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Fall Gelb

I know not with what weapons World War III will be fought, but World War IV will be fought with sticks and stones.

― Albert Einstein

[image: ]

9 May 1940; Berlin; Evening

“There is still a chance the thing will be postponed.”


Col. Hans Oster of the Abwehr sat with the Dutch military attaché, Maj. Gijsbertus Sas having dinner in Berlin. Four days earlier Oster had warned him of the attack order from Hitler. It was the 19th time Sas had been warned. Eighteen times it proved false.


“Come with me to the War Ministry. I will see if this is another fiasco or the real thing.”


The two long-time friends sat in the back of Oster’s staff car as the driver drove through the quiet streets of Berlin. They parked outside the stone entrance to the War Ministry courtyard.


“I will be just a moment,” but he leaned forward and told the driver, “Leave the engine running.”


Gijsbertus “Bert” Sas sat nervously in the back of the car as German officers came and went from the building, seemingly in a hurry.


“It has never been like this before,” he muttered to himself.


He did not have long to wait.


“This is really it,” Oster cried, out of breath, as he climbed back into the car. “No orders have been countermanded. Hitler has left for the Western Front command post - this is finally it!”


They slowly shook hands.


“It is my hope we can have dinner again when this abomination is over, God willing.”


“I hope so, too, my friend,” Sas answered solemnly.


Oster opened the car door.


“Driver, take Herr Sas back to the Dutch embassy. And hurry.”


He then turned one last time to his friend.


“Bert, do the world a favor. Tell them to blow the damn bridges!”


He handed Sas a sealed packet.


“Go with God.”




Chapter 1

Present Day; Lille, Northern France

“This is Katie Collins. I have a message you have been trying to contact me. I am getting ready to board the ‘chunnel’ for London. My train leaves in twenty minutes.”


She slipped her smart phone into her purse and settled into one of the impossibly hard chairs waiting for the boarding doors to open and sighed. Ever since the podcast of her conversation with Sgt. Portier Babin - and the publicity of crashing the Belgian princess’ photo op - propelled her onto the front page of the Times News Bureau in London the number of text messages she received exploded.


“Call each one back, do not text,” her boss had scolded her after she complained. “If only one has something worthwhile, you do not want to miss it.”


Only one. At last count she had almost two hundred remaining. She looked up at the clock.


“Fifteen minutes to go,” and she closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and drifted away for a short nap.


The cell phone startled her awake.




May 1940; Dutch Embassy; Berlin

“That is enough! Burn everything else!”


The small staff hurried about gathering whatever important documents they could. What Major Sas deemed necessary they placed in one pile. Everything else was heaped in the large fireplace and set ablaze. Smoke billowed back into the offices fouling the air, making their breathing difficult.


“I will get your briefcase.”


“No. They will be on the lookout for something like that.”


Major Sas thought for a moment, then looked at the heavy coat his young assistant René had pulled from the coat hanger.


“Do we have a needle and thread anywhere?” Sas asked.


“Why, yes. In the infirmary, I believe.”


”Get it. And hurry.”


He pulled a small pen knife from his pocket and ran it along the inside lining. He began laying a select amount of critical papers inside the lining of the coat.


René hurried back in.


“Can you sew?”


“Of course!”


Sas pointed to the coat.


“Make certain they do not clump together. This may be our only hope to get these out of here in one piece.”


He handed her a sealed packet.


“Sew this in my suit coat,” and he quickly pulled off his jacket. “This is worth all our lives.”


She reached for the envelope, her breathing slowing, her heart beating faster. Just then the attaché’s adjutant burst through the main door to the offices.


“The cars are outside. The Gestapo is already in the Belgian Embassy office. We have maybe ten minutes.”


Sas turned to his assistant.


“René, hurry. Do my jacket first, then a few stitches in the overcoat to close the seam. That is all we have time for.”


Sas looked around and screamed out loud.


“Everyone else, to the cars. Now! Whatever is left to burn we will leave to the Germans. Maybe it will hold them up while we get out of the city.”


“Major, we need to stop by my flat. I cannot leave my cat!” cried one of the young typists, in tears.


“In twenty minutes we will all be under arrest. Or dead. We are leaving. Now!”




0500 Hours; 10 May 1940; German-Swiss Border

“Your papers!” demanded the young soldier. René froze when she saw the silver ”SS” emblem on his collar, one of two soldiers manning the frontier gate.


They had driven through the night as far as Petershausen without incident and crossed the bridge where Lake Constance drains into the headwaters of the Rhine. German convoys forced them off the highway several times but the military police were more focused on keeping the trucks moving than worrying about a single car heading south. Major Sas deliberately chose the Konzilstrasse bridge for its relative unimportance.


He had anticipated a frontier blockade, but his “contact” had assured him it would be manned by inexperienced recruits.


So he hoped.


“I have a travel pass signed by Colonel Oster of the Abwehr,” and he passed a signed paper to the young soldier.


“Your purpose for entering Switzerland, Herr Sas?”


“A matter essential to the Third Reich. I do not expect to be detained any further. If you persist, I will be forced to contact Admiral Canaris’ office to report this interference! Now, stand aside!”


Major Sas gunned the engine as the young SS soldier jumped back then hurriedly waved his arms at the other soldier to raise the frontier gate. The car sped on past into Swiss territory leaving the hapless young soldiers to simply watch them pass.


Major Sas began to laugh.


“Even the SS are a bunch of idiots if you ask them to think. Colonel Oster calls the SS ‘stupid shits.’”


“What would you have done if he called your bluff,” asked René.


Sas turned to face his young assistant.


“It was no bluff.”




0530 Hours; Abwehr Headquarters; Berlin

“You sent for me, Herr Oberst?”


Funker Hans Fleischer stood in the doorway of Colonel Oster’s office as he hung up the telephone.


“Yes. I have an urgent message to send to one of our foreign operatives. It is imperative the message is sent within the hour.”


Colonel Oster handed the radioman an envelope.


“This communique is to be considered top secret. You will destroy the message immediately after it is sent. Do you understand?”


“Jawohl, Herr Oberst,” and the soldier clicked his heels, spun around, and hurried out of the office.


“Very young. What a shame.”




Hans Fleischer stopped at the corner of Kluckstrasse to light a cigarette before crossing over the canal bridge. Despite the hectic events engulfing the Low Countries his had been a somewhat quiet day - a lot of filing, paperwork, and reports, spiced only by a special request from one of the ranking colonels to send a coded message - strictly top priority.


But he almost did not get the message sent.




“Get in line, Fleischer. I have twenty messages ahead of you.”


“No, no. It must be sent before 0630. Special orders from the Abwehr.”


The radio operator picked up a handful of papers.


“All these …. They are all ’special orders.’ Wait your turn.”


“Rudy, you must help me. It will go very badly for me if you do not.”


The young radio operator looked up, amused, at the panic on his friend’s face.


“OK, OK. I will go and use the water closet. Be finished before I get back,” and he pushed his chair back and abruptly left the room.


Fleischer slid into the chair and opened the code book.


“Let me see … Falke … Falke,” and he turned through the pages. Nothing.


“Incredible. What a mess. How can he work like this?”


He looked up at the clock on the wall - 0628 hours.


“Shit!“ and he tossed the book aside. “Running out of time,” he muttered to himself.


He looked at the radio, back to the clock, then back to the message.


“Fuck it,” and he pushed the telegraph key aside and grabbed a microphone - the civilian frequency radio.




The streets were eerily quiet, even more so than usual.


“At least there are no planes overhead,” Fleischer spoke out loud. Air raid drills were held frequently even though no British or French planes dared challenge German airspace this far inland.


He finished his cigarette and tossed the butt into the canal as he strode along, heading for his small flat located about two kilometers away. As he approached the midpoint of the bridge he heard a car’s engine coming toward him from behind, its lights nearly extinguished by filter covers. He paid it no mind and continued walking.


With a sudden swerve to the right the car struck the curb and bounced onto the sidewalk. The young radioman was struck in the back and pushed over the rail. He fell, unconscious, into the canal waters below.


The car sped away into the blackness of the Berlin night.




Berlin; Abwehr Headquarters

“It was sent by voice? A civilian frequency?”


“Jawohl, Herr Major.”


“Can you confirm the message was received?”


“No, Herr Major. The airwaves are a complete mess. Static, overlaps. Frequencies are jammed at all levels.”


Major Gregor Werkman stood behind his radio operator in the basement of Abwehr headquarters in Berlin. This was the appointment that could define his career. He had a free hand working the counterintelligence and 5th column communications throughout Belgium and the Netherlands. His predecessor, a major by the name of Klepeis, had bungled a British penetration of German war preparations and paid for it with his life. He would not suffer the same fate.


His meeting with Colonel Oster had been an exciting one.


“The agent has been my contact inside the Netherlands for years. I provided him a pass to cross the frontier into Switzerland and transportation to England under the guise of an escape. He and his staff have been briefed on how best to serve the Abwehr’s objectives.”


On the major’s desk inside a red file folder lay a report from guards on the German-Swiss border detailing an encounter with the Dutch attaché. His attempts to interview the guards went for naught - the young SS soldiers had already been shot for dereliction of duty in letting the attaché pass.


“An unfortunate necessity - to bolster credibility with the English,” Oster confided to him over a brandy. “And Major, there is to be no record kept of this transmission.”


“Herr Oberst, is that not against orders?”


Colonel Oster lit a cigarette.


“You are new to the intelligence service, Major?”


The major stiffened.


“Forgive me, Herr Oberst, I only meant … ,”


“Keep me informed of your progress. I want to know when the agent reaches England.”




A Small Flat in London’s Soho District

“Again! You are breaking up!”


A lone figure whispered as loud as he dared into the microphone hunched over an old surplus radio hidden behind the loo of the derelict flat.


Braxton Tanner, the security chief of the British Union of Fascists - known as the BUF - stood behind him, his heavy-set bulk blocking the small doorway, staring at the radio frequency dial as if expecting to see something, anything.


“How much of it did you get?”


“Not much. Radio traffic is all messed up. Static, overlaps. Everything is pure chaos. This is all I got,” and he turned a note pad around.


Spencer read the note and frowned.


“Stay on it. I want confirmation.”


The radio operator began to log the message when Tanner grabbed his hand.


“No record.”




RAF Biggin Hill Airfield; Outside London


The young radio operator made a few notes as he strained to pick up the chatter between bursts of static and panicked overlaps. He finally gave up and changed frequencies.


“That’s quite a look, Scooter. What have you got?”


Miles Blakely, the radio room corporal, stepped over to look at the operator’s notes.

Drachenfeuer … 


“That’s it?”


“I’m afraid so. Lots of static. Most of it pretty garbled.”


“They sent it in the clear?”


The radio operator shook his head.


“By voice.”


“What? Impossible!”


Blakely snatched up the note.


“Drachenfeuer.”


“Could be a call sign. Maybe a German agent. Or some sort of misdirection. Happens a lot.”


“What the hell is Drachenfeuer?”


“German - for ‘dragon fire,’” came a voice from across the room.


“How the hell do you know that?”


“Boarding school,” came the reply.


Blakely looked back at the note and frowned.


“Something like this … by voice message,” and he tossed the message back on the table.


“What do you want me to do with it?”


“Keep your ears on and see if there is anything following,” and Blakely turned and headed for door.


“Where you goin’?”


“To take a piss.”




Early Morning; 11 May; Southern France

“What happens when we get to England?”


René stood on the bow of the English transport as it left the port of Marseilles bound for London under cover of a hospital ship. They had driven all night without stopping. On board were most of the displaced British, Dutch, and Belgian diplomats and their families … the ones who managed to flee the country ahead of the German onslaught.


“I have arranged for you girls from the staff to work for the embassy in London. Your experience will be welcomed.”


“What about you?”


Major Sas looked out over the Mediterranean as dawn began to break.


“There are those who think I am working for the Germans.”


“The Germans? Why?”


“That incident in January - the Mechelen files. All of us who pushed back against the official findings came under suspicion when the attack never materialized.”


“But now? You were right all along.”


“René, sometimes it does not pay to be right.”


“Are the British going to arrest you?”


“I do not know.”




Chapter 2

Present Day

“I must change my ticket. I need to go to Paris.”


Katie stood, anxiously fidgeting as the ticket attendant fiddled with her computer, finally printing a new ticket … complete with a late-processing change fee.


“Which platform?”


“The platform has not yet posted, madame. If you will proceed to Hall 3, the screens will display when ready.”


“Hall 3?”


“The other side of the station, madame. Now, if you will let the next person approach … ,”


“The other side? This place is huge!” she complained.


“Madame, please … ,”


“OK, OK,” and she hurried off toward a sign that pointed down the crowded causeway, muttering as she crossed over the tracks via the concourse to the waiting area H3.


“This better be worth it.”


As the train finally pulled away from Platform 45 heading toward Gare du Nord in Paris, her message app buzzed with the attachment she had been waiting for.

My grandmother’s maiden name was Bingham - Lucille Bingham. She went by the name Lucy. As a young girl she worked as Lady Churchill’s private maid just before Mr. Churchill became the prime minister.




After reading your story about Sgt. Babin I thought you might want to examine her journal. I live in Paris and would agree to meet you in person.




I do not trust sending this by post.

Marla Declaré


Doesn’t trust? Trust what?


She posted a quick message to her editor … ,

On my way to Paris. Will call and explain once I wrap my head around this.

 … then settled back, shaking ever so slightly with anticipation as the French countryside rolled past at high speed.


“What could be that important?”




The Beach House

“A Blue Notice? What the hell is that?”


“Not a warrant. Not really. It means they are fishing. Looking for what I have, what I found.”


“You found nothing,” Rhonda replied, exasperated. “So why are you going?”


“To take the initiative. If I get this straightened out, I’ll probably be back tomorrow.”


Rhonda grabbed one of my better shirts and tossed the wrinkly one I had begun to put on in the laundry basket.


I finished packing a small bag, slid my laptop into my travel case, and grabbed a warm coat from the closet. Despite the moderate weather, the winds off the channel cut clear to the bone.


Through Monique, I received a somewhat clandestine message that Interpol had received a request from England’s OSCT to issue a “Blue Notice” to examine my “personal technology devices that possibly are complicit in international criminal activity.” Apparently, I had rattled the cage of someone at the OSCT and they were prepared to “fire a warning shot across my bow.”


“I cannot tell you where I learned of this, M. Larry,” Monique had said.

No need to - Donovan Craig, who else?


“I called Roland and he was pretty steamed. But he promised to make a few calls. I think you should come to Paris and be prepared to talk to Interpol yourself. Just in case.”


Interpol. That was a tell if I ever saw one. Why would Interpol be interested in my investigation of this guy Falke - from 1940? Either this case is the oldest cold case on record, or … ,


“I want you to be on your best behavior. If Interpol is involved it means there is something going on now related to this guy you’ve been trying to finger.”

Finger? One too many detective stories?


“I’m going to huddle with Gilbert and make sure my tracks are covered. But I promise,” and I gave her a kiss. “Best behavior.”


The French countryside rolled by, the monotonous rhythm of the train interfering with my attempt to work.


What had everyone roiled up so much? What was this character Falke about?


Why did I care, other than a desire to avoid arrest?




0700 Hours; 11 May 1940; St. James Park, London

“You allowed her to resume duties at the castle.”


The voice came from behind General Hardy as he waited in the center of the Blue Bridge in St. James Park. He stared straight ahead at a grove of trees. The voice wore a dark gray overcoat and a fedora low on his forehead to cover his face. His right hand gripped the ivory crown of a walking cane in the shape of a falcon’s head.


Hardy knew better than to turn and face the voice.


The German invasion of the Low Countries launched the day before had the entire city on edge. Fearing a German attack people remained in their homes, leaving the streets and the parks deserted. The attack forced the resignation of Neville Chamberlain as prime minister, and the city awoke to the improbable news King George VI had selected Winston Churchill, First Lord of the Admiralty to replace him.


Those who favored negotiating with Germany suddenly found themselves outmaneuvered.


“I think you overestimate her role in this. A simple mistake decoding a message sent our people looking in the wrong direction. She is just a woman after all.”


“A woman who nearly exposed the entire western armored force. One overflight, one RAF bombing run at the critical moment … . and now, she is back at the listening post.”


“What better place than shutting her up in Whitstable? Colonel Stephenson is naive and will tire soon enough of playing soldier. Why do you think I ordered the listening post deployed at the castle?”


“You appear sure of yourself.”


“The castle post played no role in any of this. Carlisle stumbled across the buildup through a stupid mistake. How she ended up in Mützenich was pure luck. No one will take anything she says seriously.”


“The Drachenfeuer plan was not in the report. Why?”


That caught the general by surprise. The Mechelen Incident report had been classified and filed away … into obscurity. Or so he thought. How did he know?


“I can only assume those were among the files that burned after the crash.”


“I cannot afford to assume anything. If she studies the files carefully and is as thorough as I believe she can be, the truth of it may be exposed. I cannot allow that.”


General Hardy hesitated. The implications hung like the fog, heavy and cold on the surface of the lake.


The voice tapped the walking stick’s copper tip twice quickly on the stone walk. He flipped the walking stick up under his arm and briskly headed back across the bridge.




“So few people today.”


Lucy Bingham was accustomed to having the Horse Guards Parade grounds nearly to herself during her regular morning walk from her flat to work. Seldom did she see or speak to anyone. She was, after all, simply one of the attending maids at Admiralty House and known to almost no one in London.


But today was unusually quiet. With the trouble across the channel the few people she saw congregated in small groups, talking. It made her nervous.


Normally she would simply hurry past the Guards Division War Memorial, but a group of rough-looking men blocked her path arguing, their voices harsh, frightening.


She backed up, placing the memorial statues between her and the men … and waited, hoping they had not seen her.


“I am going to be late.”


Lucy had been Lady Churchill’s private maid at Admiralty House for nearly six months. When Lord Churchill ascended to prime minister the day before security advised the new prime minister to remain in residence for safety reasons. The talk around London was when the Churchills would be moving into #10 Downing Street.


The house staff had been instructed not to speak with anyone about the Churchill’s impending move.


The voices of the men grew angry.


“The message was garbled, but I clearly heard ‘Drachenfeuer.’” The voice came from the other side of the memorial. “Do you know what that means?”


“Drachenfeuer? Are you certain?”


“Yes.”


“That means he is here.”


Lucy passed her back against the stone base of the memorial, afraid to even breathe.


“Good. Let’s get it over with.”


The man muttered something she could not understand; she thought it could be in German. It made the hairs on the back of her neck tingle. In a panic she raced off in the opposite direction from the memorial.




“A bit late today, Lucy?” smiled the guard at the service entrance.


“You would not tell on me, would you, Bingham?”


“For you, of course not,” he smiled back.


Lucy looked around for a moment, then turned back to the guard.


“Bingham, I stopped at the memorial this morning. I heard men talking. They frightened me.”


“Frightened you? Did they approach you?”


“No,” and she lowered her voice to almost a whisper. “But they were talking in German.”


“German?” That caught the guards’s attention. 


Lucy’s voice began to shake.


“Did they see you?”


“No. At least I do not think so. I hid from them then ran away as fast as I could. That is why I am late.” 


“You were right in telling me, Lucy.”


“What should I do?”


“I will talk to Mr. Rightway for you. I am sure it is nothing, but he will want to know.”


“Thank you, Bingham. I have to get to work or I could be in trouble,” and she hurried off to the changing room in the basement to shed her coat. Bingham watched after her, then picked up his telephone.


“Mr. Rightway, this is Bingham. There has been another incident.”




“You are late, Lucy. Mrs. Whitley was asking about you,” warned one of the maids.


Lucy hurriedly doffed her overcoat and placed it in the wooden wardrobe in the hallway of the servant’s area. She slipped on the maid’s apron, then reached for the brush she kept in her overcoat pocket to touch up her hair.


“Hurry, Lucy. I will tell Mrs. Whitley you were on the other side of the house. That will give you some leeway. But you must hurry.”


“Hurry, indeed.”


The voice stopped both girls in their tracks. Mrs. Whitley, the house supervisor, stood in the hallway with her hands on her hips.


“Mrs. Whitely, I am so sorry. I had to make a report to the security desk this morning. I will make up the time, I promise.”


“The security desk?”




“The girl probably overreacted. Young, pretty … walking alone. With all that is going on she could be easily frightened. I am certain it is nothing more than that,” offered Piers Laughlin.


The captain of the grounds security force Acton Rightway sat back smoking a cigarette looking at his sergeant.


“I don’t like it,” Acton countered. “The girl is Lady Churchill’s private maid. That’s a little too close for comfort.”


Laughlin took out a cigarette.


“She just overheard men talking. She said they did not approach her. Not like the others.”


Rightway shook his head.


“Bingham said the girl was a little unnerved. Why would a casual conversation stir feelings like that?” He took a draw on his own cigarette and placed it in a pewter dish on the corner of his desk.


“First the dry cleaners asking about changing deliveries after ‘the move.’ Then the produce supplier and the butcher. Now the maid.”


Laughlin shook his head.


“I don’t see a connection.”


Rightway took the last drag from his cigarette.


“Maybe not, but we can’t be certain.”


Rightway crushed the butt in the pewter dish.


“Call upstairs and get the girl down here. I want to interview her myself.”




RAF Biggin Hill Airfield

“You told me to keep listening. Got this late last night.”


Corporal Blakely stood in the doorway to the radio room, a cup of hot tea in hand, his morning cigarette dangling from his mouth.


“That’s it? No other code phrases?”


“That’s it.”


“Well, that is stupid. One phrase? If this was legit there would be a string of code phrases and only one or two would mean anything.”


“It was on a civilian frequency.”


“Well, that explains a lot.”


“What do you want me to do with it?”


“Any triangulation?”


“Too short to get anything certain. It came from across the channel. But that’s all I can say.”


“That figures. Probably just civilian chatter. File it.”




Lady Churchill’s Private Office

“I am sorry, Captain, but Lucy is busy at the moment. What is your business with her?”


Lady Churchill looked over at Lucy who was sitting in the parlor chair of her mistress’ sitting room trembling ever so slightly. Lucy had answered the telephone. When she began to cry Lady Churchill stepped over and took the receiver from her and demanded to speak with Security Captain Rightway.


“I see. Well, I am certain you gentlemen can proceed without frightening the poor girl. I am certain it was nothing. Now, if you will excuse me … ,” and she hung up the telephone.


“Why are they doing this? What do you think those men were doing?”


“I do not know, Lucy.”


“They made me scared!” she sobbed as Lady Churchill handed her a handkerchief. “Oh, madame, I am so sorry to be such a bother.”


Lady Churchill laid a reassuring hand on her maid’s shoulder.


“These men take their responsibilities very seriously, Lucy, but sometimes forget they can be quite intimidating. I will discuss it with Winston so the security officers do not bother you. I am sure this is nothing for you to worry over.”


“Yes, madame. If you will excuse me, I am behind in my chores.”


“Of course,” and Lucy headed for the door. Lady Churchill looked out of her parlor window that overlooked the Horse Guards Parade Grounds.


“Lucy, perhaps you should remain in the residence for a few days … so you are not afraid. And avoid the parade grounds for now.”


“Yes, madame.”




The Churchills’ Private Quarters

“Winston, I do not like it. The girl said they spoke in German.”


“German? Not unusual,” and he lit his a cigar.


“Winston, Lucy told me men spoke about something they called ‘drachenfeuer.’ The poor girl was quite shaken when Mr. Rightway spoke to her.”


“Rightway?” Mr. Churchill took a few quick puffs. “Yes, I can see why. Not the most pleasant man, to be certain. But thorough.”


“I do not like this. Lucy is my private maid. With so many upset you are now the PM, and the other incidents … ,”


The prime minister set his cigar down.


“Clemmie, I think you are overreacting.”


Lady Churchill ignored that.


“I told Lucy to remain in the residence for a few days.”


“Whatever for?”


“They may have seen her, that is what for! I told her to not walk through the parade grounds for now.”


The prime minister looked up at Lady Churchill.


“Nonsense. Perhaps Rightway and his boys could simply watch her. Catch the buggers if they try to talk to her … ,”


“Winston! They will do no such thing! The girl is only sixteen. You will not use her as bait!”




Alone in his office, the prime minister opened a file folder marked “CLASSIFIED.”


He opened the folder.


“Drachenfeuer. Yes, that would make sense.”


He picked up the telephone.


“Get me Colonel Stephenson at Castle Whitstable.”




1 Carlton Gardens; London

“Your Royal Highness, I was not expecting you. Forgive me … ,”


Lord Halifax stretched his tall, lanky frame upright, instinctively holding his disfigured left arm discretely inconspicuous as Prince George, Duke of Kent entered his office in the official residence of the Foreign Office. The duke wore the uniform of a regular officer in the RAF.


His aide, Major Haskins, followed dutifully behind carrying a leather briefcase.


“I heard you took a commission in the air service. The uniform looks good on you.”


The prince stepped forward and extended his hand.


“I was quite happy to be rid of the Royal Navy rank. I could never get over seasickness,” he smiled. “This is my aide, Major Haskins.”


“Welcome, major. Please, have a seat. I will ask for tea … ,”


“No, thank you. I do not have much time, Mr. Minister. If you do not mind … ,”


“Not at all,” and Lord Halifax settled into his chair. ”How may I be of service?”


“If I may be blunt … ,”


“Of course.”




“Many in my circle of associates were displeased you chose to not accept the PM position. We had thought it a foregone conclusion you would succeed Mr. Chamberlain.”


Halifax smiled deferentially.


“It was a difficult decision. As a member of the House of Lords it would not be feasible for me to serve as prime minister and also lead the House of Commons. That conflict shaped my decision more than anything else. I would not be too concerned, however. I have complete confidence in Winston.”


“I am afraid we do not share your … enthusiasm. We fear he is determined to seek a military resolution with Germany, a position we believe would be disastrous. Herr Hitler can be mollified through negotiation, we are certain of that.”


“As Foreign Secretary I believe I will be in a better position to pursue that objective without the constraints of the PM responsibilities. My relationship with Winston is strong. I believe I can influence him to work with us in achieving a negotiated resolution to this issue.”


“That is why I have come to see you. As you may be aware, I have … let us say, a working relationship with Foreign Minister von Ribbentrop. My inquiries lead me to believe he would welcome a proposal to resolve this conflict if it had the support of the majority of the House of Commons. Major … ,”


Major Haskins opened his briefcase and removed a sealed packet, and handed it to the duke.


Lord Halifax eyed the package cautiously.


“I have spent a great deal of political capital to secure agreement from significant elements within the British industrial class who see a protracted war with Germany as against their collective interests.”


He handed Lord Halifax the folder.


“It would not due, however, for me to present this directly or indirectly to von Ribbentrop. I am hoping you will see this is reviewed … discretely.”


Halifax stiffened.


“Your Highness, this is highly unorthodox. As a member of the government … ,”


The prince interrupted.


“Churchill does not have a majority to back him. His position is quite exposed. I am going to ask our supporters to demand a vote of no confidence and replace him as PM, and quite soon. In the event Mr. Churchill is displaced, I would hope you would reconsider your role in the government and be in a position to officially endorse this proposal.”


He let that possibility hang for a moment in the afternoon sunlight streaming through the office windows.


“I am ready to serve my King in any manner the circumstances require,” he replied, cautiously and placed the folder on the table.


The prince and his aide rose.


“We do not have much time, Lord Halifax. If the Germans breach the French border the door to a negotiated settlement may close for good.”




“What do you think?”


The duke sat back in the town car and crushed his cigarette in the ash tray.


“I believe Halifax is sincere but naive with respect to his influence over Churchill.”


“The proposal. Do you think it will reach the Germans?”


“I am hoping he will at least contact the Foreign Minister through official channels to suggest the proposal exists. If he does, that will exert pressure on him to at least suggest the key elements.”


“You have a relationship with von Ribbentrop. Why not present the proposal yourself?” A conspicuous silence filled the car. “We have to have a plan,” the major finally pleaded.


The duke stared out the window as the streets of London passed by, shrouded by low misty fog. The driver pulled out onto the road and made a left turn heading toward the center of London.




Knightsbridge Hotel, London

“Ah, Mr. Quinn. So good to see you again. If I had known you were coming … ,”


“No, no,” he interrupted the hotel manager. “My return was unplanned. I do hope I am not inconveniencing you by asking for a room.”


Torin Quinn stood in the foyer of the Knightsbridge across from Hyde Park, easily at home surrounded by the exquisite oriental rugs and decor of the luxurious hotel. A short crossing from the French Embassy made the hotel a crossroads of wealthy and influential persons.


And it was close walking distance to the St. James Park bridge, a favorite retreat on those occasions when he visited the city.


“I have a suite for you, as you prefer,” and he turned and barked at an orderly. “See that suite 401 is readied immediately,” and he turned back to his guest. ”It will be ready shortly, Mr. Quinn. In the meantime, please be my guest in the lounge.”


Torin Quinn looked every bit the part of an Irish gentleman - save for his London accent. Tall, with curly red hair that accentuated his height, he wore only the most exquisite suits of fine Indian silk.


And he walked with a slight limp.


He moved in discrete financial circles with the very rich and powerful. Few knew his actual profession.


Most assumed he lived on his interest.


“Thank you, Mr. Meadows. You are most kind,” and he headed for the bar.




“The usual, Mr. Quinn?” the bartender greeted him as he entered the lounge.


“Yes, that would be fine,” and he walked toward the far window and sat, his back to the side exit facing the entrance.


The bartender poured two glasses of Irish whiskey, one with a dash of cinnamon.


“For the Irish gentleman by the window,” he called to a waitress.


“Irish?” she asked.”With that London accent?”


The barkeep smiled as he wiped down the bar.


“You should hear him after a few belts. Pure Irish working class.”




1800 Hours; The Black House; BUF Headquarters

“Impossible! If they think I am going to wait around for that pretty-boy prince to ‘exercise his political solution’ to this Churchill mess, they are gravely mistaken.”


“Sir Oswald,” his deputy Braxton Tanner cautioned him, “we must be careful. Calling out Prince George might create issues we cannot control. Do not forget Lady Mosely and Her Highness the Princess are best friends.”


Princess Marina of Greece and Denmark was married to Prince George, the Duke of Kent, fourth in line of succession. An ardent German supporter, she nevertheless found herself conflicted after the invasion of Denmark.


“And how does that protect me? Churchill has been hounding me for years. Now he has the platform to do us real harm, and our so-called friends are content to watch us squirm under the threat of censorship … or worse. Not to mention the obvious - this plays into the hands of the damn Parliament Jews.


“No, waiting for the government to collapse is a fool’s game. Even without a majority to back him that bull-dog Winston can cause us … and me … big trouble.”


Sir Oswald Mosely, former member of parliament and now the leader of the British Union of Fascists, the BUF, paced the floor of his office aware the walls of power were beginning to crumble around his organization - and his political fortunes. Response to the increasingly radical rhetoric had cost the organization much of its former support. Now the invasion of neutral Belgium and the Netherlands coupled with the inevitable attack on France turned his political world upside down in a single day.


“Put out feelers … quietly but quickly. See what our allies on the continent are planning and ask how we can help. There may not be a BUF if France falls.”




By the light of a small lamp in her London flat, Janine Carlisle opened a small notebook and began to write.

It finally happened. The events of May 10 have been so chaotic I have neglected to write. Suffice to say I was correct in everything, save the date. It appears the armies in France did not heed the warnings inherent in the Mechelen Files.




I have to report to the castle, but for now am in London on assignment - classified. It is frustrating being away from the castle at this time. Suck it up, Janine.
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