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      In writing this book, I wanted to combine a factual, historical, event with a fictional romance. When I read about the 1948 Berlin Airlift, one of the greatest humanitarian efforts to this day, I was enthralled.

      Three years after the end of WWII, the Soviets blockaded West Berlin. 2.2 million people were denied critical supplies, coal for heat, life saving medicine, and food. But the Allies—the United States, Great Britain, France, Canada, Australia, New Zealand, and South Africa, at the risk of their lives, banded together to fly in the necessary supplies to help the West Berliners. The military  and civilian men and women who sacrificed by leaving their families for an unknown length of time, who missed holidays, and important family events, are true heroes. They showed the world that humanity could still come together after a war.

      This story is based on true facts. But the romance is pure fiction. Certain factual situations may have been changed to fit the story.

      Barb Goodwin
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      “I’m going!” Jules told her parents. “You guys know the World Food Program is critical. For my whole journalism career, I’ve championed programs to help feed the hungry. I’ve shown the needs of children, the elderly, and everyone in between in my articles to the world. I’m going!”

      “Jules,” her mother said in a soft voice with a strong undertone. “You always choose dangerous places to visit. Don’t go!”

      “Evie,” her father said to her mother, “let her go. Jules is a strong woman with a need to help the world. She’s proven it by going to every country she could think of to help starving children.”

      “But the Berlin Airlift, James? Why does she have to go back to 1948? World War II has barely ended. It’s just too dangerous.”

      “Look Mom,” Jules sighed. “I can handle myself. Remember when I was kidnapped in Africa by a tribal chief?”

      “Don’t remind me,” she shuddered. “If it weren’t for your time travel device and Aunt Shauna, you wouldn’t be here arguing with me over putting yourself in another dangerous situation.”

      Jules reached her boiling point. She was twenty-eight years old, a five-year seasoned reporter for the biggest newspaper in New York City. She had her own apartment, was financially secure, and had been an independent woman for years.

      “You’re treating me like a child,” Jules complained. “Why not be happy for me?”

      Her father pulled her into his arms. “Sweetheart, she loves you. She’s worried, we both are. We just don’t want anything to happen to you again.”

      “You guys met during World War II. Mom, you were a flight attendant, er, stewardess, when you traveled back to 1940. Dad you were a spy for MI5, for goodness sakes. Those were dangerous times. Geez, your plane was even shot down!”

      “We know, dear,” her father said soothingly. “That’s why we worry.”

      Jules wrapped her arms around her father’s waist. His warmth filled her and she calmed down. She pulled away from him and went to her mother. “Mom, I love you with all my heart.” She hugged her tightly. “But I need to do this. I’m compelled to do it.”

      Tears fell down her mother’s cheeks. “You have the biggest heart of anyone in this family, I mean the whole clan of us.” She looked as if she’d folded in defeat. Her shoulders hunched forward, her body seemed to shrink in front of her. “Go,” she reluctantly said. “But make sure you check in regularly. Always carry your travel device, and don’t take any unnecessary chances.”

      “I will, and I won’t,” she said in answer to her mother’s instructions.

      Holding tightly to her father’s hand, her mother said, “Make sure you come back to us.”

      Jules held back tears. She had already packed. Her bag was on the floor right next to her. She pulled out her time travel device that had already been set to December 15, 1948.

      With a last, loving look to her parents, she blew them a kiss and pressed the button.

      A tangerine cone of light dropped over her. The color turned to orange, then gold, and Jules disappeared from the room.
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      The light faded and the room cleared. The first thing Jules heard were airplanes taking off, lots of them, and the squeal of brakes as other airplanes landed. She was in a room that looked like an empty classroom. At least ten whiteboards were placed at the front. Schedules were listed, columns labeled: date, aircraft, time, pilots, and reporters crossed the top of the whiteboard. Two rows on the left, had the different types of aircraft listed. One said, C-54 Skymaster, the other, Douglas C-47 Skytrain. From the research Jules had done about the Berlin Airlift, the C-54 Skymaster was the main aircraft used because it held ten tons of cargo. The C-47 Skytrain only held three tons.

      She’d arrived at Tempelhof airfield where the Allies were flying their missions just when she wanted to, mid afternoon. To be in the midst of the airlift thrilled her. She walked outside to watch the systematic takeoffs and landings, awed by the precision of the pilots who flew the heavy aircraft.

      “Who are you and why are you here?” a man asked her. She heard suspicion in his voice. When she turned to answer him, she and found herself standing next to a giant of a man. Her breath caught in her throat. He was well over six feet tall, his shoulders were wider than the Landwehr Canal, just north of the airport, and he had dark, nearly black hair.

      For a brief moment, something raced through her. Desire. She’d never felt this intensity before, and didn’t know what to do about it. Her mouth had gone dry, her hands and knees shook. For the first time in her life, Jules was speechless.

      “Are you going to answer me?”

      Jules cleared her throat “My name is⁠—”

      “What are you doing in this room?” He took a step closer to her.

      She felt waves of heat flare through her. Her face flamed, and she’d never before blushed in her life.

      “Nothing, I⁠—”

      “Are you a Soviet spy?” He placed his hands on his hips, and tilted his head, threatening her by his nearness.

      Jules felt the strangest pull. She leaned toward him an inch. Then, as if coming out of a fog, she reined herself in and straighten her back.

      “I’ve asked you questions.”

      Exasperated and annoyed, mostly with herself, Jules snapped, “If you’d stop rudely interrupting me, I’d be able to answer all your questions. Please move back, you’re invading my space.”

      She almost laughed at his expression of confusion. He quickly changed it, and glanced at her with interest. He must have noticed the grin she tried to hide.

      Finally, she let out a long-suffering sigh, and when he didn’t say anything she said, “My name is…”she waited for an interruption but none came this time, “Jules Jean Jeffries. I’m a reporter for The New York Times, and, no, I’m not a Soviet spy, I’m an American citizen.” She answered his questions in the order he asked them.

      “Where are your press credentials?”

      She bent down to reach into her bag, but the man grabbed her arm and jerked her up. “What the hell are you doing? Trying to break my arm?” But his touch was firm and light. Goosebumps rose on her arms. What the hell?

      “Are you going for a gun?” He dropped her arm, but stood ready to manhandle her at any moment, which she knew instantly, she might not have minded.

      She did have a gun, but it was tucked away in a hidden pouch in her bag. Luckily, with time travel, she could move between centuries and not have to worry about customs, or a bag being searched at airports.

      “Look, Mister,” I was reaching for my Military Privilege Card. “Want to look for it yourself?” She held up her bag to him. “It’s in the center zip pocket.”

      He opened her bag and found the card. After studying it for a long moment, he said, “It looks authentic.”

      He didn’t have to know her Aunt Shauna had made the card two days ago to be a perfect rendering of the press credentials for 1948. “It is authentic.” Jules held out her hand. Weird feeling and all about him, she’d had it with this man’s surly demands. “Hand it over.” The scowl on his face told Jules she’d aggravated him, but she didn’t care. He reluctantly did so. She hung the card around her neck. “Would you kindly,” she said in a saccharine sweet voice, “show me where the press camp is? I’m new here.”

      With a sour glance, he said, “This way.”

      As they walked, Jules noticed Tempelhof airfield was a self-contained village. In the distance she saw a massive, semi-completed hangar. “What’s that building?”

      “A hangar,” the man said with no emotion.”

      “Wow, aren’t you pleasant and friendly. Thanks for the great welcome here.”

      He stopped and turned to her. Jules felt his anger radiating out of him, and for some reason she wanted to soothe him. “We’re in West Berlin, surrounded by Soviet occupied East Berlin and the East Berlin territories. West Berlin is like an island, cut off from the world by the Soviets. The United States, Great Britain, and France, control West Berlin, but are assisted by Canadian, Australian, New Zealand, and South African air forces.” He ran his hand through his thick hair. “This city is under a blockade. The people are starving from malnutrition, children and the elderly are dying from lack of heat due to no coal, they have no medicines, food, and many other necessary items they need.” He stopped his rant and looked her her. Really looked for the first time. “What’s to be pleasant and friendly about?”

      He had a point, but basic civility would have been nice. “Thanks for the history lecture.” He glared at her.

      They walked silently into the press camp. He took her to the press check-in room and turned to leave.

      “Who do you have here, Joe?” The Air Force Public Information Officer checking her in asked.

      He looked at Jules. “Another reporter.” With that, he left.

      “Friendly guy,” Jules said lightly.

      “Joe is the best reporter here. He’s a veteran reporter from World War II, and is now working this airlift.” The public information officer’s name tag read, M. Davis. He shook his head. “If you’re ever in trouble, he’s the one who will help you.”

      Jules paused. Maybe his first impression hadn’t been great. She’d give him a chance.

      She was given credentials that gave her access to all of Tempelhof airfield.

      “I’ll walk you to the press camp at the Northwest edge of the airfield after I get you settled into your room. We treat reporters as officers,” he said.

      You’ll be bunking with four other women of different professions. Your room is at the back of this building. I’ll take you there.”

      He showed her the room. It had five narrow beds, four of them were occupied, but no one was in the room at the moment. Their belongings indicated the beds were taken, so Jules dropped her bag and the packet of papers Officer Davis had given her on the one left.

      ‘Lead the way to the press camp,” Jules said.

      The camp was just outside the perimeter fence, near the U. S. Air Force entrance to Tempelhof. “You’ll use your credentials to get on and off the airfield,” Officer Davis said.

      As they neared the camp, Jules saw a cluster of corrugated and steel Quonset huts and Army tents set back from the fence. Officer Davis  turned to her and said, “Along with the cluster of huts here, there’s an Army mess hall, a shared press hut, the control tower, and the operations building.”

      The press camp was a small village of bustling people moving in every direction. A C-54 airplane roared overhead, so low, she almost ducked. “I hope I can get used to the constant landing of airplanes.”

      “You will. I hardly notice it anymore.” Officer Davis told her.“The airlift is code named ‘Operation Vittles.’”Flight departures are based on a rigid block system designed for high efficiency air traffic control. In your packet is a list of radio call signs. Familiarize yourself with it. The next briefing is at sixteen hundred hours, four-clock this afternoon, in the operations building. If you need anything, find me. I’m here to help.”

      Thank you, Officer Davis. I appreciate the tour.”

      My pleasure, Miss Jeffries. I’m sure I’ll see you around.” He left, and Jules took the time to read through the packet of information he’d given her. She found it quite interesting, and important. It described the operation in more detail and the reporter’s responsibility not to get in the way. But reporters had a lot of leeway to find and research their stories.

      Jules finished the packet and lay on her bed, staring at the ceiling. She thought about the man, Joe. Why did she react to him so strongly? Yes, he was attractive, but that wasn’t what Jules looked for in a man. Not that she was looking. She wasn’t. She’d proven over the years she could take care of herself in tough situations.

      A meeting was scheduled for all reporters at sixteen hundred hours. Since this was a military operation, Jules knew they’d use military time. She’d learned it from traveling around the world. Since she had an hour until then, she freshened up and took notes for her first article, wondering if she’d even use much of them. Jules wanted to find the personal stories. The ones that matter, the ones that would make the readers remember them for a very long time.

      At four o’clock she walked into the room filled with what looked like one-hundred reporters from all the major newspapers around the country and the world, just a small sampling of those who came and went throughout the fifteen-month operation. Jules sat down in the third row from the front, wanting to get a good look at the whiteboard.

      Writing notes about her first day as a reporter, she looked up startled when a man began to speak.

      “Hello, all. I’m I’m Joseph Christopher Charles, here to give you tomorrow’s updates.” He smiled to the group of men and women who waited for the news.

      Jules heart flipped over from his smile, and her hand clutched her chest. He looked boyish, cute, as if he had a secret only he knew. There seemed a lightness about him. She shook her head at her fanciful thought and wondered about his change in attitude. He seemed…nice.

      “I’m glad to see you all safely here. Let’s keep it that way.” The crowd chuckled in agreement. “The famous whiteboards tells me tomorrow will be a busy day.”

      A man at the back of the room shouted, “Aren’t they all busy?”

      Joseph smiled again. Jules felt a sigh slip out of her mouth.

      “They are, but we’re now into winter flying, the conditions will be harsh. Weather reports for the month foretell severe cold, thick fog, and freezing rain. You’ll be flying instrument flight rules, IFR, most of the time. Your cargo may be limited in tonnage due to risky takeoffs on icy runways. Let the pilots do their jobs and stay out of their way. Nevertheless, operations will be running twenty-four hours a day.”

      He looked at the reporters sitting silently, waiting for more information, and Jules saw his eyes fall on her. She sucked in a breath. His intense stare, which lasted only moments, seemed to bore into her soul.

      “Flights are listed on the whiteboards. As usual, they will be taking off every thirty to forty-five seconds. We estimate around 1500 flights from the three bases will take off today alone.

      Jules sat stunned. 1500 flights a day? She’d read this was a massive operation, but to hear the numbers and see the reporters faces, see the men and women who told the world this story, was awe inspiring.

      “That’s it, people. Check the boards, remember, they’re listed by takeoff times, so as soon as you find your name, if it’s on the board, please move to let others get the information they need. if your name is listed, you’re flying starting tonight, if not, you have the evening off. Those of you left here, meet back at 0600.”

      Jules waited patiently to get to the whiteboards. When she reached the front, Joseph Charles came up to her.

      “Your name is not listed. All newbies get the first night off, then we throw you in the deep end.”

      Before she could stop herself, she laughed. “You have a sense of humor! I’m shocked.” She said it with a smile, but waited for a backlash.

      A brief moment of interest filled his eyes, and he smiled again. Jules noticed masculine laugh lines crinkle around his eyes. The man was a stunner.

      “I need to apologize to you,” Joseph said. “I had a bit of an argument with someone before I picked you up, and took it out on you. I’m sorry.”

      Brief but sincere. “Your apology is accepted.”

      He took both of her hands in his and chills raced up her spine. She wobbled and he pulled her to him to steady her. “Are you okay?”

      “I have no idea,” she muttered. But she did have an idea, and it scared the hell out of her. “Is there some place to eat? I may need some food. I haven’t eaten since before I left home.”

      “The mess hall is not far away. I’ll show you the way.”

      He kept one of her hands as they walked to the huge curved hangar. She felt cared for, protected. How could that be? she wondered. She’d only met the man a few hours ago.

      They entered the hangar and she gawked at the enormity of it. “Oh, my, God!”

      “I’ll tell you about this structure once you have some food in you,” Joseph said. They went to the long counter grabbed a metal plate with sections, and walked along the counter. “The meatloaf if pretty good for military food. As is the spaghetti.”

      Wondering why he was being so nice, Jules, still a little off-guard by his sudden change in attitude, took his suggestion and asked for the meatloaf. She grabbed a coffee from the beverage station at the end of the counter and took her tray to a nearby table. Joseph sat down and they began to eat.

      “First, may I start over?” He didn’t wait for her answer. “Hello,” he said with his winning smile, “I’m Joe Charles.” He held out his hand to shake hers.

      She took his hand and her whole body felt it. Waves of sensation rolled through her. “Oh!” she said stunned. Jules couldn’t find her voice. She sat there, her hand in his, and let the feelings fill her.

      “Is something wrong?” Joe asked. But he had a wide smile on his face.

      Her mouth opened to speak, but the words didn’t come. Joe leaned across the table. “I feel it, too,” he said softly. His thumb rubbed the soft area between her forefinger and thumb.

      Jules closed her eyes for a long moment. Then she slowly pulled her hand away. She opened her eyes and saw the same passion in his she knew he saw in hers. Never in her life had she reacted to a man this way. She sucked in a long breath to clear her head. When her heartbeat returned to normal, she whispered, “What was that?”

      “Two hearts finding each other.”

      Jules stared at him. “You really believe that?”

      He didn’t speak for a long moment. “Yes.”

      Not knowing what to say, Jules changed the subject by going back to the original reintroduction. “Hello, I’m Jules Jean Jeffries.”

      Joe smiled. “Welcome to Berlin, Jules.”

      It sounded like a caress, a kiss. Jules gave Joe a weak smile and went back to eating, not that it mattered, the food tasted like paste.

      They ate in silence for a short while, then Joe asked, “Want me to tell you about this building?”

      She nodded dumbly.

      “This hangar was partially built by the Nazis in 1936, but when the war began they stopped. They built the interior without columns so large aircraft could taxi inside. To be able to handle the massive amount of goods we get today for the Berlin Airlift, railway tracks were built to move the supplies fast. The tracks run through some corridors and on some lower floors. Also, there are emergency shelters underneath most of this building.

      While Joe was speaking, Jules came back to earth. Her surroundings became clear again, the white noise of the other people in the mess hall soothed her. She finished her meatloaf and sipped her coffee.

      “Jules,” Joe said with passion. “I know there is something between us, I feel it, too. What it is, will take time to figure out. In the meantime, we have our jobs to do. Critical jobs. Let’s take our time to find out what these feelings mean. Okay?”

      “Okay.”

      “You need to rest now. Let’s go back to the main building. I’ll see you at 0600.”

      They walked together to the terminal building in silence.

      Joe turned to Jules. “See you in the morning.” He stroked a light finger down the side of her face, turned and walked away.
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        * * *

      

      Joe didn’t understand what just happened to him. At first, he was downright mean to Jules, then he went down the rabbit hole in the opposite direction. The second he touched her, he lost his heart to her. An overwhelming feeling of belonging filled him. Home. He hadn’t had one since he was fifteen-years-old, when his parents died in a car accident. His grandmother raised him, and he was eternally grateful. But she was a hard woman who didn’t show much love.

      Oh, he knew she loved him, but she wasn’t the soft, cuddly, baking kind of grandmother most kids had. The one thing he learned from his grandmother was to be kind. And he wasn’t kind to Jules. Joe sighed as he walked to his quarters. Once inside, he lay on his bed and stared at the ceiling. Her touch threw him off. He instantly needed her. Needed to hold her, to feel her warmth, to feel her softness. He went to the toilet and splashed cold water on his face. Get a grip, man. She’s out of your league.
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        * * *

      

      Jules walked into the ready room at 0545. She was always early. She went to the whiteboards and found her name on one of them. Her C-54 flight was scheduled to leave at 1800 that night. Her pilots were listed, as well as the crew, who included the pilot in charge, a copilot, navigator, and flight engineer who was also the radio operator. She had the whole day to learn Tempelhof Airfield, which she was looking forward to.

      Joe called the meeting to order. “Listen up, people, the weather will be foggy all day, so IFR rules. Be sharp at all times. You’ll be on flights delivering supplies upon landing at RAF Gatow in the British sector, and Tegel Airfield in the French sector.

      As usual, those not flying will work with the new deliveries arriving here at Tempelhof, sorting and organizing them, since we’re the main supply station.” He looked over the reporters, finding Jules last. “I know we’re all reporters, but it’s an all-hands-on-deck situation, so you’ll get your stories from the work you do and the people you do it with. Let’s get the day started!”

      The reporters dispersed. Jules was walking to the door when Joe called her. “Hey, Jules, want to meet for lunch at 1200?”

      “Is this a date?” she didn’t intend to say that, it just came out. Mortified, she rushed, “I don’t know why I said that. Please ignore me.”

      “Did you sleep well last night?” He ignored her question.

      “Yes, thank you for asking.”

      “What’s your plan for the rest of the day until your flight?” Joe asked. He had a warm smile on his face.

      “I’m going to learn my surroundings, and I want to see the ground operation here, how the aircraft are made ready to distribute the supplies.”

      “Good. I’ll see you at lunch.” Without waiting for a reply, Joe walked away.

      “Well, I guess I’m going on a date,” Jules muttered.
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      Jules met Joe at 1200 in the mess hall. They grabbed turkey sandwiches and potato chips. She added a black coffee to her tray and sat down at an empty table.

      As Joe sat across the table with his tray and coffee he said, “Tell me a little about yourself, Jules.”

      This would be tricky, she thought. She had to skirt around the time period she lived in. “My parents are wonderful. I’m so lucky to have them. I grew up with stability and a large, extended family. I have two male cousins who have traveled a little, both are married. I have two uncles, one was a police officer, the other a firefighter. Of my two aunts, one is a brilliant scientist, and the other an incredible mom to her son, and a mentor to all of us in the extended family.” She stopped to take a bite of her sandwich and wash it down with coffee. “We are a very close family, we even live within a few miles of each other.”

      “You’re very lucky,” Joe said a bit wistfully, “My parents died in a car accident when I was fifteen. My grandmother raised me, but she wasn’t the warm and fuzzy type. Even so, I was well cared for. I had no brothers or sisters, so, with a little financial help from Grandmother, after high-school, I went to Columbia University in New York. I worked through college to pay my tuition.” He paused to drink
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