

    
        
          The Brandenburg Cipher

        

        
        
          Chateau Sarony, Volume 10

        

        
        
          RCS Hutching

        

        
          Published by RCS Hutching, 2020.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE BRANDENBURG CIPHER

    

    
      First edition. July 12, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 RCS Hutching.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8655558601

    

    
    
      Written by RCS Hutching.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by RCS Hutching

	    

      
	    
          
	      Chateau Sarony

          
        
          
	          The Treasure of Chretien De Sarony

          
        
          
	          The Grace Dieu Project

          
        
          
	          The Considine Affair

          
        
          
	          The Centurion's Choice

          
        
          
	          The 'Wheelspin' Assignment

          
        
          
	          The Cherbourg Interlude

          
        
          
	          The Dijon Discovery

          
        
          
	          The Stieglitz Operation

          
        
          
	          The Brightside Mission

          
        
          
	          The Centurion's Journey

          
        
          
	          The Brandenburg Cipher

          
        
          
	          The Dagobert Conspiracy

          
        
          
	          The Anna Price Factor

          
        
          
	          The Centurion's Silver

          
        
          
	          The Lou-Lou Legacy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Medhurst Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Lancaster Resolution

          
        
          
	          Spitfire Inheritance

          
        
          
	          Hurricane Enigma

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wilkinson at War

          
        
          
	          The Woman from St John's Wood

          
        
          
	          The Ten-Bob Traitors

          
        
          
	          The Mayfair Ring

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Inkerman Experience

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at RCS Hutching’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    With grateful thanks to the friends and members of the public who, having read my books, have taken the trouble to provide valuable feedback and encouragement and in some instances made worthwhile suggestions on the subject matter for future Château Sarony books.

      

    


THE BRANDENBURG CIPHER

THE BRANDENBURG CIPHER

The Eleventh Château Sarony Mystery

By R C S Hutching

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright @ Timewarp Ltd 2020

All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of required fees, you have been granted the non-exclusive, non-transferable right to access and read the text of this book. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereinafter invented, without express permission of the publisher.

Published by Timewarp Ltd

ISBN- 9798655558601

​ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

There are a number of readily available sources regarding the existence of the Brandenburg Regiment and I have drawn on those published accounts to include certain easily verifiable facts referred to in the story.

I should also thank those unknown enthusiasts within the motorcycle fraternity who gathered and published the details I have used concerning the machine that features in the early part of this book.

​Books in the Château Sarony Series

The Treasure of Chretien De Sarony

The Grace Dieu Project

The Considine Affair

The Centurion’s Choice

The ‘Wheelspin’ Assignment

The Cherbourg Interlude

The Dijon Discovery

The Stieglitz Operation

The Brightside Mission

The Centurion’s Journey

The Brandenburg Cipher

Unrelated to Château Sarony

Spitfire Inheritance

––––––––
[image: ]


The author and his books

Please visit the RCS Hutching website:

www.château-sarony.com
​With grateful thanks to the friends and members of the public who having read my books, have taken the trouble to provide valuable feedback and encouragement and in some instances made worthwhile suggestions on the subject matter for future Château Sarony books.

Contents




Prologue

Chapter 1 – Wedding Party

Chapter 2 – Channel Crossing

Chapter 3 – Clerkenwell

Chapter 4 – The Half Moon

Chapter 5 – Death of a Spiv

Chapter 6 – Romance at the War Office

Chapter 7 – La Madone de Sarony

Chapter 8 – Trouvert Stalemate  

Chapter 9 – Seabird

Chapter 10 – Gaunt



Chapter 11 – Town and Country


Chapter 12 – A Long Evening

Chapter 13 – Breakthrough

Chapter 14 – Tea and biscuits

Chapter 15 – Names from the past


Chapter 16 – The Yard


Chapter 17 – A Matter of Grave Concern



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue
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The man with the crooked nose carried the two glasses from the bar onto the auberge patio and approached the solitary female who was sitting at one of the tables. Half-past midnight and it was only the decorative red, white and blue lights strung above the long roadside wall that interrupted the dark April night. Beyond the wall, Sarony slept, and Monique gazed out across the road towards the outlines of the few darkened buildings. All was quiet. While he was fetching their drinks her thoughts had taken a sometimes uncomfortable tour of her years from adolescence to the present day and she felt the super-hard shell that had for so long held her innermost self within it's protection melt away. For the first time in her life she would have someone who belonged exclusively to her alone.

She smiled up at him as he placed the cognac on the table. As always his heart lurched into his mouth when the large eyes set above her delicate cheekbones fastened on his with the peculiar intensity that he knew was reserved only for him. The effect was devastating and as usual reduced him to the status of a mumbling schoolboy unexpectedly propositioned by the classroom beauty. “Y-you’re sure about this?” He stammered. 

“No -it is all off. Go away.” She laughed, half rose and leaning across the small table gently slapped his cheek. “You regularly destroy my virtue and you ask if I am sure? I think of nothing else and I wear your beautiful ring.” Her laughter tinkled into the still night like a stream rippling over shallow rocks.

Kev knew he could never stop making a fool of himself where the French woman was concerned. Widowed twelve months before, a depressed, lost soul on a motorbike, he had looked in at Sarony on no more than a whim and promptly found heaven. “We must only have this one. Our big day starts in just a few hours.” He heard his voice thicken as he forced the words out and sipped at the fiery liquid to cover his embarrassment. Everything was in place and with only one task left before the wedding, Kev Johnstone was the happiest man in France. 

“Here's, Kev now.” Martin Price looked out of a library window as the Triumph Bonneville T120 growled its way up the drive to the front of the house. He and Anna met the rider on the steps of the château and the prospective groom was almost knocked backwards by the blonde who crushed herself against him as she said. “Welcome to our own little family, Kev.” 

Martin grinned, said, “Put my wife down, you swine” and grabbed a hand. “Now don't be long, we have to be in Colmierre by eleven and we will be collecting you from the Fleurie at 10.30 sharp.” He turned and strolled back up the steps leaving Kev still a captive of his wife. 

“You don't mind my request?” Kev asked. 

Anna hugged him even more tightly and replied. “I am sure I can guess why and I think I know what is in that box strapped to your bike. Now buzz off and keep an eye on the time. We are picking you up three hours from now.”

Standing alone in the dimly lit vault at the old chapel site near the main gates, he took a deep breath and began to walk along the centre aisle towards the stone coffins at the far end. Clutched in his right hand was a small posy of flowers - identical to the blooms which Monique would carry later in the day. He placed his offering on the stone lid of Lady Sarony's coffin and murmured. “Today's the day. Thank you.” He patted the surprisingly warm stone surface, before returning to the bright morning light outside the vault.
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Chapter 1 – Wedding Party
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April 2016 was the ideal month for a wedding. At least that was the opinion of Monique Lascelles and Kev Johnstone - admittedly, as the happy couple concerned, there was a certain amount of bias to their opinion. If not a whirlwind romance, their coming together was relatively speedy, having met for the first time in July of the previous year. Events had moved swiftly with Kev purchasing and now running a motorcycle repair business in the small town of Colmierre although living with Monique at Auberge Fleurie in Sarony village. A twenty minute commute through the Burgundy countryside was hardly a strain when compared to his many years of life in the bustle of Croydon. Monique, although originating from Trouvert was co-owner of the auberge and despite a less than virtuous past was a fully accepted member of the Sarony community. Kev, although English, had also been afforded a guarded welcome into the life of the village - a welcome becoming increasingly warm as his struggles with the language of his newly adopted country was viewed with admiration as much for his perseverance as for the hilarity it sometimes caused. 

The English are not the favourite nation for much of the French population any more than the inhabitants of France are viewed with affection by the population of Albion. This tradition of mutual antipathy although practised enthusiastically by both parties on a national scale was not reflected within the microcosm of Sarony. The small Burgundian village honoured a tradition equally as ancient - in the form of a continuation of the almost feudal respect given by the village to the owners of Château Sarony. The fact that the husband and wife pairing of Martin and Anna Price was wholly English in nature was something the Sarony villagers in their wisdom were prepared to overlook. The initial taking up by Martin of his role as owner had been greeted with guarded reservation, but his increasing commitment to the village had undermined the natural xenophobia. Martin then followed up with the introduction into his home of the tall, blonde, almost Germanic looking, Anna Freemont and the collective sigh of approbation from the villagers when the couple married and settled permanently in the château was almost audible - at last, the village, after many years, had château owners who were Saronards - at least in all but origin. That they had in the short space of time since their marriage in 2013 established a world-famous reputation for themselves as archaeologists and historians meant that Sarony was also able to bask in the reflected glory the English couple had generated.

Monique’s co-owner of the auberge was Martin Price and her first meeting with Kev Johnstone had come about due to his acquaintance with Anna and Martin. Their intended marriage that April was readily accepted by the village and the only place at which the wedding celebration could be held was, of course, Auberge Fleurie itself. The religious ceremony had taken place at the small village church and with the auberge cleared for business, the evening celebration was timed to commence at seven o’clock with the entire village invited. Yet another English ex-pat in the shape of Nikki Prendergast who lived with her policeman partner Jean-Paul Ricard in Duclos was also in attendance as were a number of off-duty members of the Duclos Gendarmerie to ensure that the festivities did not get out of hand. Anna and Martin Price had offered the use of the château and grounds to the happy couple but deferred to their understandable preference for Auberge Fleurie. Nothing daunted, Anna had decided that a more personal contribution should be made in addition to Martin’s insistence that they should fund the entire cost of the evening  - which she felt was more a gift to Monique. She wanted Kev to have something extra for himself as he was on what until a mere few months earlier had literally been foreign territory. She had made several phone calls over the four weeks leading to the wedding day and in addition to her own parents who were staying at the château, an additional couple were to be allocated a room at their home. 

The appointed day, Saturday 9th April had gone well. The State wedding ceremony  took place in the morning at the Mairie in Colmierre and the Church ceremony in the early afternoon at Sarony village church. At Monique’s insistence Martin’s parents had received an official invitation and Martin had been obliged to let Gordon Freemont, Anna’s father, know that a refusal would be unacceptable. To Anna’s inevitable irritation, therefore, she would have to put up with her mother’s company for at least an entire week. 

The church was crowded, with most of the congregation made up of locals although there were two individuals that neither bride nor groom readily recognised. There had been no opportunity for Martin to do anything other than agree to stand in as father of the bride and he later remarked that he had never quite realised how much pride he would feel as he guided Monique across to her beloved Kev Johnstone. “Pity he couldn't wear his old army uniform” Anna’s mother, Vera, hissed in her husband’s ear as she watched her son-in-law perform his duty. Gordon Freemont appeared not to hear his wife’s comment as he stood apparently lost in his own thoughts.

The patio area at the side of the auberge was quite extensive, but it had been necessary to clear the majority of  the tables away and leave only a few around the periphery. Neither Monique nor Kev had any family to speak of and so those tables nearest to the auberge building were occupied by Anna, Martin, Nikki, JP and Anna’s parents together with the bride and groom. Thierry the regular barman together with Marcel and 'Etta Morane had resisted the suggestion that they should join the close friends, preferring to remain inside the bar itself amongst some of the older Sarony residents. Food was to be found in the dining room and drinks were being dispensed in the main bar which left the patio free for music and dancing. 

To the surprise of the happy couple, when they ventured onto the patio on their return from the church they saw that large speakers had been installed at the end furthest from the building and a full drum kit was also on view. Questions were firmly answered with a ‘wait and see’ response by an unusually authoritative Anna. When Kev asked his brand new wife if she knew what was going on she responded with. “If my baby says to wait and see we must do so.” Kev, although anxious to immerse himself in his new surroundings silently hoped that they were not going to have an evening filled with accordion music. 

By eight o’clock the party was beginning to liven up with an hour of drinking persuading a number of the guests to take to the dance area in response to the selection of pop songs being played through the patio loudspeakers. At eight thirty a car pulled into the auberge car park and the unknown couple from the church were quietly met by Anna who guided them through to the patio. At the same time a van pulled up outside the building and from it emerged four young men, three of whom were carrying guitars. One of the younger members amongst the wedding guests nudged her friend and said “Look, it’s Les Flèches Rouges’. 

The newcomers went unnoticed by Monique and Kev who were still moving from one group of guests to the other and the local well-known rock group identified by the young guest quietly set themselves up at the end of the patio. It was Nikki Prendergast who recognised one of the two newcomers in Anna’s company as Anne Silverdale, whom she had met in January of the previous year and enthusiastically engaged the newcomer in conversation. Martin took the man to one side and exchanged words with him before moving off to ask Monique and Kev to accompany him to the seats they had reserved alongside their friends. Monique stared at Anne Silverdale as she tried to recall where she had seen her before and Martin asked her and Kev to look towards the far end of the patio. Kev’s eyes lit up at the sight of the band and as the recorded music was cut out from the loudspeakers he said. “Live music - now that’s just perfect.” 

“More perfect than you think, Kev,” came the mystifying comment from Anna as the man who had arrived with Anne Silverdale returned from a trip back to their car carrying a guitar. He walked quietly across the dance area and spoke in competent French to the band. Hands were shaken, heads were nodded and he plugged in his instrument. Kev had been deliberately distracted by Anna who claimed to have something in her eye and had turned his back on the band to help her. Anna later maintained that the look on his face was something to behold as the opening bars of ‘Burnin’ Rubber’ suddenly thundered across the patio. He swung around and without another word grabbed hold of Monique and propelled her onto the dance area. 

To Anna’s delight the evening then progressed at a musically electric pace for the next two hours. ‘Les Fleches Rouge’ were a more than competent rock band and had been delighted to have Jase Wooldridge of the legendary 1970's English band ‘Wheelspin’ as their front man for the evening when contacted by Anna. Nikki Prendergast, having let an exhausted JP return to the seats after three numbers yanked Anne Silverdale to her feet with the words. “Come on Anne, it's your man doing the business. Let’s show ‘em how a couple of English rock chicks can put it about.” 

After thirty minutes a perspiring Jase and the band took a break and Anna made the introductions to her parents. Drinks flowed freely and following a further thirty minutes of recorded music a loud cheer went up as Jase and the band took their places once more and launched into a deafening selection of rock numbers which sucked most of the people from the bar onto the dance area and a sea of heaving bodies revelled in the pounding rhythms for a further half hour which was again followed by a break to allow both musicians and wedding guests to recover. 

Anna had never been much of a party girl, but just as when they had first encountered Jase at the pub in Eastbourne she found the combination of alcohol and pulsating music generating what felt like an electric current through her entire body. The frenetic atmosphere created by the other people around her took her out of her quiet Sarony comfort zone and she was transported back to the evening at The Magpie as the music washed over her, swamping her thoughts and blistering her nerve ends. She offered no resistance as the third and final session started when Kev laid hold of her and almost dragged her to join the seething mass, saying. “Come on, Anna. Time to let go and enjoy some seriously amazing music”. She plunged headlong into the writhing crowd and experienced the crush and smell of other bodies as her usually reserved demeanour was stripped away by the excitement of the moment and she thought of nothing other than how wonderful the feeling of freedom was.

The style of music, although not particularly to their taste was stoically endured by Anna's parents, but rather like her daughter, Vera slowly felt the combination of high octane music and alcohol begin to take effect. To Gordon's surprise, when Martin, who had found himself without a partner, dutifully suggested to his mother-in-law that she might care to join the party spirit, she accepted, although taking care to remain on the periphery of the crowd. 

Anna, having been given no alternative by Kev found herself in the centre of the surging throng and when he was steered away by the woman who ran the local patisserie there followed a continuous stream of local men anxious to partner the blonde half of the château ownership. When the final number was done, followed by tremendous applause from the dancers, the band laid down their equipment and Anna tottered back to her seat. She found that she was the last to arrive. Nikki, face glistening, had dropped herself into JP’s lap. Monique and Kev were in deep discussion with Anne Silverdale who was also looking exhausted and sitting by an empty chair waiting for Jase to appear. Martin, to her bafflement, was sitting next to Vera smirking while Gordon was exchanging comments in fluent French with Marcel and 'Etta, who had finally ventured onto the patio. 

Still adrenalin charged, Anna momentarily forgot that her parents were in attendance and exclaimed. “Wow, that was the most revved up I've felt since the night we first saw Jase in Eastbourne and you know what happened when we got back to the hotel don't you Price?” 

Martin couldn't resist the opportunity to wind her up and answered. “I vividly recall every moment - you were wearing that black outfit.” 

His wife responded with. “Not for long, as I recall. Talk about Rock and Roll. Wha-hey!” 

“Anna, for heaven's sake!” The outraged tones of maternal disapproval brought the mistress of Château Sarony back to Earth with a jolt and she registered her mother's stony expression.

A few drinks makes for a brave girl and Anna snapped back. “Oh, give it a rest, Mummy. I’m a big girl and the only person who thinks there is something wrong with my comment is you. Why not take a lead from the people here? Loosen up and move with the times?”

Vera’s answer was not what anyone expected. “Take a lead from the people here? I presume you mean not just your friends, but also the French villagers. Like that chap over there with the patterned shirt who kept grabbing my backside when I was on the dance floor just now.” 

“Well that's hardly going to kill you, is it?” Anna was more than ready for a fight and added. “Maybe it was intended as a compliment. It's when men stop doing it that you need to worry.”

The comment produced suppressed smiles from most within earshot with the exception of Marcel and ‘Etta whose comprehension of English was extremely patchy. Marcel, aware from the body language and tone of the voices that all was not as it should be, addressed a question to Gordon Freemont with whom he had been conversing. A scowl crossed his face as he listened to Gordon’s explanation and he spoke to his wife in rapid French, who nodded and patted him on the shoulder. This byplay was hardly noticed by the rest of the company and when the time came to leave even Anna and her mother were back on civil terms.

“Oh God.” Rather like Christopher Lee in the Dracula films, Anna stumbled around in the bright light of the morning trying to avoid eternal oblivion. She finally made it downstairs to the kitchen which was a remarkable achievement considering that her eyes were closed and her entire central nervous system had decided to forbid any attempt at constructive thought. The deafening sound of murmured conversation from the kitchen acted as a rudimentary navigation system and guided her to a gentle touchdown at the large refectory table. Several cups of treacle-like coffee finally brought her back from death’s door and she found that she was seated next to Jase Wooldridge. “Brilliant, last night, Jase,” she mumbled. 

“Glad you enjoyed it. I was surprised when you contacted me, but if it wasn’t for you and Martin I wouldn’t now be with my little Anne. Coming to France was the least I could do and to be honest, I have thoroughly enjoyed myself. It’s the first semi-public gig I’ve played as myself since the olden days with ‘Wheelspin’. Those French guys can really play and Kev the bridegroom was like an excited schoolboy. I had to keep telling him that I wasn’t a big star - just a bloke like him who likes his music. In fact, seeing Anne sitting listening and then dancing was more satisfying than selling all of those records years ago.” He put an arm around the woman sitting on the other side of him. 

Anna’s parents were sitting at the far end of the table listening to Martin explaining in greater detail than had so far been published, the fascinating story that had come to light from the additional items found before Christmas at the Boudica site in Wales. The blonde was seriously considering taking a further reckless step towards normality by appropriating a slice of toast from the pile which Martin had put out when a loud knock echoed from the front door. Martin saw the look of panic on her face at the prospect of having to find her way to the front of the house in her still fragile condition and waved a hand as he rose to take on the duty himself. He returned within a few minutes holding a small envelope which he handed to Vera Freemont with the comment. “That was Marcel. It seems that he has been acting on your behalf and has obtained this.” 

Vera accepted the proffered item and having opened it, promptly handed it to her husband with the words. “Translate this for me Gordon. My French isn’t really up to it.” 

He silently scanned the single sheet and said. “It’s an apology, Vera. It is from a person named Victor Proulx and he is offering profuse and sincere apologies for his attack on your, er, derriere last night. He meant no offence and will visit the bride and groom this morning to ask them to excuse his behaviour. He had no idea that you were the mother of La Belle Anna and is mortified that he has insulted the owners of Château Sarony.” At this point Gordon looked up and said. That's a pretty fulsome apology.” 

Vera had the good grace to look a little uncomfortable and muttered words to the effect that she was happy to forget the entire incident. Although she wouldn’t mention being groped on the dance floor to her friends back in Grantfield, she did make a mental note to explain to them that her daughter was referred to as La Belle Anna in Sarony. 

Victor Proulx was a man in his middle fifties and owned a small farm to the east of Sarony village. He was a good friend of Marcel Morane who had knocked loudly and persistently on his door at five o'clock that morning. Marcel was furious at what he thought of as an unnecessarily offensive act which not only insulted the Price family but impugned the good name of the village itself. In the sober light of day Victor was forced to admit that he had acted unwisely and not only wrote the apology which Marcel passed on to Vera, but also took himself along to Auberge Fleurie later that morning. 

Monique and Kev had, for once, indulged themselves by making a late start to the day and were finishing breakfast when a shamefaced Victor Proulx arrived. They were nonplussed at his appearance because although aware of the incident they had already written it off as of no great importance. They invited Victor to join them for coffee and listened with patient embarrassment to his penitent discourse. Monique patted the man on the back of his hand and said. “It is a small thing. We have already forgotten it. Now, you must excuse me while I attend to getting everything ready for the lunchtime.”

Victor was left with Kev whose gradual mastery of the language was sufficient for them to converse. “I have been meaning to ask you, Monsieur Kev, if, now that you have your shop in Colmierre, you would be interested in an old bike I have in one of the barns?” 

“I will be happy to take a look,” responded Kev. 

Victor smiled and said. “If you think you can make use of it then please take it off my hands at no charge. After my behaviour at your wedding it's the least I can do to give it to you if you want it. It is very old and not in good condition.”

Kev did not open his shop on Sunday and arranged with Victor to drive out to the farm during the afternoon. On his arrival he was conducted to an old stone structure standing in an isolated position alongside a partly overgrown track. “My father stopped everyday use of this old place when the new road was put through many years ago - the 1950’s, I think. It's just used now to dump broken tools and machinery that can be used for spares.” 

Kev followed the man into the old barn, leaving the doors wide to allow in as much light as possible. Rusting or dilapidated pieces of farm equipment were strewn about and as he surveyed the multitude of discarded items he remembered being told by one of his early customers that farmers never threw anything away. “Here it is.” Victor called from the far end of the barn. “It's been here ever since I was a lad.” Kev gazed at what looked at first sight like no more than a rusting heap of scrap. Slowly, amidst the mess he could begin to discern familiar features. What could only be a fuel tank lay part hidden by what he could identify as the mangled remains of two front struts. He bent forward and pushed aside two metal boxes which had been obscuring a twisted wheel. “Looks like an old Norton,” he said. “If you are sure you don't want it I will have a go at restoring it. It will keep me busy when Monique is doing the books or it's quiet down at the shop.” Victor spread his arms wide and gave the Gallic shrug that is an integral part of every French person's DNA. “I will bring up the tractor and we can take everything back on my small trailer.”
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Chapter 2 – Channel Crossing
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Kev Johnstone had been a motorbike fanatic since his teenage years. It was a passion he had not only shared with his late wife, Pauline, but had followed in his repair business in Croydon. Now, immersed once more in his own business, but this time in Colmierre, he found that the pace of life in his newly adopted country moved with a different rhythm and he somehow had more personal time available. Much as he loved motorbikes, when he returned to Sarony at the end of the day he switched his attention to the true love of his life and thought only of Monique. 

The afternoon period between 1pm and 4pm was when many of the shops closed and the town slipped into a collective doze. Few customers appeared in that period and he was able to indulge himself by planning the renovation of the old motorbike. It was his examination of the various Norton components that had been transferred from Victor Proulx’s farm that prompted him to eventually reach for his phone. In Château Sarony Martin's mobile chimed and he commented to Anna as he took the call. “It's Kev.” He listened intently, said. “Ok, Kev. I think we can manage that” and rang off. “How do you fancy a trip to Colmierre?” He twitched up an eyebrow as he looked at his wife. “Something to do with an old bike Kev was given by Victor Proulx.”

“I don't think we will be missed for a couple
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