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For All the Fred Mayers…




THIS novella is dedicated to the amazing men of valor such as German Wehrmacht Oberleutnant Werner Karl von Haeften pictured on the cover of this book and American Army Sergeant Friedreich “Fred” Mayer. Please read the “Inspired by Real Events” section in the back of this story to learn more about these amazing men.




And the Angel of the Lord appeared to [Gideon], and said to him, “The Lord is with you, you mighty man of valor!”

  Judges 6:12 (NKJV)
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London, England, 1915

Charlene Radden ran her hands down the sides of her long skirt and straightened her jacket. Once she ascertained that her clothing was in order, she felt to ensure that all of her blonde hair remained contained in the braids she had twisted into an elaborate bun on at the back of her head. Certain she would pass the most stringent of inspections, she rapped her knuckles on the thick wooden door in front of her.

At the bidding of enter, she opened the door and stepped into the large room. Sunlight poured in from the tall windows that faced the lavish gardens of the General’s country estate. His large desk sat off to one side, with full bookshelves standing ready like sentries on either side of it. The walls held hunting trophies, elk and fox sharing space with lion heads and elephant tusks. Leather couches formed a sitting area around a bear skinned rug.

“You wanted to see me, father?” Charlene asked. Right away her father and the three other men in the room took to their feet, standing in deference to her sex.

She recognized Colonel Stuart from her father’s dinner parties. He was tall, thin, with salt-and-pepper hair and always had a peppermint in his mouth. It only slightly covered the stench of his preferred imported cigars. First Lieutenant Young served as her father’s clerk. She had yet to care much for the man. He seemed arrogant in the extreme. Knowing the general, he must do good work or else he wouldn’t have lasted six full months in this house. He had an air of male superiority that often made her neck bristle in annoyance. The third man she had never seen before. He was perhaps younger than Lieutenant Young, tall, broad shouldered, with blond hair and a well groomed and waxed blond handlebar mustache. He wore an expensive civilian tailored suit and common dusty brown riding boots.

“Charlie, come in,” her father said as he courteously ground out his cigar in the crystal ash tray to his right. None of the other men were smoking when she entered. “Thank you for joining us.” He gestured toward the couches, so she followed his direction and took a seat in the indicated armchair. As soon as she sat, the men in the room joined her, filling the small area. It felt as if they all stared at her expectantly, and her mind raced to think if there was some task she was supposed to have accomplished.

Charlene had not expected to see this many men in the room when she had received her father’s summons. She also felt some astonishment that he used his familiar pet name for her in the presence of these men and the stranger before even introductions had been offered. She made bold to interject. “I don’t mean to intrude. I can come back after you’ve finished your business if you like.”

“Well, there’s the rub, Charlie. You are my business today.” With that, he stopped speaking and his forehead furrowed. Her father, a large and imposing man who walked with confidence among those whom he considered his inferiors, appeared at a loss for words for the first time in her life. He cleared his throat and actually ran a finger under his collar. Colonel Stuart intervened for him. “Miss Radden, we are here to offer you a very unique opportunity, though it does come with a bit of risk.”

Considering the household in which she’d grown up, the times spent in Africa, Hong Kong, and several countries in Europe, she could not imagine what she might consider unique. “Indeed?”

Her father found his voice. “We’ve been working for the past several months on a Most Secret mission.”

He paused and did not continue, so she encouraged him. “Most Secret?”

Colonel Stuart picked up. “Miss Radden, I’d like you to meet Captain Karl Schäfer.”

Captain? He didn’t look older than her own twenty years of age. “Very pleased to meet you, Captain,” she replied automatically. The man looked tired and a bit gaunt, as if he had recently felt ill or else travelled a significant distance.

The room fell silent again so Captain Schäfer spoke with a shockingly American accent. “What they’re trying to say to you, Miss, is that we have established a position wherein I will be able to embed myself deep in the Kaiser’s military headquarters. I have accepted a staff position and am ordered to report in one week’s time.”

She couldn’t help but notice the very slight German hard consonants in an otherwise very American accent. She grinned a bit at the puzzle this man presented. “Well done, sir. May I ask what that might have to do with me?”

Colonel Stuart cleared his throat, actually making a harumph sound that filled the air immediately near him with a smell of strong tobacco and peppermint. “Captain Schäfer’s cover is well established and cannot be compromised. He will travel by balloon to a village outside of Frankfürt in the middle of the night of the twelfth and jump out of the ballon by parachute practically into Wilhelm’s back yard. Once there, he will collect the cart full of belongings that has been packed as if he was leaving a country home and travel to the capital. He has a new flat, a new job, and new duties all waiting on him there.”

He stopped speaking. Charlene waited and finally raised an eyebrow in inquiry. “I find this information extremely interesting, gentlemen. I must ask again, what all this has to do with me?”

Schäfer spoke again, this time in flawless German such as might be overheard in the halls of the Bundesrat. “The woman assigned to be my wife is ill. Her condition is very grave. The timing of this operation is vital. To come directly to the point, I need a new wife. Your father, the General, has volunteered you … pending your consent of course.”

A proper young lady would feel horror at the prospect. She knew that and tried to stamp down the surge of excitement that suddenly flooded her chest. She prayed her dash of powder masked the color she knew rushed to her cheeks. Also in German, she replied, “I beg your pardon? Don’t you have any other trained women to do this kind of work?”

“Charlie,” Her father cautioned in the same language, “Everyone here is not as fluent as you and young Kapitän Schäfer.”

Schäfer clicked his heels before reverting to English, “My apologies, sir. Gentlemen. I was simply explaining the situation to Young Miss Radden. I confess, I also wanted to verify her fluency.”

Her father nodded, obviously appreciating this young man’s keen mind. Also in English, he said, “Very well. Charlie, we don’t have another woman whose nanny taught her to speak German like a native as you do. Nor do we have a woman so fluent in German who has already successfully jumped from a balloon with a parachute as you have done – against my rather vocal objections at the time if memory serves,” her father replied.

“Father, you know I have only jumped the once, and only for a lark. Never in the dead of night into enemy territory.”

“Nevertheless,” Lieutenant Young concluded. Charlene bristled at the very sound of the young man’s voice.

“Charlie,” her father said, reaching out and touching her knee with his large hand, “you and I both know you can do this. An opportunity won’t present itself like this again. You’re entire life, you’ve longed to be my son instead of daughter so that you could answer the call for King and Country. Well, old girl, here is your chance.”

Schäfer added, “Our mission is of the utmost importance. Without you, I’m sure it will not succeed. I would be honored if you would consent to be my wife, Miss Radden.” He paused. “There’s a vicar waiting to do the honors.”
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Charlene stood next to the fireplace and looked at the tribal masks that graced the mantle. The weight of the gold brocade of her long dress combined with the elaborate beadwork in the ruby colored shawl pushed down on her shoulders, making it an effort to stand up straight. She ran her fingers over the beaded design covering her chest. She’d fallen in love with the dress in Egypt and had bought it and arranged for it to be packaged and shipped to her home in England. There, the housekeeper had stored it for a future wedding.

As she contemplated what she was about to do, she heard the door open behind her. The dress ruffled and crinkled as she moved, the long skirts swaying against her legs.

Somehow, she had expected Karl Schäfer to enter the room. He now wore his Canadian military uniform, and she noticed that his boots no longer carried the dust of a long travel - rather, they gleamed with a high shine. As he approached, she could smell the aftershave he’d used after the bath she’d had drawn for him.

“Miss Radden,” Karl said when he stopped, bowing slightly, “I cannot commend you enough for your courage and patriotism.”

Charlene raised an eyebrow at the fact that he spoke in German, Clearly, he still tested her skills. “Captain Schäfer, while I appreciate your sentiments, I confess that I’m standing here trying to work up the nerve to go forth and follow through.”

He held out a hand and reflexively, she placed hers in his. He guided her to the settee and, despite the weight of the layers of the dress she wore, she gracefully sat down. He pushed an armchair toward her and sat, his knees nearly touching hers. “Entering enemy territory is bad enough, I’m sure. But you have the added burden of marrying a stranger.”

“What about you, then?” She inquired.

“Me?” He rubbed his smoothly shaven chin. “I trained for a month with my partner who has now taken ill. We grew rather fond of each other and determined that a marriage wouldn’t be much of a burden.”

Despite the circumstances and proper ladylike decorum, she couldn’t help but bark out a laugh. “A burden?” Relaxing slightly, she settled back against the cushion. “Captain Schäfer, I believe the Word of God commands husbands to love their wives. What do you intend to do about that?”

He sighed heavily and stared at her, his blue eyes serious. “Miss Radden, my service to God comes before anything else. I wouldn’t be here were it not for His voice. I never imagined this. I’d always fancied finding a sweetheart, falling in love, and starting a family. Always thought I’d name my first son Leopold.”

“Leopold; meaning bold, courageous.”

“Just so.” He caught her gaze and held it. “How did you know that?”

“I’d always hoped to name my first son Leopold.” For the first time since she had met him, the young Captain looked surprised. With a small smile and a faint flush to her cheeks Charlene admitted, “Even girls raised by generals in the wilds of Africa dream of their wedding, their prince, and their one day children, Captain.”

“I find that astonishing,” he confessed. “Clearly this is confirmation from God, wouldn’t you think?”

Hearing him speak of such devotion to their Maker helped her relax further. “What would you consider this marriage? A show? A convenience?” Using his own words, she raised an eyebrow. “A burden?”

As he smiled, the sides of his mustache raised. “It will be something that I take with the greatest of seriousness. You will be my wife. ‘Husbands love your wives,’ does not carry a prerequisite to ‘first meet then fall in love with.’ It is a simple command.” He leaned forward and his urgency reflected in his eyes. “I need you, Miss Radden. I cannot do this without you. After speaking with you, I believe that we will make a terrific team. But you must go into this all the way, because our very lives will be in danger the entire time. You will have to trust me and let me lead you in the field and together we will complete this mission.”

As they stared at each other, she could hear the clock ticking behind her. Finally, she said, “I will marry you, Captain Schäfer, with a few conditions.”

It was his turn to raise an eyebrow. “Very well.”

“Number one, you will understand that while I have no formal training, my father has taught me various skills, and I am a quick study. I need you to commit to training me and let me partner with you in this endeavor. Do not assume that because I am the weaker sex, I am in any way weak.”

Karl nodded stiffly, “Absolutely. Understood.”

Feeling a little flutter of nervousness, she continued. “And while this is a marriage of convenience and such, I’m not comfortable standing in front of a vicar, God, and my father and repeating vows I do not mean. So, please understand that I will respect you as my husband in all things. Scripture commands wives to respect their husbands, after all, it does not carry a prerequisite of making him earn that respect. It is a simple command to respect.”

The corner of his mouth eased up into a pleased grin as she echoed his earlier sentiment. She continued, “Once we are bound in a state of holy matrimony, please know that out of that respect for my husband, anything I ever say to you will always be the truth, and I would like to have the same assurance.”

Leaning forward, he took her hand. “Miss Radden, I could not agree with you more.” He lifted her hand to his mouth and brushed his lips across the gloved knuckle. “You have my solemn word.”

He released her hand and stood. His cheeks had taken on some color and he reached back to squeeze the muscles at the base of his skull. His eyes closed momentarily and then he took a deep breath and blew it all out at once. When he dropped his hand and opened his eyes, in American accented English he offered, “Right. Now that’s settled. Let’s get married, shall we?”
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  Chapter 1
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VALOR – strength of mind or spirit that enables a person to encounter danger with firmness: personal courage. From the Medieval Latin valor, from the Latin valere: to be of worth, be strong; worth, worthiness, bravery.
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Airfield Near Milton Keynes, England, 1942


TWENTY-FOUR year old Leopold Schäfer jerked awake when he felt the wheels touch down on the runway. It took him a second orient himself to his surroundings and to remember that he had fallen asleep aboard an airplane while in flight, a blacked-out Avro flying from Occupied France to Great Britain in the dark of night. The female pilot and her male counterpart had retrieved him from a field about ten kilometers from his duty station. He straightened the tie on his German Wehrmacht officer’s uniform and checked that his appearance was in order.

“End of the line, folks. Put your token in the turnstile on your way out.”

Leo, code-named Valor, glanced at the female pilot once more. recognizing an American accent and the attempt at American humor. He unhooked the seat belt and ducked while he walked up to the cockpit. He knelt between the two seats, in between the pilot code-named Faith and her copilot code-named Eagle Eye. “I recognize that accent,” he said with a smile, pinpointing the area of Texas, home of his best friend. “Sooner or Longhorn?”

Faith smiled. “Lamarr Longhorn every day of my life.”

“Ah. Lamarr. About an hour from Dallas over by Athens.”

She pursed her lips, clearly impressed
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