companions.” Abigail looked around the foyer. It was decorated in ghastly shades of brown, the fresh flowers and gleaming brass the only dash of bright colour. It was the best Ipswich had to offer, she supposed. One didn’t usually know which were the best hotels when one had a large house of one’s own nearby.
        


        
“They have both chosen to dine in their rooms.” Violet had been happy to hear Gerhardt preferred to take a tray in his room while he changed his appearance. “It will be just us two.”
        


        


        


        
“Tell me all,” Abigail said. “One is hearing such distressing news from the Continent.”
        


        
The two women were sitting in the hotel dining room at a table hidden by greenery. They had made polite conversation while the waiters gushed over one of their local bright social lights. They had not discussed anything of import while dining and now, with delicate coffee cups in hand, prepared for the meat of the issue.
        


        
“Abigail, it is a nightmare.” Violet closed her eyes briefly. It would be difficult to describe the changes taking place, but Abigail would surely have heard enough from friends of her husband to know there was cause for concern. “I need your advice and assistance. I have lost touch with British society and have no idea where to turn. I chose to stop in Ipswich, knowing you were nearby.” She took a deep breath. “I cannot do what must be done, without you.”
        


        
“Do you really believe we are once more heading towards war?” Abigail leaned forward to ask. 
        


        
Both women were very aware of the staff dancing attendance on the diners. 
        


        
Violet too leaned forward. “One of my travelling companions, a German aristocrat, certainly thinks so. He is fleeing in fear of his life!”
        


        
“No!” This was far more exciting than Abigail had supposed. 
        


        
“Yes, indeed.” Violet blotted her lips with her napkin. “I have seen the orders with my own eyes. He must present himself to Hitler or be shot down in the street like a dog.”
        


        
“No!”
        


        
Violet looked around to insure they could not be overheard. “Because of his social status and his family concerns, he has seen and heard a great deal of very dangerous matters. He is desperate to speak to someone in our government. He wants to warn them of the coming storm – share his knowledge. I have no idea who to contact and thought of you as someone who would know better than I whom to consult.”
        


        
“Are matters really that grave?”
        


        
“Abigail, they are pulling people from their homes – breaking the shop windows of anyone with any Jewish blood whatsoever – confiscating valuables. It is madness and must be stopped.”
        


        
“You will need to speak with Winnie.” Abigail signalled to a waiter and ordered more coffee and two brandies. This was far more than she had expected when her old friend telephoned and asked to meet with her. 
        


        
“Winnie?”
        


        
“Yes, you must know him. Winston Churchill. He has been banging on about the danger Hitler represents for years. The only people listening to him at the moment are women, I believe. But then, they are the ones in danger of losing sons, brothers, fathers and lovers. If women ruled the world, we would have far less of war, let me tell you.”
        


        
She paused while staff served the coffee and drinks. 
        


        
“Of course,” she continued then, “Winnie has made some very unpopular political decisions in recent years. He is very much out of favour.” She took a sip of brandy, welcoming the warmth in her gullet. “Nonetheless, he is still someone who will know who to approach. Yes!” She slapped the tabletop with her dimpled, ring-adorned hand. “He is the man to talk to, I am sure of it.”
        


        
“Would Bertie be willing to listen to the concerns of my travelling companion and make the necessary introduction, do you think?” Albert, Lord Winchester, Abigail’s husband, was a man with many useful connections.
        


        
“There may be a problem.” Abigail shrugged, sending her diamonds dancing. “He locks horns with Winnie regularly. But I do believe they respect each other. I can but ask.”
        


        
“That would be of great assistance,” Violet too sipped her brandy – for courage. “Abigail, the German aristocrat . . . it is Gerhardt, Herr Baron von Furstenberg.”
        


        
“No! The one Constance –”
        


        
“No – his younger brother. Gerhardt inherited the title when Constance’s paramour died in that dreadful car crash with her.”
        


        
“Such a terrible tragedy – such a scandal.” Abigail glanced at the platinum-and-diamond wristwatch she wore. She hated to be the one to cut this conversation short. It was simply too fascinating. “Violet, my dear, if I am to consult with Bertie before he retires, my chauffeur must be sent for. My darling husband becomes a grouch if he does not receive a full night of sleep.”
        


        
“Yes, Bertie needs to be put in the picture as soon as possible but we have not even touched on the second of my problems.”
        


        
“There’s more?”
        


        
“Oh yes, much more.” Violet put her napkin on the table and pushed back her chair. “Are you free tomorrow morning, Abigail? We can continue our conversation then.”
        


        
Abigail too arose, the waiter pulling back her chair to assist her. “I shall have my social secretary cancel any engagements I might have.” She couldn’t bear to be left out of exciting events. “I shall speak with Bertie and give you his opinion in the morning when we meet – if that is what you wish?”
        


        
“Please,” Violet said as the two women began to walk from the dining room. 
        


        
The doorman, upon seeing them, clicked his fingers at a nearby porter. He sent the boy running to the staff waiting room at the rear of the hotel to inform Her Ladyship’s chauffeur that the lady appeared ready to depart.
        


        
“Do you want to meet here?” Abigail looked around the lobby and sniffed. “No, what am I saying? I shall send the car for you.”
        


        
“There is no need. We have our own automobile and I have been to your estate enough times over the years to find my way.” Violet touched her friend’s arm gently with her fingertips. “I cannot thank you enough for your help, old friend.”
        


        
“No need for thanks. I have done nothing yet.” The two women air-kissed. “Ten o’clock tomorrow morning! We shall discuss matters then in the comfort of my home. I shall have my staff arrange everything.”
        


        
Violet stood watching as Abigail was escorted out by the doorman, before going to her room. She had a great deal to think about and plan, but the first small steps had been taken. 
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
Chapter 3

        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        
“Mon Dieu!” Krista couldn’t bite back the exclamation at the sight before her. The house was enormous to her eyes. A large white building sitting tall and long amongst sweeping green lawns. 
        


        
“Mein Gott!” Gerhardt von Furstenberg echoed, slowing the car as they drove along the driveway towards the mansion.
        


        
“Indeed.” Violet Andrews smiled in pleasure at the reaction of her companions. “The house is Jacobean. Kings and queens have slept in its rooms. The gardens were designed by the famous landscape gardener Capability Brown.” She had stayed at the Winchester stately home many times. The impressive exterior was matched by the sumptuous interiors.
        


        
A group of servants appeared on the driveway. Gerhardt drove carefully, not wishing to splash mud or gravel onto the waiting group. Car doors were opened, and hands were offered to assist the visitors from their vehicle. 
        


        
Krista had to consciously work at not standing with her mouth open staring at the building. She had never seen its like before in her life. 
        


        
An older servant stepped forward to greet the visitors. “Miss Andrews, welcome back!”
        


        
 “It’s wonderful to be back, Dodd,” Violet greeted the Winchester’s long-time butler. 
        


        
The butler’s white-gloved hand waved a hovering maid forward. 
        


        
“Wilson will take the young woman to the kitchen. If you would follow me, Miss Andrews – sir.”
        


        
Krista followed the maid, trying not to stumble over her own feet as she tried to take in the many openings leading off the entryway into the house. Every wall was decorated in rich colours with paintings in tiers everywhere she looked. She would hate to be responsible for the cleaning of this place. It would take you years just to learn your way around, she was sure. The maid opened a doorway off the long hall.
        


        
“I was told to take you to the kitchen.” Mary Wilson stepped onto the wooden landing on top of the stairs leading down into the kitchen. “Follow me, please.”
        


        


        


        
Violet waited until the butler had announced them and closed the door at their backs before walking across the richly decorated room to greet their host. The red walls were a stunning background for the artwork and treasures placed around the large room. “Albert, how lovely to see you! Abigail, Albert, allow me to introduce you to Herr Baron von Furstenberg – Gerhardt.”
        


        
She waited while the men shook hands. 
        


        
“I knew your brother slightly, Herr Baron,” Abigail said when Gerhardt clicked his heels and carried her hand to his lips. Such lovely manners these foreigners had, she thought. “I was dreadfully sorry to hear of his passing.”
        


        
“Your Ladyship is most kind.” Gerhardt smiled sadly.
        


        
“Oh, call me Abigail.”
        


        
“And you must call me Gerhardt.”
        


        
“Abigail,” Violet said, “I have informed Gerhardt that I approached you for assistance with sorting out his concerns.”
        


        
“I brought the matter to my husband’s attention. I hope you do not feel we are discussing you without your permission, Gerhardt?”
        


        
“Not at all, Abigail. I need all of the help I can get at this time.” Gerhardt looked at the tall thin man who was watching his every move with discerning brown eyes set under bristling black brows. “I do indeed wish to discuss matters of great importance with His Lordship, if he would care to listen?”
        


        
“Of course, Herr Baron,” Albert replied. 
        


        
“Well, then, Albert, best you speak in private in the library.” Abigail had no wish to stand on ceremony. They could spend an age dancing around politely. She simply did not have the time to indulge in social niceties. There were matters to attend to. She knew her dear husband would be mentally rolling his eyes, but she did not care. 
        


        
“Yes, indeed. Herr Baron . . .” Albert waved his hand in the direction of the door, hiding his smile at his wife’s attempt to get them out of the way of her and her friend. The best decision he ever made was to marry Abigail Smithers twenty years ago. 
        


        
Violet laughed when the door closed behind the men. “That was very well done, Abigail!”
        


        
“Oh, they will want to rattle their sabres and beat their manly chests, I have no doubt. I have no time for all of that nonsense.” Abigail led the way towards two hand-embroidered silk-covered chairs in front of the fire. “I’ve ordered tea for us. The men no doubt will have something stronger.” She pulled an embroidered hanging cord to signal to the servants to bring the tea. 
        


        
“You never change, Abigail.” Violet sat back into the comfortable chair and waited for her friend to join her. 
        


        
“You certainly have.” Abigail had been surprised when her butler mentioned sending Violet’s maidservant to the kitchen. “I never expected you to travel with a French maid! Oh, la, la!”
        


        
They were interrupted by a knock on the door. 
        


        
The butler entered, followed by a footman and a maid, each carrying a tray. 
        


        
“Put everything on that table,” Abigail pointed to a nearby circular table. “We shall serve ourselves.”
        


        
Violet hid a smile at the obvious displeasure on the butler’s face at this instruction, but her friend made her own rules. 
        


        
“My maid!” Violet sighed deeply when they had served themselves tea and retaken their seats before the fire. “That is something I need to discuss with you, Abigail. Again, I desperately need your assistance.”
        


        
Abigail sipped her tea and waited for her friend to speak. Violet had never been one for shilly-shallying. 
        


        
“The young woman is not my maid. She has been dragged along in our efforts to escape notice by the Germans seeking Gerhardt.” Fighting tears, Violet looked across the fire. “She is the daughter of Constance Grace, Abigail.”
        


        
“I beg your pardon!” Abigail dropped her cup into its saucer with a rattle. “Are you telling me I have sent the daughter of a baron, the granddaughter of a duke, into my kitchen with the servants?”
        


        
“I hadn’t thought of it quite like that.” Violet was forced to laugh. 
        


        
“How would you think of it then?” Abigail stared at Violet as if she had run mad. 
        


        
“She is a by-blow, Abigail – illegitimate.”
        


        
“Stuff and nonsense! Half the dukedoms of England were set up for the by-blows of royalty!”
        


        
“Does your husband know what a radical he has married?”
        


        
“Of course. It is one of the reasons he married me – that and my fortune. Even his sour parents couldn’t sniff at that – though they tried.”
        


        
“I have missed you, Abigail. You were the first person I thought of before starting out on this journey home. Abigail, Krista – the young girl in your kitchen – has no idea who she is or where she comes from. She has been raised to believe herself the daughter of innkeepers. A most disagreeable family as I know only too well.”
        


        
“That is disgraceful!”
        


        
“I agree with you. Gerhardt was left with a great many responsibilities he had never expected when his brother died. He didn’t know how to contact Constance’s friends. He did the best he could with what was laid before him.”
        


        
Violet then proceeded to tell Abigail all she knew of Krista’s life up to and including the horrific situation she had fled at a moment’s notice – ending up a stowaway in Gerhardt’s car. 
        


        
Abigail thought of her own two daughters and was horrified 
        


        
“I am at my wit’s end.” Violet didn’t know where to go from there. “Krista has only the clothes she stands up in. Your butler, at one brief glance, sent her to the kitchen. I had expected nothing less.” She almost wailed. “What am I to do?”
        


        
“Is she presentable? Surely she cannot be slovenly – not Constance’s daughter!”
        


        
“She is the very image of her mother except for her white-blonde hair and startlingly blue eyes. Those she got from her father. She speaks three languages and has worked in the family auberge since she could toddle as far as I’ve been able to ascertain.”
        


        
“We shall send for her shortly so that I may meet her.” Abigail was thinking frantically of the best way to go about matters. “You asked if I had clothing of my daughters’. Did you plan to dress her in the cast-offs of others? Violet, she is Constance’s daughter. We must do our best by her.”
        


        
“Easy for you to say, Abigail, with a fortune behind you. I do not have that luxury. The girl needs everything. I cannot finance such an outlay of cash.” Violet would like nothing better than to dress Krista in a fashion that would elevate her, but she simply did not have the necessary funds. 
        


        


        


        
In the kitchen Krista had been given a mug of tea and a thick slice of what the cook had called a fruit cake. She had never seen its like before. She was sitting at a table well out of the way of the staff who bustled around the busy kitchen. 
        


        


        


        
Albert, Lord Winchester, was sitting behind a carved paper-covered desk in the library while Gerhardt sat in a chair across from him. Both men were drinking whiskey from crystal glasses. 
        


        
Gerhardt had just finished giving Lord Winchester a full and frank account of all he had seen and heard on his travels around Germany and Austria. He felt drained after recounting the horrors that he had witnessed.
        


        
Glass in hand, Albert rose and walked over to a table bearing crystal decanters. 
        


        
“I know it’s early,” he said, “but, after hearing what you have to say, I need another drink.” He splashed a healthy dose of whiskey into his glass. “Will you join me?” He held up the decanter. 
        


        
“Please.”
        


        
“I have seen Hitler in the news reels at the cinema.” Bertie served his guest before seating himself back at his desk. “Quite frankly he comes across as a most unpleasant fellow. How is he leading the German people into this madness?”
        


        
“That is difficult to answer. Hitler has been fiendishly clever. His offensive started almost as soon as the papers were signed at the Treaty of Versailles. That document ended the First World War but I am afraid it also sowed the seeds for what is happening now.” Gerhardt sipped the whiskey, enjoying the warm, smooth, smoky flavour for a moment. He closed his eyes and sighed. “We were all too busy enjoying peace after years of conflict, and trying to turn our lives back into something we could be proud of, to notice what he was doing. Your own Prince Edward is a frequent visitor to Hitler and his cronies.”
        


        
“Yes, well,” Bertie sipped his whiskey, “the Royals and indeed a great many of the English aristocracy have family connections in Germany.” Queen Victoria’s mother was German after all and so was her husband, Prince Albert, his own namesake. Then she had married most of her nine children to members of the German royalty. Those connections proved a problem in the last war and could well be again if what this German chap feared came to pass. 
        


        
“The French Revolution gave the people the aristocrats to hate. Hitler is giving our people the Jews to hate.” Gerhardt sipped whisky while the two men sat in silence for a while. 
        


        
“I believe we need to speak to Winston Churchill with some urgency.” Bertie looked at the telephone on his desk. “I shall not telephone to set up a rendezvous. Heaven knows the telephone operator listens in to any conversation she believes might be of interest – completely against the company rules of course – but that has never stopped them.”
        


        
“My name must not be mentioned anywhere it might be overheard.” Gerhardt too looked at the telephone. A marvellous instrument but it could be misused. “There is a warrant out for my arrest. I have been travelling – with the owner’s permission – using papers in the name of Bertram Standish.”
        


        
“I know the Standish family – good people.” Bertie put his elbows on his desk and dropped his head into his hands. He wanted to push the memories back. The trenches, the smell, the screams, the crippling fear. Dear Lord, was it all to happen again? “Is it wrong of me to be glad my sons are too young to serve? The thought of my boys in the trenches sickens me.”
        


        
“Nein!” Gerhardt hit the top of the desk with an open hand, causing Bertie to jump. “It will not be that kind of war. We must never think of trenches. This will be a war of machines. It will be man against machine in the most terrible battle if we do nothing to stop this madness.”
        


        
“My government speaks of peace.” Bertie tried to fight off the very thought of such a battle. 
        


        
“I would that I could believe it,” Gerhardt sighed. 
        


        
“I shall travel to London with you.” Bertie pulled a piece of paper towards him and started to make notes. They would need to open the London house. His wife would deal with the staff, but he had estate matters to take care of. Spring was a busy time of year. “I shall introduce you to Winston Churchill. He has no official role in government at the moment, but the man has been shouting to all who will listen about the danger Hitler represents. He will know who to contact.”
        


        
“I thank you.” Gerhardt wanted to crawl into bed and hide his head under the covers. He did not want another war but what could one do? He had to make people listen to him. He had to try and avert the coming disaster in any way he could. 
        


        


        


        
***
        


        


        


        
“We must travel to London.” Abigail began to make mental lists of what needed to be done to move her household to the capital. “I shall have staff open the London house. You must stay with me, Violet. There is much to be done.”
        


        
“I had thought to get in touch with some of our old comrades from the Wrens.” Violet was being swept along in the whirlwind that was Abigail. 
        


        
“We must.” Abigail nodded in agreement. “They will have more knowledge of what is going on than we do.”
        


        
“Abigail, my dear, you will always be in the thick of things,” Violet said with a laugh. 
        


        
“We need to have a meaningful conversation with your ward.” Abigail nodded her head, sending her curls dancing. “Yes, that is how this little Krista I have not yet met must be known. Your ward. It will give the child a certain cachet. Now, my dear Violet, while we shop to outfit your ward – really, my dear, we must do something about your own wardrobe. You look quite the frump.”
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
Chapter 4

        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        
“You are the French maid?”
        


        
Krista’s head jerked at the flow of French. She stared at the woman addressing her. “I am French but I am no one’s maid.”
        


        
“Oh, not bashful, are you?” Emmanuelle Doumer stared at the young girl. “Stand up and let me see you.” She waited, foot-tapping, until Krista obeyed. “You are tall certainly, and your figure is not unpleasant.”
        


        
“Excuse me, who are you?” Krista stared at the thin elegant woman dressed all in black with her black hair pulled into a tight bun at the back of her head. She was tiny, barely coming up to Krista’s chest. 
        


        
“I am Emmanuelle Doumer, Lady Winchester’s French maid.”
        


        
“You are not French.”
        


        
“No,” Emmanuelle laughed softly. “I am from Belgium and proud of it, but in this country it is quite the thing to have a French maid.” She shrugged. “So, I am French.”
        


        
“The visitors are staying for lunch, Mrs Bennett!” a footman shouted, pushing open the door into the kitchen. 
        


        
“Joe Major,” Mrs Bennett the cook stood erect, her white cap wobbling, “you will give me a heart attack one of these days. Will you please come into my kitchen like a human and pass the message along in a correct manner! Honest to goodness, I don’t know what the world is coming to when loudmouth young terrors like you get taken on to train. You’ll never make a good house servant if you don’t learn to behave.” She belted the long-handled wooden spoon she was holding against the delft mixing bowl sitting on the well-worn kitchen table in front of her. 
        


        
“I am having great difficulty understanding what people say,” Krista whispered to Emmanuelle. 
        


        
“Ah yes, the English language!” Emmanuelle laughed gently. “They swallow consonants and exaggerate vowels until it is difficult to understand a word. Then there are the regional accents. This too is a nightmare. But we have local accents too of course. You knew immediately I was not a citizen of France, did you not?”
        


        
“But I have studied English for years and have passed all of my exams with distinction!” Krista almost wailed. 
        


        
“The schoolroom is nothing like real life. You must find something that will allow you to practise your English speaking until you are confident.” Emmanuelle didn’t think working in a big house as a servant was suitable for the young woman in front of her. There was something about her – a touch of class – that would set her apart. 
        


        
“Mad-a-moe-sell Emmanuelle!” Joe Major, after flirting outrageously with the kitchen maids, walked over to join the two women. The young one was a bit of all right is his opinion. He wouldn’t mind getting to know that one. He wondered if she’d be employed here. He’d have a chance to have a go at her if she was – he’d seen her first after all. “Her Ladyship wants you to take the young woman upstairs.”
        


        
“You took your time passing along that message!” Emmanuelle snapped. She would be the one in the wrong if Her Ladyship decided to take offense at being kept waiting. 
        


        
“Had to find you first to pass on the message, didn’t I?” Joe Major gave the fussy little Frenchwoman one of his best smiles. “This old house is a bloody maze.”
        


        
“Come along, Krista, it does not do to keep one’s employer waiting.” Emmanuelle ignored Joe and grabbed Krista by the elbow, almost towing her around the young man standing in their way, and out of the kitchen.
        


        
“You can keep your eye off that one, Joe Major,” said Mrs Bennett with a laugh. 
        


        


        


        
“So, you are Krista.” Abigail sat in her chair by the fire and examined the young girl standing so stiffly in front of her. She felt her heart lurch. She looked so much like her dear departed friend Constance. What were they to do with the poor waif? 
        


        
Krista nodded. 
        


        
“Krista, we have been discussing what we are to do with you.” Miss Andrews had introduced Krista to her friend after the French lady’s maid had been dismissed. 
        


        
“She is tall, as you said, Violet.” Abigail was examining the girl in great detail. “And so slim. Why, she could be one of the models my London modiste uses to show the clothing in her salon. She is delightful.”
        


        
“Abigail, I have already told you. She will need somewhere to live when we reach London and a way of earning her living. I would not be happy to see her working as a clothing model. It is most probably a perfectly respectable way of earning one’s living but I don’t like it for Krista.”
        


        
Krista looked at the two women, wondering what they expected her to say or do. The way they were both looking at her made her feel like she was an animal that was not quite ready for market. 
        


        
“Sit down, my dear.” Abigail waved towards a delicate chair pulled close to a round table. She didn’t wait to see if her instruction was obeyed but turned to Violet with a beaming smile. “I have had a thought!” She clapped her little dimpled hands in delight. “Cordelia – that is the answer – Cordelia!”
        


        
“Cordelia?” Violet prompted. She had forgotten how Abigail was always mentally one step ahead of everyone else. 
        


        
“Yes, indeed. Cordelia, my husband’s youngest sister. She is married to a Naval Officer. Charles Caulfield is captain of a Royal Navy ship.”
        


        
“And?” Violet had no idea what her friend was planning. 
        


        
“Cordelia’s husband is away so much, as you can imagine. She has two delightful boys – twins – I think they are about three years old. I believe she needs help, but she refuses to employ a nanny. Cordelia grew up watching the antics of the ‘bright young things’ of the twenties. She has some rather strange ideas.” Abigail wondered why problems came along in groups. She had been floating along living her life calmly – now this. The need to move her household to London and discuss matters of state came far before the problem of a young girl – but still – she was Constance’s daughter – they must help her. 
        


        
“What do you have in mind?”
        


        
“I am sure Cordelia would be happy to employ Krista.” Abigail wasn’t quite sure what the position would entail but she would have a word with Cordelia. Surely between them they could think of some way of occupying the young woman’s time until Abigail herself was free to take the girl in hand? The girl needed social polish before she could be sent out into the world. They owed that to her dear departed mother.
        


        
Krista sat and listened as the two women batted her life around without ever asking her opinion. 
        


        
“What about clothing?” Violet was happy to think of Krista being in the employ of Abigail’s relation. It would give the girl time to become accustomed to her new life. It would be a relief to know Krista was safe while she herself got in touch with friends from her past. She had much to do and could not take care of Krista at the same time. Yes, this would indeed be ideal. 
        


        
“Ipswich has many fine shops.” Abigail had thought to take the girl shopping herself, but she simply did not have the time. “It should be possible to purchase everything needed to get the girl set up.”
        


        


        


        
“Do you sew?” Emmanuelle was driving the small car set aside for staff use. 
        


        
“I was taught to darn and mend in school. That is all.” Krista had been almost weak with relief when she was informed Miss Andrews and Her Ladyship were too busy to travel into Ipswich with her to shop. She had been sent off instead with Emmanuelle. A much better state of affairs, in Krista’s opinion. 
        


        
“Shame, one can do so much to improve the fit of clothing with a little skilled nip and tuck. Never mind, we will see what is available in the Ipswich shops. You need some of everything, is this not so?”
        


        
“Yes, thank you.” Krista had been delighted to learn that Emmanuelle had been ordered to charge all of her purchases to the accounts Her Ladyship held at the local shops. “I do have a little money of my own, but it is French. I need to go to a bank and change it if that would be possible today?” Krista had never been shopping for her own clothing. Madame Dumas, the woman she had believed to be her mother, had ordered everything Krista might need. 
        


        
“We will visit the bank of course – it is good to have money of one’s own.” Emmanuelle had never known Her Ladyship to be so generous. She wondered what it was about this young French girl that had caused Her Ladyship to pay so much attention to her. Still, it was none of her business. She had been given a chore and she would fulfil it to the best of her ability. It would be a joy to shop for someone so attractive. The Winchester daughters were nice women but little dumplings like their mother. It was a challenge to make them look fashionable. 
        


        
The following hours were the strangest Krista had ever spent. After her flight from France that was saying a great deal. Emmanuelle Doumer appeared to know every shop and salesperson in Ipswich. She swept Krista in and out of shops at speed. She demanded the best with orders to send all invoices to the Winchester home. 
        


        
“That hair must go.” Emmanuelle stopped in front of the town’s most popular hairdresser’s salon. “It makes you look like a schoolgirl. Do you have any objection?”
        


        
“None at all.” At least she asked her opinion, Krista thought.
        


        
Krista was pulled into the hairdresser’s and parked in a chair while Emmanuelle gave instruction to the stylist. 
        


        
“I will leave you here while I pick up some things we need.” Emmanuelle disappeared before Krista could respond. 
        


        
“We have been given our orders.” Beryl Stewart put a hand on Krista’s shoulder, bending to meet her eyes in the mirror. “Are you happy to have me style your hair?”
        


        
“Please.” Krista met the kind brown eyes smiling at her in the mirror. “It is only hair. It will grow back.”
        


        
“A good attitude to have.” Beryl ran her hands through the mass of white hair, thinking about the style the little Frenchwoman had demanded. It would suit the young woman’s face certainly, but she would not cut if she was not confident it would suit the hair as well. “I will give you instructions on how to keep the style fresh. You will need to have a trim every six weeks if you want to keep the style.”
        


        
Krista allowed the stylist to do with her what she would. Her hair was washed, her head massaged in a delightful way that had her almost groaning aloud. It felt wonderful. She moved where instructed and once more arrived in front of the mirror. She closed her eyes and sat back, listening to the snip of the scissors through her hair. She didn’t care about the style. She was glad to be allowed to sit and rest. Today had been exhausting and it wasn’t over yet. 
        


        
“Miss,” Beryl’s voice was soft, “let me show you some styles you can have with this cut.”
        


        
Krista snapped her eyes open, staring into the mirror at the wet strings of hair that had been cut to her jawbone. 
        


        
“Do you have any idea how fortunate you are to have this white-blond hair without the use of bleach and chemicals?” Beryl leaned forward to say. “There are women I know who would kill to have hair like this.” She laughed. “Honestly, I have my work cut out for me bleaching their hair until it is almost tow, but will they listen to my advice? Will they heck?” She continued to finger the wet hair. “Now, with just a few minutes of attention in the morning you can decide the style you need for the day. I am going to give you the most glamorous style today which you can easily attain yourself.”
        


        
While fixing large rubber curlers Beryl began to give Krista a lesson in haircare that had her mouth dropping in shock. How was she supposed to find the time to do all of that – and first thing in the morning? It was insane. Beryl walked Krista over to take a seat under a tall stand. A rubber hood was placed over her hair and hot air began to pour over her head. 
        


        
Krista watched from under the dryer when Emmanuelle stepped into the salon. She spoke briefly with Beryl before disappearing again. Krista sat back to enjoy this novel experience.
        


        


        


        
“Right!”
        


        
The noise of the hot air-blower had disappeared and Krista could hear Beryl speak. 
        


        
“You’re cooked.” Beryl laughed, removing the hood from over Krista’s hair. “I’ve been ordered to do nothing more until Madame comes back.” She led Krista over to her styling station. “Ah, here she is now. That was well timed.”
        


        
“Thank you, Beryl.” Emmanuelle made a space on the workstation for the little vanity case she had carried into the salon with her. “I want to make a few changes before you style her hair. I hope you do not mind? The lighting here is excellent for what I have in mind.” She swung the styling chair and Krista around to face her. 
        


        
“Not at all.” Beryl got the impression it wouldn’t matter whether she minded or not. Still, this woman was acknowledged as a bit of a miracle worker – look how she made the Winchester women look so attractive. She’d keep her mouth shut, watch and learn.
        


        
“Krista, you are young and do not need much in the way of cosmetics.” Emmanuelle removed a tweezers from the case and began to pluck at one of Krista’s eyebrows. “You must however do some maintenance. All women should.” She glared down at Krista. “I will show you once then it is up to you.” She tutted when Krista winced at the pain of having hair removed. “We must all suffer for beauty.”
        


        
At last she stood back to examine her work and nodded in approval. She put the tweezers back in the space designed for it in the case. 
        


        
“You must moisturise your skin.”
        


        
With experienced hands – using a pot from the case – she applied cream to Krista’s face. 
        


        
Then Beryl watched in fascination as with a few skilled strokes Emmanuelle defined and darkened Krista’s eyebrows and lashes. It was subtly done but made an enormous difference in the girl’s appearance. A sweep of pink lipstick and the girl looked as if she had stepped from a magazine. 
        


        
“Finished!”
        


        
Emmanuelle packed what she had used into the little case, closed it and stepped back. 
        


        
Krista was swung around to face the mirror again. She stared at her own image in surprise. It didn’t look like her. 
        


        
When the curlers were removed and her hair swept back and to the side, with soft curls framing her face, the change was complete. Who was that woman? She felt more lost than ever but stiffened her spine and listened half-heartedly to the compliments Emmanuelle and Beryl were paying each other. She was just the model, it would appear. 
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
Chapter 5

        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        
Krista held the door of her hotel room open for the porter. Emmanuelle had ordered all of their parcels to be delivered to the hotel. She stared at what appeared to her eyes to be a mini-mountain of wrapped packages, trying to remember what they had bought. Some packages she didn’t recognise as Emmanuelle had purchased a variety of items while she was having her hair styled.
        


        
She had the porter put everything on the bed and, using some of her own precious English coins, tipped him. She hoped it had been enough – English money and its value was something she would need to study and understand. 
        


        
She put the large brown-leather suitcase on the luggage stand at the foot of the bed and stood back to admire the article. Emmanuelle had bought it at a good price since it was slightly scratched. Krista didn’t give a hoot about scratches – it was now hers – and it looked rich. She had never thought to own such a thing. She opened the straps and snapped open the locks and with a smothered laugh put her head inside the suitcase, taking a deep sniff of the rich aroma of new leather.
        


        
The small matching vanity case that Emmanuelle had used at the hair salon was on the bed. She opened it with a wide smile of delight, spending time examining all of the little pockets and wonderful articles stashed within. Imagine, the bottle-tops were silver! She had seen such cases used by guests staying at the auberge in Metz but to own such a thing – what luxury! 
        


        
She danced over to the large hotel wardrobe and opened its doors for the first time. She’d had nothing to put in it before. Now she took covered hangers from its depths, enjoying the sandalwood scent. She began to open the packages, taking time to enjoy each item revealed. She hung blouses, cotton dresses, knit twinsets, skirts. She stashed shoes, silk stockings and all manner of small clothing in the room’s tallboy of drawers. 
        


        


        


        
Krista pulled back the net curtain. She had been hoping for something to take her mind off her own concerns, but everything was foreign to her. She turned to look back at the wardrobe and tallboy, thinking of the delightful items hidden now in their depths. She was still wearing the outfit she had travelled in. She wasn’t ready to dress in the new clothes that had been purchased for her – not yet. It seemed to her that when she did wear the articles, so different from anything she had ever owned, then she would be leaving her old life behind forever and stepping out into an unknown world.
        


        
Her stomach rumbled, not from nerves but hunger. It had been a long time since lunch. Miss Andrews and Herr Baron had not returned to the hotel. She could not walk into the dining room in the hotel alone. She should have thought of buying something to eat and drink. She was alone now and responsible for her own wellbeing. She bit back a sob and pulled the note from Philippe from her skirt pocket. It was crumpled and hard to read now but she knew the words by heart. 
        


        
He wrote that she was not a Dumas. Who then was she? Where had she come from? Did it matter? She was here, in England, alone in a hotel room with people who appeared to want to help her. Shouldn’t she just accept that help without wondering and worrying about where she came from and who she was? She had never felt like a member of the Dumas family. She had always felt like the Ugly Duckling, being too tall and blond to fit into the short dark Dumas mould. It was time to sink or swim. She pushed to her feet and paced the small room. She needed to be doing something – but what! 
        


        
She would take a bath, protecting her hair as the stylist had shown her. She walked over to the tallboy and pulled one of the drawers open. She had her own linen nightdress now and a heavy dressing gown to cover it. She would take a bath and get ready for bed – hunger wouldn’t kill her. 
        


        


        


        
“Christine, my dear, there you are.” Violet Andrews, a waiter carrying a tray at her heels, walked down the hotel corridor. “You may drop your clothing into your room and come into mine.” She examined the tall figure standing outside the bathroom door in her dressing gown, with her clothes in her arms. “I wish to speak with you.”
        


        
Krista hurried to open her room door. She threw her clothing on a chair before standing inside the door, listening, waiting to hear the waiter leaving. She was decently covered but could not feel comfortable being observed in her night attire by an unknown male. 
        


        
 
        


        
“The hot chocolate is for you.” Violet drew a snifter to her lips. “I am in need of something a great deal stronger.”
        


        
The two women sat at a circular table placed before the long windows overlooking the main street of the town. Violet’s room was much larger than Krista’s. 
        


        
Krista tried not to fall upon the dainty sandwiches arranged so appealingly on a large platter. She poured chocolate from the silver jug into a thick glass goblet. 
        


        
“Herr Baron is downstairs in the bar.” Violet waved her hand at the tray, inviting Krista to partake of the food she had ordered for her. “The poor man has spent most of the day being interrogated by people who found it difficult to believe what he was telling them.”
        


        
There was silence while Krista ate. Violet leaned back in her chair, sipping at the cognac in her glass, and trying to organise her thoughts. What she had learned today had shocked and terrified her. The information Gerhardt shared had changed her own plans drastically. 
        


        
“You look upset, Miss Andrews.” Krista wiped her lips with her napkin. 
        


        
“I am more than upset, Krista.” Violet closed her eyes for a moment, then opened them, sat forward and stared at Krista. “Do you know what is happening in Germany at the moment?”
        


        
“I have heard a great many rumours but know nothing for certain.” There were a great many things happening in Germany at the moment. She had heard whispers but did not know what to believe. 
        


        
“Today has been one shock after another. My dear friend Abigail never has let the grass grow under her feet.” Violet pressed her fingers into her brow, trying to suppress the images that wanted to form. “Being so close to London is a blessing. She was on the telephone demanding the presence of a group of people she hopes will be able to assist Gerhardt in spreading the word about what is happening in Germany – what has been happening for some time, to hear him tell.” She waved her hands about. “That is neither here nor there. Today Gerhardt tried to convince us that Germany has been stealing children away from their parents for years.” She hit the table, rattling the dishes. “Years that man has been running unchecked.” She fought tears at the very thought of those poor frightened children.
        


        
Krista stared at her, shocked. “My brothers, Jean-Luke and Henri Dumas, often threatened me with special homes for children like me when I was growing up.”
        


        
“Children like you?” Violet was unsure of her meaning. 
        


        
“Blond, blue-eyed children. They told me that Hitler’s people would take me away. That they had homes where they were rearing such children.” Krista had thought they were just trying to frighten her – she hadn’t believed such places existed. 
        


        
“Well, according to Gerhardt, they did.”
        


        
Krista might well be feeling lost and adrift right now, but she was glad, so glad that she was no relation to men who had never shown her any affection or respect.
        


        
“And there was more,” Violet said. “The White Slave Trade.” She didn’t want to think about it, but her eyes had been opened. She no longer had the luxury of hiding her head in the sand. “One hears of it, of course. We were warned of it as young women stepping out into the big bad world. But I never thought – have difficulty believing – that a man who is the head of a civilised country could sanction such a thing! It is past believing.”
        


        
“I do not understand ‘white slave trade’.” Krista could see how upset Miss Andrews was becoming. 
        


        
“It is the vile practise of stealing young women off the streets and forcing them into lewd acts.” Violet gulped cognac, wishing she had asked for the bottle. 
        


        
“Ah, yes – I have heard men in the village boasting of visiting such places.” Krista had thought it was just that – idle boasting by men drinking in the company of men. 
        


        
Violet wanted to weep at a young innocent like Krista hearing of such things. 
        


        
“I did not quite understand what the men were talking about. They quickly silenced each other if they thought I was paying attention to what they were saying.” She had heard many things while serving in the café/bar/tabac over the years. 
        


        
“Shameful.” Violet had not really believed Gerhardt when he had first told her of Hitler’s plans. It had seemed fantastical but more and more she was being forced to believe. She had listened to Gerhardt tell of factories producing tanks, guns, bombs but it was the plight of women and children that most shocked her. How could the world have been so blind to what was happening? 
        


        
“What Gerhardt shared with us today has changed my own plans.” Violet finished the dregs in her glass. “I had not truly believed him when he spoke of the danger that faced us all. I had thought to use his dramatics to visit friends and family in this country before returning to my little cottage and quiet life.” She leaned back in her chair. “Your presence in the car, was of course, the first shock.” She smiled softly at Krista before continuing. “The gang of ruffian soldiers at the docks – they too were a shock to me.”
        


        
She fell silent. 
        


        
“What will you do?” Krista asked when the silence became uncomfortable. 
        


        
Violet spoke after a long pause. “My mind is in a whirl. I have not packed up my life in France. There are items there it will sadden me to lose but returning is out of the question.” She leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees and burying her head in her hands. Her voice was muffled when she continued. “I have to remain here. I can be of help to Gerhardt. I have no clear knowledge of where I will go from here.” She sat upright in the chair. “I am concerned for you, Krista.”
        


        
“I thought my fate had been decided?”
        


        
“Yes, for the moment.” Abigail had spent time on the telephone convincing her young relative to employ Krista as something of an assistant. Someone who would help watch over the children and also turn her hand to anything asked of her. It would protect Krista until something could be planned for her future. “You are a young woman alone in a strange country and the idea of working for Abigail’s relation is a good one – but it is not long term. What is to become of you?”
        


        
“I do not know.”
        


        
“Abigail has arranged for her driver to take you to London – Knightsbridge – in the morning. You will be safe there. I have the address.” Violet leaned over to put her hand over Krista’s resting on the table. “I want you to think of me as an aunt – an eccentric one perhaps – but I do care what happens to you.” She sighed deeply. “I will write to you and I insist you keep me informed of your news. I do not want to lose contact with you.”
        


        
“That is most kind.” Krista would be happy to know that she had at least one person in England who was concerned for her. 
        


        
“If I were truly kind, I would have removed you from the Dumas home years ago and taken you to England.” Violet had kept her distance from Krista, happy to oversee her studies in English, but she had never put herself out to really worry about the girl. Constance would be ashamed of her. She was ashamed of herself. 
        


        
“Why?” Krista could tell there was something Miss Andrews was keeping from her. 
        


        
“I saw the note Philippe Dumas wrote to you.” Violet stiffened her backbone. “You fell asleep with it clutched to your breast. I removed it from your hands at the hotel in Belgium. I read it. I am sorry.”
        


        
“So, you know I am not a Dumas – it came as a shock to me. I do not know who I am or where I came from. I thought to begin a search for my own beginnings. Madame Dumas must know where I came from – don’t you think?”
        


        
“You would be only opening yourself up to a world of hurt, child.” But how could she leave Krista in the dark? 
        


        
“I need to know who I am, can you not understand? I feel adrift. I wonder if I have family who would welcome me. I never felt as if I belonged to the Dumas family even before I learned the truth.”
        


        
“Child,” Violet sighed, “I knew both your mother and your father …”
        


        
“You did?” Krista stared, unable to believe the words she was hearing. Did everyone in the world know who she was except her? 
        


        
“I am sorry to tell you, but they are both deceased.”
        


        
“No!” She sucked in a breath, feeling as if someone had punched her in the chest. How was it possible to learn of her true parents’ existence only to be told in the next breath that they were both dead. How was she supposed to react? She clasped a hand to her mouth, fearing she was going to vomit. 
        


        
“Yes, they died in a tragic accident when you were a babe-in-arms.” Violet wished she had more experience at telling uncomfortable truths. 
        


        
“But surely I have grandparents, uncles, aunts, cousins.” Krista’s head was spinning. “I must have family somewhere.”
        


        
“Your parents were never married.” Violet could feel her heart breaking. Krista did have family – a lot of family, if the truth be known, but they would not welcome her into their midst. “Well, your father was married, just not to your mother.” She felt as if she had slapped the girl, but she needed to know the truth. 
        


        
“I am illegitimate – a bastard child?” The word bastard was practically the same in English and French. She well understood its meaning. 
        


        
“You were a much-loved and cherished baby. Had your parents lived, your life would have been very different.” Violet was tired. She longed to close her eyes and sleep – escape the world that was shattering around her. She too felt as lost as Krista looked at this moment. 
        


        
“Will you tell me about my parents?” Krista wasn’t sure she really wanted to know. 
        


        
“Not tonight.” Violet stood up. “I am tired. I will tell you all I know of your parents at some time. I promise. But tonight I simply must sleep. There is so much to do. At this moment in time, Krista, the simplest plan is for you to travel to Knightsbridge. You must work on your English conversation. In time we can make more plans. But please, I beg of you, not tonight!”
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
Chapter 6

        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        
Krista jerked awake at the soft sound of a key being turned in her bedroom door. The chair she had put under the doorknob stopped whoever was outside from entering her room. 
        


        
“Who is there?” she croaked. 
        


        
“Your wake-up call, miss!” a soft female voice called.
        


        
Krista hadn’t asked for someone to wake her. She pushed up onto her elbow, trying to see the hands on the small enamel clock she’d put on the bedside table. She’d purchased the clock the previous day from a pawnbroker. She hadn’t slept very well. She had tried to sleep with curlers in her hair as her stylist suggested. She finally tore the torture instruments out of her hair sometime in the small hours of the morning. 
        


        
“One moment!” She rolled out of bed, her feet searching for the slippers she’d left on the floor by the side of the bed. She almost fell over to the door. She pulled the chair away before putting her head in the opening, hiding her nightdress-clad body behind the door.
        


        
“I didn’t ask for a wake-up call,” she said. 
        


        
“The gentleman asked that you be awakened this morning, miss.” The fresh-faced young chambermaid smiled. “He ordered breakfast for three to be served in his room.” She turned to leave then turned back to say. “He said not to dress for the day but come in your dressing gown and slippers, miss.”
        


        
“Thank you.” Krista closed the door and almost fell into the nearby chair. Well, at least she had a dressing gown and slippers to wear. It would feel strange, but she would be decently covered. Before anything else she needed the toilet. She put the chair back in its place before shoving her arms into the sleeves of her heavy woollen dressing gown. 
        


        


        


        
“Christine, good morning.” Miss Andrews, in her dressing gown, stepped out of the toilets and into the hotel corridor. “Have you too received orders to present yourself?”
        


        
“The chambermaid woke me.”
        


        
“Well, hurry along. Bertram is not a man who likes to be kept waiting.”
        


        
“I will not be long,” Krista stepped around her and with relief entered the toilet. 
        


        


        


        
“We need to discuss our plans for the future while we have this time alone.” Gerhardt wiped his lips with a napkin. He found a cooked English breakfast a delightful way to start the day. 
        


        
The three travelling companions were seated around a round table, helping themselves to breakfast from the tiered wooden trolley pushed into the room by a waiter. The trolley was laden with silver-domed serving dishes. Tall carafes holding tea, coffee and hot chocolate sat tall on top. 
        


        
“We are to part ways today.” Gerhardt sipped from his cup, wincing at the dreadful coffee. “Young Krista, you will travel to London to take up your new position. Miss Andrews and I will be guests of the Winchesters for a time.” He sat back in his chair, staring at his companions. They had been instrumental in helping him escape those who sought to detain him. “Krista, I wish you well in your future endeavours.”
        


        
“Thank you.” Krista pushed the coffee cup from her. The Baron was someone she had seen around her village all of her life. He was someone to bow your head before and watch from afar. What was she doing sitting in his company as if they were social equals? 
        


        
“We are sending you out into the world alone, Krista.” Violet Andrews sipped her tea with delight. It had been years since she’d been able to enjoy a pot of superior English tea. She hid her grin in her teacup. She had noticed her companions’ disgust at the bitter coloured water served as coffee. Well, now they knew how she felt when she’d tried the truly dreadful tea served in France. “We need to work as one to explain your presence here in England.” She had shamed Gerhardt into helping her establish Krista in England. The man had educated his brother’s two legitimate daughters. He had seen them settled with husbands. She was determined to see he helped Krista get settled too, even if he never wanted to publicly acknowledge their connection. 
        


        
“I have no papers,” Krista fretted. “How can I seek employment without the proper paperwork?”
        


        
“In the normal scheme of things,” Violet replaced her cup on its saucer, “you would have to present your papers to the nearest police station and be declared as a foreign national. Then you would have to undergo a medical examination and seek a work permit. You entered the country illegally, as all here know.”
        


        
“I could write to the Mayor’s office in Metz and request copies of my papers to be forwarded to me,” Krista said. The words police and illegal rang in her head.
        


        
“I do not think it is a good idea to tell anyone of your whereabouts.” Gerhardt continued to enjoy his cooked breakfast. “You are not yet of legal age. It is quite possible the Dumas family would send one of their sons to take you back or indeed approach the police here to have you returned to them. They would be within their rights.”
        


        
“What shall I do?” Krista was horrified at the thought.
        


        
“Abigail and Gerhardt have connections in the Foreign and Home Office.” Violet refilled her teacup. “I truly believe, dear girl, that it would be better for you to start over in this country with new papers. It makes no sense to apply for your old identity papers from France.”
        


        
Krista felt the food she’d eaten congeal in her stomach.
        


        
“You may leave all of that in my hands.” Violet intended to do all she could to make Krista’s way as easy as possible. After all, she was the innocent in all of this. She had connections of her own whom she would persuade to help her in establishing Krista as the daughter of an Englishwoman. If she had to, she would approach Constance’s family. She would do what she could to embarrass them into helping the girl. But that would be a last resort. In her opinion, the matter of papers for Krista would be best managed discreetly.
        


        
“But I will need to present papers to my new employer.”
        


        
“No, no – I will arrange all of your paperwork,” Violet gave a brief pat to Krista’s fist clenched tightly on the tabletop. “Today you will arrive at your place of work in a chauffeur-driven Rolls Royce. No one will dare to question you. I do not suggest you lie but allow people to form their own opinions. Abigail’s dresser did purchase a dress outfit for you, did she not?”
        


        
“Yes, she was most insistent I would need such an outfit.”
        


        
“Good. Now your story, my dear, is that your mother was English, your father French. They died when you were a babe-in-arms and you were raised by a family friend. It is simple and almost the truth. It is best to stick as closely as possible to the truth when you are on sticky ground. There will be no need to mention you were raised in an auberge and worked in a café/bar/tabac.” Violet was determined to give Krista a good start in her new life. 
        


        
“But …”
        


        
“This is a new life for you, Krista, and you must start as you mean to go on,” Gerhardt said. “The position being offered to you – as I understand it – is one of gentility. You will be a companion and help to a lady from a titled family.”
        


        
“But I will not know –”
        


        
“You should give some thought to what you would like to do,” Violet said, ignoring her protests. “It may well be possible for you to take evening lessons in shorthand and typing. You are fluent in three languages. That is a great achievement and will be much sought after. You need make no decisions now but, when you have your papers in hand, then you may decide what you want to do with your life.”
        


        
“It is all very complicated,” Krista sighed. “I had thought to seek a live-in position in a hotel.”
        


        
“Krista,” Violet leaned forward to emphasise what she was about to say, “this is your chance to change the course of your life. Grab it with both hands. I will be on hand to advise you. I will not desert you, my dear. I want to see you flourish in your new life. You will have a new life in a new country, with a new name if you so desire.”
        


        
“I do not wish to be known by the name Dumas any longer.” Krista wanted to forget everything about her past life. 
        


        
“We need to decide on a family name for you. Your forenames of Krista Grace are, of course, quite acceptable.” Violet knew Constance Grace chose these names for her child. It had gladdened her heart the first time she’d seen them written down in Krista’s English exercise book. Gerhardt, in this at least, had seen to it that Constance’s wishes were carried out. “We cannot put your father’s name on your papers.” She didn’t look at Gerhardt when she said that – even if they could, the name was too German in these troubled times. “We must choose a name that sounds very French. Something not too difficult to pronounce for the English – something easy to remember.”
        


        
“Lestrange,” Krista said without thought. It would suit, as everything was very strange indeed to her at this moment in time. 
        


        
“Krista Grace Lestrange.” Violet gave a quick nod of her head. “I like it.”
        


        
“Then we are decided.” Gerhardt pushed his chair back and walked to the nearby desk. He made note of the name before putting the paper carefully into his wallet. 
        


        
“We must get ready for the day ahead.” Violet could not think of anything more they needed to discuss. “Krista, the chauffeur will be outside the hotel at ten o’clock. You must not keep him waiting. I will come to your room at nine thirty. We will wait together in the hotel lobby.”
        


        
“I will say goodbye to you here.” Gerhardt had matters he needed to take care of before leaving the hotel. “I wish you the best of luck, young Krista Grace Lestrange.” He stood and clicked his heels. It didn’t have quite the same effect while wearing slippers. 
        


        
“Goodbye, Herr Baron.” Krista stood and gave him a nod of her head. 
        


        
“Gerhardt!” Violet snapped, giving a jerk of her head in Krista’s direction. 
        


        
“Ah, yes, of course.” Gerhardt turned back to the desk. He picked up his wallet and removed two large white papers from it. “Take this,” he pushed the money into Krista’s hand. “You may have need of it.”
        


        
“That is a ten pounds, Krista.” Violet said. “It is a great deal of money to the everyday working man. It is good to have money of your own in case of need.”
        


        
“Thank you.” Krista could not afford to be proud and refuse. 
        


        


        


        
“Krista, my dear, you look wonderful.” Violet stood in Krista’s room, examining her from head to toe. This is how she should always have looked. A young girl of good family. The royal-blue floral dress revealed by the open royal-blue coat she wore was in the best of taste. Her legs gleamed in silk stockings running down to T-strap leather shoes in the same royal blue. The Peter Pan style white hat that was so in fashion at the moment sat on her shortened hair. 
        


        
“I am not overdressed?” Krista had found it difficult to believe her eyes when she had seen her own image in the mirror. “I have white kid gloves and a clutch handbag too.”
        


        
“You look a treat and very much as you need to appear before your English employer for the first time.” Violet clasped her hands to her breast, thrilled with this new image of her charge. “You are packed?” She looked around the room. 
        


        
“I am.” Krista was shaking. “Miss Andrews, I wish to thank you for all of your help. You have been very kind to me.” She felt and looked like a different person from the one who had climbed out the laundry window and hidden herself in the back of Herr Baron’s car.
        


        
“Your late mother was a very dear friend of mine, Krista.” Violet smiled sadly, wishing her friend Constance Grace could be here to see her lovely daughter. “I will keep in touch with you. I want to know how you go on. I had not intended to make this journey a permanent move to England. I am afraid I do not have firm plans for my own future. But that is neither here nor there. We will keep in touch and see what the future brings.” She turned towards the door. “Now, come along, it would not do to keep Abigail’s driver waiting.” She started out the door. “We will send the porter for the luggage.” She laughed. “You will find, Krista, that protecting your silk stockings from runs is quite difficult. That luggage with its belts and buckles would shred them.”
        


        
Krista locked the door behind them as they left the room, wondering how much she would have to tip the porter. 
        


        
 
        


        
Violet felt very emotional as they stood watching the chauffeur load Krista’s luggage into the boot of the Rolls Royce Silver Ghost car sitting, engine throbbing, in the street. “Remember, Krista Grace Lestrange, I will let you have my address as soon as I know it. Should you have need of me, your new employer will know who to contact. I am always at your service.”
        


        
“Thank you. For everything.” Krista couldn’t take her eyes from the gleaming, beautiful motorcar. She had never seen anything like it before in her life. Was she really to travel in such a vehicle? She wanted to pinch herself. “I do not know what I would have done without your help.” She refused to think of the horror she had left behind. She was entering a new stage of her life. 
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
Chapter 7 
        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        
Krista travelled in the back of the Rolls Royce, feeling like royalty. The view outside the sparkling windows was delightful and strange to her eyes. She longed to know what the crops growing in the field were but the chauffeur had not lowered the thick glass wall that separated him from his passengers. Perhaps it wasn’t the done thing to speak to the chauffeur? She had to content herself with sitting back and enjoying this unique experience. 
        


        
The old men sitting outside their cottages in the villages they passed through doffed their hats as the car passed. Young people on bicycles pulled over to the side of the road and waved. The chauffeur never acknowledged these greetings but drove steadily on towards London. 
        


        
***
        


        


        


        
Krista’s eyes were burning. She was afraid to blink in case she missed something – she was in London. It was beautiful. Tall white buildings, bright green hedges, flowers in pots everywhere. She couldn’t wait to explore this new world. She recognised the Royal Albert Hall from the many photographs she had seen in magazines and newspapers. The open spaces of a park were green and thronged with people. The chauffeur turned into a street off the park then into a square of tall white buildings that surrounded a charming square of parkland. She had to snap her mouth shut when the car came to a stop in front of one of the houses. 
        


        
The door was set back from the road with a walkway of black-and-white tiles. It opened and a smiling young maid stood there. Krista felt her stomach turn – she was here – what was she going to find behind that door? 
        


        
The chauffeur opened the car door for Krista and offered a white gloved hand to assist her from the depths of the leather interior. She accepted the hand gratefully and took her first step onto London soil. 
        


        
“We didn’t know what time to expect you, Mr Johnson!” the young maid called cheerfully. “I’ve been keeping my eye out for you.”
        


        
“Yes, thank you, Matthews.” Johnson didn’t approve of the familiarity of this generation. 
        


        
“Mrs Acers said you would be welcome to step into her kitchen for a sup of tea and a bite of cake.” Peggy, though she didn’t know it, sounded exactly like her Irish mother when she was addressing someone she didn’t like. She didn’t think the old sourpuss would accept the offer of tea and cake, but she’d been told to make the offer and she had. 
        


        
“I must be on my way.” Johnson carried the luggage he’d taken from the boot into the black-and-white tiled entrance hall, placing the items at the foot of the wide staircase. He turned to leave with a touch of his fingers to his peaked hat. 
        


        
“Thank you for getting me here safely, Mr Johnson.” Krista wasn’t quite sure of the etiquette of the situation but manners cost nothing. 
        


        
“You are welcome, miss.” The chauffeur stepped smartly across the hall and out the front door, pulling the door closed after him. 
        


        
“Hello, my name is Peggy – Peggy Matthews – how do you do?” Peggy examined the girl standing in front of her. Foreign, she was told. She wasn’t half dressed lovely. “I thought we could take your things up to your room.” 
        


        
“My name is Krista Lestrange. It is nice to meet you, Peggy.” Krista hoped she could make friends with this girl. “Is there a toilet nearby?” She desperately needed to use the facilities. If they were off the premises she would prefer to use them before going upstairs. 
        


        
Peggy’s peal of laughter echoed around the high ceiling of the hallway. “Yes, I can’t imagine asking that auld sourpuss Johnson to stop for a pee-break.” She continued to laugh as she pointed to a nearby door. “The necessary is through there. I’ll wait here for you and take you up to your room.” She continued to laugh while Krista hurried to attend to her needs. 
        


        


        


        
***
        


        


        


        
“The Missus is off to one of her exercise classes.” Peggy carried the suitcase up the stairs while Krista carried the vanity case, being mindful to keep it away from her legs and silk stockings. “She goes to the classes three times a week. If she had to run up all these blessed stairs as many times a day as I do, she’d have no need for exercise classes I can tell you.”
        


        
“Where are the children?” Krista tried to take in everything as they continued to climb. The walls were painted white with paintings all along their length. To her surprise they were not paintings of relatives but colourful pictures of country life. She would take her time to examine them – when she was free to do so. 
        


        
“Those two holy terrors are with their grandmother. The Missus will pick them up after her class.” Peggy looked over her shoulder with a smile. “It’s a blessing they weren’t here this morning. They’re lovely boys but they love that Rolls Royce and who can blame them? It’s a thing of beauty to anyone’s eyes but you can’t stop young lads from touching, now can you?”
        


        
Krista couldn’t comment and it seemed it wasn’t necessary. 
        


        
“You should have seen auld Johnson’s face the last time the boys got their hands on that car. It was a picture no artist would paint.” She stopped on the landing of the third floor – Krista had kept count. Peggy opened one of the three doors opening off the landing. “This is the lads’ room right next door to your room.” She gave Krista only a moment to peek at a room decorated in shades of blue with two single beds. “You can look at that later – we need to get on. This is the playroom.”
        


        
The room revealed by the open door was a delight, with items Krista wanted to examine. There appeared to be a great many toys. She would enjoy playing with them herself, never mind the little boys. 
        


        
Peggy closed the door and opened another. “This room is yours.” She stepped back, waiting for Krista to enter. 
        


        
“How lovely!” Krista didn’t know what to say or do. The room was beautiful in shades of cream and coffee. The wide lace-draped window let in plenty of light. The big brass bed was covered by a cream lace bedspread. The wardrobe and tallboy gleamed. The wooden floors were covered with a beautiful carpet. The high ceilings delighted her. 
        


        
“Here, give me your coat and I’ll hang it up.” Peggy put the suitcase on the floor and took a padded hanger from the wardrobe. “I don’t want you to think I’m bossing you around or anything, but I suggest you change your clothes before you meet the boys.”
        


        
“Shouldn’t I meet my new employer in my best clothing?” Krista passed over her coat. 
        


        
“Bless you, you can’t stand around all day like a shopfront dummy.” Peggy wanted to see what the girl had in her luggage. The outfit she was wearing had her salivating. She wished she had the money to own something like that. 
        


        
“Thank you for your advice but I’ll wait to change until I have met the mistress of the house.” She felt wonderful in these clothes and was reluctant to remove them just yet. Besides, she wanted to make a good impression on her employer. “Perhaps you have a suggestion as to what I should wear when dealing with the boys?” Krista removed her hat and gloves, putting them on top of the tallboy. “I have no experience in being a member of an English household or indeed caring for young people,” she dared to admit. 
        


        
She needed help and this friendly young woman seemed willing to share her opinions. 
        


        
“I’ll help you all I can.” Peggy couldn’t insist she changed but those stockings she was wearing were silk if she were any judge – not the thing to wear while running after young boys. Still, it was none of her business. “You’ve fallen lucky to come to this house. It’s nothing like what me auld ma told me about the house she worked in as a maid before she was married. I couldn’t have worked somewhere you had to watch yourself every minute. Still, there are rules and regulations to follow.” She took a wooden folding table out of the wardrobe and, opening it to reveal a canvas top, she set it at the bottom of the bed. “You can put your suitcase on here.”
        


        
“Thank you.” Krista heaved the heavy leather suitcase onto the foldaway. 
        


        
“Before you get started putting your stuff away, why don’t we go down and have a cup of tea and a bite of cake with Mrs Acers? She’s waiting to meet you and the arse will be boiled out of the kettle if we don’t go down soon.” She turned towards the door. “One word of advice and I hope you don’t take it wrong …”
        


        
“I am happy to be guided by you, Peggy.”
        


        
“Put anything you don’t want little fingers tampering with in the wardrobe.” She pointed. “It has a key you can turn and put away. It will save a lot of bother.”
        


        
“Thank you. I will do that.”
        


        
“Come along then. We have time before the family returns.” She walked through the door they had left open. 
        


        
Krista looked around the room and with a small sigh followed along. 
        


        


        


        
“Mrs Acers, I’ve brought the foreign girl to meet you.” Peggy pushed open the door of the basement kitchen. “Her name is Krista and she talks like one of them off the radio.”
        


        
“I thought you’d lost your way, young Peggy, you were that long.” A tall big-boned woman, dressed all in black with a large white smock apron wrapped around her body and tied at the waist, looked over her shoulder as she poured boiling water from a black kettle into a teapot sitting on the black range. She turned back around when she’d put the heavy kettle on the back of the range. 
        


        
 Krista stood on the red-tiled floor of the kitchen, trying to take everything in at once. 
        


        
“I am Mrs Acers the cook. It’s nice to meet you. I hope you will be happy here.” She smiled at the shy youngster standing looking lost in her kitchen. “Sit yourself down and we’ll have a pot of tea and get to know each other. I’ve a cake not long out of the oven that we can slice.” She gestured towards the heavy wooden table pushed to one side of the kitchen. 
        


        
“Thank you.” Krista pulled a wooden chair away from the table. “I am happy to meet you.”
        


        


        


        
***
        


        


        


        
“Now,” Mrs Acers said when they were all seated around the table, tea and cake in front of them. “The Missus said you are French but you speak English?”
        


        
“Yes.” Krista swallowed the bite of cake she had just taken. “I am from a small village in France. I have studied English for many years but I need to practise speaking.”
        


        
“Your parents must be sad to see you travel so far from home?”
        


        
“My parents are dead, Mrs Acers.” Krista tried not to blush. It might well be the truth but she felt as if she was lying to this kind woman. 
        


        
“Oh, I am sorry, dear.”
        


        
Peggy drank her tea and ate her cake as if she hadn’t eaten in weeks, but her ears were wagging. She didn’t want to miss a word. 
        


        
“They died when I was a baby. My mother was English. I have no close family. I was raised by friends of my French father.” It was the first time she had told the story that Miss Andrews insisted she tell. 
        


        
“Fancy that.” Wilma Acers didn’t know what to say. She didn’t want to make the poor lass sad on her first day in the house, but she liked to know what was going on in what she thought of as her domain. “And you are here now to look after the little lads?”
        


        
“How come you arrived in that Rolls Royce?” Peggy had been burning with curiosity and couldn’t keep her mouth shut any longer. 
        


        
“I arrived in this country in the company of my guardian Miss Violet Andrews.” Krista moistened her mouth with a sip of the cooling tea. “Miss Andrews is a close personal friend of Lady Abigail Winchester.” She waited to see if they had questions. When both remained silent, seemingly hanging on her every word, she continued. “I had thought to seek employment in a hotel, but Lady Winchester insisted I needed to improve my knowledge of spoken English.”
        


        
“Lady Abigail won’t steer you far wrong, girl.” Mrs Acers was a great admirer of that titled lady. 
        


        
“I am grateful for her interest in my welfare,” Krista said. “But I have no experience in taking care of the young. I am nervous.”
        


        
“Well, you won’t go far wrong if you watch and listen to young Peggy here.” Mrs Acers was glad the girl wasn’t claiming to be something she wasn’t. She’d been nervous when she heard the latest member of the household was arriving in style in the back of Her Ladyship’s Rolls Royce. “Peggy is the eldest of ten.”
        


        
“Ten!”
        


        
“You sound shocked.” Peggy laughed. “I was that glad to get away from all of them. My little room here in the basement is a palace to me. I love taking care of this house – keeping everything clean and sparkling.”
        


        
“Peggy has already kindly offered to advise me how best to deal with the young boys in my charge.” Krista was thrilled to know she had an expert to run to for information and guidance. “I will be happy for any help you might offer too, Mrs Acers.”
        


        
“They are good little lads, aren’t they, Mrs Acers?” Peggy waited for the cook to nod before saying, “But you need to establish who is boss or they will run you ragged.”
        


        
“I will do my very best by them.” Krista tried to sound positive, but she was trembling at the thought of caring for young boys. The males she had thought of as her brothers had not been kind to her while they were growing up. 
        


        
“Well, sitting here yakking won’t get the baby a bonnet.” Mrs Acers used her hands on the tabletop to push to her feet. “I have lunch to finish and I daresay you will want to get settled into your room, Krista.”
        


        
“I’ll take you up and get you started.” Peggy began to remove the dishes from the table. 
        


        
Krista picked up some soiled crockery and waited to see what she should do with it. 
        


        
 Mrs Acers watched the two youngsters, pleased to see Krista lend a hand. They had no use for anyone who wasn’t willing to help out in this house. The girl wouldn’t be expected to scrub floors but in a house this size there was always something needing doing. 
        


        
“I’ll wash these later, Mrs Acers.” Peggy turned from the sink. She knew Mrs Acers couldn’t abide untidiness in her kitchen and would wash the dishes before she could get to them. 
        


        
“If we do them now, they will be out of the way,” Krista said innocently. “I will wash if you will dry and put everything away. You know where things go but I will learn.”
        


        
“That shook you, young Peggy!” Mrs Acers laughed, well aware of Peggy’s habit of leaving dishes for her to clean away. “Here.” She took an apron from the back of the kitchen door and passed it to Krista. “You don’t want to dirty your lovely dress.”
        


        
Krista put the apron on and in no time at all the two young women had the dishes washed, put away and the table scrubbed. They left the kitchen laughing together, heading towards the stairs and what would become Krista’s domain. 
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
Chapter 8

        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        
“You must be Krista.”
        


        
Krista almost dropped the children’s books she’d been stacking. She turned on her heel to smile in the direction of the voice. The woman was wearing slacks! How shocking! She had seen women wear such things in magazines from Hollywood but could not imagine being daring enough to wear them. 
        


        
What a handsome picture, Krista thought, as she stood up from where she’d been crouched restoring order to the bookcase. The woman standing in the doorway was tall and slim, very attractive with her russet hair and blue eyes. She was smiling, thank goodness. The two boys standing close to her side were like matching bookends. Twins and identical. How on earth would she tell them apart? 
        


        
“What are you doing with my books?” one boy demanded. 
        


        
“Are you going to read to us?” asked the other. 
        


        
“Boys, manners!” Cordelia – Lia to friends and family – Caulfield put a gentle hand on the shoulder of each of her boys and led them into the room she had set aside as their playroom. “Krista, meet your charges, Edward and David.” She switched to fluent French to say, “They will try to deceive you about which is which. Edward has a widow’s peak like myself. David does not.” She pointed to her own forehead. The shining russet hair was thick and rich with a pronounced widow’s peak. “The only thing either of my boys got from me. They are the very image of their father.”
        


        
“Your husband must be a very handsome man,” Krista replied in French. The two boys were enchanting with black hair and stunning green eyes. 
        


        
“Mother, it is rude to speak when we can’t understand.” David crossed his arms and glared. 
        


        
“Do you not speak English?” Edward looked with concerned eyes at Krista. 
        


        
“I do speak English.” Krista smiled down at the two boys. 
        


        
“Krista, we will go down and share a pot of tea while getting to know each other.” Lia Caulfield turned the boys towards the door. “The boys will have juice and a snack with Mrs Acers while we talk.”
        


        
Krista followed after the little family, still in shock over the lady’s apparel. The brown slacks were pleated and high-waisted. The coffee-coloured twinset and pearls gave the outfit a dashing appeal. 
        


        
***
        


        


        


        
“Now we will have some peace while Mrs Acers and Peggy keep the boys entertained.” Lia reached for the teapot which had been delivered by a smiling Peggy. 
        


        
They were sitting in a comfortably furnished lounge. The room was at the back of the house and was obviously furnished to withstand the wear and tear of two young boys. The large chair Krista sat in almost swallowed her. She was having difficulty sitting erect. The coffee table holding the tray of tea seemed miles away. 
        


        
“Tell me about yourself,” Lia said. 
        


        
“I am French …” Krista repeated the story agreed upon with Miss Andrews. 
        


        
“Violet Andrews is your guardian.” Lia opened a box sitting on the coffee table. She took a long cigarette and a match out, using the side of the box to strike a light. When the cigarette was burning brightly, she blew a stream of smoke towards the ceiling. “I haven’t seen her in years.”
        


        
 “She has been living close to my home in France,” Krista said simply. 
        


        
“Indeed.” Lia tapped her ash against the rim of a nearby ebony ashtray. “Look here, Krista. I am in rather a quandary as to how to treat you. I have never wanted or needed someone to help me look after my sons.”
        


        
“I have been imposed upon you by Lady Winchester.” Krista felt her heart sinking. 
        


        
“Oh, Abigail always has the best of intentions,” Lia waved away smoke, “and I like the thought of having someone be there to oversee the boys. They will be going to school in September. That will of course change everything. It will force me into a schedule.” She fixed her pale blue eyes on Krista. “I have not been looking forward to being constrained by time.” She blew smoke rings at the ceiling. “It will help me enormously to have someone get the boys ready in the morning and be available to pick them up from school.”
        


        
There was silence while they sipped their tea. 
        


        
“I was raised with servants constantly underfoot.” Lia sighed. “I imagine many would think that a wonderful situation, but I can’t like it. Mrs Acers does not live in and Peggy is a rule unto herself. I enjoy her free spirit. I do not want someone who can’t think for herself. We will have to take each day as it comes, I suppose. Abigail was insistent I take you on. But I simply do not know what to do with you.”
        


        
 Krista wondered what she was supposed to say to that. She was in a foreign country in a strange household and had no idea what she was supposed to do or think. If the mistress of the house was confused, she was floundering. 
        


        
“Perhaps we could learn together,” she suggested. “I have never been employed to watch over children before. We will both be starting off fresh. We can decide what is and isn’t acceptable.” She wanted to stay in this charming house with its rather avant-garde mistress. “I had not expected the boys to be going to school. Lady Abigail thought the boys were only three years old.” What would she do when the boys were in school?
        


        
“Abigail does not like to notice the passing of the years.” Lia laughed softly. 
        


        
“Madame …”
        


        
“No, no. You must call me Lia. If I understand what Abigail has in mind, you are not to be my servant. Perhaps this would work best if we think of you as my protégé?”
        


        
“Lia?”
        


        
“Yes, my nanny always referred to me as Cor-de-lia.” She mimicked her nanny’s voice. “I grew up thinking my name was Lia and answered to nothing else.” She shrugged. “I prefer it.”
        


        
“Thank you, Lia.” Krista wondered if she would be able to comply. 
        


        
“How old are you, Krista?”
        


        
“I will be eighteen this summer.” Would she think that too young? 
        


        
“You are just starting out in life.” Lia stared at the uncertain young girl sitting across the coffee table from her. What was she supposed to do with her? She was alone in a strange country. How frightfully terrible would that be? “If we are to think of you as my protégé I will endeavour to guide you. However,” she leaned forward to tap the ash from her cigarette, “I must warn you that I am not someone who follows slavishly the strict rules and regulations of society. You would perhaps be better in a household that is strict in its manner.” Did she have what it took to guide this young person? 
        


        
“Madame … L-lia,” Krista stuttered. “I was sent here to learn to speak English fluently. Perhaps we could take this summer to see if the situation we find ourselves in works for both of us?” She’d like to learn to stand on her own two feet. The summer would give her time to become familiar with an English household. 
        


        
“We can do that.” Lia mashed her cigarette into the ashtray. “The boys won’t remain in the kitchen for very much longer. They are bundles of energy, always seeking new adventures.” She waved a hand at Krista. “Your clothing, while charming, will not withstand the pressure of running after my two whirlwinds.” Before Krista could react to this comment on her dress and silk stockings, she continued. “I noticed your reaction to my slacks. It is not common attire for a woman but I run after two boys all day long. I need to be dressed in a manner that allows me to join them in their endeavours.
        


        
“I have never worn slacks.” Krista wondered if she would be brave enough to appear in such a thing. 
        


        
“They are incredibly comfortable and much more sensible for running around after two children.” The sound of running feet could be heard. “We will see how we go on. As you suggest, we will learn what is best together.”
        


        
The door to the room flew back against the wall as the two boys ran into the room. 
        


        
“Mother!” two voices cried in unison. 
        


        
“Boys, is that any way to enter a room?” Lia braced herself for the charge as the two boys threw themselves into her arms. 
        


        
“Peggy told us that this lady is going to look after us!”
        


        
Krista thought it was David who spoke. 
        


        
“Why do we need someone to look after us? We are big boys of five.” He held up one hand, fingers splayed. “We don’t need looking after.”
        


        
“Now, David, you are being quite rude –”
        


        
“Mother, she is dressed like a girl,” Edward interrupted with all the disgust of a young boy appalled at the thought of being around girls. “How can she play football with us? She’ll be afraid of getting dirty. She won’t be any good at playing trains.”
        


        
“That is quite enough!” Lia tried to keep her face straight. If she laughed her two little mischief-makers would win. “Krista and I are discussing her duties. She is not here to look after you two. She is here to assist me.”
        


        
 Edward leaned in and put his two hands on his mother’s face while staring intently into her eyes. “But we are your two best assistants,” he said solemnly. 
        


        
David added his voice to his twin’s. “We always help you.”
        


        
 Krista watched the scene with a lump in her throat. 
        


        
“You two will be going to school soon.” Lia had been avoiding thinking about the changes the school year would bring to her own life. She had rejected all suggestions of sending her sons to boarding school. She wanted them with her. Trust her sister-in-law to force her into facing facts. She needed a new purpose in life. She had devoted the last five years of her life to her sons and enjoyed every second. She had no regrets. But what would she do with herself when they were in school and making new friends? 
        


        
“Mother, if you have someone else to help you,” David narrowed his green eyes and smiled innocently at his mother, “may we have a puppy?”
        


        
“Mother, you’ve always said you couldn’t look after more than two naughty boys but you will have help now. May we have a puppy, Mother?” Edward shared a delighted grin with his twin. 
        


        
Krista clenched her teeth. Something else she had no experience of – a pet! 
        


        
“You see what you will have to deal with?” Lia laughed at her sons’ cunning. “Krista, while I have these two in hand perhaps you would like to change your clothing?”
        


        
“I am afraid I have no slacks.”
        


        
“But you perhaps have something that will withstand rough treatment?” Lia said. “Running around after these two will shred your stockings.” She tickled the boys who were snuggled so close to her, enjoying the sweet sound of their laughter. “Peggy wears thick black stockings. If you do not have wool stockings, we can purchase them. Perhaps you could go barelegged just for today?”
        


        
“I have thick stockings.” Krista almost groaned. She would be back in the dread thick black stockings. Well, she wanted to protect her silk ones. They were expensive and she was counting her English money carefully. 
        


        
“Then run and change,” Lia said. “We will wait for you. We will take these two tearaways across the road to the park. They can run off excess energy while you and I chat some more.” She wanted to ask the girl about affairs in Europe. Would someone so young be aware of the changes taking place in the world? 
        


        


        


        
Lia, wearing a long jacket that matched her slacks, kicked the football back towards the twins. They were running and shouting around the grassy area of the park while the two women strolled along the gravel path. 
        


        
“Krista, you have recently travelled from France?”
        


        
“Yes.” Krista was once again wearing the thick black stockings and laced shoes she’d worn as part of her uniform. The dark gaberdine skirt she wore with a pale-green knit twinset was new. She tried to count the days since she had run away from the auberge in Metz. It seemed so long ago but was only a matter of days. 
        


        
“How are matters in France? We are hearing so much disturbing news.”
        


        
“Miss Andrews believes we are heading towards war.” Krista wouldn’t hide how serious matters were becoming. 
        


        
“No!” Lia grabbed onto Krista’s arm, pulling her to a stop. She stared into Krista’s brilliant blue eyes, her own paler eyes silently begging. “Please don’t tell me that. My husband is a sea captain. He would be in the thick of things if we cannot keep the peace.”
        


        
“I’m sorry.” Krista couldn’t deny what she had seen and heard. “I lived in a village on the French-German border. In the last two years the world I lived in changed beyond all recognition. Hitler has been making plans for years. He will not accept peace.”
        


        
“Dear Lord!” Lia was trembling. 
        


        
“Mother, the ball!”
        


        
Krista ran and kicked the football towards the twins. She walked back towards a pale-faced Lia. 
        


        
“I need to sit down.” Lia almost collapsed onto a park bench. She dropped her head into her hands, fear for her husband almost crippling her. She knew of course that he didn’t simply sail calm seas and look out at the ocean. He sailed into danger. He had never hidden that from her. But no one was dropping bombs on him! 
        


        
Krista ran onto the grass to keep the twins occupied. Lia needed time to gather her composure. She had been given a rude shock, but Krista couldn’t lie and pretend everything was alright in the world. Her eyes had been opened to what was happening in her country. Britain needed to prepare for what was coming. There would be no stopping Hitler. 
        


        
“Why is Mother sitting down?” David demanded. 
        


        
“Your mother has some thinking to do. She thought I could kick the ball around with you two for a while.” Krista wasn’t very experienced at kicking a football, but she could do it. How hard could it be? 
        


        
“Perhaps we should go sit with her?” Edward stared at his mother, his eyes glistening. She looked so sad there all on her own. 
        


        
“I think your mother would prefer to see you two running around.” Krista wanted to give the woman time to think about the horror that might well be heading her way. It would not be easy to hide her fear from these two. “She will call us if she needs us.”
        


        
David too was staring at his mother. 
        


        
“Why don’t you two teach me how to play football?” Krista was determined to win at this first chore. She needed to keep the boys occupied. 
        


        
“Don’t you know how?” David looked at Krista in horror. 
        


        
“I knew it would be a problem to have a girl try to play ball with us,” Edward said in disgust. 
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
Chapter 9

        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        
“Peggy, what are you doing up at this hour of the morning?” Krista was fixing the waistband of her navy slacks when she pushed open the kitchen door. She loved the freedom the slacks gave her but was still nervous of wearing them in public. She was surprised to see the light shining brightly in the kitchen, the kettle steaming on the hob. 
        


        
“I thought I’d give you a hand getting ready,” Peggy said, admiring Krista’s slacks – she had been tempted to buy a pair herself but hadn’t dared. She was enjoying having this girl in the house. In the six weeks she’d been living with them Krista had proved a blessing. 
        


        
“I thought to make a flask of hot chocolate. I made snacks last evening. They are in the cool box in the pantry. I’ll carry them in my haversack.” Krista had learned never to leave the house without drinks and nibbles for the two boys. 
        


        
“I’ll make a pot of tea while you get your bag ready.” Peggy hadn’t bothered to dress. She was going back to bed as soon as this lot left the house. 
        


        
“What would I do without you, Peggy?” Krista went to the pantry and pulled out everything she’d left to hand last night. She began to pack her haversack. 
        


        
 “Listen to you!” Peggy poured tea into two china cups. “I’ll make the flask of chocolate while you wake the lads. Although what you are thinking of getting them out of bed at this hour of the morning I don’t know. Drink that tea first.”
        


        


        


        
“Edward!” Krista shook the little shoulder. “Edward, you need to wake up.” He was the easiest of the two boys to wake in the morning. 
        


        
“Is it today?” Edward rolled out of bed. He hurried across the carpet separating his bed from his twin’s. “David!” he added his voice to Krista’s, urging his twin up. “It’s today.”
        


        
“Come on, boys, into the bathroom – teeth, face, hands and hair must be clean.” Krista had the clothes they would wear ready and waiting. 
        


        
“It’s very dark,” David grumbled. 
        


        
“It is very early.” Krista hurried the boys through washing and dressing. 
        


        
“Have Mother and Father left already?” Edward asked from under the jumper he was struggling to pull over his head. 
        


        
“I don’t know but we have to get there early so we find a good place to watch.”
        


        
The twins insisted on exploring the world whenever she took them out and about. There was no point in hurrying them along. She just had to leave the house early in order to allow them time to move at their own pace.
        


        
“Now, remember what I have told you.” Krista followed the two boys down the stairs. 
        


        
“We can’t shout or wave at Mother and Father,” Edward said with a longsuffering sigh. 
        


        
“We can’t frighten the horses,” David added. 
        


        
Captain Caulfield had arrived home for an extended stay. His ship was in dry dock for refitting. He and his wife rode out each morning with the King’s Horse Guard at the nearby Hyde Park. They were civilian members who assisted in exercising the horses under the Guards’ command. The boys had been demanding a chance to see their parents ride with the famous horsemen. 
        


        


        


        
“Look at the two of you!” Peggy stood ready to open the front door. “You look like midshipmen in your duffle coats and trousers.”
        


        
“Have you both got your flashlights?” Krista examined both boys. 
        


        
“Yes!” The boys danced impatiently. They had insisted on wearing their new leather schoolbags on their backs in imitation of Krista’s haversack. 
        


        
“Come along then.” Krista grabbed each by the hand and smiled her thanks at Peggy as they passed out into the gas-lamp lit street. 
        


        
The clip-clop of hooves could be heard as they walked slowly along towards the nearby Hyde Park. Automobiles, their lights like enormous bug-eyes broke through the darkness. The two boys took great delight in pointing their flashlights in all directions. It wasn’t necessary but they were enjoying themselves and didn’t object to Krista towing them swiftly in the direction they needed to go. 
        


        
“Look at that rabbit!” David shouted. 
        


        
“Keep your voice down,” Krista reminded him. “It is very early. Take your light off the poor rabbit. He is frozen in terror.”
        


        
“Sorry, rabbit.” David removed his light instantly, allowing the rabbit to hop away. 
        


        
“Look at the way the trees dance.” Edward was pointing his light towards the sky. 
        


        
“Yes, indeed, now come along.” Krista continued to tow her charges in spite of their stop-start actions. 
        


        
“Sorry, miss.” A deep voice stopped them in their tracks. “You need to find another route to where you’re going.”
        


        
The two boys swung their flashlights, almost blinding the Horse Guard standing in their path. 
        


        
“We have come to see Mother and Father ride out.” David trust his chin out. 
        


        
“We will be very good!” Edward smiled. “We are early so we can get the very best seats.”
        


        
“Captain and Mrs Caulfield are riding out with the Guards this morning. These are their sons.” Krista held up the hands she clutched tightly. “They will be on their very best behaviour.”
        


        
“These two likely lads might be carrying contraband.” The Guard Sergeant had been advised of the planned appearance of these lads by Captain Caulfield. He swung David around, examining the leather bag on his back carefully. 
        


        
“Krista,” Edward whispered, “do we have any con – con – what he said?”
        


        
“I’ll be the one to answer that, my lad!”
        


        
Finished with David’s schoolbag, the guard swung a delighted Edward around so he could examine his. 
        


        
Krista swung her back to the man, offering up her haversack for inspection. She waited while he gave a cursory examination of the supplies she had packed so carefully. 
        


        
“Now, lads!” the guard barked. “You use those lights to guide this lady around the cordoned-off area. There is a bench just off the path over there.” He pointed in the general direction. “Find it, sit down and remain silent. Those are your orders. Do you understand?”
        


        
“Yes, sir!” Edward saluted. 
        


        
“Come along, Krista.” David puffed out his chest. “We have our orders.”
        


        
“Thank you.” Krista tried not to laugh. She could see the Guard was delighted with the little boys. 
        


        
The boys took their orders very seriously and led Krista by the hand towards a bench off the gravel pathway. The cordoned-off area was a sand riding-space for the horses. 
        


        
“Krista,” Edward whispered, “we won’t be able to see if adults stand in front of us.”
        


        
“We can stand on the bench,” David whispered. 
        


        
“Boys, I don’t think there will be many people out and about at this hour of the morning.”
        


        
The crowds that would gather later to watch the men in full uniform ride out to take part in the Changing of the Guard would be too rough for such young boys. This morning was a chance for them to see something not everyone could enjoy. She began to unpack her haversack. 
        


        
“We will be able to see the horses coming out of the gates and crossing the road to the park,” she said. “Now, each of you take your tin cup out of your bags. We will have a drink of chocolate while we wait.”
        


        
The three settled down, Krista trying to keep the boys entertained. The park became alive with the sound of birdsong as the sky began to lighten. The boys jumped onto the bench, frantically trying to see the birds in the trees. 
        


        
The gates across the street from the park began to open. Krista had to poke each boy in the back to attract their attention. It was a breathtaking sight. The dark horses, their bridles jingling, came out one by one. The boys froze like little statues as they watched. 
        


        
“Where is …”
        


        
“Shhh … watch.” Krista put a finger to her lips. 
        


        
Finally, the civilian riders appeared. They looked attractive in their hacking jackets, jodhpurs, knee-high boots, a riding hat pulled onto each head making it difficult to tell them apart. 
        


        
One of the riders approached the bench, his horse dancing impatiently under him. 
        


        
“Have to give the horse its head for a while, boys! We will be back.” Captain Caulfield turned his horse and followed the other riders along the bridle path. 
        


        
The two boys danced on the bench, waving their arms wildly, but they remained silent. 
        


        
It was an exciting morning for the two boys. They watched everything in wide-eyed wonder. Krista knew she’d be hearing all about this morning for hours on end. She didn’t mind. It was wonderful to her to share their joy in the world around them. 
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
Chapter 10 
        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        
“Excuse me, miss.”
        


        
Krista looked up at the waitress standing over her table. 
        


        
“Could this gentleman join you?” The waitress was dressed in the black-and-white uniform of the Lyon’s tearoom. She gestured towards a tall handsome young man leaning on crutches by her side. “This table is out of the way and allows him to stretch out his injured leg. Would you mind? I can guarantee his good behaviour. He is a regular.”
        


        
“Please do.” Krista waved her hand at the chairs across the table from her. 
        


        
Today was her eighteenth birthday. Time to be brave. She had chosen this table because it was tucked away out of the busy traffic of the Lyon’s Corner House tearoom. The boys were with their parents visiting the zoo. It would soon be time for the captain to return to his ship. They were spending these last days as a family, freeing her to explore London and her future.
        


        
“Thank you, Betty.” The handsome young man allowed the nippy, as the Lyon’s waitresses were called, to assist him into a chair. 
        


        
“I’ll be back to take your order in a moment.” Betty hurried away.
        


        
“Thank you for allowing me to join you.” He put his hand out. “My name is Perry Carter.” They shook hands. “I’ve seen you in here before, but you have been accompanied by two little people.” He smiled charmingly, flashing twin dimples. 
        


        
“Krista Lestrange,” Krista felt a fluttering in her stomach. He really was very attractive with his thick brown hair, light-brown almost amber eyes and charming smile. 
        


        
“What will you have?” Betty, notepad in hand, stood over their table. 
        


        
“Will you join me for afternoon tea – my treat?” Perry offered. He’d been watching this young beauty for weeks, hoping for a chance to meet her. It seemed his gammy leg was good for something. 
        


        
“Thank you.” Krista bowed her head slightly. Why not? She couldn’t afford to treat herself and he had offered.
        


        
“Afternoon tea for two, Betty, please.”
        


        
Betty snapped her notepad closed and took to her heels.
        


        
Perry laughed softly, turning to Krista. “You can see why they are called nippies. It’s the speed they move around the place.” He settled more comfortably in his wooden seat and leaned on the table. “Am I interrupting something?” He jerked his head towards the newspaper open on the table in front of her. 
        


        
“I am trying to decide my fate.” She closed the newspaper offered free to clients of the tearoom. 
        


        
“That sounds frightfully dramatic.” Perry was surprised. He had expected her to say something frivolous about fashion or some such. 
        


        
“Doesn’t it?” Krista laughed. 
        


        
“The two young lads I’ve seen you with cannot be yours. Are you their nanny?”
        


        
“I am French and as such I am employed as a companion and general assistant to their mother. I have come to England to improve my spoken English.”
        


        
“With your family?” he dared to ask. 
        


        
“No, no – alone.”
        


        
Perry was saved having to say anything by the arrival of their waitress with a tray laden with tea, tiny sandwiches and delicious cakes. He was even more fascinated by this young woman now. How brave of her to come to a strange country alone! The riding accident that had crushed his lower left leg had changed his view of life. His friends had been sympathetic but quickly dropped him from their social rounds when he’d been unable to join in their frivolity. 
        


        
“I should have ordered coffee,” Perry said. “You being French.”
        


        
“I have joined the English in their love of tea.” Krista laughed and leaned forward to whisper. “I must. The coffee served is not what I am used to.”
        


        
“No,” Perry was forced to agree. He had drunk coffee in Europe and it was far superior to anything served in England outside high-class hotels. 
        


        
“So,” Krista held the brown teapot aloft, “tea it is. How do you take yours?”
        


        
They became busy with the business of preparing their tea and making a selection from the tiny sandwiches. 
        


        
“Were you serious when you said you were deciding your fate?” Perry asked when they had both enjoyed a first taste of tea. 
        


        
“I was.” Krista didn’t know why she was being so open with this young man as they were passing strangers. But perhaps that was why she felt at liberty to discuss her life with him. “I speak three languages fluently and thought to take classes to improve my choice of employment, but I have no great idea of what I wish to study.”
        


        
“That is a dilemma.” Perry bit into a salmon sandwich and was thoughtful for a moment before asking, “Could your parents not advise you?” He couldn’t imagine being alone in a strange country, responsible for his own future. 
        


        
“I am an orphan,” Krista offered simply. 
        


        
“Tough luck.” Perry was embarrassed, hoping he hadn’t caused her pain. “You are all alone in the world?”
        


        
“I have a very caring guardian.” She did not want him to think she had no one looking out for her welfare. One heard such stories about women disappearing. He seemed a nice chap but one never knew. 
        


        
“Could he not advise you?”
        


        
“She,” Krista said with a smile. “And she is allowing me to decide my own future.”
        


        
“How very liberated!” Perry felt like a fool but what could he say? He had never encountered a situation like this before. He had been protected all of his life. It was only since his accident that his eyes had been opened to the world around him. He was twenty years old and felt like a schoolboy before this self-possessed young woman. 
        


        
“Perhaps, but at the moment it feels rather daunting.”
        


        
“It would appear that we are in the same position.” Perry pointed towards his injured leg stretched out past the table. “This has changed all of my own plans.”
        


        
“So, we are two strangers wondering about our place in the world.” Krista wondered what had happened to his leg but didn’t like to ask – they had only just met. “Is your injury really life-changing?” Was that question too forward? 
        


        
“The doctors have told me that the leg will heal but I may have a limp.” He tried to smile. “I am very fortunate, I know.” He shrugged away the nights of sleeplessness as he worried and wondered what was to become of him. He’d had plans to be an officer in the King’s Household Guard. Now he was floundering. He was a younger son – he needed to plan a future for himself. He had always been so physically active. What would become of him with a gammy leg? 
        


        
“We will be crying into our tea soon!” Krista tried to lighten the subject. Surely two young people with their lives in front of them could come up with a plan of action? 
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
Chapter 11

        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        
“Hello, Jacob! Are you getting a cap too?”
        


        
David’s voice snapped Krista out of her daydream about Perry and the fun they’d been having together, exploring London and the surrounding countryside. She was supposed to be keeping an eye on the twins while Lia shopped for the last items the boys needed for their school uniforms. 
        


        
“Cordelia Caulfield, I must talk to you!” A short stout matron dressed all in black with a porkpie hat pulled low over her brow sailed through the Oxford Street children’s haberdashery, forcing people to jump out of her way. 
        


        
She was followed by a maid Krista knew from the park in front of the Knightsbridge house. She often met up with Sarah when she took the twins out to run wild in the little park. Jacob, a shy boy the same age as the twins, loved to join in their fun. She gave Sarah a discreet nod of greeting. 
        


        
“Ruth Abrams, how nice to see you,” Lia said through clenched teeth. The lady didn’t approve of Lia and let no opportunity go to state her opinions at great length. “It does not seem possible that the children are ready for school. Where do the years go?”
        


        
“Yes, yes, I have no time for all of that now. You know Jacob is my youngest. Five boys!” She threw her hands dramatically in the air. “Why could I not have been blessed with a girl? Someone to share my burden.”
        


        
“Krista, would you help the boys chose their caps, please?” Lia stifled a sigh. 
        


        
 Krista nodded and left. 
        


        
“It is your German maid I want to speak about.” Ruth Abrams had the wonderful habit of only listening to her own voice. 
        


        
“Krista is not German nor is she a maid,” Lia said. “She is French and my assistant.”
        


        
“Yes, yes, that is all very fine.” Ruth took firm hold of Sarah’s shoulder, ignoring the girl’s wince of pain. “Sarah, tell them. Tell them what you had the Rabbi tell me. Go on.” She pushed the girl towards Lia with such force that Lia had to steady her before she fell. 
        


        
“Mrs Caulfield …” Sarah’s voice was almost a whisper. 
        


        
“Speak up!” A poke in the back from Mrs Abrams stiffened Sarah’s spine. 
        


        
“Mrs Caulfield, I spoke with the Rabbi about Krista and her kindness towards Jacob and me. I know she speaks German. There is such a need for people who know the German language, Mrs Caulfield.”
        


        
“So, what do you say, Cordelia? The Rabbi wants to speak with your German maid.” Ruth Abrams had shopping to do and had no time to stand about chatting like some people. 
        


        
“Ruth Abrams …” Lia sucked air through her nose and out of her mouth as she had been taught in class. She counted backwards from ten and when she felt capable of speaking civilly, said, “We live five doors down from each other. Could you not have simply sent a message to my house?” She didn’t allow the other woman to answer. “I have no time now for chitchat.” She pointed to her two boys who had returned to her side and were now hanging on every word spoken. “I have matters to attend to – as you must.” She took the twins by the hands, refusing to allow this woman to run her from the shop. “I have last-minute shopping to do. It is a beautiful day. I will speak with Sarah this afternoon in the park in front of our houses.” She couldn’t imagine what the Rabbi needed with Krista, but she’d far rather hear it from Sarah without her officious employer listening and commenting. 
        


        
 Krista returned. “I believe I have everything we need.” She pointed to the items sitting on the waist-high wooden counter. While the two women had been speaking, she had been busy selecting items with the help of a sales assistant. She had ticked the items off the list the school had sent to all parents of new pupils. 
        


        
“Very well.” Lia could have kissed her – Ruth Abrams simply rubbed her up the wrong way and it had nothing to do with her religion. She was an obnoxious woman whatever her faith. “I will settle up and arrange to have everything delivered.” She opened her handbag and, while searching for her purse, said again, “The park this afternoon, Sarah. We can speak then.” She glared at Ruth Abrams when the woman opened her mouth to object. “Or I can go to the synagogue and speak with the Rabbi.”
        


        
“That will not be necessary.” Ruth Abrams bristled. If she had been a cat, all of her hair would have been standing up. 
        


        


        


        
“Do you know what that was all about, Krista?” Lia asked. 
        


        
“Yes, I do.”
        


        
“Mother, slow down!” David who Lia had by the hand shouted. “I have little legs!”
        


        
“I am so sorry.” Lia stopped on the busy street, smiling down at her son. 
        


        
“We know what it is about, Mother,” Edward, holding Krista’s hand, said. “It is very sad.”
        


        
“Come,” Lia’s eyes latched onto a nearby Lyons’ tearoom. “You boys can have ice cream while Krista explains to me.” It was impossible to keep secrets from the boys. They heard everything you didn’t want them to, it seemed. 
        


        


        


        
“Now, Krista,” Lia demanded when they were all seated around a white linen-topped table. The boys were enjoying colourful ice cream served in glass bowls while Lia and Krista had tea with the addition of a cigarette in Lia’s case. “Explain.”
        


        
“Very well. Synagogues around the world are receiving hundreds if not thousands of letters from Jews begging for help in getting their children out of Germany and Austria, to name but two of the countries Sarah mentioned to me. There is a plan in place here in England to remove as many children as possible to safety. People are opening their homes to these children but they will not speak English and will be so frightened. I offered to help in any way I could.”
        


        
“Why have I not heard of this?” Lia held up the hand holding her cigarette. “I have been so involved in my own little world.” It had been wonderful to have Charles home for an extended period of time. She had wanted to enjoy every single moment. She had spent the summer months filling every moment with her sons before they entered school and became independent of her. She had been selfish. “I must know more.” She stared across the table at Krista. “I will get details of the local Rabbi from Sarah this afternoon. I will telephone the man and arrange to meet with him. This is not a matter for only Jews to deal with – every mother in England would want to help, I am sure.”
        


        
“Sarah has told me that a lot of people have offered to open their homes to the children. They want to remove as many children as humanly possible. I want to help in any way I can. I have been welcomed with great kindness into this country. This is a way I can pay back the kindness offered to me.”
        


        
“We must speak with the Rabbi, Krista.” Lia mashed her cigarette into the ashtray on the table. 
        


        
“We want to help too, Mother,” Edward, an ice-cream moustache on his upper lip, said. 
        


        
“We can give the children toys,” David said. “Krista and Peggy can sort our clothes and give some of them too.”
        


        
“That is a wonderful idea, boys.” Lia fought back tears. Her boys had been more aware of what was going on in the world than she had – shame on her. “We can certainly do that.” She turned to Krista. “I will write to my husband. We can offer a home to some of the children. It will be vital to try and keep brothers and sisters together.” She signalled for the cheque. “Yes, indeed, there is much we can do to help.” She leaned forward. “I can speak to the ladies in my exercise class. Those who cannot open their homes can give money.” She watched Krista clean the children’s faces with one of the cloths she always seemed to have to hand. “I shall speak with Peggy and Mrs Acers. They too will want to help, I’m sure.”
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
Chapter 12

        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        


        
When Lia Caulfield got the bit between her teeth there was no holding her back. Krista felt as if she had been picked up by a whirlwind. The house in Knightsbridge became a hive of activity. Krista worried that Lia would start pulling strangers in off the street and demanding their assistance. Perry, walking with one crutch now, was pulled in to help. Krista thought it was doing him a world of good to focus on the problems of others. The two boys were delighted to turn their hand to any chore. They listened, wide-eyed, to the talk of children like them being removed from their parents and families. Krista believed having the two constantly underfoot made the volunteers Lia was gathering more aware of what was at stake.
        


        
***
        


        


        


        
The day Lia had been dreading arrived. The boys’ first day at school. 
        


        
“I am being ridiculous, I know, Wilma.” Lia sat in the kitchen, a cup of tea and cigarette to hand. “They are going to school, not leaving the country. I am determined not to weep when I see them disappear into that school building.” She searched for a handkerchief in her slacks pocket. “Dear God, if I feel such pain at this moment how on earth are the people getting ready to send their young ones so far away coping? They must be devasted.”
        


        
Peggy had started on her tasks around the house and Krista was upstairs getting the boys ready. 
        


        
Wilma Acers, who was standing boiling eggs and making toast for the boys, was feeling emotional too at the thought of the two little boys she’d seen grow up being ready for school. “I know what everyone has been saying about the need to get the Jewish children to safety, but I’ll tell you the God’s honest truth. I find it hard to believe such horrible things that we’ve heard about could really be going on in the world.”
        


        
“My eyes have been opened, Wilma. If that man Hitler is not stopped and soon, we will be at war.” Lia heard the sound she’d been waiting for – the thunder of her boys on the stairs and Krista’s soft voice reminding them to go carefully. She stood to butter the warm toast and cut it into finger-lengths – soldiers – to dip in their soft-boiled eggs. 
        


        
“Mother,” David arrived first, “we are going to school.”
        


        
“You will miss us,” Edward said. 
        


        
“Let us get you two seated.” Krista smiled around the room. “Good morning.”
        


        
Two leather cushions were kept on kitchen chairs to help the boys reach the table. She helped each boy up under Lia’s tearful eyes. “I want no egg yolk on your school shirts.” With a flick of her wrist she shook out the two large linen napkins she took from the tabletop and put one in each boy’s shirt collar. 
        


        


        


        
“They were so brave.” Lia, walking along the street with Krista at her side, wiped her pink eyes. 
        


        
“I think we embarrassed them.” Krista too had been tearful watching David and Edward settle into their schoolroom without a backwards glance. 
        


        
“We were not the only women crying.”
        


        
Then Lia gasped as they turned into her square. 
        


        
The large luxury car parked in front of her house could mean only one thing. Lady Abigail had come to call. 
        


        


        


        
“My dear Lia, your fundraising efforts have been quite spectacular.” Abigail, Lady Winchester, sat in the formal lounge of the Knightsbridge house and beamed at her sister-in-law. “I am not the only one who has been impressed.”
        


        
“The work you have done is splendid.” Violet Andrews, who had arrived with Lady Winchester, smiled.
        


        
“Shall I order tea to be served?” Lia wished she could have escaped into the kitchen with Krista. 
        


        
“I wish to speak with my ward while you two chat.” Violet Andrews stood. “With your permission, Lia, I will tell your cook to send refreshments.”
        


        
“Thank you.” Lia wasn’t surprised that she was losing control in her own home. Abigail had always been a force to be reckoned with. 
        


        
“What is going on, Abigail?” Lia asked after Violet left the room. 
        


        
“There is so much more going on than you are aware of.” Abigail, in company with the Baron and Violet, had been in talks with the leaders of the country. “I have been very impressed with all you have achieved in assisting in the plans to get children out of Germany but, my dear, matters are so much more grave than we are being told about.” She closed her eyes, trying not to think of the horrors she had been exposed to in the last months. 
        


        
“Our leaders speak of peace.” Lia was trying desperately not to believe a war was coming. Charles would be in the thick of it. The sea was a demanding enough mistress without people chucking bombs. 
        


        
“Our leaders are fools,” Abigail snapped. “I have spent months trying to beat sense into the heads of some of the leaders of our country. They refuse to see what is in front of them. They refuse to listen to people who know what is really going on in Germany. War is coming, Lia, and we must be ready for it.”
        


        
In the kitchen Krista greeted Miss Andrews with pleasure. They had kept in touch with letters but it was wonderful to see her. 
        


        
“Slacks, Krista?” Violet Andrews was delighted to see Krista looking so well. It had been a good idea to send her here. 
        


        
“They are wonderful for running around after young children.” Krista smiled when Mrs Acers tutted. “I am enjoying wearing them although I was shocked to see Lia wearing them when I arrived.”
        


        
“Your English has improved immensely since you have been here.” Violet was impressed. 
        


        
“She still sounds like someone off the radio to my ears.” Wilma Acers was preparing a tray to be carried upstairs. The kitchen was her domain and she felt free to offer her opinion. 
        


        
“She fits right in here, Miss Andrews.” Peggy was waiting to carry up the tray. “You don’t have to worry about her. We are keeping an eye on her.”
        


        
Violet Andrews felt comfortable sitting in the kitchen with these lively women. Abigail’s home was so terribly formal at all times. Sometimes she felt stifled.
        


        
Before anyone could comment, the kitchen door was pushed open. 
        


        
“I have decided it will do Abigail a world of good to sit and have a cup of tea in the kitchen, Wilma.” Lia led the way. “She has probably never even seen a kitchen before in her life. Times are changing, Abigail, and we shall have to change with them.” Lia was frightened and trying to hide it.
        


        
“Greetings, everyone,” Abigail said cheerfully and took a seat at the kitchen table, ignoring her sister-in-law’s comment on her lifestyle. She put her elbows on the table and beamed around at the stunned company. “Has Violet told you we wish you to travel to Germany, Krista?”
        


        


        


        
To Be Continued
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