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  Theo lifted the lid and peered inside the stove. A fine, red glow. It was well below freezing outside, but the farmhouse kitchen was snug. Should he put on more? He turned round. Evert sat at the table, smoking. ‘I’m going to turn in soon,’ said Theo. ‘Would you like me to put some more wood on the stove?’


  ‘Sure. I’m going to have another drink. Do you want one?’


  ‘Yes, please.’ Evert filled the two glasses on the table. With real jenever. Theo hadn’t had any for ages. It wasn’t any of your home-made stuff, from potatoes or sugar beet or god knows what. This was the real thing!


  Theo put two large logs on the fire; he could afford to, there was more than enough in the wood shed. He sat down opposite Evert and raised his glass to him. ‘Cheers! To the guys’ safe return.’ Evert downed his glass in one go. Theo sipped at his and stared straight ahead.


  For three days now, it had just been the two of them. Gerard and Andries had left on a scouting sortie. They should, according to the planning, have been back at base long ago. Theo was almost out of his mind when they still hadn’t shown up two hours after the agreed time, but Evert had called him a sissy; things like that often happened, he said, indifferently. And sure enough, a message came through via Anna, a reliable contact, that everything had not gone completely according to plan, but that they were both safe and would be back again in a week. And that Evert and Theo should just wait for further instructions. So they waited. Orders were orders. They had enough food and drink to last weeks. Good stuff, too. The underground was really well organised, Theo had to give them that. These guys knew exactly what they were doing.


  Theo hadn’t been in the resistance very long; and he had only joined after a lot of soul searching. For a long time he had moped around, eager to do something against the occupiers. When war broke out, he was working in the bar in the village high street. A thriving business, used by everyone. But after the German invasion, everything got more and more expensive while people had difficulty making ends meet. In the end, there was nothing more to be had and the bar closed down. Theo lost his job and found himself hanging round at home with his mother and his two younger sisters; his father had died long before the war.


  Apparently, quite a few of the lads who used to frequent the bar had now joined the resistance. Theo’s wish to get some action against the Germans had, it is true, finally swayed his decision, but to be honest, it was also the chance to free himself from his mother and sisters and spend his time with other young men. As far as that was concerned, it was bad luck being cooped up here with Evert. Evert was about fifty and fat. And he had protruding eyes. Theo would have much preferred to spend three days here with Andries! Andries was a resolute fellow in his mid twenties, muscular, attractive, with brown curly hair. No, three days with Andries in a deserted farmhouse, with a few bottles of jenever, and you never knew what might happen. He laughed to himself, because he knew it was bullshit. Andries was a good-looking chap, and pleasant enough as well, but Theo couldn’t imagine Andries ever showing any interest in him. Andries was a ‘normal’ guy, through and through.


  All the guys in the village were ‘normal’ guys. All except Theo. Theo was different. Theo was not attracted to girls, but to other boys. It had always been like that, but nobody knew about it.


  As long as he could remember, even when he was just four or five, Theo had had the desire to see other boys naked. He had secretly enjoyed every random touch in the playground or on the sports field, particularly when it was one of the rougher boys in his class. But he had never had sex. Nothing at all. In fact, he had never felt another boy in an intimate place, and his own lower body only knew the touch of his own hands. He had always been too shy. Too scared.


  When he finally overcame his fear towards the end of his time in primary school and tried to play doctor with his contemporaries, they had already grown out of it and thought such games were childish. He was simply too late.


  And shortly after he had discovered – it wasn’t until he was fifteen – that he could get off by himself, and, after considerable hesitation, had wanted to join a circle wank with the other boys behind a shed or in a haystack, where he knew they sometimes met, they had already started chasing girls. And so he was left empty-handed yet again, simply because he had been scared. Scared that the boys would discover that jerking each other off meant something different for him than it did for them. Because he fancied boys. They didn’t. They fancied girls. Sure, Theo had also tried it with a girl. Of course he had. And sometimes there had been warm friendships, but desire for their body… no, he hadn’t felt the slightest trace of that.


  When he was about twenty, Theo had discovered there were other men like him, that he wasn’t the only one in the world. He was ‘homosexual’, that’s what they called it, and it wasn’t as rare as he had thought. That came as quite a relief – at least he wasn’t crazy, or in any case there were others who were just as crazy as him – but it also meant he could go in search of those other men.


  After a few more years of dithering, he had finally plucked up enough courage to go to one of the parties in Amsterdam he had heard whispered about, where homosexual men met each other in private, behind shuttered windows. He had searched around, but again to no avail: National Socialism was on the rise and such meetings had become too dangerous. And it had also fallen quiet around the urinal on the Keizersgracht, where he had sometimes hung out in the evening, watching how men peered at each other; a cheeky young man had even smiled at him there, before vanishing down a side street. All the homosexuals had gone underground; so how could you track them down? And anyway, the curfew in Amsterdam had now been brought forward to eight, so you weren’t even allowed to set foot outside after that. Dammit, he was too late again. All because he hadn’t dared!


  And Theo was worried that the same fate was going to unfold again. He was twenty-nine. How long would this bloody war last? Ten years? Twenty? Eighty? Not likely, but it had happened before. Let’s say thirty. Then he’d be fifty-nine. Too old. He’d have missed the boat forever. Other men his age had played doctor, had jerked off behind sheds and then spent a few years fucking around; they were now married to a nice little wife and often still fucked around. Certainly those German soldiers and the NSB1 louts. They could get as many girls as they wanted, with all their money and their silk stockings and their cigarettes. Take Meindert van Gooijen, filthy traitor that he was, who used to come to the bar at least once a week, with a blond chick on each arm. They’d sit on his lap, one on each knee, cooing. What’s more, each week he had new ones. And Theo? He was twenty-nine and still a virgin.


  The painful realisation that he was, so it seemed, the only one of his generation who had never had sex and possibly would never have sex either, had made him bitter, and furious at the Germans and at the Dutch who collaborated with them. Joining the underground had given him an escape valve for the rage and rancour he felt against those who had destroyed his life. For it had been destroyed. He was as horny as hell the whole day long, with all the men around him, whether in the bar or now in the resistance – and he could not do without their company and was always seeking it out – but he couldn’t do anything to relieve his horniness and it was driving him crazy.


  Since most of the time they had nothing to do at the farmhouse, Theo regularly sat to daydream about all that could have happened if he had been here with Andries. The thoughts ran pleasantly through his mind, oiled by the jenever next to him.


  Yes, they were well taken care of here. Evert had arranged this jenever. And Evert also had real cigarettes; no hand-mades from the dog ends the German soldiers would leave in the ashtrays in the train. Evert had arranged just about everything: a barrel of sauerkraut, a crate of apples, more than enough potatoes, a shed filled with wood for the fire, and even a side of smoked bacon. ‘Where did all this stuff come from?’ Theo had asked.


  ‘Don’t ask too many questions, Theo,’ had been Evert’s answer.


  ‘Yes – but is it… stolen?’


  ‘Those who serve at the altar share in what is offered on the altar,’ Evert had replied with a broad grin. So.


  Other things were unclear as well. Theo had wondered who actually owned the farmhouse where the partisans had set up their base of operations. He had seen mail addressed to a certain P.L. van Galen. What had happened to Van Galen? Did he belong to the resistance? ‘Van Galen just happened to choose the right moment to die,’ Evert had said. ‘And we took over the farmhouse, for this is the very best spot in the whole area.’ Theo had turned pale.


  ‘What? Did you… kill him? But that’s… very serious… and it’s also… illegal!’


  Evert looked at him with his unflinching, cold fish eyes. ‘It’s war, Theo. A lot of things happen during a war. And most of those things remain hidden in the thick smoke of battle. The fog of war. I can’t say whether we killed Van Galen or not, because we never talk about such things. But let’s just say that his death was very convenient and it occurred on the very day we had expected it to occur. But it will always remain, like so many other little histories, shrouded in the fog of war. If somebody happens to drop in, we have our story ready: that we are looking after the farmhouse at the request of his sick sister in Barneveld. But there’s little chance of that happening; nobody ever comes here. We’re at the end of the world.’


  Theo had shivered. They’re not easily frightened, these partisans. Bloody hell… It takes some nerve to rely on that, on the fog of war…
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  Just when, in Theo’s fantasy, Andries was slipping out of his trousers, there was a knock at the door. Theo froze. His heart began pounding with fear. Gerard and Andries wouldn’t knock; they had a key. Anna always knocked an agreed rhythm. Who on earth could it be? It was nearly midnight, so the curfew wasn’t yet in force, but normal people wouldn’t be walking the streets at this time. Certainly not in this weather: it was freezing and there was a thick layer of snow… At this time of night, you wouldn’t see a soul outside in the village, let alone here, in this godforsaken spot.


  He threw a glance at Evert and saw him looking tensely towards the hall. ‘Don’t answer.’ They waited.


  Another knock, this time much louder. Evert jumped up, surprisingly fast and agile for such a fat man, walked towards the hall and stood next to the door, his back against the wall. He nodded to Theo. ‘Open the door. You know what to say,’ he whispered.


  ‘Hey there! Open up!’ they heard. Unaccented Dutch. Police? Theo could hardly keep his teeth from chattering. God, he was scared. Was he really a partisan?


  With shaking hands, he unlocked the door and pulled it open. There, in the snow, stood Meindert van Gooijen. Theo knew him reasonably well; they had attended the same grammar school, although Meindert was a few years below him. The young man was now in his mid-twenties. His father, Kees van Gooijen, was some high-ranking officer with the National Police. They all belonged to the NSB ; the whole family were members. ‘Hello Meindert,’ said Theo casually. ‘You’re out late.’


  ‘Yes. I was cycling not far from here when I got a flat. But what are you doing here? Don’t you live in the village?’


  ‘I’m looking after the farmhouse for the sister of the late Mr Van Galen. She’s ill. Are you on your own, or are there others outside?’ From the corner of his eye, Theo saw Evert nod approvingly.


  ‘No. I’m on my own. Can I borrow a bicycle pump?’


  ‘I’ll go and see whether there’s one in the scullery. But I haven’t seen a bicycle around, so I can’t promise you anything.’


  ‘Hey… what’s that smell? Have you been drinking jenever?’


  Theo took a step back in alarm. But he actually managed to answer with a relaxed smile. ‘No. Wish it were true! It’s home made. Potatoes. Don’t tell anybody, though.’ He even managed to wink at Meindert. But Meindert quickly stepped forward, into the hall, and sniffed at Theo’s mouth.


  ‘No, it’s jenever. I can smell it. Is little Theo smuggling? Dabbling in the black market? You learn something new every day!’


  At that moment Evert appeared from behind the door carrying an iron bar. God knows where he found it so quickly. He brought it down hard on Meindert’s head; the young man collapsed and fell to the ground with a thud. Theo gasped for breath, his hands clasped to his mouth. ‘Don’t just stand there like some nervous kitchen maid!’ snapped Evert. ‘Drag him into the kitchen! Tie him up and search him. I’m going outside to see whether he really was on his own. And I’ll bring the bike indoors.’ He hurried outside and closed the door behind him.


  Theo looked at the unconscious man at his feet. Dammit, what a mess. Here they were, in the underground’s base with a member of the NSB. What on earth were they going to do now? Hopefully Evert would know; he was a tough cookie. Theo thanked the stars above that he wasn’t here on his own. Come on, better do as he was told. He grabbed the motionless body under the armpits, pulled the young man on his back into the kitchen and laid him in front of the stove. He knelt down next to him so that he could take off his overcoat. The boy was blond. Slim, but not skinny. An athletic body. They did a lot of sport in the NSB, you could see that. He was a traitor, certainly, but he was a hot guy all the same. Theo had always thought so, even in the bar, where he had seen Meindert walking around with his blond floozies, with their naughty hands clasping his firm, round buttocks. What a pity that he had chosen the Krauts and that they hadn’t joined the resistance together…


  Theo got a piece of rope from the worktop and knelt next to Meindert on the wooden floor. He turned the lad onto his side and pulled his wrists together behind his back. First he pulled the rope around the two wrists and tied it with a reef knot, but he realised that Meindert could easily worm his hands free. Damn, what should he do? He vaguely remembered the stories of the boys at school who had belonged to the scouts: they had demonstrated with agile fingers how to tie a rope around something. Wasn’t it called a hitch? Did they just do it around the wrists, or did they first make a loop? He couldn’t for the life of him remember. He decided to fasten a loop around one wrist and then to secure it to the other one with a double knot. But wait a bit, he could cross the wrists and then tie the rope around them in two directions. Hadn’t he seen a drawing like that in one of the books he had read as a boy? Yes. He’d do that.


  When he was finished, he studied the result. He couldn’t imagine Meindert ever freeing himself from that knot. He then tied the boy’s ankles together, three times in all, so that the lower legs, from the feet to the knees, were secured together. To be on the safe side, he fastened Meindert’s hands to a thick, iron ring that was attached to the wall near to the stove.


  And now? ‘Tie him up and search him’, Evert had said. So Theo started systematically turning out Meindert’s pockets. First the overcoat. Identity card, wallet, comb. Then his trousers. Handkerchief, cigarettes, matches, pocket knife.


  When he felt around in one of the deep, wide trouser pockets, he accidentally – he really couldn’t do anything about it – brushed against something soft yet substantial. It took a moment before he understood what it was. It was Meindert’s penis, which apparently lay to one side in his underpants. A shock ran through Theo. It seemed as if electricity was shooting through his hand. For the first time in his life, he had touched another boy’s prick! Okay, through his trouser pocket and underpants, but still. He felt again. Yes, that was undoubtedly Meindert’s cock. His fingers were touching the cock of an unconscious boy. A boy who didn’t notice anything…


  And at that moment, Theo completely lost his self-control. With one hand he groped wildly in Meindert’s crotch; he kneaded the thick penis and fingered the heavy balls. With the other hand, he felt along the back of the motionless body, moving down to squeeze the boy’s bottom. Jesus, the buttocks were so round and hard! His fingers slid into the crack between them…


  Then he heard the front door. The blood rushed to his head. God almighty, what was he doing? He quickly withdrew his hands and set about arranging the things he had found in Meindert’s pockets, his fingers slightly unsteady.


  Evert came into the kitchen with Meindert’s bicycle. Theo turned his flushed face away from him. ‘Anybody out there?’ Thank god his voice sounded normal.


  ‘No. He really was on his own.’ Evert didn’t seem to notice his colour.


  Theo pointed to the knots he had tied, still turning his face to one side. ‘It that good?’


  ‘Yes. Fine. He’ll never get free.’ A silence fell.


  ‘So, Evert, what are we going to do with him?’


  ‘What do you think?’


  ‘We can’t let him get away, because he’s seen me and knows about this farmhouse.’


  ‘Exactly. He can’t say anything about this. Ever.’


  ‘Do you mean…’


  Evert nodded. ‘Of course. If he gets out of here alive, we’ll lose you and also our base. I won’t say which is worse. And if you get picked up by the Krauts, I’m not sure whether you’ll be able to keep your mouth shut about Gerard and me and the others, so we can’t let that happen.’


  ‘And why do you think he knocked here?’


  ‘Good question. Probably pure coincidence. If the Krauts suspected anything, they’d have come here with cars; they wouldn’t have sent some NSB guy on a bicycle in the middle of the night. But we’ll see what we can get out of him when he comes to; and he could be out for several hours, so we’ll do it tomorrow. There are enough useful things in the scullery.’ Evert gave a broad grin when he made that last remark. Theo shivered; the scullery was filled with all sorts of gardening and butchery implements. ‘And that’ll be your job, my lad.’


  ‘M-mine?’


  ‘Of course,’ chuckled Evert. ‘You’ve got the most to lose, because he saw you. Tomorrow I’m going to Anna, to pass on a message for Gerard. And if that bastard does tell you tomorrow that the Krauts know something about our group, you’ll finish him off straight away and hide the body. Then you’ll tie a knot in the willow branches and go home.’ There was a large weeping willow at the beginning of the path that led to the farmhouse. They’d agreed that, if the base was no longer safe, they’d tie a knot in the supple branches of the tree. ‘If there’s no knot, I’ll be back around ten. Then we’ll make him disappear together, if you haven’t already done it.’


  ‘In the fog of war…’ muttered Theo, horrified.


  ‘You said it. And now let’s get some sleep. Check your knots one last time. And put something in his mouth; you never know.’ Theo stuffed Meindert’s handkerchief in his mouth and tied his scarf around his face. They went to bed, but Theo didn’t sleep a wink. Occasionally he heard a soft, thudding sound coming from the kitchen, but he didn’t dare go and look.
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Side effects that can happen after anaesthesia ;
The following side effects can happen after anaesthesia (when you are waking up or after you have

woken up).

Common (may affect up to 1 in 10 people)

o Feeling sick (nausea).
e Being sick (vomiting).
e Headache.

Uncommon (may affect up to I in 100 people)
e Swelling and redness along a vein or blood clots.

up to 1 in 10,000 people)

Feeling sexually aroused.

Hightemperature-(fever):

e Redness or soreness where the injection was given.

e Being unconscious after the operation. (When this has happened, the patients have recovered
without problems.)

e Tissue damage.

Not known: frequency cannot be estimated from the available data

A feeling of pain at the site of the injection.

Swelling at the site of injection.

Prolonged, often painful erection (priapism).

Hepatitis (inflammation of the liver), acute liver failure (symptoms can include yellowing skin
and eyes, itching, dark coloured urine, stomach pain and liver tenderness (indicated by pain
under the front of the rib cage on your right-hand side), sometimes with loss of appetite).

cannot be estimated from the available data

Euphoric mood.

Drug abuse and dependence on propofol, mostly by healthcare professionals.
Abnormal ECG.
Breakdown of muscle cells (thabdomyolysis).

If you think you have a side effect or if you notice any side effects not listed in this leaflet, please tell
your doctor or nurse.

Reporting of side effects

If you get any side effects, talk to your doctor, pharmacist or nurse. This includes any possible side
effects not listed in this leaflet. You can also report side effects directly via the Yellow Card Scheme.
Website: www.mhra.gov.uk/yellowcard or search for MHRA Yellow Card in the Google Play or Apple
App Store. By reporting side effects you can help provide more information on the safety of medicine.

5. How to store propofol 2%
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