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The Chateau June 6, 1944

“Attention,” yelled the sergeant major. A dozen soldiers stood as a snappy English officer with a patch over his left eye entered. The man walked briskly up to the front pivoted and stood beside a covered easel.

“At ease chaps, my name is Brigadier Ian McDonald, Royal Marine Commando, what. Now I know you lads are what you call Rangers, the American counter part of our Commando teams. The thing is.” He hesitated and looked first at the men before him then at the back wall and back.

“The thing is lads. We need your help. General Montgomery has asked your General Bradley and so on. We have a mission for you. Tonight.” The Englishman let the word hang there. 

Finally, a young crew cut, ram road straight second lieutenant with granite chiseled chin in the front row cleared his throat. “Begging the brigadier’s pardon. We got a mission—the invasion of France. ” The speaker asked in a thick west Texan’s drawl.

“Top Secret.”

Exasperated by the response the lieutenant stood up. His six foot three frame towered over the small English brigadier. “Again, sir. What kind of mission? My boys and I are scheduled to go in tonight.”

“Lieutenant Miller, do lieutenants in the American Army question orders from superior officers,” Brigadier McDonald’s said his voice calm and steady. 

“Sir, we have trained for a year to...” Miller caught himself. This approach was getting him nowhere. In the gap the Brigadier plunged.

“Lieutenant Miller, I am well aware of you previous mission.  You have new orders now. Signed by your own General Gavin. As for your training you were trained to fight where you not?” Brigadier glared in Miller’s eyes neither man gave an inch. Without moving an inch the Brit said,  “Sergeant Major would you uncover the board.” 

“Sir.” Behind McDonald his sergeant uncovered a board revealing the flank of the invasion and the area leading to Cherbourg, the great port on the Normandy Peninsula. In the center of the map was a red circle.  Lt. Miller sat down and rubbed his chin.

“Gentleman, the area in red is the Chateau De Loupe. Which means in French the castle of the Wolf. Until recently the ancestral home of the Counts de Loupe, and old French family left over from the fourteenth century. Our resistance contacts have told us the Germans are moving in and out of there every night. A labor battalion of prisoners has been working there. Air reconnaissance photos have revealed nothing unusual, but the Marquis have seen covered trucks entering at all times of the day or night and returning empty. Graves have been excavated in nearby churchyards. Whatever is going on the locals are staying away.”

“SHAEF wants to know what the Germans are doing. Anything, anything that might disrupt Operation Overlord we need to know about it. Your mission Lieutenant Miller is to land by glider and find out what the Germans are up to.”

“You think it is one of those wonder weapons Lord Ha-ha keeps talking about?” 

“Frankly, I don’t know. Whatever it is has the resistance in the area spooked. SHAEF doesn’t want anything disrupting the flank of the Omaha Beach landings. So you got the job.”

Still not wanting to concede, Lt. Miller asked, “Why not let the Air force flatten the place.”

“Two reasons: the Germans are working under the Chateau and too many civilians around. The Free French would have a fit with us bombing civilians.”

“Shit,” someone in the back said.

Miller shook his head. “All right Brigadier, when do we go?”

“Immediately,” came McDonald’s reply. “I know it’s a tough break not going in with your chaps, but this has to be done. I have

a glider and a Lancaster waiting for you. Sergeant Major escort our American friends to their gear and get them on the field. One last bit Lt. Miller two underground agents going with you. They know the area.  Lived there and all. My sergeant major has you orders and maps. Take the time you have to study them. Good Luck.” Brigadier McDonald finished and snapped to a salute. 

––––––––

“All right you heard the man get a move on. There’s a war on!” Lieutenant Miller added. His men rose from their chairs with groans and fell in behind the British Sergeant Major who lead them to a nearby hut where their gear was laid out—rifles, grenades, rations, canteens, packs, web-belts, it was all there.

“What are you apes lookin’ at? Get you gear and let’s get going,” shouted Sergeant Hank Dean from Tennessee. “Get moving or I’ll put my boot up you ass!”

Dean reached down and picked a Thompson sub-machine gun. Checked the magazine and slung it over his shoulder. Around him the other 12 men were drawing their equipment as fast as they could.

“What no parachutes sarge?” Greg Jones quipped.

“No, Jones. All you’ve got to do is fall on your head. Now get it in gear. Tanner don’t forget your bazooka! Might come in handy if we run into a tank.”

“Ah, sarge its heavy.” 

Outside Lieutenant Dave Miller studied the satchel the Brit had given him:  a map, a dozen pictures and two typewritten pages. Hell. We’ re going 40 miles behind enemy lines toward Cherbourg. But why is a Brit giving us orders, doesn’t make sense. Monty is on the other end of the invasion near Caen. We are going to be a long way from home. What could be so import? Guess, I’ll find out. Lt. Miller thought.

“Sir, why are we helping the Limeys, ” Sergeant Dean asked. “Don’t they have their own commandos.”?

“Sergeant I don’t know, but our orders are signed by General Gavin and that’s that,” Lt. Miller said. His sergeant shook his head and muttered something about damn Yankees. 

Parked outside of the hut sat an olive drab duce and a half-its engine idling. Instead of a white star it had a round British emblem.  “Okay, in the back. Load ‘em up. Get the lead out!”  Dean shouted. In response a collective grousing came out of the men. 

As Danny Lukowski past, carrying a Browning automatic rifle—BAR—came by he glanced at his sergeant.  “Sarge, are we Brits now?”

Dean cut him off. “Lukowski. Don’t even start. We came here to fight Germans. And that’s what we are going to do. Got it?” Lukowski’s head bobbed.

“Now the rest of you ladies get in,” Dean said swing himself up to sit by the tailgate.

Lieutenant Miller climbed in the cab. Their driver wore the red beret of British 1st Airborne. He was a Para. “Driver. We’re ready.”  

“Sir.”  The big truck began moving forward. Shortly, in the distance, the growing sound of heavy aircraft engines steadily grew. “A Lancaster,” thought Miller. 

The ride was short. When the duce came round a cluster of buildings a small grass airfield with two dark silhouettes appeared. The bigger silhouette a large bomber with four glowing exhaust-ports warmed up, the other a glider.  The glider’s side door was open. 

When the truck stopped a figure emerged from the shadows next to the glider.  “Lieutenant Miller, I presume,” a voice said. It’s accent sounded like the Deep South, Savannah or perhaps Charleston. Thank God he’s one of ours, Miller thought. “Here and you?”

“Why Warrant Officer Pilot, Bob Bailey. Come
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