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      THE PEACE




      
      
      Chapter One

      
      New South Wales, Australia: October 1947. Two years and two months after the end of World War Two.
     

      
      ‘In one hundred years? Mr Churchill, yes, they’ll probably remember him. But the others like Montgomery, Brooke and MacArthur,
         well, military historians will know of them, but the rank and file? No, they won’t. Mr Roosevelt? He has a chance of being
         known, but I’d say only in America – unless, again, you’re a military historian. Now, Hitler? And Stalin? Yes, I’d think they’ll
         be remembered. Monsters like that stand beside Attila the Hun and we’ve heard of him. Mussolini? I doubt even the Italians
         will recognise his name. It’s a tricky business, fame . . . or infamy.’
     

      
      Shelly Wareing was remembering her husband’s words from the previous night. She was in the south field looking down the gentle
         slope past the dam and around her the bush smelt clean, the subtle scent of eucalyptus trailing on the morning air. In all
         the time Cole had been back from the war he had spoken so rarely of it that she was surprised when he had brought it up and
         began to talk about the leaders and the generals of the Allies and the Axis. She had agreed with him, there in the big kitchen
         with the wood stove burning and the pleasant spring breeze urging her floral curtains to billow in from the open window. Fame
         was fleeting in the main. She had gently referred to his time in the prisoner-of-war camp but he soon deflected any more talk
         of that kind with the words, ‘Let’s not speak of it any more, darling. How about some supper?’
     

      
      She had smiled and acquiesced. She understood. She supposed all the boys who had been prisoners were fragile emotionally.
         He had been wounded too; another thing he would not talk about. He had scars on his ribs and knee and two on his face and
         another on his throat. Every now and then, just for a few seconds, he limped. Shelly put that down to his knee hurting, even
         though he had never admitted it.
     

      
      The comforting sensation of the sun stealing down her spine gave her a mellow feeling. The breeze swirled eucalyptus leaves
         across the paddock where the overnight dew lay on the grass and soft circular imprints from the hooves of the dairy cows indented
         the blades, their lowing in the field beyond drifting through the wind-break of pines. She could hear lizards scuttling at
         the base of the tall silver gums near where she stood, her sandalled feet planted in the brown earth by the barbed-wire fence.
     

      
      Shelly closed her eyes and savoured the moments. Cole had caught the 07.40 express train north to Sydney. He was doing farm
         business in the city and she had waved to him from their wide front verandah as he rolled down the drive of pin oak trees
         in their old sedan to head into the township of Bowral in the cool of early morning.
     

      
      In the year on this farm she had grown to love the place: the brilliance of the daffodils and camellias, the masses of blue
         hydrangeas near their front steps, the verdant trees, the evening mist that swept in from the coast to blanket the landscape
         with a sense of mystery. The crispness in the night air instead of the soporific warmth of evening she had grown up with in
         the old colonial house in the sprawling suburb of One Mile across the creek outside Ipswich in southern Queensland over five
         hundred miles away. Though she had loved that house too with its extensive verandahs and avenue of cedars – instead of pin
         oaks as there were here – leading up to the house.
     

      
      They called this farm Apple Gate after the single apple tree which grew at the entry gate to the property.
     

      
      
      As she stood in thought, the day Cole returned from the war stole into her mind.

      
      He stepped down from the train silhouetted against the grey steam gushing from the snorting engine on to the concrete platform
            behind him. The sun glinted on the buttons of his uniform as he looked around. His face was gaunt and he was thinner than
            before the war, and she was shocked by the scars on his temple and near his mouth, but his blue eyes found her and she felt
            the impact of them as she always had. He stood looking at her as she hurried towards him. It was Cole, home at last. Drawing
            to a halt a yard from him, her uncertainty was obvious. They gazed silently at each other.
     

      
      In 1940, his RAAF squadron had been sent to North Africa and from there he had been transferred to an RAF squadron in England.
            She had written to him regularly and for almost two years he had replied. It was early in 1942 that the worrying letter from
            him had arrived. He told her he was releasing her from any obligation to him:

      
      

         Perhaps it’s better if you forget about me; in war anything can happen and it is not fair of me to expect you to wait.
        

      



      
      That had broken her heart – as if she could forget the man she loved. She had continued to write to him but he had not replied.
            So she had faced up to reality and thrown her energies into the war effort. But when the telegram had arrived from Sydney
            informing her of his return, there was no doubt that it made her heart leap again.
     

      
      

         If you have a mind to meet me, please do. Realise how much I’ve missed you. Demobbed yesterday. Arrive South Brisbane Station
               Thursday 1100.
        

      



      
      She travelled by rail from Ipswich into Brisbane elated, but the longer she had waited for Cole’s train to arrive, the more
            doubt had risen in her mind.
     

      
      And here he was . . .
     

      
      His gaze rested on her, his expression enigmatic. Was he truly glad to see her? She gave him a diffident smile and then, abruptly,
            he stepped forward and caught her to him.
     

      
      
      He held Shelly close to his heart, her face pressed into the shoulder of his uniform. His fingers ran through her hair. Suddenly
            she was consumed by the miracle of his return, standing there holding him. How badly she had missed him. She could admit it
            now after years of being strong. She was back in his arms.
     

      
      And at that moment the miracle happened. ‘Will you marry me?’ he asked.
     

      
      Shelly sighed and opened her eyes and was about to turn and walk back down the pin oak drive to the stables when she caught
         a movement in the periphery of her vision and swung her head towards it.
     

      
      A man was entering the property through the open gateway and coming along by the outer dam, striding towards her. Apple Gate
         Farm stood at the end of a dirt track and was the only habitation in this direction. They rarely received visitors they did
         not know. But there was no sign of recognition in Shelly’s eyes as the tall figure approached. At six yards’ distance he halted
         and took off his hat with his right hand, revealing in the sunlight a smooth-shaven, lean face under fair hair, a stray wisp
         of which clung to his high forehead. She noticed his eyes in the morning light: they were trained upon her as if he examined
         her and did not merely look at her. They were blue, but a fascinating sky-blue, not the deep indigo of her husband’s eyes.
         His features were not symmetrical: his forehead was high, his nose was aquiline with a slightly prominent bridge, and there
         were faint hollows in his cheeks which emphasised his cheekbones and defined his jaw and yet the sum of the whole was very
         good indeed to look upon. She felt she had seen him before, but she could not place him.
     

      
      ‘I believe I’m at the property owned by Group Captain Wareing?’ It was an American accent, educated with a muted, hardly perceptible,
         Southern sound – very easy on the ear. She recognised it immediately because so many American servicemen had been in Australia
         during the war.
     

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      He looked beyond her to the roof tops of the sheds in the distance as he moved closer. ‘Is he at home?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      Swinging his gaze back, he studied her. ‘Are you related to him?’

      
      
      ‘I am.’

      
      ‘Not . . . his wife?’ He appeared to weigh his words.

      
      ‘Yes, and who are you?’

      
      He did not answer immediately but lifted his right hand to shade his eyes and view her more closely. It was in that instant
         she recognised him. Of course! She had never met him, but she had seen his picture. In fact, she had kept a studio photograph
         of him and Cole on the mantelpiece for years during the war.
     

      
      ‘I know you,’ she said, ‘you’re Cole’s friend, the one from Carolina – aren’t you?’

      
      The expression altered in his pastel eyes, a wariness appeared, just for an instant, before he blinked in the sunlight. ‘Why
         yes . . . that’s right. I’m surprised you know me.’
     

      
      ‘I should do, I had a photograph of the two of you in our lounge room at home for most of the war.’

      
      He frowned. ‘Really?’

      
      ‘Tudor, that’s your name. Tudor Harrington.’ She gave him a sympathetic look. ‘Originally you were his navigator in the Lancaster
         Bomber when he was transferred to the RAF squadron. You came over from America to England and volunteered in 1940. Before
         the Japs bombed Pearl Harbor and the USA came into the war. Cole doesn’t talk about all that now. But I understand.’
     

      
      He made no comment as he shifted his weight from one foot to the other.

      
      ‘Cole sent the photograph to me when you were stationed in Essex. The one you had taken in your uniforms . . . just after
         Cole had been made a wing commander.’
     

      
      His gaze remained fixed on her. ‘Ah . . . yes . . . that photograph, of course.’ He gave an affirmative grunt, his eyes lifting
         skywards in recollection. ‘I think I remember the day the picture was taken.’
     

      
      She nodded. ‘It had “Bury St Edmunds, Suffolk 1941” printed on the back of it.’

      
      ‘Did it? Then yes, that’s right.’ He seemed to speak almost to himself, ‘1941 it was.’

      
      
      Unconsciously he lifted his right elbow and rested it on the fence post near him and now she noticed that his left arm hung
         limply at his side and his hand was folded into a fist. She guessed he had been wounded too, like Cole, and felt a rush of
         sympathy for him.
     

      
      Momentarily they both fell silent, listening to the sound of the Friesian cows on the far side of the pine trees. He continued
         to study her. ‘He . . . Cole . . . posted the photograph to you, did he?’
     

      
      ‘Yes, it was a really good likeness of both of you.’

      
      ‘Was?’

      
      She shrugged. ‘It’s gone. When we moved here it got lost. But I recognised you.’

      
      ‘Indeed, so you did.’ He squinted in the bright sunshine. Fleetingly there was something in his expression which she thought
         might have been pity; it was difficult to analyse, for it departed as swiftly as it had come. His voice altered as he spoke
         again in a confidential tone: ‘Are you the girl who likes evening walks?’
     

      
      ‘My goodness.’ She nodded. ‘So, he actually spoke about me, then?’

      
      ‘Only once or twice.’

      
      She tried not to be deflated by that as he went on, ‘Some of us talked about home a lot; others rarely did.’ He glanced around.
         ‘Where is he?’
     

      
      ‘In Sydney, up there on business.’

      
      His brows drew together and she thought he was disappointed, so she said, ‘But he’ll be back this evening.’

      
      He hesitated and glanced around again. ‘Right, then I’ll come back another time. Tonight, tomorrow, sometime.’

      
      ‘Oh, no need to go.’ She gave him a warm smile. ‘Why don’t you stay and wait for him now? After all, you’re his friend and
         you’ve come all the way here. He’d want you to wait, I’m sure of it. I can give you lunch.’
     

      
      Tudor Harrington stepped some paces backwards, shaking his head. ‘No, thanks, I can’t wait now. Just tell him I was here .
         . . and . . . that I’m coming back.’
     

      
      ‘Did you walk from town?’

      
      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      It was a five-mile walk, and her answer was spontaneous. ‘Good heavens! Then I’ll drive you back, just wait here and I’ll
         get the farm ute.’
     

      
      His voice rose determinedly and the southern accent became more pronounced. ‘No, not necessary at all. I like to walk. It’s
         good for me.’
     

      
      ‘But . . .’ She was about to protest and insist that she take him; but she did not, for he gave her an abrupt nod, replaced
         his hat, spun on his heel and strode away.
     

      
      Her voice rose as she called out, ‘You might see Cole get off the evening train . . .’ He did not look back but lifted his
         good arm, signalling he had heard.
     

      
      Shaking her head she watched him walk away. He had come all the way from Bowral on foot and now was walking all the way back,
         a ten-mile round trip! How strange! Yet she supposed all the ex-servicemen, especially those who had been prisoners of war,
         did odd things. Months ago she had read an article in the Bulletin magazine about the psychological effects of being a POW and returning to ‘civvy street’ as the ex-servicemen called it. Yet
         Cole was not like that. She was so lucky. He was just himself – well, except for not wanting to talk about his imprisonment.
         He was delicate where that was concerned . . . so, in fact, there had been some sort of psychological effect on him.
     

      
      Watching Tudor depart from her, his limp arm hanging at his side, she thought what a shame it was. Yet, in a perverse way,
         it somehow heightened his appeal, made him mysterious. She wondered just how it had been damaged as her eyes followed him
         until he rounded the dam, exited the gate and, half a minute later, disappeared behind the stand of eucalyptus trees on the
         side of the narrow dirt road.
     

      
      She felt quite odd. As if somehow she had been interrogated, but why she felt that way she could not say.

   



      
      
      Chapter Two

      
      Cole leapt down from the slowing train on to the platform of the Bowral railway station. He ran along the concrete under the
         awning past the waiting room and ticket office, through the wooden exit gate and across the street to the ancient dark green
         Austin parked opposite. Soon he was over the level crossing down Station Street and in low gear climbing Oxley Hill, named
         after the English explorer John Oxley. Behind him in the pine trees opposite the station Tudor turned his gaze to the muscular
         but wiry man who stood beside him. ‘We’ll wait till after midnight, Felix.’
     

      
      ‘Sure, I’m ready any time.’

      
      Cole drove the car through the gateway of the farm, into the property. He slipped out of the driver’s seat and latched and
         locked the gate in his ritual sun-down procedure.
     

      
      His gaze caught a movement on the barbed-wire fence and he bent to look more closely. A lizard was entangled and trying to
         escape. He helped it by pushing it through the wire but it left its tail behind as it fell to the ground. Abruptly his eyes
         glazed over; locked in a stare at the barbed wire. He did not see the cows returning from the dairy to the near paddock nor
         the sun dipping to the horizon. He did not feel the gentle tableland breeze at his back. What he felt was the chill of a damp
         morning settling upon his shoulders and what he saw was the barbed wire in the distance and prison guards and prowling Alsatian
         dogs. And what he heard were shouts and the screams at hand and in front of him the little innocent human face staring at him from the cattle transport carriage before
         the door slid across and slammed closed like the jaws of hell shutting.
     

      
      His stomach turned as the screaming altered to screeching and a flock of rosella parrots swooped by towards a roost for the
         night and he rose and shook his head, erasing the stark mind-numbing memory. Climbing back into the old jalopy he accelerated
         down the track through the vista of pin oaks where he saw his wife coming down the front steps to greet him, her cotton skirt
         swirling around her legs and her smile warm and inviting.
     

      
      He swung open the car door to her query, ‘How did it go?’

      
      ‘Pretty good. I ordered everything.’

      
      She entered his arms and hugged him and they stood for a few moments watching the myriad shades of pink and gold daubing the
         far western sky above the trees.
     

      
      She leant her head on his shoulder as his hand rested on her waist; her voice was mellow. ‘I love this place.’

      
      They slowly turned together and he hugged her closer into his side and kissed her golden hair. ‘You’ve helped me in ways I
         can’t explain.’
     

      
      She turned her head to him. ‘What do you mean? Why can’t you explain?’

      
      ‘Oh, darling, it’s just you, your beautiful nature, your quiet strength, just being here with you – the way you look after
         me, accept my oddities, my idiosyncrasies . . .’
     

      
      She gave a gentle laugh. ‘Now now, Group Captain, you aren’t all that odd – difficult, eccentric, sometimes gruff and occasionally
         overbearing, but odd? Oh no, never odd.’
     

      
      They both burst into laughter and she threw her arms around him and hugged him again and he looked keenly at her before he
         kissed her tenderly on the mouth, feeling the womanly curves of her body nestling into his. ‘Are you happy?’ he murmured into
         her hair.
     

      
      She drew her head back and looked into his eyes. ‘Happy? I’m wonderfully, amazingly happy. I’m in your arms, aren’t I?’

      
      
      ‘Then that’s all that matters.’ He kissed her once more and she clung to him another moment before she moved out of his grasp
         and his fingers slipped reluctantly from the cotton of her dress as he asked, ‘Did you repot the canna lilies?’
     

      
      Shelly answered as she moved forward to the stairs. ‘Yes. Just finished not long before you came home.’

      
      As he watched her he gave a small smile. They had been here well-nigh a year now and recently he had begun to feel almost
         calm. He was actually starting to enjoy the physical work and the life of a farmer.
     

      
      He was watching his wife’s back as she mounted the steps and half turned and spoke lightly, throwing the words over her shoulder.
         ‘Oh, your American friend who was with you in the RAF came today. Tudor Harrington. Wonder how he found us? Anyway, he said
         he’ll come back another time.’
     

      
      If she had faced him to deliver her words she would have been astounded. Cole flinched and his face tightened. He stood stock-still;
         not a muscle moved except for his eyes as they widened and flicked back and forth.
     

      
      Shelly had reached the verandah and now she turned to see him remaining still at the bottom of the flight of stairs. ‘Cole?
         Did you hear me? Your friend Tudor from the air force came today.’
     

      
      He took a deep breath and suddenly laughed – alien and unreal as it sounded to his own ears. He could feel his heart beating.
         He was glad of that because he reckoned it had stopped back there for a few seconds. He forced himself to take a step. ‘Yes,
         Shell, I heard you.’ He tried as hard as he could to sound normal. ‘When did he say he’d come back?’
     

      
      ‘Oh, this evening or tomorrow. He said sometime; he wasn’t specific.’

      
      Of course he wouldn’t be. ‘Did he say where he was staying?’ He turned completely around, facing back along the pin oaks, his gaze searching the distance
         in 180 degrees, scrutinising each yard before he rounded back to the steps and, lifting his foot, slowly began climbing them.
     

      
      
      Shelly answered as he moved. ‘No. He said he’d walked out from Bowral, all that way. Can you believe it? He wouldn’t let me
         drive him back even though I wanted to. And funny, but I thought I heard a vehicle start over in the distance after he left
         here.’
     

      
      ‘What else did he say?’ He reached the verandah and did not come to her side; instead he halted, turning to grasp the railing
         and to look out across the landscape again. Gaining time before he had to meet her eyes.
     

      
      ‘We didn’t talk about much for he wasn’t here long. I met him down near the dam. I recognised him, you see, from the photo.
         You know? The one we lost when we moved here last year?’
     

      
      Cole coughed and remained clasping the railing. ‘Yes, right, that was a shame.’ He concentrated on making his voice sound
         casual. ‘Did you talk about anything else?’
     

      
      ‘I said you were in the city.’

      
      ‘Yes . . . of course you would.’

      
      ‘He was wounded in the escape from the prisoner-of-war camp too, was he?’

      
      Jesus.

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘Shame. He’s such a good-looking man to have lost the use of his arm.’

      
      So he’s got a bad arm.
     

      
      When Cole did not comment, Shelly went on, ‘Anyway, he said he’d come again, so you can have a long chin-wag when he does.’
         She moved over to him and slid her hand to the inside of his arm. ‘Look, if he doesn’t come back tonight you should drive
         into Bowral tomorrow and see him. He’s probably staying at the Grand. Everybody does. Now . . . what about some chicken stew?’
     

      
      He cast a last look down the drive and around the fading landscape. ‘Yes . . . sure. Let’s eat.’

      
      As they walked inside he slid the bolt and she stood on tiptoes and kissed him.

      
      
      ‘With all your scars you are still the handsomest man I’ve ever seen.’

      
      ‘You’re biased. So? How about that stew?’

      
      Shelly smiled and hurried down the hall ahead of him.

      
      Tudor? So he’s using his real name . . .
     

   



      
      
      Chapter Three

      
      Oh Jesus, what can I do?

      
      Sounds like dozens of them.
     

      
      That’s Von Bremen’s voice. He’s here. Dogs! God, they’ve got Alsatians with them! Is that Cohen over there with a rifle?

      
      Run . . . Run . . . where am I? Must get away . . . start this car.
     

      
      Clouds everywhere, that’s Letta’s voice I can hear . . . No, it’s Shelly . . . why is she screaming? I can’t see anything.
            I’m in a cockpit . . . all clouds.
     

      
      Where did this piece of paper come from? It just appeared in my hand.

      
      Who’s that yelling out my name? Isn’t that Tudor?

      
      What’s this written on the paper?

      
      I’ll get you, Cole. There will be nowhere on earth you can hide.
     

      
      Cole woke. But he did not move. Perspiration dotted his temples. He took deep, slow breaths as he lay still, listening to
         the sound of Shelly’s measured breathing. The same old nightmare! The same cold ache in his chest, how many times had this
         happened? And always he had managed to hide it from Shelly. But now everything had changed. Tudor had been here!
     

      
      He knew he was just as good as Tudor, just as good at everything, so there was no need to be alarmed. Calm, stay calm. He must remember he had expected this and prepared for it.
     

      
      Quietly and with care he slipped out of bed and stood watching his wife. She appeared to be still fast asleep, thank God.
         He moved across the rug over the planks of the floorboards into the adjoining sleep out and to the window. Opening it he felt the chill of the Southern Tablelands night and gingerly looked right and left
         and up at the clear sky. He could feel the wood beneath the soles of his feet and he was aware of the breeze on the hot skin
         of his arms and face: the caress of the cool air brought composure.
     

      
      He gave a wry smile looking up at the waning moon. The day had arrived. The one he had to admit he had feared.

      
      He had tried to convince himself that Tudor wouldn’t go through with his threat. That in any case no one would be able to
         find him here, secreted away in the country. Yet, he supposed that all along he had known better.
     

      
      He must take Shelly and get out of here first thing in the morning.

      
      But how in hell could he explain that to her? Getting her here in the first place had been a minor miracle. He had originally
         thought to change his name as well but he could never have justified that to Shelly.
     

      
      He turned to the left to look along the side of the house and as he did so, a gush of air brushed his cheek. He flinched as
         the thud beside his ear resounded on the night air.
     

      
      He spun back, eyes wide, to see the metal glinting in the pallid night light. The smatchet had missed his cheek by a hair’s
         breadth. The double-edged commando knife was embedded in the wood of the window frame, its blade gleaming ominously.
     

      
      Ah! Felix is here too! So, they recruited him? They won’t have come all this way to take chances: that means Mako is out there
            as well.
     

      
      With a deftness and speed Shelly would have been amazed to see, he snatched the knife and brought his body inside and closed
         the window.
     

      
      His eyes flicked back and forth. Shelly? Was she still asleep? He moved with haste and care back to the bedroom door and looked in: she was in the same position.
         She had not woken.
     

      
      His mind raced. They were outside. The house was sealed. They could not get in without breaking a lock or a window. He had
         been meticulous about the hinges and the locks, making them strong, much to Shelly’s surprise, but she had accepted it as an eccentricity of a returned prisoner of war. They aren’t interested in Shell. All they want is me. She will wake and be terrified. I’ve got to get out right now.
     

      
      The trousers he had worn to Sydney hung over a chair and with silent speed he dressed, taking a clean shirt and jacket from
         the wardrobe. He tied the laces of his business shoes together and hung them round his neck before he reached into the back
         of the bedside cabinet and took out his long-unused, felt climbing slippers. His eyes were on Shelly as he put them on, but
         she did not stir. With continuing haste he passed down the hall to his study where moonlight threw an anaemic strip of clarity
         across his desk while he reached for his pad and pencil and scribbled a message.
     

      
      He opened the drawer of his desk and took out his cheque book, slipping it into his inside pocket and leaving the bank book
         with their savings for Shelly. Holding the knife which had nearly killed him, he studied it a second or so, recognising it
         as a versatile throwing knife designed by Majors Fairburn and Sykes and it was obviously Felix’s, by the holes cut in the
         handle for speed and accuracy against wind. Felix had altered many of his knives this way. In a neat, rapid move he buckled
         a belt from the drawer around his waist and slipped the smatchet in the attached sheaf. Removing a key from the back of his
         desk drawer he openend a walnut box and took out a Walther P38 double-action 9mm parabellum pistol, a black belt holster and
         two full ten-shot magazines. There were loose bullets lying in the bottom of the box and he grabbed them and stuffed them
         into his jacket pockets along with the pistol, a lead pencil and his wallet.
     

      
      He returned to the bedroom and even though speed was now of the essence, he placed the sheet of paper with infinite care on
         his pillow so that his wife would see it. His mind raced. Tudor and Felix would be outside. They would have reconnoitred the
         entire property and probably Mako would be waiting on the track down towards the farm gate. But they did not know what he
         knew: though no doubt they would have searched for it.
     

      
      Hastening through to the kitchen he took the stairs to the loft.

      
      
      If they had discovered his escape route, then it was possible that Felix could be up on the roof, but Cole had chosen his
         way out painstakingly and he truly believed they would not have found it. In fact, he had made a trapdoor and concealed it
         at the rear of the house near a trench that led away to the sheds. He reckoned that, after a pretty thorough search, they
         would find the trapdoor, and in doing so, he hoped like hell that they would believe that this false lead was his route out.
     

      
      There were four windows in the roof of the loft; innocent, normal push-out windows, and by the first of these lay an eight-foot
         pole, which he picked up and took with him as he opened the glass and climbed through. Crouching, he looked around. The world
         was black except for the mean gleam from the quarter-moon and the stars, but it showed enough for him to realise he was alone
         up here. You beauty! They fell for the trapdoor as my way out.
     

      
      Seven great oaks grew in a line away from the northern side of the house. Along with the avenue of pin oak trees this had
         been a feature of the farm which had impressed him. The nearest mighty oak did not touch the roof – that would have been asking
         his visitors to look more closely at it – and down the roof he slid towards it. He looked over the edge of the roof line.
         A shadow moved across an open space to the back of the house towards the trapdoor. Oh yes, he knew that shape: Tudor! Looks like you’re expecting me out that way pretty soon, boys. Good! Just wait there for me.
     

      
      Yet Cole was aware they would not wait long. When he did not appear they would find entry so he had to move swiftly. He took
         a deep breath and leant out with the pole to the spot in the oak’s foliage where he knew the length of rope was hanging. He
         caught it and brought it to his hands. It was attached to a massive bough and would allow him to swing into the tree and take
         the course out which he had planned a year ago when they first came here. He had maintained the rope and whenever Shelly had
         been away from home, he kept the leaves cut away from certain branches which allowed free access into the tree. Placing the
         pole in the gutter of the roof he swung out over the open space into the vegetation and up to where his feet met a wide, smooth bough.
     

      
      The action had been virtually noiseless except for a rustle of leaves and a gentle creaking of the tree limb taking his weight.

      
      With cat-like agility he passed along the branch to the trunk and across to meet the next tree and so he continued, from bough
         to bough in the black night, and from tree to tree, until he reached the last trunk, and now, over ninety yards from the house,
         he slid down the mammoth bole and entered the barn.
     

      
      He could barely see in the moody haze within the barn but he knew exactly where to go and his hands were on the bicycle and
         he was outside and mounted and riding away, within twelve seconds more. At three hundred yards from the barn he rang the bell
         of the bike with a determined action. The ring carried loudly on the night air.
     

      
      Good, now they’ll follow me! That should get them away from the house and Shelly.
     

      
      The heads of the two men hidden outside the trapdoor jolted upwards. ‘He’s getting away. Bugger, we’ve missed him.’ Felix
         spun in the direction of the sound. ‘It’s to take us away from the woman, that’s why he’s made the racket. We’ll have to rely
         on Mako down near the farm gate.’
     

      
      Tudor’s Southern tones were cold, like the night. ‘Goddam, now I see it . . . He’s not going to the farm gate. He’ll have
         another way out. He’s fooled us with this trapdoor, it was a trick.’ He reached out and touched the shoulder of the shorter
         man. ‘Pity you missed him, buddy.’
     

      
      ‘Yeah. If he hadn’t turned his head just at the critical moment I’d have had him! So? Do we go in and get the skirt?’

      
      Tudor shook his head. ‘She knows nothing. I saw that today. She’s a pawn in this game. The only thing we’ll do by talking
         to her, is scare her to death and I’ve seen enough terrified women to last me ten lifetimes.’
     

      
      
      ‘Yeah. Reckon you’re right.’ Felix shook his head disconsolately. ‘After coming all this bloody way to Australia and searching
         for months.’
     

      
      Tudor exhaled a long noisy breath and pulled the collar of his coat up. ‘So I guess it’s round one to Cole Wareing or should
         I say Lucien Bayer? Round two is another matter.’
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