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1. 
“Okay, Sir not too long to go now. Twenty minutes and we should be over the 

landing strip. Keep your eyes peeled please, Sir.” 

We didn’t know each other’s names, it was all part of the way we worked, we didn’t 
want to risk it if we were shot down and one of us managed to get away, that way, if 
one of us was able to get out, we could carry on with our mission without the threat 
of it being compromised. 

I hadn’t known the names of any of the pilots that I had flown with on these drop-
offs, nevertheless, my admiration for them was totally unceasing. With nothing to 
navigate by, except a stopwatch, a map and the light of the moon, each time I had 
landed with them, they had been able to do with so much precision and dexterity that 
I would have felt comfortable if he had suggested in doing it blindfolded. 

He had done twenty of these flights before, telling me so in the short time we had 
together before take-off where we had wasted the minutes by trying to get to know 
each other in the most uncompromising way possible, which meant we were rather 
limited in what we could talk about; how many missions we had done, not where they 
were, what kind of missions they were, without talking about the specifics and so on. 
In the end we settled on what football teams we supported and why we thought they 
were the best group of players in England. Most of our time had been spent in silence, 
quietly hoping that the other’s abilities were as brilliant and dependable as we had 
been made to believe by our superiors. 

“Alright then Sir,” he had announced shortly before we were due to take off, 
sometime around one o’clock in the morning, “if you’d like to hop in to the Lizzie, 
that would be marvellous.” His confidence that oozed out of every syllable he spoke, 

seemed to do nothing to calm my own fears, and in fact, seemed to be the only spark 
needed to ignite a whole heap of emotions deep within me, associated with fear, 
uncertainty and even dereliction of duty. 

I was not scared however, I had been here enough times before to know this is how 
I would feel, the pessimism that would seem to get the better of me, would soon give 
way to an over enthusiastic optimism as soon as the Lysander’s engines sparked up 
and we were on the move. 

The Westland Lysander, or the Lizzie, was a fantastic aircraft for what we were 
about to use it for. In previous years, it had been used as a supply drop aircraft, but it 



was slow and under-armoured, meaning that flying in one quickly became associated 
as a one-way ticket for her crew, as soon as you flew into hostile territory. 

The Lysander I would be flying in would be stripped of all unnecessary navigational 
equipment, all radio and communicational tools, as well as anything else deemed too 
heavy and that might impair it; including its weapons. The thing preventing the Lizzie 
from becoming another aircraft on the wartime scrapheap, was its incredible power, 
its capability of delivering overwhelming amounts of thrust, in such a short space of 
time, that meant it could take off and land in the smallest and tightest of airstrips. 
And that would be essential for tonight. 

We were due to land in France at around three in the morning. German occupied 
France. I never liked to think the upcoming mission through too much while I was in 
the Lizzie, partially out of a superstition that I might begin muttering something 
under my breath, the pilot picking up on vital information, which he would 
subsequently surrender to the Gestapo if he ever fell into their hands; but it was also 
out of a sense of duty, that I should help my pilot to carry out his incredibly demanding 
role, to the best of my ability first. 

“Pilot,” I enquired, in a forceful, yet hushed tone, “what are we looking for mate?” 
“The landing strip is in a field, which is penned in on all four sides with a dense 

forest, its been cleared by the resistance and as of yet, seems to be unknown to the 
Germans in the region.” 

I already knew what he had just told me, it had been part of my briefing on the 
surrounding area and it had been left down to me, to navigate my way from the Lizzie 
and to hide up somewhere until long after the plane had taken off again. Nevertheless, 
it was good to hear the information repeated back to me, and it was good for him to 
make sure he was staying focused on what his objective currently was. It was for this 
reason, that I did not rebuke him or tell him to get on with it, and instead sat and 
listened as he continued. 

“We’re looking for three lamps, they should illuminate them on the ground after 
they hear us make one pass over head, passing from the east over to the west. We’ll 
then bank back round and make an approach from the south of the landing strip, so 

that I can get going pretty sharpish once we’ve made the switch. The three lamps will 
be spread out across the strip, two at the south end of the strip, one on the left, one 
on the right, to illuminate the start of the runway, and a single lamp at the northern 
end of the field, to show the end of the runway.” 

He left a few moments to pass as I soaked everything in, for the hundredth time. 
“That is, of course,” he continued, with a slight twinge in his voice that I knew he 

must be smiling, “if they flash the correct signals up at us.” 
I took that as a hint, as I knew, for security purposes, he wouldn’t have been told 

what the signals were likely to be. From experience, I knew all of my pilots had 
appreciated the fact that I had divulged what we were looking out for, just as we made 



our approach, so they could get us out of there pretty quickly if the wrong signal was 
shown. 

“The prearranged signal for the ground team is O, Oboe.” I said, deliberately 
pronouncing every part of the word so that he heard, before repeating, “O, Oboe.” 

“O, Oboe,” came his reply in acknowledgement, followed by, “and our signal is to 
be, Sir?” 

“We will be signalling back with V, Victor, Pilot. V, Victor.” 
“V, Victor. Got it.” 
The severity of the consequences if one of the prearranged letters was incorrect, 

or even if I accidentally flicked the lamp off for half a second too short, meant that I 
could be on the ground totally alone, and no one in the Resistance would even get close 
enough to touch me. It also meant the Resistance wouldn’t get vital supplies that they 
needed to continue the struggle against their occupiers. 

“Okay, Sir, flying west to east…now.” 
Involuntarily, I found myself holding my breath, as if that would allow my contacts 

on the ground to hear the powerful Bristol Mercury thundering overhead. I felt safe in 
the clutches of the Lysander, as if I didn’t quite want to let it go. It was painted matte 
black, so it was slightly more difficult to spot in the night, as that’s the only time it 
was allowed to fly over enemy territory, which seemed to do the trick, unless it was 
caught in the beam of an enemy searchlight. It had the capability to fly a pilot and one 
passenger in the back but, I knew from experience that it was also able to fly three, 
very uncomfortable passengers in the rear, back home, after a particularly hairy 
escape from the Gestapo. 

The ladder that had been bolted on to the back, hanging out of the cockpit looked 
precarious, as if it had absolutely no place on the aircraft, and that we would quite 
easily lose it in the darkness of midnight flying. But that ladder would be my last 
contact with the Lysander, and it would hopefully be my first contact with it again if 
I was ever able to arrange a pickup. 

“Okay sir, runway lights are on…standby for signal. O, Oboe.” He repeated the 
letter that would be signalled, almost as if it had been him who had instructed me on 

the matter and not the other way around. Shuffling around in my seat, I craned my 
neck to locate the flickering lights below. 

“The signal should come from in between the pairing of lights at the start of the 
strip, sir.” 

I waited and waited for the signal and as I felt the pilot begin to power down, and 
bring the aircraft into a much more slower state of affairs, I began to wonder if the 
signal would ever come. 

Maybe the Gestapo had finally compromised the landing strip. Maybe they weren’t 
aware that there was a recognition flash they would have to send first. 



My eyes strained and my mind willed whoever was on the ground to initiate the 
flashing which would alleviate all my worries at that moment in time. 

Nothing. Still nothing. The pilot said nothing, as did I. Then, right where the pilot 
had told me to fix my eyes, in between the two lights of the beginning of the runway, 
I made out the flashing. 

Three, long, flashes. 
Flaaash. Flaaash. Flaaash. 
O, Oboe. 
I felt so sick and overwhelmed I almost forgot to signal back with my own 

recognition symbol. I grabbed hold of the lamp stowed away at my feet and began 
flashing in earnest. 

Flash. Flash. Flaaash. 
I hoped that’s what they saw anyway. V, Victor. I had such a tremor in my hand 

that I could have just tapped out any letter in Morse code or, more likely, none at all, 
apart from an indecipherable barrage of flashing lights. 

But, somehow, the runway lights seemed to stay on. They flickered as they stood 
fast against the slight breeze I had been told expect when I arrived at my destination, 
but, all in all, they proudly marked out the plucky little landing strip we were aiming 
for. 

“All okay, sir?” 
“All okay, pilot.” 
With that, I felt the aircraft come down dramatically in altitude, and felt the speed 

fall away as he levelled us out again as the flaps began to work their magic, and bring 
us down towards France. 

“Okay then sir, here we go. Good luck.” 
I began preparing myself for the landing, by gathering up my bundled together 

clothes, and a small briefcase, which contained forged identity cards and papers, 
concealed maps, my trusty hairbrush and everything else I would be needing for my 
operation. I had no time to thank my pilot for what he was doing but I was sure he 
could feel the gratitude I was harbouring inside my mind. 

I wouldn’t have long to exit the aircraft. The pilots had a golden rule of three 
minutes, any longer than that and nearby sentries might be able to hear the distinctive 
noise of an aircraft engine, turning over but definitely grounded. Apparently three 
minutes seemed to be more than enough time to be able to get away before the local 
garrison could respond effectively. The three-minute golden rule was good for the 
pilots, but it didn’t matter to me how long the plane was there if a German garrison 
was on its way round to investigate. If that was the case, my mission would more than 
likely be over before I even had the chance to get it going. 

As soon as we landed, I would be out of the Lizzie, down the ladder and running 
for cover. 



2. 
As I felt the aircraft descend another few hundred feet, I decided it was time to 

really get ready. Making sure I had all my belongings now resting on my lap and not 

around my feet, I began to make movements to open up the canopy. 
I pulled off my flying helmet, severing all connections with my pilot, and placed it 

to the left-hand side of the seat, ready for the next occupant to grab it and make use 
of it for themselves. I slid the canopy backwards and immediately felt the cool 
midnight air, smash its way into my face, throwing my brunette locks all over the 
place, making me feel incredibly grateful for my good genes, otherwise my toupee 
would have been fluttering around in the air a good few seconds ago. 

The whoosh of air seemed to slow somewhat, as I sensed that we were getting 
closer and closer to land. I unbuckled myself from my seat, and was almost on my feet 
ready to go when I felt the significant thump as we touched down on the unmanicured 
grass field. I suddenly felt an exhilaration surge through my body as I realised that 
this was it. I was back in France. 

I felt the pilot power down and I caught a glimpse of him bringing the throttle back 
towards him as he did so. I needed no other signal. As the Lizzie began to slow to a 
canter, I pulled myself up from my chair, clutching my briefcase and duffel bag under 
my right arm, like I always did, and threw one leg at a time out of the relative safety 
of the Lysander, fumbling around until I found the first rung of the ladder. 

I shot down it and as I made it to the lowest and final rung on the ladder, the 
Lysander came to a halt, its engines still idling so that the pilot would be ready to go, 
as soon as he got a slap on the back. 

I had been given free rein to organise my own escape route from the Lysander. It 

was down to me, my training and my intuition, to come up with the best place to hide 
up for a few moments, to evaluate the situation and let everything calm down. 

I thought it best, because of the terrain and the way the Lysander had landed, that 
I should run away to the west of the airstrip and make for the cover of the trees, before 
turning and checking that my path into the forest wasn’t being followed by twenty 
members of the local Gestapo. 

I jumped from the ladder, and hunched over as the Lysander kicked all manner of 
dried grass and cow muck up in my face. I began surging forward, my mind and eyes 
completely focused on my safe haven. As I did so, I saw a figure looming larger and 
larger towards me, a giant silhouette against the moonlight coming straight at me. I 



thought about diverting, and charging back to the Lysander and screaming at the pilot 
to get us out of here. But, by the time the thoughts had raced through my mind, it was 
too late. 

“Good luck!” screamed a heavily accented and strenuous voice as I brushed past 
him, and it was only then I remembered it wasn’t just an outgoing fare that this taxi 
driver was taking, but an inbound one also. 

I reciprocated his good fortune, but I was fairly confident he had not been able to 
hear it, we were both thundering away in opposite directions, and he had been the 
proud owner of a muscly, powerful physique that I was sure meant he was a much 
more adept sprinter than I was. 

I skidded to a halt just short of the trees as I remembered something. Throwing 
my belongings into the treeline, I spun round on my heel, and threw myself with all 
my might back towards the Lizzie. As I pulled myself up the ladder, my chest was 
heaving, and I nearly threw up on the poor guy that had sped past me a few moments 
ago. 

He looked up at me, horrified to see me as he began to pull on his flying helmet. 
“Can you take care of this for me!” I screamed over the engine as the pilot began 

to power up some more in preparation for departure. 
I pulled the small, silver wedding band that had been sitting on my fourth finger, 

and pressed it into his open palm. 
He said nothing, but nodded, and simultaneously seemed to pat the pilot on the 

back, as I jumped clear of the Lysander, for the final time. 
The drone of the Lysander’s engine had already begun to fade away as it rotated 

back up into the night sky, as I re-reached the perimeter of the field, and the treeline 
that I had been lusting after for what felt like an age. 

Locating my kit, I threw myself to the ground on top of them, and looked back out 
over the field to check I hadn’t been followed. The field was empty. Even the flares 
that had been lit to guide the pilot in had already been extinguished and I supposed 
the members of the Resistance were already on their way back home, pleased as punch 
and looking forward to a prolonged stint in bed to recover after another stressful 

evening. 
It was only then that I allowed myself to think of the powerful figure who was now 

occupying the very seat I had sat in a few minutes before, and would shortly be landing 
at the very aerodrome I had said farewell to a few hours ago. I wondered why he was 
being withdrawn and why it was being done in such a dramatic fashion. He sounded 
like he was a native Frenchmen, his accent giving his national identity away as well 
as a passport would have done. Normally, for a local member of the Resistance, the 
advice from the Special Operations Executive would have been to keep your head down, 
to lie low for a few weeks or months if they had reason to believe they had been 



compromised. This extended to even living au naturel, and living in the hills or forests 
if that’s what it took to shake the Germans off. 

I wondered why he had needed to be evacuated to Britain. Had he uncovered some 
critical intelligence that only he would deliver to the Executive in person? Or had he 
been compromised in such a way that the Baker Street Irregulars had no other option 
but to withdraw him for the sake of the other agents in the field? 

SOE headquarters was located at 64 Baker Street, and I had been an unfortunate 
guest there on many an occasion as part of my briefings and subsequent debriefings 
on various missions, to be informed of my failures in the field as well as the very 
occasional congratulations. The Baker Street Irregulars were an invention of the mind 
of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, used by Mr Holmes as intelligence gatherers that he could 
utilise for his own gains. That is where our nickname had stuck. 

Our job was to work with the Resistance in gathering up information on the 
Germans, get it back to Britain, whereupon it would be acted upon in some manner by 
the powers that be. Either that or our tasks were to make some very important places 
go ‘Bang!’ 

My mind began to drift away from what the powerful physique’s mission had been, 
and now that the first phase of my own mission was over, I began to run through my 
own objectives, and what my next move should be. 

I had been briefed on my mission by Lieutenant-Colonel Clarke, a firm but fair 
man who seemed to have an extortionate amount of time to talk to his operatives 
about all the ins and outs of what they were being asked to do, and what might be 
thrown in front of them to trip them up. 

“There are two bridges in Northern France. One is called the Benouville bridge and 
goes over the Caen Canal. The second is Ranville bridge and spans the Orne River.” 

He looked at me for any sort of recognition at the names or any objections so far, 
none of which he received. 

“In a few months’ time, we want to land some of our paratroopers there. Capture 
the two bridges and hold them. As I’m sure you’re aware, what with all the heightened 
security and extra buzz around the place, we intend to launch a massive attack on the 

coastline of Northern France. These two bridges will be pivotal to securing one of our 
flanks. I can’t tell you much more apart from that I’m afraid, but many lives will be 
at stake. 

“As you know, I like to give you as much of the bigger picture so that you can 
operate as effectively as possible. We’re worried about the defences there. Other 
bridges in the region have undergone something of a revamp in recent months and so 
we need you to locate and copy the proposed changes to the defences there, so that we 
are completely prepared. Understood?” 

I nodded like an obedient schoolboy, not wishing to upset his headmaster for fear 
of reprisals. He continued to lecture me about a local army headquarters, in a nearby 



chateau, whereupon he produced a plethora of pictures, ranging from postcards and 
aerial photographs of the grounds, to a floorplan of the building itself, which almost 
looked like an original copy. It always amazed me how the Executive were able to lay 
their hands on this sort of intelligence. 

“We need you to get in here. It is really terribly important old chap.” 
It was the final line of his speech, as he left me in the briefing room all alone, to 

get myself acquainted with all the maps and photographs, that seemed to stick with 
me and began to echo around my mind as I sat in the cold, dark field I had just been 
dropped off in. 

I felt my eyes growing in agony as I strained them, trying to pick a figure, any 
figure as they retrieved the already extinguished lamps. Whoever had the unpleasant 
task of venturing out into open ground that could be being watched by the Germans, 
would become my target, and I would follow them home to link up with the Resistance, 
despite the blatant risk of being compromised. 

But no figure came. 
Suddenly, a silent foe cracked something blunt, something wooden, across the 

base of my skull and I felt my neck crunch as they went in for a second blow, across 
my neck. 

Scared, and suddenly feeling incredibly stupid for not hearing them creep up on 
me, I tried to curl up in a ball, like a baby, to protect myself. But as I did so, I began to 
feel myself black out. 



3. 
The excruciating headache seemed to grow exponentially as I suddenly became 

aware that I had regained consciousness. I could begin to make out harsh, urgent 

whispers, and as I became more aware of my own alertness, I could just about make 
out that they were French voices. 

“Why would you do that you fool! He’s here to help!” 
“I don’t trust him.  I don’t trust any of them. You should know that by now.” 
“What do you mean you don’t trust him?! You’ve just seen him jump out of the 

plane! He swapped with Albert!” 
“How do you know that was a British plane? It could have been the Germans!” 
I seemed to put a halt to the proceedings as I began to shuffle around, trying to 

get the blood moving back into my limbs, and hopefully away from the terrible pain 
in the back of my head. My eyes felt heavy, weary as I forced them open, and I found 
myself lying prone, in more or less the same position that I was in when I had been 
smacked over the head by one of the three figures now standing over me. 

My French was good, I had been educated in France before the war and my 
grandparents were both emigrants from the country, and I would need all the language 
skills I could muster right now to try and diffuse the situation. 

“You could have killed me you fools!” 
“Sorry,” came a timid voice, “it is Èlodie’s first operation. She tends to be a little 

heavy handed.” 
I was surprised to find my attacker appeared to have been a woman, the force with 

which the wooden stick had been brought down onto my skull had been so great that 
I was convinced it had been delivered by a six foot four professional boxer. 

“Only a little heavy handed?!” I retorted, dabbing away at the blood quickly 
pouring from the back of my head. 

“Have I passed your little test Èlodie?” She stepped forward just enough so I could 
make out the basic features of her face and I became even more surprised when I saw 
there was no way she could have been much older than fifteen or sixteen. 

“I’m sorry…You read so many stories.” 
“It’s fine,” I said holding my hand up in defence, as if I was pleading for her to 

not repeat her actions, “shall we just get this whole thing moving, can we?” 



“Let me take those for you,” said one of the figures, “my name is Michel. That is 
Marc and that…”  I saw him throw a disapproving glare towards the girl, whose gaze 
was now firmly fixed on her toes, “is my daughter, Èlodie. I hope you can forgive her.” 

“Don’t worry about it. I’m Maurice.” I was aware they knew that Maurice wasn’t 
my real name, but for the purposes of this mission, that is all they would know me by. 
I had become Maurice Dumont for the duration of my time here. 

We began to make our way out of the wooded area, away from the landing strip 
and out into another field, the formidable Èlodie leading the column, Marc, clutching 
hold of my briefcase was behind her, and Michel was behind me with my duffel bag. 

I suddenly began to feel more reassured. I had found my contacts, or rather, they 
had found me and soon I would be diving head first into the planning phases for the 
break in. 

“There is a truck on the other side of this field,” piped up Marc, “we will take it, 
across the fields to the nearby farmhouse. Don’t worry,” he said, catching a glimpse 
of my concerned expression, “he is a friend. He is one of us.” 

The journey across the field was bumpy and uncomfortable and I found myself 
longing to be back in the rear of the cramped, uncomfortable Lysander as she 
struggled to get three passengers in the back seat airborne, rather than the usual one. 
We hit what must have been several, monumental rabbit warrens in the darkness, 
made darker still by the fact that we drove with no lights on. Guided in only by a single 
lamp in the window of the farmhouse, we eventually made it to our resting point for 
the night. 

“They will take good care of you here. You will wait here till the morning. Someone 
will be round to get you then. Èlodie will be with them.” I thought about protesting 
about her involvement for a moment, not because of her age or even her gender, but 
because she had seemed intent on bludgeoning me to within an inch of my life, even 
though she had watched me exit the very aircraft that she had helped to guide in, 
British markings and signals accompanying it. 

I decided against it, besides, I was too tired to argue with them. The preparations 
for the trip had worn me out, not to mention the midnight flying and experiences of 

the last few minutes. 
Meeting with the farmer and his wife, who had made no attempt to lay on anything 

that might be deemed as hospitable, I managed to negotiate myself a large glass of 
water and a considerably smaller glass of red wine for the pain in my head, and took 
myself off to bed. Usually, I would struggle to sleep so soon after arriving, what with 
the buzz of ideas in my mind and the anticipation of what was to come, but the 
unbearable pain in the back of my skull, fused with the red wine I had thrown down 
my neck, meant I had very little trouble in resting my head on the pillow and allowing 
myself to drift off into a dream world far from the one I was currently in. 



4. 
As the darkness of nightfall began to surrender itself to the optimistic oranges of 

the French sunrise, I discovered the headache I had sustained the night before, had 

done little to recover itself while I had been asleep. 
Throwing a few more glasses of lukewarm water down my neck I hoped for the 

best, and that it wouldn’t be too long before I was meeting with the local resistance, 
so I could throw my attention into my work and not leave it lingering on my throbbing 
skull. 

It wasn’t too long before my wishes were met as Èlodie appeared in the doorway 
to my bedroom, as fierce and as threatening as she had done the night before. 

“Come on,” she beckoned, “with me.” 
She led me out to the front courtyard of the farm, where a small car was waiting 

for me, engine ticking over with a figure sat in the front, expectantly. 
“Come on then,” she said, with more than a hint of aggression, “get in.” 
“You’re not coming?” I enquired, innocently. 
“No…what am I? Your mother? Some of us have far more important things to do 

Maurice.” 
I was a bit taken aback by this girl, I thought I at least deserved a little bit more of 

a pleasant reception from her, considering that, less than twelve hours ago, she had 
clobbered me over the head with something resembling a cricket bat. But still, I did 
not receive one and I concluded it was unlikely I would get one from her now, and so 
settled for the frosty, borderline aggressive tones she seemed so comfortable with. 

I did as I was told and duly hopped into the car, confidently slinging my duffel bag 
across the back seat but keeping my briefcase firmly in place on my lap. 

“Let’s get one thing clear before we leave,” spoke the man, before I’d even had so 
much as a chance to take a look at his face, “you are my nephew from Cannes, you are 
visiting because your mother is ill and needs time to recuperate. You do not know how 
long you will be around here for, but you will be helping out in our café until the time 
comes for you to return home. Repeat that all back to me.” 

I did as I was told, and slowly became slightly more concerned that the welcome I 
was getting here from these Maquis fighters was markedly different, and far ruder 
than what I had been accustomed to in previous ops, but then, the thought crossed my 
mind these people were tense, they were concerned about what was going to be 
happening to them and their region in the coming months. That was fair enough, I 



supposed, I probably would have felt the same if a foreigner had dropped in with the 
express purpose of finding out which bits of your local area will have to be blown up 
before you can send gun-toting, explosive wielding troops into your midst. 

“I’m Georges, by the way,” he said, alleviating the tension and aggression by 
offering me a firm handshake and a warm smile. His eyes seemed to almost fold in on 
themselves as he spoke, and he had more than a few creases that rang along his face, 
whether they were due to his age or stress I had no way of knowing. He must have 
been in his mid-forties, with slightly greying hair, set against the vast ocean of brown 
that occupied the rest of his scalp. A thin, pencil like moustache clung to his top lip, 
with a hint of one or two grey hairs there as well. He wore an incredibly crisp suit, not 
the kind that you would expect someone in the Resistance to wear, with dead straight 
pinstripes running down it and an immaculate waistcoat to match. 

“I have been told we must converse in French, my friend, but if you ever have any 
confusion, I speak English also.” 

I nodded a recognition back at him and began to wonder about this man I was now 
seemingly surrendering my life to. It would have been incredibly easy for him to drive 
me to the local army garrison to hand me over, or maybe worse still, to the local 
Gestapo headquarters and it was entirely possible this man had been turned without 
even his friends in the Resistance knowing. I found it curious that a man, who owned 
a café, would be able to dress so smartly and I found it stranger still that he claimed 
to be multi lingual, as very few rural French café owners would have a need for such 
a skill. 

“Let’s get going then, shall we?” 
He crunched the car into gear and as we sped our way around the countryside and 

then into a more populated area, I tried my hardest to memorise the route we were 
taking, as well as any obvious crossroads or diversions we could take. I needed to know 
my escape route, to find my way back to the Lysander landing strip on my own, in 
case, for whatever reason the whole band of local resistance fighters became 
incapacitated and could no longer help me get out. I needed to know too, the lie of the 
local ground. I knew the intelligence boys back in Britain would know where each road 

was, how long it was and where it led to, but it would help me, in the grander scheme 
of things, work out the defences of the two objectives that Lieutenant-Colonel Clarke 
had briefed me on. 

As we pulled onto a more established road, I got the sense we were nearing my 
target, and the area that I would be living in for an unknown length of time. Georges 
began to point out local points of interest for me, both useful to my mission and the 
seemingly immaterial. 

“Down there is the local maternity hospital.” I almost screamed at him for 
distracting me from another German Army section that seemed to be digging a trench 



at the side of the road. “It is run by Madame Lea Vion. She could be of a great help to 
you when you are in trouble.” 

When you are in trouble. Not if I was in trouble. I suddenly became gravely 
concerned about the mission that lay ahead of me and whether Georges had had a 
briefing on what I was to do and knew it was impossible. Alternatively, it was possible 
he had worked with more than enough Executive agents to know that we all seemed 
to run into trouble at some stage or another. 

As we turned right, off the main drag and onto a busy, but smaller road, my palms 
grew even sweatier as we were waved down by a German soldier. I was worried, there 
was no post here, just three soldiers all clutching hold of their rifles very carefully. 

“Papers,” came the call as Georges obligingly slowed to a halt, winding his window 
down. The voice that spoke, clearly wasn’t French, but I wouldn’t have put him down 
as a German either. I knew from my briefing and other reports there was a likelihood 
many of the Wehrmacht soldiers stationed here could have been foreign conscripts, 
something that might play into my hands a bit, as they might be a little less 
committed, a little less alert. 

I had to get through this checkpoint first though, to even stand a chance of utilising 
their weaknesses. 

Georges handed his papers to the soldier, while I handed mine to the uniformed 
figure who had appeared at my side of the car. He can’t have been much older than 
seventeen, the sporadic hairs that protruded from his top lip, not yet substantial 
enough to shave off. 

I thought for a moment that the forgers back home had made a mess up of my 
papers, as he seemed to take half a second too long staring at my face before glancing 
back down at my identity card. It felt like an age ago that the other soldier had returned 
Georges’ papers and I began to sweat profusely as I felt all three pairs of eyes now 
boring into me. 

“Okay,” spluttered the crackling voice of the teenage soldier, and he thrust the 
papers back into my hand. Georges revved the car up, and we were soon moving again. 

“Poles,” he said, apparently reading my mind, “many of them through forced 

conscription, Volksliste. Some of them are very easily manipulated, they are treated 
badly. You can normally buy them for one or two cigarettes.” 

He paused for a few moments, before adding on at the end, almost as if he had 
forgotten it completely. “Be careful though, some of them are in fact Nazis. They will 
have no hesitation in handing you over to the Gestapo. After they’ve given you a good 
beating themselves first, of course.” 

He chuckled softly, something which I had no option but to return. If you don’t 
laugh in the face of adversity, you cry, and that’s when you get yourself killed on this 
sort of op. 



“Right then,” he continued after a few more seconds of driving, “to the right in a 
second is my café, but for you, the more important thing will be directly ahead. The 
bridge.” 

As we swung right, turning into the yard that was behind the building, he seemed 
to slow right down, allowing me an extra long, initial look at my point of interest. 

It was a rather unremarkable thing, especially after hours upon hours of poring 
over photographs and artist’s sketches of the thing. No one seemed to take any notice 
of it at all, it wasn’t of any real importance to the vast majority of people here it 
seemed. 

It was a moveable bridge, in that it could roll back on a pivot point, lifting the main 
body of the bridge high into the air, to allow any passing vessels to sail underneath it. 
As I manoeuvred my way from the car, and followed Georges, I couldn’t help but notice 
the distinct lack of any sort of place where some paratroopers could land. The 
surrounding area had pockets of green land, clear land, but it was surrounded by trees 
or water and didn’t offer the sort of scale that would be required to land a paratrooper 
there, especially as they couldn’t redirect themselves once they had exited the aircraft. 
It was a sticking point that puzzled me, and I became increasingly concerned about 
the method of insertion the powers that be had conjured up. A lot of good soldiers 
could die here. 

It would be something that would continue to trouble me, it would keep me up at 
night. 



5. 
“Hello! Hello, my nephew!” screeched a voice from the other side of the room. We 

had entered the café through the paying customer’s door and not, as I was hoping, 

through a family-only back door. The woman that charged across the floor to embrace 
me was small, but what she lacked in height, she more than made up in good looks. 
She was around the same age to Georges, maybe a little younger, a similar age to my 
own mother, and she fussed over me as if she was. 

“Come on, come on, through here! It has been so long since you have seen your 
old Auntie Thérèse hasn’t it?!” 

She ushered me right the way through the café, grabbing my bag from Georges’ 
grasp and flapping away with her hand to make sure he took over. I was pulled into 
the relative calm of the family home, and I immediately began to feel myself relax a 
little more. The welcome I had got from this family, already exceeded the one I had 
got from the farmer, and far better than the one Èlodie had treated me to. 

“Sit. Sit. You must be tired.” She fetched me a glass of water and some bread, 
which I devoured in the most sophisticated way that my starving stomach would allow 
me to. “Rest, now,” she urged, “once the café is closed for the day, you will be able to 
talk freely with Georges.” 

I did as I was told and as I began to rest my head, two more, smaller figures flashed 
across my view. 

“Georgette! Arlette! Get out of here, our guest needs some sleep!” 
I smiled to myself as I began to feel myself drift away, my skull still throwing up 

a dull ache as I did so; it was nice to be so far behind enemy occupied lines and yet, 
these young children seemed to be carrying on, as if nothing out of the ordinary was 

going on. 

✽ ✽ ✽  

I was woken by a soft shaking of the shoulder. I did not know for how long the 
figure had been standing there rocking me, but as soon as it filtered through into my 
brain, I woke up, with a start. I seemed to frighten the life out of the small child who 
was doing the waking. 

“Papa asked me to come and get you. He’s in here.” 



Georges was sat at one of the tables, all the other tables now housing upturned 
chairs as Thérèse swept around them. 

“Thank you, Arlette,” he said, sweetly, “now go and find your sister. Go and play 
outside.” 

The girl did as she was told and then, we were alone, just the three of us and a 
stack of empty chairs and tables. 

“Now, Maurice, you must tell us what you need to do. We will assist you in any 
way we can. We have a multitude of contacts at your disposal. You can trust us.” 

I deliberated for a second about what I should tell him, but reasoned that, to get 
the full support of the Maquis, I would need my host to know every minute detail about 
what was going to happen. 

“First of all,” I proclaimed, with slightly more than a hint of confidence, “I will 
need a weapon. A pistol or revolver of some kind, something small. Can you sort that 
for me?” I felt better when I had a weapon. As it stood, I was completely alone, with 
just my fists against what could potentially be a sub machine gun owning German 
soldier. Even if I had just a small pistol, I would be able to put up some sort of a fight, 
maybe force the German into a corner and buy myself some time to get away. 

Georges nodded silently and slowly, and I could see the cogs already turning in his 
mind as to who he would approach to sort out such a request. 

Thérèse shocked me as she piped up from the other side of the room, still 
sweeping. 

“The baker will be here tomorrow, mid-afternoon. He will put one inside the loaf 
of bread that he hands to you first. Okay?” 

I was surprised at how well an oiled machine this really was and I wondered when 
the message would be passed to the baker to allow him to make such provisions. 

“If he asks you how your mother is, you will not be able to see us again. You will 
have to leave.” 

The latest remark from Thérèse hit home to me once again about the serious 
consequences of this mission. It wasn’t just my life at stake here, nor the lives of the 
soldiers that they wanted to put here, but also the lives of these everyday French men 

and women, who were going above and beyond to ensure that they would see 
liberation one day. 

Georges beckoned me to continue. 
“I have been told there is a chateau, in Ranville, that has the proposed plans for 

defence improvements for the two bridges. As you know, if there was to be an invasion 
attempt, bridges would play a vital role in getting the men and armour needed to 
where it was required. So, we would need to be able to take these bridges as soon as 
possible.” I looked up at both of them, in turn, for any hint of despondency or elation, 
which I did not get. “Because of that, we need to know the type and capability of the 



defences, so that we can field an appropriate force to take the bridges. I am to copy 
the plans from the chateau, so we can stay one step ahead.” 

They both nodded at me as I spoke, before nodding at each other. 
“I have heard the Germans talking,” Thérèse sparked up again, this time bringing 

her sweeping to a stop and resting her head on the top of the broom handle. “In the 
pillbox, with the machine guns, there is a trigger, a…mechanism, to blow both of the 
bridges up if there was an attack.” 

I looked at her, my face displaying both utter confusion but also admiration. “I 
was born in Alsace,” she shrugged, “I know German fluently, I listen in every day,” 
she smirked, with a hint of pride hidden not very well in her tone. 

“Does anyone know about that?” I enquired, still shocked such a small woman had 
managed to gather such an important piece of intelligence, with little more than an 
ear turned in the right direction. 

“No one knows,” she chuckled, “apart from Georges and my mother.” 
Georges got us back on track, “So, a weapon, what else can we help you with?” 
“For now, nothing. But when the time comes, I might need some help from some 

local fighters, can I trust you to sort that out if I need it?” 
“Of course,” came the stern reply. I nodded slowly, as the sound of Thérèse 

sweeping picked up again. Georges got up to help her, and to clean up the final few 
remnants of dirt that seemed invisible to me. 

I was now in a good position. I had two solid, dependable contacts here, I was 
getting a weapon in the morning, at which point I will make my way around the 
village, to see if there was anything that the aerial photographs and eavesdropping 
café owner had missed. 

But, for now, the only thing that could come naturally to me, was sleep. I was 
shown to my room, and immediately opened up my duffel bag to pull out a new set of 
clothes to wear. I never wore pyjamas or bed clothes when I was on a mission, you 
never knew when you might have to make a run for it. Similarly, I never unpacked, 
my duffel bag lay on the dressing table, my briefcase rested on the two arms of the 
rocking chair on the far side of the room, right by the door, lid firmly closed. 

I couldn’t wait for tomorrow, then I could get started on this operation properly. 



6. 
First thing in the morning, Thérèse made me a welcome cup of coffee, which I 

more or less threw down my neck, with little regard as to its boiling temperature. 

More or less as soon as I’d finished my first mug, another steaming hot mug had 
replaced it and Thérèse beckoned me to take a table outside of the café, as she served 
up a croissant with a few, tasteless to me, condiments. 

I watched as nonchalantly as I possibly could, trying to take in how the German 
sentries behaved, their working patterns and what kind of weapons they carried. I 
knew this wasn’t my objective, and that the intelligence folk back in Britain would 
already have this information, but it would do them no harm at all to have it confirmed 
on the ground and to use it as more up-to-date information. 

I watched as several military trucks trundled over the bridge and even as the bridge 
was lifted to allow what looked like a military possessed pleasure boat, judging by the 
number of soldiers hanging their feet over the side. I sat where I was for an hour, 
maybe more, just watching the world go by, as Thérèse and Georges dutifully refilled 
my coffee at every spare moment that they got. 

I caught the eye of a pretty young girl, maybe a year or two older than I was and I 
couldn’t work out if it was the sunlight bouncing off her cheeks or the embarrassment 
of making eye contact with me that made the pigment in her cheeks burn such a bright 
shade of red. I held her gaze for a few moments longer, before she seemed to giggle 
and her brown, flowing hair disappeared around the corner and out of my view. 

It was while I was nursing yet another steaming mug of coffee, as the sun began 
to really get up to strength, that my mind began to wander, and memories of my 
training began to flood my brain once again. 

I had applied to become an officer in the infantry, and after spending a couple of 
weeks at Sandhurst, I was called into the commanding officer’s private office, where 
he, and two other, very serious people sat, staring across at me. 

They were, they informed me, from the Special Operations Executive, a covert 
military unit tasked with coordinating and assisting resistance groups across occupied 
Europe. It was from then on, without saying goodbye to any of the other cadets, that 
I was enrolled in the Executive. 

I had passed many levels of training to be able to get where I was today. 
Apparently, my grasp of the French language and education in a French establishment 
would equip me with both the literary, and cultural alertness that might be called upon 



in the not too distant future. But that wasn’t the only criteria, there was a preliminary 
school where we learnt about various weapons, including German explosives, ‘A’ 
School in the Scottish Highlands, parachute training somewhere in the North of 
England, before heading to ‘B’ School, the Executive’s very own finishing school down 
in the New Forest. Any small failures, any black marks against my name and I would 
have found myself in the cooler, a two-week debriefing in a country house where you 
would be firmly persuaded not to mention any of your training to another living soul. 

I hadn’t excelled, no one really had, there was always something the training staff 
had picked up on and torn you apart for, but that was good, it meant every single one 
of us was modest, to a degree, and we were prepared for the very worst, including 
failure of an operation. 

I took my last sip of coffee, before taking my mug back into Thérèse, making a big 
song and dance about my departure. 

“I’m going for a walk now, Auntie Thérèse, I don’t imagine I’ll be too long.” She 
waved me off as she hastily prepared another order for one of her adoring customers. 
It was odd a woman such as herself, would be running a café here, as it had quite 
clearly become a pillar of the local community. She spoke with an accent, not quite 
German, but not fully French and I was sure that some of the locals would have treated 
her with a dose of suspicion, culminating perhaps in a boycott of her café. But it was 
not so, in the hour alone I had sat there, more than fifteen people had ducked in for a 
coffee or something similar. 

The café terrace looked out over the canal, and I could have quite easily have sat 
there all day to have done my recce. But I wanted to be more thorough, besides, a near 
stranger just sitting outside a café all day staring, family member or not, was enough 
to arouse a decent amount of attention I simply couldn’t afford to have pinned to me 
right now. 

If I was stopped or challenged by someone on the way, my cover story would 
remain, I was visiting from Cannes, my mother was unwell and needed a rest from 
other people, and my auntie and uncle ran the local café. I was merely out and about, 
exploring the local village my relatives resided in. I thought for a moment I should 

have brought my ‘cousins’ along with me, as an additional bit of cover, but soon 
discarded the thought on account of the fact I might need to get myself out of a spot 
of bother, one that I’m sure Georges and Thérèse would rather they avoided. 

I shuffled the waistband of my trousers around very gently, as I felt the grip of the 
Modèle 1935A, digging in to the small of my back. The baker had delivered on his 
promise; delivering the two loaves he usually delivered to the café, as well as a special 
loaf, one that was heavier than the others, but also hollowed out completely, with just 
the pistol resting in the bottom. The pistol was semi-automatic, and had been used by 
the French as their sidearm and was now being produced for the German Army. I 
didn’t know if this was a French or German variant, and how the baker had come to 



be in possession of it, and I didn’t get time to ask him. By the time I had had time to 
lay my hand on the loaf, he was back on his bike, pedalling away quicker than if he 
had put a ticking bomb in my hands. 

I was incredibly grateful to the baker, even if there was a slight drawback to my 
recent armament. The pistol only held a seven-round magazine and the baker had 
obviously not wanted to surrender precious rounds to a stranger. Therefore, I would 
only have seven rounds to get myself out of trouble, not nearly enough, but then again, 
I started to tell myself, get into any sort of trouble here and I would be lucky if I even 
managed to get seven rounds down at a target. 

I walked along the bridge slowly, but not so slowly that I looked like I was 
dithering. Ditherers were always asked for their papers and I didn’t want my face to 
become recognisable by these soldiers. I took special attention to work out where I 
would place defences along the bridge, and whether certain parts had been cleared or 
prepared for another machine gun nest or searchlight. I could see none and so began 
to pick up my pace slightly as I made it to the end of the bridge. 

Trying to keep up the image of an inquisitive tourist, I made my way to the edge 
of the canal, handful of pebbles in situ and, reaching the water’s edge, began 
attempting to skim them across to the other side. The soldiers either did not see me, 
or did not care as I went unchallenged as I apparently tried to beat my personal best 
continually. 

From here I could see the underside of the bridge. There were four dark boxes 
attached to the steel supports that ran under the bridge, from where the sentry posts 
were situated. I supposed these must have been the explosives that would be triggered 
by the switch Thérèse had heard all about, but I could not see what kind of explosives 
they were, nor how much was housed in the little boxes. It would be far too risky for 
me to even attempt to look. Whoever was to land here would just have to assume there 
were charges all over the thing. 

Using up the last of my pebbles, I turned and made my way back up the bank. Now 
it was time to do the same at the other bridge. 

As I approached it, I felt the pain at the base of my skull begin to return and for a 

moment it threatened to force me to my knees. I continued on, but I had caught the 
attention of a guard up ahead. He eyed me up and down as he caught me rubbing the 
back of my skull, and I tried to redirect my gaze so as to not antagonise him further. 

I continued walking towards him as if I had somewhere to be, but he wasn’t having 
any of it. He stepped across me, hand outstretched and everything, as if he had only 
just finished sentry school. 

“Papers?” he asked me, and he looked quite surprised when I was able to conjure 
some up from my trouser pockets. 

“Monsieur Dupont?” he enquired, almost as if he was expecting me to turn around 
and tell him my name was in fact Michael Turner from Cambridge. I replied diligently, 



and allowed him to ask his questions and examine my papers as much as he wanted, 
I was in no rush at the moment. 

He called one of his friends over to take his turn examining my papers. Handing 
them to his friend, he didn’t take his gaze off me for a single second. 

“Why are you here?” 
I explained my story as comprehensively as possible, in the hope he would get 

bored of my anecdotes and hurry me onto his next question. 
“Who were you signalling to just then as you walked across the bridge?” 
I tried my hardest to look confused. 
“You were waving your hands at the back of your head. Who were you signalling 

to?” 
“No one, no… that wasn’t a signal. I’ve had head pain for the last day or so. I was 

rubbing it to make it feel better.” 
As I finished, the second soldier seemed to be convinced by my forged papers and 

cover story and handed them back to the first soldier with a grunt. 
“Go home,” he said forcefully, “you should not be out if you are unwell. Go home.” 
I made no protest as he had made a good point, and instead offered up my thanks 

to him as I turned to make my way back across the bridges. 
“Hey!” I heard a voice call out to me, as I began to pick up my pace again, “Stop!” 

I made for the pistol, tucked in the back of my trouser waistband, as I was certain that 
it was too late now, he had already seen the outline of it, pushing up against my shirt. 
I spun on my heel, almost going down onto one knee to make a more stable firing 
platform, to make sure I made the best of my seven shots. 

I completed my turn before I had managed to draw the weapon and nearly vomited 
when I came to a halt. The soldier was smiling after me, obviously wondering how 
long I would get before turning back of my own accord. 

“Your papers! You forgot them!” I chuckled my way back to him as I retrieved 
them from his sweaty palms, my outward appearance of laughter as far away as 
possible from the inward thoughts and reprimands that I was giving myself. That 
would quite easily have put me in the cooler, cutting my training short with such a 

simple mistake. 
As I made my way back I tried to calm myself down, but it was difficult. I had made 

myself known now, not to just one soldier, but to a whole handful, as they had all 
strained to watch the stupid Frenchman who had left his papers with a soldier, they 
would no doubt know my face. 

I tried to relieve my desperation by focusing on what information I had gleaned 
through the day. The walk hadn’t taken me nearly as long as I had expected, the guards 
could not tell the difference between a real set of papers and a fake one and most 
importantly, that there seemed to be provisions in place for explosive charges along 
the bridge. 



They were all stored on my mental notepad now, nothing would be written down, 
not until I got back to Britain, just in case I needed some sort of bargaining chip to get 
myself out, but also to make sure that the Germans had absolutely no idea about what 
I had learned if I was to be compromised. 

I made sure I had everything stored on my notepad, then flipped the lid shut. Now, 
I would relax, tomorrow was the big one. Tomorrow I’d walk around the chateau. 



7. 
Georges dropped me off as close as he would dare to drive to the chateau, around 

a ten-minute drive from the café. We drove in silence, not because we didn’t feel like 

we had anything to talk about, but because I was still trying to work out my angle of 
approach, as well as pick up on any minute details I might have already missed. That 
and the fact we were both downright scared. 

Georges seemed to have a begrudging admiration for me, and as soon as I was 
around, especially during the day, he would become uptight and start acting in a very 
odd manner. It was frustrating, he needed to remain as inconspicuous as normal and 
right now he was doing anything but. I had to remind myself though, that these people 
were doing it for a much wider cause than just getting some soldiers into their village, 
they were doing it to liberate their entire country, plus, he hadn’t had the same sort 
of training that I had benefited so greatly from. 

I hopped out of his car, at the side of a road, Georges being careful no one else was 
around to see what was going on. 

“Up the road a little bit more is an outpost. That’s the exclusion zone around the 
chateau. There is a wood which you’ll have to make your way through, then you’ll see 
it.” He had told me all of this before we had left, and I wasn’t sure if it was nerves that 
was making him say it all over again, or whether it was a sheer determination to make 
sure we got everything right. 

“Thank you, Georges,” I said before closing the door, and letting him drive off 
before I got on with what I needed to. The baker had been again this morning, so I had 
two pistols now, each with three, seven round magazines each. A much better chance 
of blasting my way out of a bad situation. 

I moved off the road; despite Georges’ advice and specific location of the sentry 
outpost, I wouldn’t be listening to it. I wanted to get past that sentry post and into the 
exclusion zone without the Germans knowing, there was no way they would let 
someone like me inside without a solid backstory, which was something I didn’t have. 

I crossed over plenty of open ground, at a rapid but steady pace, wanting to 
minimise the time I was out in the open for. Up ahead, I could see the treeline, the 
very one that must have been guarded so diligently on the road. As I got closer, I tried 
to see if there was any sort of movement up ahead, in case there were any concealed 
sentry positions Georges or the others wouldn’t have known about. As I edged even 
closer, I noticed there were none. Either the Germans were incredibly complacent 



about the activity of the Resistance, or they weren’t hiding anything in the chateau of 
any real importance, and the whole thing could have been one giant honey trap. 

I made it to the tree line and repeated the measures that I had taken a couple of 
nights before. I stopped and slowly turned, while at the same time lowering my entire 
body to the floor, to make sure I had as small a profile as possible and make myself a 
smaller potential target. 

I stopped, waited and listened for any sign of movement, or any identifiers that I 
had already been compromised. I had needed to do this recce during the day as, even 
though I would probably be going in at after the sun had gone down, I needed to make 
sure I had seen all the potential entrances and exits the chateau had. Otherwise, I could 
have spent hours trying to get in through an upstairs window, only to find there was 
an unlocked service door right below it. 

Part of the wooded area had been cleared slightly, forming a circle right the way 
around the perimeter of the chateau, up and down which it was evident that vehicles 
of some kind would frequently be passing. The tyre tracks marking the boundary were 
clear to see, but it was something that would have been less obvious had I come at 
night. As if on cue, the engine of a troop carrier grew louder as it drew closer to me. 
Throwing myself in a bed of stinging nettles, I clutched the ground, refusing to bring 
my face up despite the pain that was burning across my face. 

Eventually, the truck passed with little consequence and I could pull my face up 
and out of the nettles, even though the damage had already been done. I felt big 
blotches spread over my skin and I knew that within a minute or so, they would begin 
itching like nothing I had ever experienced before. I had to put that to the back of my 
mind though, I needed to move further into the forest, so I was able to see the chateau. 

I wondered if the truck that had passed me had been part of a regular patrol and if 
it was, whether or not the pattern changed after night had fallen. I made a mental 
note of what time the truck had passed and decided to wait it out to see when the next 
two vehicles might pass. I waited fourteen minutes for the second to pass, twelve and 
a half for the third. So much for German military precision. The intervals were 
irregular by my standards, I wouldn’t be able to make a plan of attack based off those 

timings and so decided I would keep it in my mind that they pass every ten minutes 
or so. 

While I had been intently staring at my watch, waiting for the rumble of engines 
to pass me by once again, I thought back to the second, chance meeting that I’d had 
with the pretty brunette girl. She had sat at the table next to me in the café, and had 
pulled out a book. I tilted my head slightly to try and catch the title of it, but the words 
of the front cover were quickly replaced by her inquisitive face, wondering why this 
stranger was staring at her with a sideways head. 

“Your book,” I uttered, embarrassed, “I was trying to see what you were reading.” 
She looked at the front of the cover before reading the words back to me, almost like 



she didn’t know what she was reading herself. She began to run through the plot and 
how she wasn’t very much enjoying it, but it was being lent to her by a friend she 
worked with and so she felt obliged to finish it. 

“What is it you do for work?” I enquired, merely making conversation, with a 
subtle thought in my mind that she could add to my cover story if I was to have to stay 
here for a prolonged period of time. 

She went almost shy at first, like she wasn’t proud of what she was about to say, 
but at the same time was incapable of lying. 

“I work for the Germans, up at the chateau. I work on the switchboard there.” I 
asked a few more questions about her work, but refrained from barraging her with the 
types of questions I wanted to ask her. 

How many Germans guard the building? How many can be called on if there’s an 
attack? What kind of work do they do in there? Every fibre of my being wanted to 
assault her with these questions, but I knew I would arouse a whole heap of suspicion 
if I was to go into that much detail. There was no need to hurry these things, I had 
already seen her twice in two days and assumed I would see her again a couple more 
times before I went in to the chateau, I decided I would ask her over the next few times 
I saw her. We spoke for what felt like hours until she got up, announcing her mother 
would be wondering where she had got to. 

That chance meeting felt like a lifetime ago now, especially as I had snagged my 
trousers on numerous thorns and twigs, and my face had begun to burn even warmer 
than it had done before. 

After a few more minutes of trekking and crashing through brambles and nettles, 
I caught my first glimpse of my target building. It was perfectly white, quite an 
elaborate building with plenty of windows and, as I got down on my belly once again, 
to begin crawling through the undergrowth, I caught my first few sights of the sentries 
that were positioned all around. 

I had approached from the west side of the chateau, with the main drive 
approaching from the south, presumably coming up from the very road Georges had 
dropped me off on a couple of hours ago. 

The sentries seemed quite relaxed and almost completely disinterested with what 
they were supposed to be guarding. They stood in groups of two or three, smoking, 
with their rifles slung over their shoulders. I thanked the leaders of the Resistance and 
the other Executive agents who had decided not to raid this chateau before. If they had 
done, I could have been guaranteed a garrison of troops on high alert, and all very 
twitchy around their triggers. 

As it stood though, I couldn’t see the sentries wanting to be out in the cold of the 
night that much, even though we were in the warmer months, it could still get pretty 
nippy after the sun went in, and I reckoned they would be far more comfortable 
guarding from the various balconies of the chateau, with the doors flung open and 



trying to benefit from some of the warmth. It was what I would instinctively have 
wanted to do, anyway. 

I moved from my observation post, crawling backwards, making sure I didn’t leave 
too many tell-tale signs that I had been there. Once I made it back to the track I began 
to jog more confidently, round to where I estimated the north side of the chateau 
would be facing. I guessed this side of the chateau would be even less well guarded 
than the west side, as it was unlikely someone would crash through that much 
undergrowth simply to blow as many German soldiers up as possible. 

I was right. There was one soldier sat on a rear facing balcony at the back, cigarette 
hanging from his lips, with his feet up on the balcony wall, as he rocked backwards 
and forwards in his chair. I couldn’t even see his weapon. I watched him for a few 
minutes more, to see if he had any rituals or actually carried out any of his duties. It 
seemed like this was the easiest posting for a soldier with a hangover. 

I turned my attention away from the sentry, as I began to favour this side of the 
chateau for my point of entry, and began trying to locate various entrances into the 
building itself. I had two doors, both of them looking like battered old service doors, 
and one ground level window that I could choose from. At the moment, the window 
was open and I hoped it still would be when I went in, to have it as my backup plan. 

Satisfied I had checked all of the points of entry I would require, I began to work 
my way backwards, towards the cleared bit of the forest used for the road. Near to 
where I came out from the undergrowth, I memorised a distinctive looking tree, in the 
shape of a ‘V’, for victory, and began scraping a hole just to the right of it. From the 
small crater that I had made for myself, I pulled the two pistols out of the back of my 
waistband, along with the magazines from my trouser pockets, and began burying 
them in the ground in preparation for my infiltration. I did this to limit the amount of 
kit I would have to bring in on the night and, if I was to be picked up before I got there, 
I would have a much better chance of getting away with my cover story if I was totally 
unarmed. 

Retreating from the dirt track, I moved back into the outer ring of undergrowth 
and began making my way back to the south side of the chateau and back to the drop 

off point. I hid in the undergrowth for around thirty minutes, in which time three 
trucks trundled past me to my rear, waiting for the pick-up time I had prearranged 
with Georges. 

As I entered into the last five minutes before the pickup, I made sure nothing had 
fallen out of my pockets, and that I was ready to make the dash back across the open 
ground to the car. 

Georges was ready and waiting for me when I threw myself into the car, panting 
and wheezing away. He already had the car facing the opposite way to the direction he 
had just come, and I was sure that he had been revving it up the closer and closer I got 
to him. 



Again, we said nothing for our whole journey home, the silence only being broken 
when Thérèse saw the state of my clothes and, my face. 

“My boy! What have you been doing? Come here, come here, we’ll patch you up 
okay.” 



8. 
The blotches on my face soon began to disappear and my whole body began to 

return to normal again, even if Thérèse’s fussing didn’t. She made me more cups of 

coffee than she ever had done before and I found myself needing to use the toilet every 
half hour or so. 

Georges helped me to come up with a rough floorplan of the building, based on 
what he remembered from going into the building about seven years ago. It wasn’t 
brilliant, but it was the closest I was going to get to knowing what the building was 
like. By Georges’ recollections, the main drawing room was the only building in the 
house to be flanked by other rooms, meaning it was the only room in the house with 
no entry points into it, unless you were to come through from another part of the 
building. This, coupled with the fact that it was more or less central in the building, 
was where Georges and I reckoned any plans or intelligence would be kept, likely to 
be the commander’s office. I felt pleased as we retired that evening, having formulated 
an entire plan based on a rather presumptuous guess as to where we would put some 
plans. As I headed off to bed, I opened my briefcase for the first time since landing, as 
it was time to choose what tools I would need for the job. 

✽ ✽ ✽  

I drank yet another cup of coffee, probably equalling the amount I had drunk in 
my entire lifetime before I had got here to Thérèse. I watched, as I sat outside once 
again, as the population of the village got on with their lives. For most days now, I had 
sat here, at the same table drinking the same thing, to the point where I had almost 
become a fixture in the café, a permanent figure in the lives of some of these people. 
So much so, some people even waved to me from the other side of the road, or shouted 
a greeting to me as they passed; it was all good news for me, if they were treating me 
like one of their own, then that’s how I would appear to the Germans too. 

I saw the girl again, the pretty, brown haired girl I had seen the other day. I smiled 
at her once again and as she came to sit next to me, she returned the greeting. 

“Hello,” she said sweetly. 
“Good morning, it is a nice day today, isn’t it?” 



We exchanged pleasantries for a few moments more, before Thérèse plonked a 
fresh cup of coffee down in front of the girl. 

“What is your name, by the way,” I enquired, “I never quite got round to asking.” 
“Florence,” came the almost curt reply. 
We continued to chat for a few minutes more, before we descended into silence 

once again. Suddenly, I felt her tense up, and she let her mug hit the table twice as 
hard as she should have let it, making me look up, startled. As I looked up, I caught a 
German uniform gliding its way towards me, the face that was wearing it the very 
same face that had held onto my papers after I had been scouting the bridges. 

The colour in Florence’s face seemed to drain from it in an instant, and she went 
as white as the china that had been housing her coffee a few moments ago. 

I tried to maintain an exterior of confidence and being quite blasé about the whole 
affair, expecting he would like to crack a joke at my expense once again, the foolish 
Frenchman who had left his papers behind. 

Taking them from inside my jacket pocket, I began to pass them towards him, with 
a submissive smile, at which point he slapped them downwards and away from my 
grasp. I felt my face slam into the side of the table, and each of the blotches caused by 
the stinging nettles began to reappear as he kept my head firmly pressed into the table 
top. He grabbed my right hand and pushed it out onto the table and I kept it there 
obediently. I wished I hadn’t as I felt the cold steel of his pistol, slam its way into the 
bones of my hand as he whipped across my hand, each one of the knuckles feeling like 
they were about to explode. He managed to bring the pistol down on the back of my 
hand a further two times before I managed to get the signal to my hand to move away. 

I suddenly felt very sick, and very disappointed in myself. How had he known? Was 
it that day when I left my papers with him? Had he actually seen they were forgeries 
and I had been followed for the last couple of days as a result? What had I done to 
make him work out I was a foreign agent? 

Then the awful thought crossed my mind it wasn’t him who had known, it had 
been Florence who had gone to the authorities about me, and that, just by sitting next 
to me, she had signalled to the Germans nearby as to who the enemy spy was. More 

and more possibilities began zipping through my mind, including one that it was even 
Georges and Thérèse, or even worse, their kids who had grassed me up. 

Incensed by my apparent indignation, he pulled my face from the table, and 
cupping my chin in his hand, squeezed hard. He made me look straight into his eyes 
as his clamp got tighter and tighter until a shrill shriek seemed to make him give up, 
as if his mother had just caught him bullying a younger boy. 

“Please, stop it!” cried Florence, “Stop it, now!” 
The soldier grunted something before turning away and marching to the other side 

of the road, shovelling his pistol back into his holster as he went. 
“My boyfriend…” sobbed Florence, “…I’m sorry.” 



I felt ecstatic at the thought I hadn’t been compromised after all and it was only 
because I was fraternising with this man’s girlfriend that he had deemed me worth 
any attention at all. 

“What…what was that all about?!” cried Thérèse as she came bolting out from the 
café, almost as quickly as Florence had chased after her brute of a boyfriend. 

“Just a misunderstanding,” I replied, “either way, it might help our cause, if you 
know what I mean.” I smiled a bloody smile at her, which Thérèse failed to see the 
funny side of. Plenty of people had seen our little fracas, but the more people who saw 
it and heard about it the better, it might whip up some extra support for the local 
Maquis. 

The pain I should have been experiencing seemed to be dulled by the pure elation 
and celebration that was racing through my mind. I suddenly became very grateful for 
the voice of reason that had spoken to me when I had first met Florence. What if I had 
said something to her about the operation? What if I had tried to recruit her in some 
way to give me details about the chateau? It would have been exceptionally easy for 
her, out of a duty to her boyfriend, to tell him about the planned operation and for 
him to alert his superiors who could have ramped up the security on the chateau. 
Worse still, they could have left it wide open for me to run in, and then to make sure 
I would never get out again. 

I hadn’t known it at the time, but my voice of reason I so often failed to listen to, 
had just helped me to dodge, a glaringly big, life-ending bullet. 

The happiness that had paradoxically surged around my body for so long, began 
to subside rather dramatically, the pain reoccurring greatest at the back of my skull. I 
retreated to the bedroom that was still on loan to me indefinitely from Thérèse and 
Georges and reinvested my time in trying to memorise the prospective layout of the 
chateau and what my plan of action would be. I ran through everything; what might 
happen if all my points of entry were locked and I couldn’t get in? What would I do if 
the patrols were ramped up at night and not relaxed? What would I do if it all went to 
pot and ended up in a big shootout? 

I answered and re-answered my own queries in my head, still not writing anything 

down unless it was absolutely essential. Georges had instructions from me to burn all 
of my things as soon as I had left for the chateau, if all went to plan, I wouldn’t be 
needing them again. If things didn’t go to plan, well, I would be dead anyway so 
wouldn’t need my things regardless. 

I questioned myself three or four times over, to the point where I grew frustrated 
with myself that I could no longer think of any more questions. At which point, I 
decided to get my head down. Even if I couldn’t think of any more questions, I was to 
meet some people tomorrow who I was sure would have more than one or two of their 
own queries. 



9. 
“Right, gentlemen,” said Joseph, “this is Maurice Dumont, please listen to him, 

he will be leading the operation this evening.” 

I had met Joseph only a couple of hours before. Leader of the local resistance and 
their physical resistance operations, he had arrived at the café at around six o’clock in 
the evening. He was immediately ushered into the basement by Georges, who 
continued to guide various members of the Maquis into his basement as they appeared 
in dribs and drabs. Over the next two hours, over thirty men appeared in the basement, 
each one of them being surrendered to my control for the evening. 

I had explained my plan to Joseph as soon as he had arrived and, after a few tweaks 
here and there, he was very happy with the plan Georges and I had put together. He 
was a stern-faced man, one that I imagined very rarely smiled, which was what I had 
gleaned from my experience of him in the last two hours anyway. I found it difficult 
to understand how such a stony, borderline rude man, came to be the local doctor, let 
alone the leader of the resistance in this region. Pulling myself away from the 
straight-faced Joseph, I turned to his band of brave warriors. 

“Men, this evening we will be heading to the chateau,” I looked at each of them in 
turn for maximum impact. 

“We have reason to believe there is vital intelligence in the building, that could,” 
again I looked round at their captivated faces, “shorten the war…dramatically. 

“To succeed, I will need your help in the operation. I propose that you will 
approach the chateau from the south side, just inside the perimeter and make your 
way to the front of the house. From here, you will create a diversionary attack that 
exclusively deals with the forces on the front face of the building. I am hoping the 

number of men they send to engage you will mean that the real attack can take place 
elsewhere.” 

I deliberately made sure I was rather scant with the details, I respected each one 
of their courage and bravery, but I didn’t want them to go home and blab to mum and 
dad that they had helped obtain defence plans for the two nearby bridges. 

“After a prearranged time, Joseph will blow his whistle, at which point you will 
retreat, and you will discard your weapons and disperse.” 

None of them seemed to bat an eyelid at what I seemed to be asking them to do. 
“I know what I am asking is a big undertaking, and you are putting yourself at 

great risk to do this, but I know that the day for the liberation of France will soon be 



upon you, and you will be able to tell everyone of the part you played in a small part 
of it. Any questions?” 

As predicted, there were a handful of them, most of them concerned with my 
rather bareboned exfil plan. Together, Joseph and I answered them, to the point where 
they were comfortable with what was about to happen. 

“Okay then, gentlemen,” I continued after the dripping of questions had slowed 
to a halt, “get your heads down here, we move out at around eleven thirty tonight. 
Good luck.” 

They did not know it yet, but this was the first and last time they would ever see 
me, as I would head to the chateau in the next few minutes to find my weapons and 
to re-evaluate the situation we were facing. If there was any change, for example an 
impregnable ring of sentries and soldiers, the attack would go ahead regardless except 
for one vital component, me. 

Making my way up to my room, and making sure all my belongings could now 
squash tightly into my suitcase, I dragged it downstairs to Georges. The stack of old 
newspapers by the side of the fireplace told me all I needed to know about what he 
intended to do with my few precious belongings. 

Shaking his hand for one final time, I began to make my way to the rear door, 
where I would begin my trek to the lay-up point, waiting for the attack to start. 

Before I left however, I made sure I had two, very important pieces of my kit tucked 
around my person. One, was my Fairbairn-Sykes fighting knife I had kept concealed 
in a false lining pocket of my suitcase, the other was my trusty hairbrush. 



10. 
I had retrieved my cache of weapons, twenty-one rounds for each pistol which 

meant I should have been able to put down a decent amount of fire before either going 

down myself, or hopefully be able to pick up a dropped enemy weapon that I would be 
able to use to pick off a few more enemy soldiers. 

Both pistols were lying by my side, so was my knife, just in case I found that I 
would need to use them before I really wanted to be using them. I would leave them 
where they were until five minutes before go time, at which point I would stash one 
of the pistols back in my waistband, and take one of the pistols and the knife, ready 
and drawn, into battle. 

I had more time to think again as I found myself staring at the silhouette of a guard 
rocking backwards and forwards in his chair. I wondered whether or not this was the 
very same guard that I had seen on my initial recce of the building because in 
demeanour at least, they seemed to be acting like the exact same person, each drag of 
a cigarette lasting longer than the last. 

I thought back to the previous night, when I had been far too agitated to get my 
head down well enough to actually get any shut eye. I had made my way down into 
the café, where the silhouettes of all the empty chairs and tables added to my surprise 
when I found that there was a lone figure sitting at one of them. 

“Can’t sleep?” the figure enquired, and I immediately recognised the gruff tones 
of Georges, as he spun a bottle of whiskey my way, “Here, have some, it always sends 
me off.” 

“They are all good lads you know,” he said to me after I took my first swig, “they 
won’t let you down. They’re all incredibly committed.” 

“I don’t doubt it one bit Georges.” 
“In fact, it’ll be sad that we will be losing some of them.” He said it more as a 

question, to see whether I would confirm or deny his suspicions about how costly I 
thought the mission would be, but he got nothing in return, just a prolonged silence 
as I went in for another swig on the whiskey bottle. 

“Tell me about yourself,” he said as he took the bottle from me for another go 
himself, “your real self, not this part you’re playing.” I almost got defensive at his 
last remark, this wasn’t a part I was playing, it was a cover story I needed in order to 
carry out an act of war, a vital act of war, one that hopefully, would lead to him and 
his countrymen being liberated by the Allies. I decided to bite my tongue and, as we 



sat in silence once again, I decided that if I did tell him about my life, by the time he 
had time to act upon the information, it would likely be too late anyway, I would either 
be on my way back to Britain, or I would be dead. 

“I was born in Oxfordshire, and I was about to go to Oxford University, but decided 
I would be better off in the Army. I applied to become an officer, which I was accepted 
into, but shortly into my training, they discovered I had been partly educated here, 
and that my grandparents were French, and so they thought my talents would be 
better suited elsewhere. I was trained up and now I’ve been doing these ops for the 
best part of three years now, and I suppose, I’ve actually got pretty good at it. I’m still 
alive anyway.” 

He took everything in, smiling at all the right points and remaining silent at the 
appropriate parts. 

“My grandparents, after the first war, decided it would be safer for their children 
to head to Britain, just in case something like that ever sparked up again. They were 
probably right I suppose. 

“My father was killed during the Blitz. He was a firefighter drafted into the capital 
to help stem the void of lack of firefighters. He was sent to try and recover a family 
who were trapped in the rubble of their home. Unfortunately, in London you see, the 
houses all seem to be interconnected, my dad was lying under the bricks of a collapsed 
wall of the house next door when they found him, worst part of it all is, he wouldn’t 
have died straight away, he more than likely died of asphyxiation due to the fire that 
was raging nearby. It must have been a pretty slow death.” 

Until that point, my father’s death had never seemed to play on my mind, and it 
definitely hadn’t been a motivating factor for me to do what I was now doing. I decided 
I needed to move the subject on, and pretty sharpish, before my mind was filled with 
anger and hatred, which could cloud my judgement on the rest of the op. 

“What about you, Georges? You said you could speak English? Where did you learn 
that?” 

He seemed almost pleased I had asked about his life for a change and he began to 
rattle off his life story for me, “and so, I ended up working in the financial world, 

bringing me into contact with some very wealthy British financiers, most of them far 
too stubborn to learn a word of French and so, it became my job to learn English.” 

As he drew his life story to a close, he offered me one final swig of the bottle, which 
I declined, whereupon he screwed the lid back on tightly. 

“They are all good boys, Maurice, they will do you proud. They will do France 
proud.” 

We shook hands, before heading back upstairs to bed, where I found it much easier 
to drift off to sleep, whether it was because I felt like a weight had been lifted or 
because the whiskey was beginning to take hold, I did not know. 



I checked my watch again, seven minutes to go. They should more or less all be in 
position now, having skirted around the outpost on the road in much the same way I 
had done, before coming back on themselves so that they could attack the building 
head on. Joseph had added three of his own men to turn back down the road, and 
attack the outpost, more out of a personal hatred for his occupiers than for any kind 
of tactical gain. 

As the second hand ticked round on my watch, giving only five minutes left, I 
pulled one of the pistols from its resting place and stuck it back down the waistband 
of my trousers. I double checked my pockets, all four spare magazines were still there 
and, more importantly to me, my hairbrush. 

I picked up the other pistol in my right hand and the knife in my left, meaning 
that if I was to turn a corner and come face to face with a German soldier, I would be 
able to lash out and catch them square in the chest. I was hoping to leave as small a 
body count inside the actual building as possible, otherwise the Germans would know 
someone had been inside and allow them to change their plans accordingly. It was for 
this reason that Joseph’s men would be ordered home if it appeared like they were 
about to break through into the chateau, in the hope we gave the illusion that we had 
been defeated. 

Sixty seconds to go. I now stopped looking at my watch, and kept my gaze fixed 
firmly on the sentry up on the balcony, I needed to be looking at him at the exact 
moment the attack started, and hope he would react in the way I was banking on. As 
I kept my gaze fixed firmly on him, I slowly began to pull myself up into a crouch, 
once again checking my pockets were as secure as possible and that they still had 
everything they should have done. 

I crouched in that position for as long as I possibly could, always keeping my eyes 
on the sentry, until the burning sensation in my legs threatened to make me scream 
in agony. I wondered how long this sixty seconds was going to take to come round and 
I began to doubt whether Joseph’s men had synchronised their watches, or if they’d 
turned up at all. 

Maybe I should have accompanied them to the starting point. 

Just as I had that thought passing through my mind, an ear-splitting bang 
disturbed the midnight air, and the birds that had so recently begun to rest in the 
treetops were subjected to a rude wake up call, causing an almighty migration of the 
winged creatures into the darkness. 

Still, my gaze had not deferred from the sentry, and just as the noise had 
resounded and bounced off the walls, he glanced backwards over his shoulder, almost 
coming off his chair in the process. That was the only signal I needed, using it as a 
starting pistol for my own, personal objectives. That split second when his focus was 
away from the rear of the building would be all I needed to be able to emerge from the 
undergrowth and hopefully, by the time his attention returned to the rear of the 



building, if it returned at all, I would be out of his gaze and lurking in the shadows of 
the chateau itself. 

Knife out and pistol scanning the darkest corners as I approached, I half sprinted, 
half waddled my way to the building, hitting the nearest wall with an almighty thud. 
I stopped for a moment and tried to listen and see if I had been compromised in any 
way, but all I could hear was the din being made by Joseph’s men, and they were doing 
it to the very best of their ability. I only hoped they would leave some survivors so the 
Germans were convinced that no one had entered their premises. 

I made my way over to the first service door that I had seen on my recce, but it was 
locked. Quickly, I shuffled my way over in the shadows to the second, more battered 
door and, although the wood was rotten and damp, the door was still locked. Despite 
this, I realised it would have an ancient lock on it, and one that wouldn’t need too 
much manipulation to swing open. 

I pushed a tension wrench into the lock and began applying more and more 
pressure to it, using another pick to push the lock further and further up, until it 
clicked. The door was unlocked. I dropped my kit to the ground, holding my pistol up 
at chest height, just in case some inquisitive cook came bounding through the door 
that had just unlocked itself. No one came. 

Bundling my kit back up and pushing it down my sock, I slowly turned the handle 
until I was confident it would open. I opted for a hard and fast entry into the chateau 
and using my shoulder, blasted my way through the door frame, quickly sweeping the 
room for any targets who might have been caught unawares. Seeing none, I began to 
make my way up some stairs, which I hoped would take me to a landing area on the 
first floor. 

The chateau was magnificently decorated, all marble stoned floors and nicely 
finished walls with elaborate paintings hanging on every corner. It was so brightly 
coloured and captivating, I nearly missed the giant Swastikas that had been draped 
over the side of the staircase, into the main entrance lobby. 

The din caused by Joseph’s boys still raged outside, and I finally found my way 
onto the landing off which Georges had been convinced the commanding officer’s 

office would be located. I tried to locate the central most door on the landing, at which 
point, bullets began smashing their way into the walls on my right. 

Joseph’s boys must have been getting closer, and I had to get down on all fours 
and crawl my way to the room, to use the cover of the external walls in case I took a 
round from one of my own team. Suddenly, a shout bounced off the highly polished 
floors and well decorated walls. 

“Hey!” screeched the voice and as I looked up, I made out a rifle being lowered, to 
equal the height of my head. I stretched out my hands in mock surrender and slowly 
began to stand up, but as I got up on to one knee, I whipped my pistol round into a 
fire position and pumped three rounds into the figure ahead of me, who managed to 



snap one round off as he fell. I had no choice but to leave the body where he was and 
hope they assumed he had been hit by the bullets that were cannoning their way 
through the windows and not from the much louder rounds that had originated from 
the hallway. 

I pushed through the door I had guessed was the room that would house the plans, 
and I pulled a chest of drawers across the door for added security. It was then I noticed 
that the pool of blood at my feet, was dripping far too frequently to have been from 
the lad I had just dropped. 

Looking down, I realised that just above my belly button, a scarlet patch of liquid 
was beginning to seep through my jacket, which meant it had already gone through 
one other layer of clothing to get there, it seemed like the dying action of the boy 
soldier was to just clip me with a round. I had a choice, did I try and plug the gap that 
had opened up in my stomach and waste precious time, or just get to the plans as soon 
as possible and risk making myself bleed out? 



11. 
If I was to leave the hole and get on with my mission, then there was a chance, 

that I would not be conscious long enough to get the plans back to where they needed 

to be, and then I would just fail anyway. 
As the gunfight continued to rage on outside the front of the house, dulled slightly 

by the chunky wooden door that I had slammed shut, I decided I would try and plug 
the gap as best I could. I began looking around the room for something to use. It was 
quite a basic room, not in keeping with the rest of the building and certainly not what 
you would have expected an officer to be content with. 

Nevertheless, a grand old desk was the centre feature of the room, an ornate, solid 
oak work station, littered with pieces of paper and maps. I would come back to them 
in a minute, I needed to plug the hole, even if it was just to stop the blood from 
splashing all over the vital plans. 

In the corner of the room was a wardrobe and I hobbled my way over to it as quickly 
as I dared, half expecting the door knob to start wobbling and rattling around in its 
housing as someone tried to gain a quick entry into the room. 

An explosion sounded, followed by another and another, and I wondered which 
side was throwing the grenades all of a sudden. Either way, it was bad news for me; if 
the two sides had come within throwing distance of each other, it wouldn’t be too long 
before Joseph’s whistle signalled the retreat for his band of merry men. I hoped they 
hadn’t lost too many of their company. 

Inside the wardrobe was a full set of uniform for an OberstLeutnant, a Lieutenant-
Colonel. I had hit the jackpot. Next to his boots lay two socks, one next to the other, 
not rolled up in to a ball like any other person would have done. Grabbing the socks, I 

held them in place over my wound, letting the fibres soak up any of the liquid that 
was leaking out of me quicker than a gushing tap. With a bloodied hand, I grabbed one 
end of the field service belt that was hung over the hanging rail, and began fastening 
it over the socks. Fortunately, the OberstLeutnant obviously had quite a large, rotund 
figure, and so the belt quite easily wrapped its way around my stomach fully. Strapping 
it tightly in place, I began looking around the room, trying to find what I needed. 

I laid my two pistols out on the desk, just in case I was disturbed and so that I was 
able to put up a bit of a defensive action. I also pulled out my trusty hairbrush. It was 
a standard hairbrush, nothing special or extravagant, just a wooden handpiece that 



ran the length of the brush, with the horse hair bristles on the underside of the wooden 
grip. 

It was now I decided to use it. Sliding the top of the handpiece apart in the middle, 
the wooden grip, that should have been solid had, in fact, for my purposes, been 
hollowed out. Tapping it out on my right hand, I let the small stainless steel box drop 
out into my palm, so small as it was that it would quite easily be concealed if I was to 
make a fist. 

The Minox camera was a brilliant piece of equipment, even though it was actually 
a German design. It extended length ways which initiated the internals to get ready to 
take a picture, holding the viewfinder up to my eye, I was able to click down on the 
shutter, and capture a photo. Pushing the sides inwards and then pulling them back 
out again meant the film advanced and the camera was able to take another photo. 

Camera now in hand, I began searching my way through all the paperwork on the 
desk, ignoring the pain now threatening to make me spew my guts up all over the 
table. 

I had the ability to take around fifty photos with the camera, and so I would need 
to be selective about what pictures I took and which I didn’t. I didn’t want the camera 
getting back to the Executive and having numerous pictures of the OberstLeutnant’s 
postcards he was sending to his family back home. 

Under a wad of blank paper was a map, one I instantly recognised. The terrain 
markings and roads looked just like that of the ones surrounding my false Uncle’s 
café. Wiping my hands down my trousers, to avoid soiling the paper with sweat and 
blood, I pulled the map round so it was the main focus sprawled out on the desk. 

It was a map of the two bridges, with pencil markings and sketches all over it, 
denoting the latest developments in the defence of the bridges. The most alarming to 
me was the markings labelled, AntiGleiter Pole, a translation even I could complete. 
Anti-glider poles. 

I wondered whether or not that was the preferred method of insertion for the 
forces earmarked to take these bridges. I supposed it would make sense. Landing by 
sea meant they would have to fight their way to the bridges first, by which time their 

forces would be depleted and the Germans would have had more than enough time to 
blow the bridges to kingdom come. Parachute drop carried the risk of being blown off 
course, and not being able to have a specific enough drop zone. A glider would be able 
to land on a much smaller drop zone, and have a better chance of actually landing 
where they were meant to. It wasn’t my job to think about the pros and cons of 
different types of landing right now, so I began clicking away, making sure I took at 
least ten, detailed photos of the map, to ensure that even if some were out of focus, 
the rest would give the intelligence boys enough to go with. 

I finished with the map and, giving it one last glance to make sure I hadn’t missed 
anything, slid it back under the wad of paper. I needed to give off an image that 



nothing had been touched in the office, so there was no panic of a breach in the 
headquarters once the gun battle had died down, it was the same reason why I had 
made sure that I touched as little uniform as possible, and the wardrobe door was shut 
tightly, in the exact same way as I had found it. There wasn’t too much I could do 
about the blood on the floor. 

I began flicking my way through all the stacks of paper on other parts of the desk, 
rummaging in drawers trying to see if there was any other vital information I might 
have missed. You never know, there might have been the schedule for Hitler’s 
movements for the next eighteen months sat in a drawer, and without checking, you’d 
never find out. 

It was as I closed the final drawer I heard the whistle blast. Two high pitched, 
desperate squeals rang out across the front of the house, loud enough to be clearly 
heard above the din of grenades and guns. 

I felt Joseph’s men disengage from the battle, and as the intensity of gunfire 
seemed to dull slightly, I could now make out that all the fire was being poured 
completely on the group that should by now, be running away. 

I bolted for the door, I needed to get out of here as quickly as possible, before the 
Germans began to take stock of what had happened and began looking around inside 
for a breach. My stomach began searing as I hauled the chest of drawers back to where 
they had been sitting before I began my pillaging for information. 

Grabbing both my pistols from the desk, and drawing my knife out again, I began 
edging my way out into the corridor. 

As I snuck out, shards of glass and bits of burnt cloth from the curtains littered the 
floor, and the bits of windows started to crack and crunch under my foot as I walked 
out. 

I made my way over to the lad I had cut down shortly before entering the room. 
His eyes were glazed and had dried out already, sinking further and further into his 
skull, as time went on. 

I picked up the rifle that was lying by his side, and slung it over my shoulder, you 
never know when something like that might come in handy. 

Turning away from the boy, I began to make my way back out of the chateau, 
following the exact same route I had taken to get into the building, to make sure I 
didn’t get lost in the labyrinth and spend days wondering around trying to figure out 
a way to leave. 

The gunfire slowly petered out into nothing, interrupted only by the odd crack of 
a revolver as I assumed an NCO wondered around, making sure all of the unwelcome 
guests would never be returning. I counted four shots in total and I hoped that was all 
I would be hearing for now. 

I crept my way back down the stairs, and into the service bay area I had entered 
through. Easing the door open, I didn’t wait for the door to be fully opened before 



sliding my way through the gap. I pushed it back into its frame gently, but gave it an 
extra budge just to make sure it wasn’t going to swing open in a breeze. I wouldn’t 
have time to lock it, besides, it is far easier to unlock a door without a key, than it is 
to lock it again. I would just have to hope for the best. 

I stuck my back to the wall and listened. I couldn’t hear any soldiers shouting as 
they checked the perimeter of the building, no troop movements up ahead behind the 
trees. As I prepared to make my final run towards the undergrowth, I hoped the sentry 
who should have been above me, was still rocking backwards and forwards in his chair, 
and that he hadn’t even heard the thunderous noise from the front. 

I had no way of checking when he was looking this time and so I could only go for 
one thing, surprise. I pushed myself off the wall with my right foot and, one hand 
clutching at the camera in my pocket, the other around the pistol grip while 
simultaneously holding the rifle sling, I began throwing myself towards the 
undergrowth. 

The guard must have either seen me a lot earlier than I had anticipated, or he had 
been woken up by Joseph’s men, as I began to hear the thuds as rounds from his rifle 
began getting perilously close to my feet. All of a sudden, I felt my right leg explode 
with pain, just below my kneecap, and I was sent clattering to the floor. I didn’t have 
any time to evaluate the pain and so I rolled onto my back, brought the rifle up into 
the aim and fired off five, well placed rounds. 

I did not know if I had hit the sentry, or whether I had just succeeded in getting 
his head down, in either case, the result was the same, he had stopped firing. I didn’t 
waste another moment deliberating or celebrating and instead pushed myself up off 
the floor and began limping my way into the undergrowth. 

Once I was there, I pushed my hand down my leg. The fleshy muscle of the back 
of my leg now had a neat entry wound in it, one that was seeping blood much faster 
than the hole in my stomach. I had no option but to carry on. 

My objective was to get the plans of the defences back to the Executive. And that’s 
exactly what I was planning to do, even if it meant I bled out in the process. 

I began hobbling again, this time in the direction of the unwelcome farmer’s home. 

The Lysander was due to land in a little over twenty minutes. I’d much rather die in 
the back of one of those Lizzie’s than in some random field of a foreign country. 

It was time to dig deep. 


