
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Detours

––––––––

The Life Of Abby Foster

––––––––

Chip Smith



    
        
          Detours

        

        
        
          Chip Smith

        

        
          Published by ChipSmith, 2021.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      DETOURS

    

    
      First edition. August 8, 2021.

      Copyright © 2021 Chip Smith.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8201026004

    

    
    
      Written by Chip Smith.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Chip Smith

	    

      
	    
          
	      Book 1

          
        
          
	          Treason And The Haberdasher

          
        
          
	          The Inheritance

          
        
          
	          
          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Book 2

          
        
          
	          Cranston Manor Mystery

          
        
          
	          The Coroner A Penny Stone Mystery

          
        
          
	          The Inheritance - Across The Pond

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Penny Stone Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Til Death Do Us Part

          
        
          
	          Collusion

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Treason and The Haberdasher

          
        
          
	          The Sisemen Conspiracy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Encounter

          
        
          
	          Double Edged Sword

          
        
          
	          The Extra Maid

          
        
          
	          A Queen's Ransom

          
        
          
	          The Assignment

          
        
          
	          Tea With The Queen

          
        
          
	          Detours

          
        
          
	          An Orphan's Tale

          
        
          
	          Unbreakable Bonds - A Rachael Shaw Mystery

          
        
          
	          Aftermath

          
        
          
	          Deception

          
        
          
	          Undercover Chef

          
        
          
	          Four World War II Mystery Box Set

          
        
          
	          Divided Loyalties

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Chip Smith’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For my wonderful wife who encourages me everyday!

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Part One



[image: ]




The Brits
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Some kisses are never meant to be forgotten. For Abby Foster, this was hers. She found it hard to breathe. Her legs went weak, and the world faded away. Flight lieutenant Sam Barton was mesmerized at her beauty and took in the subtle, yet intoxicating perfume Abby wore for the occasion.  

His proposal, while not entirely unexpected, was everything she hoped it would be. Romantic, gallant and passionate. Not every girl got engaged on an RAF airfield, but it was the perfect venue. The sound of the occasional spitfire taking off in the distance only heightened the experience. 

Even though they had met only months before, the chemistry between the couple was electric. But it was more than that. The lieutenant’s good looks and Abby’s beauty and stunning figure were undeniable, but their shared values, desire for a big family, and strong faith only heightened their instant connection. 

“I can’t believe it’s happened so fast,” Abby said through happy tears. “How did I find the love of my life when I wasn’t even looking?” she gushed. 

“Admit it. I’m quite the catch,” Sam joked. “I have the extraordinary paycheck of a lieutenant, a broken-down car and a suspect bicycle to offer. How could you not be impressed? Besides, what else could you want?”

“I’m sure you’ll be a general any day now, and we’ll have a staff car and driver at our disposal. After the war, you’ll get elected to parliament and be prime minister within the year,” Abby smiled. “Let’s get a move on. I can’t wait to tell my parents the good news.”

“About that,” Sam replied. “I’m afraid I may have proverbially spilled the beans on that front. I couldn’t ask you to marry me without your father’s permission, so...”

“I should have known,” punching Sam on his shoulder. “That’s another reason I love you. You always do the right thing.”

“Well, I picked you, didn’t I? Let’s see them after my shift at 1600 hours.”

“I assume that’s four p.m. in human time?” Abby said. “I accept.”

After a last embrace, Sam headed back to the headquarters building on foot, while Abby drove two hours back to her flat in London. Abby’s two flat mates were lounging in their living room reading the latest gossip rags. Sharon was smoking her favorite American cigarettes, Chesterfields. After all, they were “milder and tasted better,” at least that’s what the ads said. “Aren’t Saturdays wonderful” she declared to no one in particular. 

Moments later, Elizabeth Connor, Abby’s other friend, dropped her newspaper and stared at Abby’s glowing expression. “He, did it?” Elizabeth squealed. That got Sharon’s immediate attention. She leaped off the sofa and gave Abby a death crush and smothered her in kisses. “I’m so happy for you, Abby. Tell us all the juicy details.”

Abby extracted herself from Sharon’s grasp and told them all about the airfield proposal. “I’m in absolute heaven,” she declared. 

“Did he get down on one knee?” Elizabeth asked. 

“It was so romantic; I’ve got to admit. I could have made love to him on the runway, but that might be frowned upon,” she giggled. “Besides, that will have to wait for the honeymoon.”

“Have you set a date?” Sharon wanted to know.  

“Not yet. We’re going to see my parents when Sam gets off around four, so we might end up discussing it later tonight. Mom has a busy social calendar, so we’ll just have to see. She’ll want to help, I know.”

“God forbid,” Elizabeth joked. “You should just elope and save the hassle.”

“She’s not like that at all,” Abby said somewhat defensively. “Mom never pushes too hard and won’t be the mother from hell you often hear about, wanting to control everything.”

“Sorry,” Elizabeth offered.

“Anyway,” Abby continued, “I suspect the RAF will have something to say about the dates, depending on circumstances.” That took the air out of her, though only momentarily. “God only knows what that Hitler chap has in store.”  

“Why not just tell your pilot fiancé to drop a bomb on Berlin and send the nutter where he belongs?” Sharon announced.

“Let’s celebrate with a glass of bubbly. We’ve a bottle left over from our last party. What better excuse do we need?” Elizabeth beamed.

After their toasts to the bride to be, the three friends settled down and talked of their good fortune at having a flat together and a wedding to help plan.
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While waiting for Sam to arrive, Abby took some time alone to reflect on her life to date. At twenty-six, her life was full, with wonderful parents who lived in the Cotswolds. Her upper-middle-class life allowed Abby to excel at an all-girls school where she was quite an athlete. She rowed on a women’s team and was a top tier fencer, much to the dismay of many of her male peers. And men there were aplenty. Many hoped to capturing her heart. But aside from a few male friends, Abby never quite found someone who could measure up to her father. 

Conrad Foster was a diplomat at the Home Office. At least that’s what his official job description said. Unknown to Abby, MI6 recruited him in 1930 to do intelligence work. He wasn’t an “official” spy, but was deeply involved in gathering information on the rise of Germany. He was principled to a fault, some said, but in Abby’s eyes he was perfect. Until Sam Barton entered her life, her father was her role model for a man.

Sylvia Foster, Abby’s mother, was still a beautiful woman and socially outgoing. Raven black hair contrasted sharply with Abby’s golden locks. The family joked about Abby’s true origins, though a photo of Conrad as a youth showed him with blonde hair, though it had turned a handsome brown by the time he was six.

Living in the Cotswolds was idyllic for Abby. Her home was an attractive estate manor, with weeping willows around a pond where Abby spent hours sailing wooden boats and catching the occasional fish with her father.

It was a two-hour drive to their home from Abby’s apartment, so she called her parents ahead of time and asked if they could have a late dinner together. 

Sylvia and Conrad Foster were delighted with Sam and the announcement of their engagement at dinner that night. They had liked him from their first introduction at a society ball. Abby invited the lieutenant to the ball the same day she had met him at Harrods, buying a new tie. They never looked back.

After considerable discussion at the dinner table, a September wedding looked most workable as far as Sylvia’s schedule was concerned. She could juggle some of her commitments to the Queen’s charities, and Abby’s parents had no travel plans to speak of. That gave the couple several months to plan while fighting the urge to consummate the marriage. They made a pact on the way to her parent’s house to keep their physical relationship in check. Both knew just how difficult that was going to be.

After dinner, Conrad offered Sam a drink in the study, while Abby and Sylvia chatted eagerly about wedding plans. 

“Sam, you know I couldn’t be happier to welcome you into the family. I’m sorry your parents didn’t live to see you so happy, though I suspect they might just know,” he said with a knowing smile.

“There is one thing that concerns me, however. The press won’t cover it, but I’m not happy about the way things are headed in Germany. I fear you may be called upon to fight the bloody Nazis before we realize. I suppose I shouldn’t say it while working for the Home Office, but Chamberlin doesn’t know who he’s dealing with.”

“They are stepping up our training,” Sam said. “At any rate, I’m sure the diplomatic core will do all it can to keep us from a war.”

“I know you’ll do your duty, Sam. I just know how crushed Abby will be if something ever happens to you. Somehow, I wish you could just elope and enjoy one another before things get worse. It’s easy to see that you can’t keep your hands off one another,” Conrad smiled.

“You noticed,” Sam laughed. “We’re doing our best to wait, but it’s hard.”

“It was the same for Sylvia and me. We moved the date up twice, just for your information.” The twinkle in Conrad’s eyes made Sam appreciate his soon to be father-in-law even more. It was getting too late to make the drive back to town, so Abby and Sam spent the night and headed out early the next morning.

“So, what did father and you talk about last night?” Abby asked.

Sam laughed. “He has some concerns about where the world is headed regarding Germany. He’s not too keen about Chamberlain’s grasp of the situation. More interestingly, he said he’d understand if we eloped. Apparently, he’s more than aware of our chemistry together.”

Abby turned a shade of purple. “Is it really that noticeable? I can’t believe he’d bring that up.”

Sam glanced over at Abby with an enormous smile. “He said he and your mother moved up their wedding twice to make it to the finish line and still maintain their virtue.”

“Oh Lord, how embarrassing,” Abby laughed. “I guess you never think of your parents that way.”

“They made you, didn’t they?” Sam grinned.
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The weeks flew. Abby and Sam had fewer and fewer times together because of the stepped-up training regimen at Sam’s base of operations. He was with squad 54, at RAF Manston, on the north-east coast, not too far from Canterbury. 

After one particularly passionate rendezvous in his old Crossley coupe, it was all they could do to prevent a complete surrender to their desire. “I’ve got to get out of the car, my love. We promised we’d wait. If I stay here another second, I won’t be able to stop,” Abby said. 

“Neither can I,” Sam admitted. “Just slap me across the face and I’ll attempt to be a gentleman,” Sam said breathlessly. “I didn’t think it would be this hard. I’d better take you home.”

Filling in the time before the wedding was a joy for Abby and her friends Sharon and Elizabeth. They made frequent trips, shopping for a bridal gown and all the other “necessities” for bridesmaids and Abby’s wedding trousseau. They took in several Hollywood movies while about town. Their favorite was “Another Thin Man” with Myrna Loy and William Powell.

Abby spent some weekends at her parent’s home. Her mother, Sylvia, didn’t pester her with questions about the wedding, but asked where the couple would have their honeymoon. 

“Probably in an air hangar at this rate,” Abby complained. “I’m not sure how much time Sam can get off the base the way things are going.” Abby shed her first tears at the prospect, and the strain was showing.

“Is there anything more I can do?” Sylvia asked. “All the invitations are out, but I can see you’re overwhelmed.”

“Thanks, Mother. I just wish Sam and I could have more time together. I’ve almost forgotten what he looks like. We’ll make it to the finish line,” Abby finally said. “After the wedding, I won’t let him out of the bedroom for a week.” Suddenly blushing at her announcement, Abby looked furtively for her mother’s reaction.

“I couldn’t agree more, dear. Your father and I didn’t come up for air for three days. We were young once too, you know.” 

In the meantime, Sam was also getting frustrated at the stepped-up training pace. He loved flying, but they spent many hours in the classroom evaluating their training flights and assessing what they could do better in combat situations. It was getting all too real. 

Sam wanted to speak with his wing commander and make a plea for more time away from the base. He knew he was the best pilot in the squadron, so maybe he could work something out.

Walking over to the command center from the barracks, Sam rehearsed his speech and grew less confident with each stride. Maybe I should just skip it. He wandered into the building and went down the hall to the commander’s office. He knocked on the door quietly, almost hoping his boss wasn’t in. Hearing nothing, he walked away when a raised voice came from the office. Maybe his ears were playing tricks on him, but the voice sounded like it was in German. That couldn’t be, he concluded, but his curiosity got the better of him.

He returned to the door and listened again. Someone was speaking, but it was now too soft to make out. Opening the door without knocking, Sam saw the commander’s aide now whispering on the telephone. The man, Reginald Walker, suddenly looked up at Sam and quickly put the receiver back on its cradle. There was no escaping the man’s startled expression. 

“Why, hi Sam, what can I do for you?” he said after quickly regaining his composure. Sam looked at Reginald and decided not to mention what he had heard. “Just looking for Commander Thomas,” he said nonchalantly.

“He’s out on base somewhere. Is there a message I can give him?”

“No thanks, just a personal matter about leave. I’ll catch up with him later.” 

With that, Sam left a clearly relieved aide and wondered what he’d just walked in on.

The more he thought, the more confused he got. Did I really hear German, or was it just my imagination? Maybe it was just Reginald using German slang or maybe it was another language all together. He eventually dozed off until a drill horn jolted him awake. Another bloody practice, he thought. When will I get out of here and see Abby?

They finished their flights and debriefing by four o’clock. He didn’t do his best flying, being preoccupied with his encounter with Reginald one moment, and thoughts of Abby the next. 

Speech or not, Sam headed back to the commander’s office once more to make his case.

“Come in, Sam. What can I do for you?” 

“Sir, I know our drills are important, but I need to get away for a day or two, or I’ll go stark raving mad. I haven’t seen Abby for three weeks and we have a wedding to plan. We need to be together.”

Commander Carrington held up his hand to stop Sam from continuing. “Sam, I’ve already scheduled you for a two-day leave, so get out of my office and give that girl of yours your undivided attention. I’m sure you can do that. See you in three days.”

Not believing his good luck, Sam snapped off a crisp salute and ran out the door toward the barracks. Coming to a halt, he ran back to the office and yelled, “Thank you, sir,” and headed out again. Sam grabbed his suitcase from under his bunk, randomly jammed some clothes inside, and headed for his car. “I can’t believe it,” he said out loud with a grin on his face.

Two hours later, he pulled up to Abby’s London flat and pounded on the door. Rather than being greeted by Abby, it was the smiling face of Elizabeth Connor. “Oh, Sam, I’m sorry, but Abby left this morning to visit her parents.” Glancing at his watch, he gave Elizabeth a surprise kiss on the cheek. “If I hurry, I can get there by dinner.” Before she could respond, Sam dashed down the stairs and out to his car.

“That man has it bad,” Elizabeth yelled inside to Sharon, who was just coming to see what all the ruckus was about.

It was dark when Sam pulled into the drive of the Foster’s home. Abby saw him drive up from the living room window and bolted out the front door and threw herself into his arms. 

“I can’t believe you’re here,” she said, after more than one satisfying kiss. 

“I’ll tell you all about it. Am I too late for dinner?”

“You and your stomach. We were just about to sit down. Mom and Dad will be so happy to see you. Just leave some food for the rest of us.”

The Fosters’ live-in cook had been with the family ever since Abby was a little girl. She knew how to put on a spread, much to Sam’s delight. There was even hand-churned strawberry ice cream for dessert.

It was a great evening to be together. Conrad peppered Sam with questions about the state of readiness of his outfit, in case conditions deteriorated any further with Germany. Abby politely diverted the conversation to a less stressful topic.

“I know it’s not exactly proper, but would you like to see my wedding dress, Sam?”

The idea was instantly hooted down by her parents, which left Sam chuckling. “I think you’ve been voted down, love. But you’d be beautiful in a flour sack.”

“You have a keeper, dear,” Abby’s mother smiled. “Keep him happy and maybe we will have a grandchild soon.”

Abby blushed and gave her mother a mock evil eye. “Don’t encourage us or we might start before the wedding.”

It seemed to be the start of a new tradition when Conrad once again invited Sam for an after-dinner drink, while Abby and Sylvia headed to the living room to re-visit the guest list.

“I have to tell you, Sam, there’s not much encouraging news on the diplomatic front. That’s why I was asking after your preparedness at RAF Manston.”

“I think the commander knows that as well. He’s drilling us pretty hard. It amazed me he gave me a couple of days away. Maybe he knows it won’t be possible for too much longer.”

Sam and Conrad shared a mutual love of shooting, so they planned to spend some time on the estate for a grouse hunt the next day. “I’ve just bought a new shotgun, so I’ll let you use my other gun,” Conrad offered.

After more mundane conversation, Sam shared what happened at the commander’s office earlier that day. When he finished, he asked Conrad, “Am I crazy to be concerned?”

Conrad filtered what he’d heard through his knowledge as an intelligence officer. “It would be a serious accusation to suggest that a fellow officer is a German spy, Sam. But you’re not wrong to be concerned. The Home Office is aware of German attempts to infiltrate our military. Worse than that, there are people in government and high society who are sympathetic to Hitler. It’s being looked into by MI6, if my information is correct. Would you like me to make inquiries about this Reginald Walker chap? I can do it without getting him in trouble if it turns up nothing.”

“Maybe you should. If I’m way off base, then no harm done. I’d sleep better,” Sam concluded.

The next day, the hunting excursion was a success, each man bagged the limit. Sam liked Conrad’s friends who were invited were to attend. The oldest man, who looked like he could barely carry his shotgun, turned out to be a crack shot. By lunchtime, Conrad noticed Sam glancing back toward the house, and knew he had Abby on his mind. “Why don’t you take my car back home and see what Abby is up to? I’ll get a ride back with Ross here when we finish cleaning the birds.”

“I’ll admit I’m a bit distracted.” Sam smiled. “Thanks, I appreciate it.” Sam found Abby alone in the kitchen and wrapped his arms around her from behind and kissed her on the neck. Abby felt shivers of delight and turned toward him. “How about a proper kiss, kind sir?” The next one lasted quite a while.

Abby and Sam spent the rest of the day together walking the estate, hand in hand. Eventually, they drove into the small village of Wickersby, did some grocery shopping, and sat on the park benches in front of a beautiful pond. It was nice to be alone doing simple things together.

The couple met the local vicar the following day to go over the details of the wedding. It was cool in the chapel on the hot July day. Sam did his best to suppress a smile at meeting the cleric. The Vicar, Percy Grayson, was a comedic stereotype from a Dickens novel, but Sam took an immediate liking to him. When they discussed the vows and the last instructions of “you may kiss the bride,” Sam grabbed Abby and gave her a long, smoldering kiss right in front of the startled cleric. 

“I believe you won’t need to practice that part,” Percy smiled.

Parting the next day was the hardest thing the couple had ever done. “I don’t really know when I’ll get more leave before the wedding,” Sam said. 

“Kiss me and never let go,” Abby said through her tears. It was a wrenching departure. Abby stood at the front of her home, watching Sam drive away. She remained long after he disappeared in the distance. Stay safe, my love, Abby said to herself over and over.

Conrad spent the early part of his morning considering the puzzle of Reginald Walker. He buzzed his secretary, who scurried into his office almost immediately. She was a recent replacement for his predecessor, who was expecting a baby any day now. 

“Claudia, I need you to change the agenda for this afternoon’s meeting. Delete items 6 and 7 and add this item to the agenda.” He handed her a slip of paper. It read: Possible German activity at RAF Manston. Re: Reginald Walker. Follow-up required.

At RAF Manston, Reginald Walker was in an increasing panic. The more he thought about it, the more certain he was that Flight Lieutenant Sam Barton must have heard him on the phone. Whether or not Sam understood, there was no masking the sound of German being spoken. A moment later, Reginald was startled by the jarring ring of his phone. “Walker here.”

“We have another assignment for you. Comply, or your grandmother will not survive,” the German voice demanded. Oh, God, was all he could think about when the phone call ended.

A few days later, Abby invited her flat mates, Sharon and Elizabeth, to join her in the Cotswolds. Both were between jobs, so it was a perfect time for them to take a brief holiday in the country. 

Abby had to laugh at the sight of her friends holding fiercely to their hats while their long hair blew in the breeze. They were jammed into a tiny red MG roadster with two suitcases precariously strapped on the back. When they spotted Abby in the drive, they waved wildly.

Jumping out of the car first, Sharon asked, “Any eligible men in the area?” 

“Sharon, you have men on the brain,” Abby laughed.

“And what’s wrong with that? You already caught yours.”

The girls all hugged and then hauled the overstuffed suitcases into the house. 

After they settled in, Sharon and Elizabeth came downstairs to a smiling Abby.

“Anticipating your needs and desires,” Abby began, “I’ve arranged a small party in your honor. Just in case you’re interested, there might be a few unattached males in attendance.” 

“You’re a gem,” Sharon effused. “When do we meet them?” 

“This evening, in fact. Wear your most alluring outfits if they’re not crushed to death in your suitcases.”

“Oh, my Lord. Where’s an iron?” Elizabeth pleaded.

It was a great evening for all invited. There were a few “unofficial” couples from the neighboring villages and a few single men who had wooed Abby over the years, to no avail. 

Abby noticed the instant chemistry between Rodney Barnes and Elizabeth. Rodney was a particularly handsome chap from a well-to-do family in Wickersby. They disappeared later in the evening, walking hand in hand to a pathway on the estate overlooking the valley below. “Is there any chance to see you again soon?” Rodney asked. “I work in London at the Home Office on the same floor as Abby’s father.”

“It just so happens that Sharon, Abby, and I share a flat in London. If you play your cards right, we can see each other next week,” Elizabeth said. 

“What cards do you suggest I play?” Rodney grinned. 

“Let’s see if you’re a good kisser,” Elizabeth teased. 

A few moments later, Elizabeth gently wiped her lipstick from his lips. “You’re invited to our flat anytime, Rodney Barnes. In fact, I insist.”  

Sharon wasn’t to be outdone. She had a crowd of admirers vying for her attention in the living room. Dancing started to the tunes of Benny Goodman playing on the Victrola. All the men kept cutting in to dance with Sharon. It was fun for Abby to watch, but it didn’t help the ache she felt for her missing beau.

The next morning, after cleaning up, the girls sat in the living room and assessed the evening. “Rodney works in London and we plan to get together as soon as I get back,” Elizabeth beamed. “He’s so nice.”

“We could tell you were smitten,” Abby laughed.

Looking out the living room window, Abby saw an unfamiliar car coming up the drive and wondered who was visiting. She didn’t recall her parents mentioning new guests. Abby went to the front door and waved at two gentlemen in a gray sedan. They exited the car and greeted her in their freshly pressed military uniforms. 

“We would like to speak with Miss Abby Foster if she is here.” 

“Then you’ve found her,” she smiled. “What can I do for you?”

“Miss Foster, we are afraid we have some bad news for you,” the taller of the men said. “There was a training accident at the base, and your fiancé, Lieutenant Sam Barton, was killed late yesterday afternoon. We are so terribly sorry.”

Abby blinked in disbelief. Her world went blank as she collapsed. Only the quick reaction of the men kept her from hitting the ground. Sharon and Elizabeth arrived just in time to see their friend in the arms of the two men. “Oh my God,” yelled Sharon. “What’s happened?”

“Let’s get her inside the house,” the airman said. “Please get some cool water and a cloth. She’s fainted, but should revive soon.”

As Abby regained consciousness at the cool touch of Sharon’s cloth, her countenance expressed her utter devastation. Silent sobs racked her body as the horror of the news overcame her again. She couldn’t utter a word. Finally, another flood of tears washed over her face as she stared blankly at her friends.

“Perhaps we should leave her alone for a while,” one man suggested.

“Not on your life,” said Elizabeth. “What in heaven’s name did you say to her?”

“Lieutenant Barton was killed in a training accident. We don’t know what happened exactly, but our investigators are combing over what remains of his plane to determine the cause. He was a brilliant pilot, so whatever happened must have been catastrophic or he would have been able to keep control and land safely.”

The officers excused themselves to drive back to RAF Manston, leaving Abby in the care of her parents and her two friends. Later that evening, Abby stayed in her room and supper was brought to her. The others sat speechless for most of their meal in the dining room. Finally, Sylvia expressed what everyone knew to be true. “I’m afraid it’s going to take a long time for Abby to recover from this tragedy.” All nodded in agreement.
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Sylvia’s prediction proved to be an understatement. By the time Abby showed hopeful signs of life and moderate energy, ten months had passed. The world was now a different place. Reality had brought another devastation. Hitler had invaded Poland in early September and London was bombed most nights for the next three and a half months, preceding an expected German invasion of England. The RAF was fighting for its life and that of England. Pilots were exhausted. Many were shot down several times, only to be rescued from the English channel’s icy grasp and put back into another plane shortly thereafter. 

Two saving graces were heaven sent. Hermann Goering, the German air Marshall, miscalculated British resolve and the effectiveness of the RAF. His bombers were so decimated that he concluded England couldn’t be defeated from the air. That convinced Hitler to postpone an invasion. The Fuhrer later invaded the Soviet Union, which proved to be a historic blunder. 
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