Thankfully, I was picked up by a French escape group. They took me to Paris and it was on the corner

of Rue Quotidiene and Yeux de Chat in the 5" Arrondissement that I first saw Molly. I had been
stopped by a Fritzrovian patrol, who were on the point of asking me for my non-existent identity papers.
Molly, (who I found out later was a member of the escape route), had been trailing me. And seeing my
difficulty had made a distraction by ‘losing control’ of the sheep she was herding, which allowed me to
make a discreet escape. Brave girl.

We both survived
the war and become
firm friends, seeing each

other every so often. I just
hope what I have to say
won’t shock her.

Time to
get on the train,
Foxy it’s almost
4 o’clock.
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