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The Paperclip
Affair

 


Mike Ritter, a
war weary U.S. Navy flying boat pilot, stationed in the
Mediterranean theatre and based on the island of Malta. Secretly
transferred to Italy for training on a new mission, he very soon he
acquires a beautiful new girlfriend, Renate Ross, a German army
deserter, and ex-driver to a murdered SS General. His daring
mission was into fly into Peenemunde, the secret rocket base in
Northern Germany, to scoop up those ingenious technical minds from
under the noses of the advancing Red Army and then deliver them
safely to the Allies in England. However, the SS and MI6 seemed to
have other plans for our brave couple and the resulting intrigue
changes both of their lives forever!

 


Mytchett
Place

 


An amazing
story of how German Special Forces came to England during WWII.

Ex-Afrika
Korps officer: Captain Rudy Stoller was summoned to Berlin to
participate in a daring mission to secure the release of a special
prisoner held in England. However, he and his comrades were
deliberately kept unaware until the last moment that their target
was Deputy Fuhrer, Rudolph Hess. Prising him from the hands of his
tough Canadian guards at Mytchett Place would prove to be no
pushover. However, they had some inside help!

During his
short time in Berlin, Stoller meets a strikingly beautiful and
enigmatic woman called Hanna Kreis, an undisclosed Abwehr agent.
She suddenly disappears but later re-emerges to play a central part
in the mission, Stoller’s life, and a possible witness to his
death. This intrigue reveals how every corner of the audacious plan
named: Operation Cormorant was enforced one summer moonlit night
over Southern England, or perhaps this event was to be dismissed as
just a fanciful tale to prevent embarrassment to the ‘Victors’?

 


The Amerika
Bomber

 


There
was no doubt about it, unless the Americans signed a truce, the war
was lost. Everyone in the Chancellery knew it. Everyone on the
street in Berlin knew it
but what could be done at this last gasp? This would be their last ditch attempt at
persuading the Allies to desist from their hell-bent objective of
beating Germany into the ground. If they refused, they would really
get to see what a ‘revenge weapon’ could do!

Reiner
Schenk was a major in
the Luftwaffe of ‘Ace’ status but now Goering had other plans for
this brilliant pilot. He was to fly the Horten XVIIIB: ‘The Amerika
Bomber’ all the way to New York.

Heidelinde
Holzwarden, (Linda), was an outstandingly bright young woman in the
field of avionics. Who could have guessed it would have been those
American terror bombers over Berlin that would prematurely bring
Linda and Schenk together, only for them to be reunited
professionally for a mission whose combined skills could completely
change the Allied expected outcome of WWII!

 


The Dublin Connection

 


Sepp Richter and Lidia Connelly came from
entirely different backgrounds. He was a spy for the Abwehr;
Germany’s secret service, and she; a coerced member of the IRA.
They met when Richter was sent to Dublin during WWII to oversee a
plan to invade Northern Ireland aided by the IRA. This German plan
was codenamed: Kathleen.

Betrayed by her boss by causing her
boyfriend’s death, she sought out revenge. Many weeks later; fate
had her meet Richter and the attraction was instant and mutual.

Due to a misunderstanding, Richter thought
some IRA hit men were after him and dealt with them the only way he
knew how. This was tantamount to starting a bush fire, forcing
Lidia and Sepp to flee Dublin, but now with the added peril of
having Berlin’s top assassin hot on their trail.

 


The Secret Jungle

 


Kurt Brandt’s ex-Kriegsmarine fast torpedo
boat inserted beautiful female spies into the post-war communist
controlled Baltic States for MI6 and the CIA. This deadly foray was
code named: Operation Jungle. The demanding realities of this
espionage assignment were murder, adventure and heartbreak in
almost equal measure. Brandt’s early involvement with women in
England and Germany led to unforeseen tragic results, however, his
rapid posting to Bornholm Island in Denmark saved him from eventual
prosecution. After completing his delivery of those brave women;
Brandt and his crew suddenly had a new mission and were aided by
six SBS men sent from England. Their task was to free Brandt’s new
lover: Eva, the Latvian spy ringleader, using their E-Boat. She was
being held in the notorious Karosta Prison and desperately hoping
help would arrive before her brutal KGB interrogators arrived from
Moscow. Unknown to Brandt; the SBS men had a kill order on Eva if
escape was thought impossible but had all their fates already been
sealed?

 


Anya and Me

Some might say that British journalist Bill
Good was a lucky man to have met two diverse but intriguing women
in his life tonight.

It all began with the lovely post-grad
Christine driving him to a ‘lights in the sky’ breaking story down
in Reading, Pennsylvania. This in turn leads to them rescuing the
mysterious Anya from possible medical experimentation.

Returning to New York City both women insist
that Bill takes them home. Christine lived locally in NYC, so easy
enough, but Anya’s place was going to be a little harder as Earth
was not her home!

 



 


 


 


Sending much love to all those that endure lonely times whilst we
write.

It is
appreciated.

 


 


 



 


 


 


 


I found an island in your arms

A country in your eyes

Arms that chain

Eyes that lie

Break on through to the other side

 


Many thanks to
JDM
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Chapter One

 


‘Damn! Damn!
Damn!’ Bolan yelled out loud. That bastard oil cooler had sprung a
leak and was spraying a fine mist of Texas Tea all over the cockpit
windshield of his aircraft and obscuring his vision.

‘What’s
happening?’ called Jim Blowes, his rear gunner. For he was unable to turn round far enough
to see what was up.

‘We’re in
trouble. The damn oil
cooler got no oil pressure worth shit. I can hold her for a minute
but that’s it. You want to bail out?’ asked Ted Bolan.

‘Hell no,
I’m not swimming home. You know I hate the damn water’ he replied with some
bravado.

It was ok
to bail out as the early morning weather was fine with only light
winds, which was coupled with virtually unlimited visibility making
it a reasonably safe option.

The sea
was calm with a lovely sparkle on the small wave crests. The other
factor to consider bailing out was being so close to the island Major Ortiz
and his boys of the Air Sea Rescue could locate and pick you up
reasonably quick. No problem. Although, being aircrew, most would
sooner take their chances on a forced ground landing than into the
water. That may seem strange to non-aviators, but that’s just way
it was.

The main
airfield on the east side of the island had Bolan’s approaching
aircraft on their radar. Its IFF signal was on, indicating it was a
‘friendly’ and on course to land. However, the night fighters
didn’t usually land there, they had their own airfield about five
miles southeast.

The Duty Control
Officer knew this, so he knew that aircraft was in trouble and
immediately raised the emergency landing alarm and told his
assistant to get the fire crews and the ‘meat wagon’ (ambulance)
out by the strip.

The
boiling hot engine oil spraying out from the cooler had now had run
its way forward on to the 1000 degree hot exhaust manifolds. Bolan
knew this was bad news as the motor temperature gauges were wrapped
round the ‘max’ end stops. Somehow they were still flying and the
good news; if you could call it that, as that airfield was only a
couple of minutes flying time away.

Their aircraft
was always looked upon with affection by their crews as it was
tough as nails and would always get them home safely. Bolan had
convinced himself of that fact, which began to make him feel a
little calmer. Suddenly the aircraft began to rattle and feel
sluggish, as it was now headed towards a stall situation. That
wasn’t good.

‘Damn, no
flaps now!’ Bolan said feeling more irritated than concerned. ‘It
must have damaged the hydraulics as well.’

That situation
also meant no undercart; therefore, a belly landing it was going to
be.

‘Tighten
up those harness straps real well and don’t forget to take a
breath,’ he warned himself and his gunner.

‘We’re
going in fast, hold tight!’ Bolan said with a dry mouth.

Sweat
was running down his
face and back; even with the canopy slid right back and the inrush
of the cold morning air blasting its way into the
cockpit.

He could
only see directly ahead when he side slipped the aircraft because of all the oil across
the now opaque windshield. His objective was to line it up with the
airfield runway for an emergency landing.

It was
funny the things that ran through your head at such critical times,
Bolan thought. He strangely remembered when he and his friends used
to get ragged a lot by the infantry soldiers when they went up to
the main airfield to get some beer or to collect the mail from
home.

Those
soldiers had taken every opportunity to point out to them how cushy
their flyboy’s war was compared to the poor, hard done-by,
infantrymen. Especially when they had to stay out all night in
those crap filled foxholes in all kinds of weathers to get soaked
through to the skin, and freeze their nuts off. Added to that was
the injustice of digging those damn foxholes. Oh, those damn
foxholes. How the soldiers hated them!

Bolan could
genuinely see their point of view but perhaps some were looking up
at him now from the safety of their foxholes and he briefly
wondered how many might want to swap jobs!

With the
perfect weather, the
fire crew could see the aircraft coming in from quite a way off. It
wasn’t that difficult to spot due to the oil smoke wafting thick
swirling clouds, something like a battleship’s smokescreen. Only
now there was a small orange flame at the smoke’s root that was
progressively glowing ever brighter.

Right
now, you could only just make out the horizontal wings protruding
from that black cloud but those right on the eastern end of the
island could hear the screaming of the motor as it was pushed way
beyond its limits and performing it all without
lubrication.

Suddenly
everything went eerily quiet for the crew.

Onboard
the aircraft something strange happened. It was as if you were
driving a car and the windshield suddenly shattered. It breaks with
a smallish bang but your brain takes a couple of seconds to realise
that you cannot see through that glass anymore. Only this time it
wasn’t a windshield shattering, it was the motor seizing to a
complete and graunching dead stop.

‘What’s
the hell’s happened?’ implored Blowes.

Before
Bolan could answer, the
aircraft instantly winged over and its nose went down, and to drop
like a meteor. After all, it was only obeying the laws of physics.
But surely, it wouldn’t do it to them?

Blowes
began screaming between
gulps of polluted air into his pilot’s headphones. It was at these
crazy times that abstract things could run through your head under
such great moments of stress.

With all
that was going on in the cockpit; the pilot was still fighting the
controls, but he realistically knew that death was certainly only
seconds away. Even so, within those few moments, Bolan thought of
his young auburn haired, blue-eyed, wife called Maggie, and their
beautiful little girl Sarah. Could Maggie still possibly want him
disfigured like this? Would Sarah scream in terror when she saw how
badly burnt her daddy was and run away in terror when he returned
home?

He didn’t need
to worry.

They were
far too low to recover the aircraft with no power available from
the dead motor. The aircraft went straight in to the hard deck
about a mile and a half from the airfield. It crashed into a
picturesque low valley that was scattered with pines and wild
flowers. There were a few houses and also some sheepherders’ shacks
built as welcome shelter when the cold winds of winter
blew.

Some
local children were playing catch outside and all stopped as one.
They turned to look in the direction of those unusual grating
aircraft noises. When they saw it coming down in flames, it made
them riveted to the spot but in wide-eyed amazement.

The kids
were used to aircraft
noises as the airfield was only a short distance away, but were
unfamiliar with the terrible carnage caused by an aircraft
crashing. Thankfully, none of those children had ever seen a
mangled and burnt body before.

However,
curiosity will generally
win out over tragedy with the young. The kids dropped their ball
and ran off at speed towards the sounds of the impact and suddenly
felt the pressure wave from its instant destruction, which they
unknowingly used as a pointer to the aircraft’s
location.

Perhaps
they might be lucky and
find a souvenir!

 


**

 


The dawn
was usually a mixed blessing of welcome friend and dogged enemy
rolled into one to the 19th Night
Fighter Squadron that was generally known as: The Devil’s Deal.
They were pleased that the night sortie was finally over and with
it a chance to get to bed. Many of those airmen may were trying to
get some good humour back into their spent bodies by using large
amounts of coffee and then maybe some chow; providing of the
kitchen still had some bacon and eggs left for them.

Except
for Bolan and Blowes; all of the other squadron members had returned safely and
had parked up on their home airfield. They quickly headed to
‘Debrief’ for a review on a largely uneventful night. Pilots and
crews in wartime really like uneventful, and thankfully, it had
been uneventful for the past couple of weeks.

However,
that was soon all going
to change!

Major
Chris James was the squadron flight commander and at twenty-nine
years old had recently begun to feel like a punch-drunk boxer. He’d
good reason to feel that way after all that had happened over the
past two years. Some of the younger guys even called him the ‘ol’
man’ behind his back. On balance, he supposed that he must seem
like an old man to all those 18 and 19 years old young aircrew, but
he knew it was only meant with affection. They’d all liked him
because he wasn’t a ‘chicken shit’ officer: (an over-zealous type
that meted out harsh discipline for trivial misdemeanours) like
some of the old school regulars could be. He measured you by your
skills in the air and knowing he could rely upon you to obey his
life-saving orders immediately. James wasn’t career officers that
judged how well you could polish your shoes or shine your buckles.
In other words; all his aircrews knew that they could trust him
completely as his orders were issued to keep you and your comrades
alive.

The
men filed slowly, almost
languidly into the Debriefing Hall with nothing much to report.
They appeared to the Intelligence officers to be in an almost
bored, introspective manner, but really it was just over-tiredness.
A tiredness that could numb your senses and make you feel as if
you’re not really there. It was something that just stopped short
of dreaming while you’re actually still awake.

When they
were all told of what had happened to Bolan and Blowes; it was
accepted with an almost a blasé nod of the head or an imperceptible
shrug of the shoulders that the French do so well. Some turned away
from their fellow flyers so that no one could see the hurt on their
faces. Many pilots and aircrew have long had a habit of doing
things like this. They believed that if you want to stay sane and
not freeze up under pressure you cannot let things like this get to
you.

Most of
the time it worked, it
had to because if you didn’t believe that you were invincible, you
wouldn’t last very long. Then you began to think too much about
everything and soon the jitters would set in. Losing confidence in
your flying would put you and anyone else that flew with you in
mortal danger.

Many
combat pilots have seen this. Unbelievably; some reported you could
almost smell it on certain individuals. Sometimes you would catch
their manner out of the corner of your eye; no matter how much that
flier may try to hide it. Sometimes it was former big personalities
became sullen or withdrawn or even just in their body language.
Others could become wild-eyed; over jokey or too brash and blasé. A
hex was on them all. It was there and if you didn’t get them sorted
pronto; the whole squadron would be in trouble!

The
immediate problem was that the men that died today were not some fresh faced rookies
that’d recently joined the squadron and had been stupidly
overflying or showing off. They were Bolan and Blowes. Everyone had
known them for quite some time and everybody liked them. They’d all
seen their family’s photo’s; laughed and drank with them; shared
gripes and the good times. Now they were gone and would be sadly
missed. All that had to be done now was to send out those damn
letters of condolence to their loved ones.

‘Major
James,’ called out Colonel Franks the airfield commander; standing
in his office doorway and looking directly over at James. ‘We need
to talk. Would you come through to my office?’

James
broke off his conversation with one of his flight commanders,
telling him to get the aircrew to wait around until he came back
from Franks’ office.

He picked
up his hat from the old trestle table and then rubbed his hand down his face as if
to inject some alertness into his sleep weary brain but could only
feel the stubble of his overnight beard growth. This disappointing
action was accompanied by the ever-present stiffness in his lower
back due to all that aircraft vibration due to endless hours of
flying.

He really
did feel very old
today.

Colonel
Franks was at his desk when Chris James passed through his open
door. Franks looked up at James and could see the tiredness and
strain on his face and noted the way his body was
stooping.

‘I’m
sorry about Bolan and Blowes, it really is too bad,’ he said
empathically.

A pause
passed between them but coupled with a small intake of breath to then continue:
‘However, I have some ‘intel’ that’s going to keep us all very busy
as it’s heading our way real soon.’

Franks
placed the decrypted message down on the desk so that James could
look it over. He picked it up and read it intently but said nothing
only to place it back down on the desk.

James remembered
he would have to sort out with the Personnel Officer to have the
remains of the two airmen shipped back home to the mainland for a
military funeral. He would also have all their personal effects
sent back to their loved ones but with any incriminating mementos
removed. This kindness was done to spare any hurt feelings or
awkward questions that sometimes arise on inspection of said
effects when returned to the families.

James
left Franks’ office and went back into to the Debriefing Hall to
give them the latest news, which was greeted with the usual groans
and sighs. Not the usual type of ‘why us’ groans but the really fed
up sounds of exhausted men close to breaking point.

‘Ok men,
sit down’ said James. ‘I know you’re all beat but this is
serious and we must be
ready for this next mission.’

The
airmen looked across the room at each other as their tiredness seemed to lift a little
at their skippers request for compliance. They all fought hard to
mentally beat their brains into losing that woolly and distracted
feeling and were professional enough to know that if you wanted to
stay alive it was vital that you listened.

‘We’re
moving back to the mainland within the next few of days but first
we have been detailed for a challenging mission.’

He looked
across the room to check
out their reactions but they seemed to be ambivalent at the news of
yet another mission.

Even the
exciting thought of returning to the mainland didn’t really provoke
much interest. They were just really tired.

However, they
were listening.

 


**

 


The map
table in the Operations Room displayed the detailed planning and
was crowded out with all the relevant aircrews attending. They were
all invited to take a seat. It was only then you could cut the
atmosphere with a knife as it was just like waiting for the other
shoe to drop. But the pilots had complete confidence in their
skipper. Chris James would do his best to make it all work
out.

After the
briefing, James released
the aircrews and told the ground crew the news of the squadron
transferring back to a mainland station. The only fly in the
ointment was they only had three or four days to get the unit’s
gear packed up and be ready to go. This was on top of getting the
squadron prepared for action. To add to that, they must also get
their own personal stuff packed for shipping. Normally, they would
have had at least two weeks to get ready for such a move, but these
weren’t normal times.

‘Looks
like we’re gonna be pulling some ‘all-nighters’ till this thing is
over,’ Vincent, one of the line chiefs, remarked to his Top Sgt.
‘We’d better let the cooks know and get some extra coffee and
sandwiches brought in. I think we’re gonna need it.’

‘Sleep’s
overrated anyway, it’s
not as if we’ve got rooms at the Waldorf, is it?’ said the Top
Sgt.

‘Well
then, let’s go and have some fun,’ joked Vincent.

The
ground crew all left with a sad look of resignation, informing
anyone that cared to know, that this new task was going to be a
huge amount of seemingly unending work. They would do their jobs
right enough and do them well, because they always did, if not,
they would soon have Mack the Chief to deal with. He owned a very
low forgiveness threshold for sloppy workmanship.

‘Don’t
forget this isn’t an automobile you can park up at the side of the
road if the motor quits. It’s our boy’s lives up there and I’ll
make sure you tell their families in person if you screw up!’ Mack
growled.

He
most definitely
would!

However,
he would also fight tooth and nail for you if you got in trouble
with the local police or got arrested in a bar fight because some
girl gets off on making trouble for you. He knew about those types
of girls that you wouldn’t look twice at in your own home town.
Sometimes that could be the worst kind of trouble, especially if
you started mixing it with the Snowdrops. Military Policemen, that
were so called because of their white helmets. Maybe you had some
personal trouble at home; wives; children; family sickness; all
that kind of thing that could drive you nuts with worry because it
was on your mind all the time. That’s when frustration could set in
and make you a bit of a liability and a royal pain in the
ass.

Mack
fully understood all the troublesome things that military life
could throw at his technicians. He’d been through most of them
himself and knew only too well about long-distance relationships;
the inevitable divorces, accompanied by the enforced single life
because the wife could no longer deal with the daily worry or had
met someone else to pay her the attention she craved from you or
sometimes both. That type of leader was a difficult sort of person
to find in civilian life. A true leader of men was much more than
the ‘General Staff’ career type, as most of those were usually only
in it for their own glory, promotion, or at worst: a place in the
history books. And generally at everyone else’s expense.

Major
Chris James made his way over to the workshops to see the man that
oversaw the magic that kept his flyboys operational.

‘Hi Mack,
do you think you will
have any problems getting the aircraft sorted in time?’ James
asked, holding out for a positive response.

Mack
looked up from the maintenance sheets with a wry smile on his
face.

‘When
have I ever let you down on that score, Major?’ But was soon all
business again, ‘No real problems, Major, except for the number
nineteen aircraft.’

‘But it
will fly ok?’ enquired James.

‘Sure,’
said Mack, ‘the gun turret gearing and its motor are still shot and
the supercharger is in poor shape, but with it locked in ‘Low’ it
should be good to go.’

‘I need
it to fly back to the mainland with a passenger. Can you have it
ready to go by tomorrow at 15:00 hours?’ James question was more
hopeful than an order, considering his Chief’s demanding
circumstances.

‘Well, we
gotta get it as light as we can. If we strip out the guns and the
armour plate and fill it with only enough fuel for the flight plus
20% for any headwinds, it should get off this short airfield ok.’
Mack said that with his usual glint of playfulness in his
eyes.

He
possessed a charming manner that could make you think on one hand,
‘God, I hope this thing will fly!’ but all the while knowing it
would be perfectly fine on the other. I suppose it was just his way
of keeping you on your toes and also to understand who was in
charge here: HIM!

‘Good
enough,’ said James appreciatively. ‘I’ll drop by later tonight to
see how things are shaping up.’

He moved
toward the exit but then
turned back around. Strangely, Mack had also sensed this and turned
back around to face his commander.

‘Oh!
Mack, I’m going to get a couple of hours of sleep now. Williams
will get you anything you need, but with all this going on the
transport aircraft are going to be bringing in stuff around the
clock. It’s mostly stuff for the incoming Marines but if you can
send some of our men’s kit back on the return flights that would be
great. Just try and do what you can.’

‘Situation normal then!’ said Mack with that wry smile back
on that stubbled and grizzly face again.

James
left the workshop but could here behind him Mack shouting out.

‘Simmons!’

‘Yo’
replied an unsurprised Corporal Simmons.

‘Over
here. Job opportunity’
smiled Mack.

‘Wonderful’ muttered Simmons to himself.

 


 


 



Chapter
Two

 


At the main
airfield; General Sparks was accompanied by his aides and advisors.
They’d flown in on one of those non-stop transport flights. A quick
touchdown, motors kept running, unload, and then off again. It was
unbelievable at how so much materiel kept coming in. There was 30
cal. machine guns, medium mortars, rifles, sub-machine guns, huge
amounts of ammo suitable for all of the above plus grenades,
anti-personnel mines, field rations, medical supplies, even
stretchers for the inevitable wounded, and not least,
water.

The next
question was ‘why water’ because this was a natural springed
island? The answer was that, apart from drinking and all the other
usual requirements, most of it was going be used to quickly cool
the rapid firing guns so that the barrels didn’t prematurely warp.
It was being supplied in four ½-gallon jerry cans that saved them a
lot of time in filling at this end.

Last, but
by no means least was the Jeeps. The general-purpose vehicle that
also brought along with them the widow-making, quad-fifty
trailered, anti-aircraft machine guns, which were towed by those
sturdy four-wheeled drive vehicles. Their accompanying crews could
prepare, maintain and fully operate them. They also had trailers
that carried enormous amounts of 50 cal. ammunition because those
guns could get through thousands of rounds a minute that would spew
red hot carnage at anything and everything within its kill
zone.

Those
many transport flights arriving were interspersed with
reinforcements of Marines. They all appeared armed to the teeth and
looking every bit the ‘Tough Guys’ they bragged they were. Over the
next forty-eight hours their numbers would rise to an eventual six
hundred.

General
Sparks had arrived to tell them what was going to happen and how
they were going to kick the enemy’s butt to stop them getting their
hands on this island.

What had
been well known for a
quite a while was the enemy’s bombers could reach their targets on
the mainland quite easily, but for the saving factor that it was
too far for their fighter escorts to accompany them due to their
limited fuel range.

Night
bombing became the only way they could operate without suffering
huge losses, as daytime
raids would inflict carnage upon their unprotected groups. Another
problem was getting the bombs on target at night as it was
extremely difficult to recognise targets and the results could be
sketchy at best. Therefore, the capture of the island’s main
airfield would suit their purposes ideally.

That’s where
Chris James’ night fighters came in handy. They’d been sent to this
island almost a year ago, and as their aircraft were fitted with
new on-board radar, it made them ideally suited to the job.
Originally designed as a day fighter; their aircraft had been
quickly withdrawn from the front line due to its lack of
manoeuvrability compared to the fast enemy fighters, and had
consequently suffered many losses. The aircraft itself was
reasonably fast but not enough to out-fly, turn or out-climb an
enemy front line fighter.

The
island had been the ideal location for the night fighter unit because their ground radar
detection could pick up the enemy bombers as they were assembling
over their home airfields and they could monitor their progress all
the way on to the target. The squadron was put on readiness and
would wait for a vector to come in from Control before they would
set off to intercept the approaching bomber stream.

With good
plotting; they could
usually start harrying those enemy bombers from quite a long way
from the island. Those fatally damaged bombers would often crash
into the sea instead of unloading over military and civilian
locations on the mainland.

Where
those night fighters really came into prominence was
when using their on-board
radar, they could close on a bomber formation unseen and from
underneath. The gunner would elevate his quad-barrelled machine
guns and then loose off a murderous mixed burst of armour pierce,
mixed with high-explosive and trace ammunition, all into the wing
root and fuel tanks of that heavily laden bomber. That method of
operation; while virtually ensuring a kill; was extremely dangerous
as they could also mistakenly hit their target’s bomb bay and be
destroyed along with the exploding bomber. The few that survived
such an attack learnt that lesson the hard way.

Success
with that had been sporadic at first, but once a gunner had the
method down pat; he passed that expertise along to the others in
their unit and soon the enemy losses began to mount quite
dramatically. The enemy quickly realised that something had to be
done or they would have no effective bomber force left!

The
answer seemed obvious; it had to capture the island. Specifically,
the eastern end for its airfields but with scant fighter protection
to escort the bombers and transports all the way, initially seemed
a non-starter. An amphibious assault on the west coast was
considered but would have produced casualties numbering in their
thousands. The island had a strongly fortified coast in the western
areas, along with a good naval back up protecting the deep-water
port. This meant materiel and personnel could arrive in large
quantities without too much interference from enemy aircraft. If
they did try a raid; those eagerly waiting anti-aircraft guns were
more than capable, plus they also had a couple of fighter squadrons
available to dampen the enemy’s spirits. Which, and on occasion,
really had.

Therefore, the west coast as a choice for a landing site
was definitely out. The east side of the island had no suitable
beaches for seaborne landing craft because of its precarious and
jagged rocks that were mostly hidden below the water line. Even
swimming in that sea was a dangerous proposition as it was
prevalent with very strong currents and rip tides, which would be
an impossible task for heavily laden soldiers to overcome. The
cliffs were sheer in many places with a sea that came right up to
their base.

One of
the biggest problems for an invader was getting vehicles across the
mountain roads from west to east as tracks were a better way to
describe them than roads. You could get a four wheel-drive jeep
over without too much trouble but anything bigger could get
problems in short order. A couple of trucks had tried when snow was
down but they quickly came to grief. So orders were ‘Jeeps only’
until the engineers could get a better roadway put in. Therefore;
the west couldn’t supply the east side with any materiel other than
for it to be flown in from the mainland. This, the enemy
appreciated and knew if it captured the main eastern airfield, it
would soon be in a position to attack the west coast and quickly
destroy any resistance. Following that; their fighters could soon
escort the bombers all the way out and back knowing they would be
virtually unmolested.

It all
seemed so blatantly
obvious on paper but the reality of making it happen would usually
throw you a few curved balls for your trouble.

 


**

 


‘Ok. We know what
to do but how do we make it work?’ said General Uhmet. ‘I don’t
think they will allow our fighters and transports to touch down on
their airfields and hand them over with good grace. You do
understand the costs to us could be enormous?’

‘Yes, Sir,’ said
Colonel Duker. ‘We have looked at this closely, General. We found
that the only answer is to do an airborne assault. Once the
airfields are in our control, the rest will follow with comparative
ease.’

Uhmet was
a much experienced and wily old combat soldier, not some fresh
faced university graduate. He’d achieved his promotions through
ruthlessly winning battles and earned his coveted place on the
General Staff with equally applied ruthlessness. The General was
smart enough to know that nothing about an airborne landing would
be done with ‘ease’.

‘Perhaps,’ said Uhmet. ‘What do you have in mind, Duker?’ he said fixing the
Colonel with an icy stare.

‘I have
had a sand table made up for you to see our ideas. If the General
would care to step into the briefing hall, I would like you to
examine it.’ Duker said proudly.

Uhmet led
the way in, noticing the
trestle table set up close to the stage. He walked over and stared
down at the model in a manner that said: ‘I’m waiting to be
convinced!’

‘That’s
very pretty!’ Uhmet sarcastically remarked, acknowledging the sand
table was well crafted and obviously laid out with great skill, and
impressively, all to scale.

Duker
brushed off Uhmet’s remark without response. With a measured,
matter of fact opening to the proposed attack; he went on to
enthuse about the operation as laid out on the diorama.

‘I feel
sure you’ll agree this is a viable plan to ensure you a great
victory, General. You would be a national hero to be remembered in
our country’s history forever!’

Duker’s
effusive manner was starting to irk Uhmet.

‘Do you
bet your life on it, Duker, because if you get this wrong it could
end your military career and even more importantly;
mine?’

Uhmet
looked directly into Duker’s eyes looking for the
slightest sign of doubt
and knowing this would test him to the extreme. It was a format
he’d used many times with other ‘over enthusiastic’ officers all
trying to make a name for themselves with an eager eye on fast
promotion, all to quickly earn their place on the General
Staff.

‘Absolutely…’ replied Duker, gaining some confidence in his
definite self-assured answer, ‘…it can’t fail, General.’

‘In that
case,’ said Uhmet, now
enjoying this game and savouring the moment,

‘You will have
the great honour to go in with my 5th Airborne Brigade. Oh, and
Duker, this will focus your mind to ensure its success because
anything else will cost you your head. You do understand that,
don’t you?’

Uhmet
smiled smugly, as he’d
always hated this type of over-confident warrior. They could be
recklessly dangerous and the ramifications of their failure would
reflect badly on him.

However,
if it did succeed; he would indeed be the hero of the hour.
Although, if Duker failed or was killed; the blame would be laid at
his feet as it was solely his own idea.

Uhmet
liked this development
as it became a win-win situation for him and could indeed make him
his country’s greatest general. When the war was won; perhaps he
could then be his country’s greatest leader by becoming
President!

‘Thank
you for this honour,’ gulped Duker. ‘I won’t let you down. With
your permission, please, General?’

‘Granted’
said Uhmet and feeling
that self-satisfied elation he always did when putting others in an
uncomfortable position.

Duker
made a salute; turned to
the left and gently marched out through the large briefing hall
doorway. He increased his pace until he came to the latrine at the
end of the adjoining hallway as he suddenly felt quite ill. He was
not expecting to go on this precarious mission, let alone to be the
senior officer that would actually lead it.

The Fifth
Airborne Brigade was now put on standby. Any passes or furloughs
were cancelled and any men already away were recalled. Orders would
soon follow as the wheels were now truly in motion.

This
expedition was a monumental task, which had to be arranged in very
a short time. However, mistakes would not be tolerated as the
penalty for not fulfilling those orders correctly could be severe.
Most were well aware of this at the various supply depots. They
would have to shift heaven and earth to make it run as smoothly as
possible. Three days, just three short days to get 1,800
paratroopers fully equipped and delivered to their correct
departure airfields with absolutely everything they needed to carry
out for an airborne drop.

Those
units also had to tie up with their air force counterparts to ensure that their
transports were fuelled, loaded, crewed and crucially have
co-operation with the Fighter Arm to provide a safe escort to the
island.

The
struggles to achieve all that are often overlooked by those on the outside and are
mostly taken for granted if victorious. But the gods save the
people responsible that don’t get it right first time.

Choosing
the location in the east
of the island for the drop would really be of no great surprise to
anyone that saw the topography. It was a mixture of plateau and
plains about five miles long by three and a half to four miles
wide. It was located about six miles north and seven and a half
miles west of the eastern coastline. This terrain was perfect for
an airborne landing but not too good for gliders as it was very
rocky in places. This could easily rip those flimsy aircraft apart
on first contact but for the parachutist it was not too bad; not
too bad at all.

Six miles was
considered a little far for a paratrooper to yomp his overloaded
way to the battle ground as most of it was likely to be under fire.
Therefore a site much closer was chosen to the airfield that should
be suitable to put in a cohesive effort, which should quickly
overrun the enemy defenders.

They were
told the numbers of
soldiers defending the airfield were approximately two hundred. Of
those; most were believed to be air force technicians and service
personnel, not combat experienced soldiers. Believing that to be
the case should make it a push over for the invader.

However,
any combat experienced
paratrooper will tell you: that by thinking any defended ground
against armed men would be a push over was one likely to turn
around and bite you right in the ass!

 


 


 



Chapter
Three

 


‘You’re cordially
invited to the end of the world as you know it,’ laughed Lt.
Burnham, who was Colonel Franks’ Admin Officer. ‘General Sparks is
up at the briefing hall and transport will be here to collect all
officers and senior sergeants in fifteen minutes, please be
ready.’

‘Burnham, why is
it that you always bring such goddam bad news? You’re like some
Shakespearean merchant of doom.’ Lt. Johnston expounded to then
display a mimicking version of how Burnham walked with an affected
mincing staccato swing of his hips.

‘Don’t be
like that,’ said Burnham with a sickeningly smug grin plastered
across his face. ‘You know that I love you all and your welfare
means everything to me. General Sparks has told me personally that
he feels exactly the same way about you guys too.’ He said that
facetious comment allied with a sort of ‘I know something you don’t
know,’ all bound up in an irritating whine to his voice.

‘Why
would make General
Sparks choose to employ a shit-bird like you, Burnham, ‘cos it sure
beats the hell outta me?’ laughed Johnston.

The rest in the
hut were starting to get caught up in the ragging of this
commissioned misfit.

‘He’s my
wonderful uncle. Can’t you see the family resemblance?’ Burnham
turned to profile as if to prove his point of his relatively
likeness.

Many of the
other flyers were now jumping in on this discussion concerning the
validity of his family pedigree. None of them could actually see
any resemblance at all and were shaking their heads, with almost
everyone agreeing there was not a chance he was a scion of the
General, no friggin’ way!

‘You
can’t possibly be related to Sparks. For one thing, he likes
women.’ Lt. Womack jibed in, with the rest nodding and laughing in
agreement.

They all
seemed to like that
particular line because it had a ring of truth about it, which now
left it open to prime the next candidate to put down
Burnham.

‘Well the
scuttlebutt is that you weren’t born, Burnham, but shit by a big
dog and hatched in the midday sun!’ Lt. Fellowes stated and was
very pleased at his own remark, which most hut members now had a
mental image of Burnham’s face emerging out of the back end of some
alarmed Doberman and were falling about in helpless fits of
laughter.
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