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Death and life

are in the power

of the tongue.
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​PROLOGUE
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Wednesday Afternoon

13th of August

Noon BST
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Alec was not in the best of moods on his flight from Seattle to England. The temperature in the economy cabin was uncomfortably cool, and the plane’s thin blankets did little to warm up his appendages. Worst of all, the seats in the British Airways flight had gotten smaller over the years. There was no space between his bent knees and the back of the seat in front of him. Alec refused to consider that he had grown larger.

Paige, Alec’s wife for over two years, tried to get his mind onto other things. The plane was just an hour away from Gatwick Airport in London. Leaning against her husband to share her body heat, she pointed out, “Once we land, you’ll be able to stretch your legs. I’m sure your mom and dad will be prompt in picking us up. And then, we’ll be whisked away to Folkestone in your father’s roomy sedan.”

Noting that Alec still appeared grumpy, she added, “Just think, we’ll have three whole days to relax at the Clifton Hotel before joining the Centaurus on its thirteen-day cruise around the British Isles.”

Alec allowed a slight smile to appear on his lips. Finally, bending to the wisdom of Paige’s remarks, he agreed, “That will be nice.”

Before he could add to his response, the flight attendants collected last-minute trash and checked that the seats were in their upright positions. Eager to see outside, Alec opened the closed window shade and watched the plane come in for a landing.

At the gate, Alec tried to rise from his window seat, only to wait twenty minutes in a cramped position for passengers ahead of him to collect their hand luggage. When the aisle was clear, he and Paige disembarked the plane.

It took over an hour to get through the airport. At times, Paige had to quicken her pace to keep up with Alec’s strides. Despite hurrying and then waiting at designated points along the way, the DunBartons entered the arrivals hall at 1:50 PM.

Alec was dismayed to find no sign of his parents and continued to the outdoor area. Paige was the first to notice James and Anne DunBarton step off a bus that was carrying passengers from the terminal parking lots.

James rushed to the pair and apologized, “Sorry, we’re late, son. The traffic was atrocious, and there was nowhere to park. We eventually found a spot in the short-term lot.”

Realizing the same bus was about to return from where it had come, Alec and his father set off for the newly formed line. Paige hung back to welcome her mother-in-law, who seemed grateful for her kindness. Their relationship was not always congenial, but Paige, ever the optimist, had hopes that the next three days would pass by uneventfully.

On the short bus ride, the foursome had a chance to greet each other appropriately. Alec and Paige had last seen his parents a year and a half earlier when they sailed on the Pisces from Southampton to Fort Lauderdale and also vacationed with them in Florida.

Fifteen minutes later, the group was comfortably ensconced in James DunBarton’s car. Alec’s numerous pieces of luggage found a place beside his parents’ suitcases. Paige had Alec take the front seat so he could navigate out of the airport and onto the road to Folkestone.

Thoughtfully, Anne handed out cold drinks and finger foods she had squirreled away in the car. Alec, now warm after being in a refrigerated plane, was ready for a cool beverage and swallowed half its contents before thanking his mother. Paige nibbled on cheese and crackers as the scenery became more rural by the minute.

Most of the snacks were gone by the time the family arrived at their final destination. On the seventy-five-mile trip from Gatwick, Paige was surprised to see how slow traffic moved on English roads. If they weren’t stuck behind wide lorries, they were delayed at the country’s many roundabouts. Roads in the US were wider and faster in comparison.

James had to circle the Clifton Hotel for a few minutes to find a parking space. The seaside accommodation, while welcoming, had a car lot that could hold only thirty vehicles. When Anne called out excitedly that someone was leaving their space, James adroitly pulled into the recently vacated spot.

Swiftly, the luggage was removed from the car’s trunk and backseat. Alec took two of the heaviest pieces and bound up six steps to the inn. On the hotel’s sunny terrace, he breathed in the fresh air and said, “Let’s register, unpack, and come back to watch the waves from the clifftop.”

Paige, glad that her husband was no longer moody, turned to her mother-in-law and whispered, “You’d think he never saw the sea before.”

Alec and Paige examined their premium king room, which was being charged to the cruise line. Though it was on the small side, it was equipped with all the niceties. It not only contained a coffee maker but also an espresso machine.

Opposite their bed, there was a picture window overlooking a mile-long promenade known as The Leas. It was famous for its breathtaking views of the Dover Straits, separating England from France.

While Paige was in the bathroom, Alec called, “Which suitcase do you want to unpack?”

Alec heard a muffled response about “the small one” as he hoisted it onto the bed.

Looking more refreshed, Paige re-emerged into the room. With moist tendrils of hair adhering to her face, Paige remarked, “Everything is smaller in this part of the world. I wouldn’t go into the hotel’s elevator with anyone but you!”

Grinning, Alec agreed. “It was certainly old-fashioned with that interior collapsible gate. I haven’t seen one of those in years. I’m glad we’re on the second floor and can take the stairs. My parents took less expensive accommodations on the fourth floor. They’ll have to use the lift at the rear of the hotel.”

Efficiently, Paige put away the clothes and toiletries they’d need for the next three days and sighed, “It’s five o’clock English time. Let’s have a quick drink with your parents, a light dinner, and go to sleep by 9:00 PM or so. I’d like to soak in a hot tub before hitting the sheets.”

Alec understood completely. On Tuesday morning, he solved a murder in Seattle, Washington, and was instructed to fly to Dover, England, that afternoon. In total, he and Paige were up for nearly thirty hours.

A knock on the room’s door brought Alec out of his reverie. Paige ushered James and Anne in. They took a few moments to look out their picture window and then said, “You’re probably exhausted. The hotel serves bar food and three-course dinners.”

Taking a look at Paige’s tired features, James guessed, “I think a sandwich might fit the bill.”

Thankful for her father-in-law’s intuitiveness, Paige beckoned, “Shall we?” The foursome took the stairs down to the ground floor.

The reception area was lively with several couples registering. Since the sun was no longer out and rain appeared imminent, Alec suggested, “We can have something to eat and drink in the Coral Lounge. I saw a fully equipped bar in there.”

Alec surmised it was not too early to have a neat Scotch. The group found seats at a circular table near the window. The barrel chairs were extremely comfortable, and Paige sank into hers with pleasure. The lounge’s menu was limited but offered a selection of snacks, salads, and sandwiches.

The food and drinks arrived quickly. Paige was happy with her prawn salad, and Alec dug into his roast beef and horseradish sandwich. The others also enjoyed their meals. When their plates were empty, the family caught up on their latest activities.

Alec nursed his whisky while his dad told him about his cousins, Roddy and William. They were co-owners of the DunBarton Inn, the family’s hotel located in downtown Inverness. Like the Clifton, the DunBarton Inn was composed of several Victorian homes, combined into one quaint lodging.

Both Alec and Paige shared their plans to visit the inn a few times when the Centaurus docked in the Highland town. Alec had been sent to England by Flagship Cruise Line to audit the financial records of Sam Warren. He was the ship’s former controller, who had fled the vessel without the captain’s permission on the 9th of August.

Glad that Alec was not asked to find a killer, Paige finished her drink and yawned. It didn’t escape Alec’s notice, and he made a motion to leave. James and Anne wished them a good night and made arrangements to meet them at 8:00 AM for breakfast in the hotel’s restaurant.

Alec could hear his dad order a second Glenlivet as he and Paige departed. Too weary to take the stairs, the couple snuggled in the two-person elevator.

Upon entering the room, Paige removed all her clothing. Alec did not hear a word from her until she was in the bathtub, completely submerged in bubbles.

It never ceased to amaze him how much his wife enjoyed her nightly ritual. While Paige bathed, Alec surfed the television channels from their king-sized bed. Concerned she might fall asleep in the water, Alec got up every few minutes and received a smile for his efforts.

The twosome was fast asleep by nine o’clock. The only thing that could be heard was the sound of soft breaths and heavy rain hitting the windowsill.
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​CHAPTER ONE
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“A Beautiful Morning”
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Words & Music by Eddie Brigati and Felix Cavaliere

Genre: Pop, Released: March 1968
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Thursday Morning—14th of August

Well rested after a good night’s sleep, Alec hurried Paige to finish dressing. He was eager to have his first cup of coffee and a full English breakfast with his parents. Alec pulled open the brocade drapes covering their picture window and found himself gazing at sunny skies and the blue sea beyond.

In his tenor voice, he crooned,
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It’s a beautiful morning, ah

I think I’ll go outside for a while

And just smile

Just take in some clean fresh air, boy

No sense in staying inside

If the weather’s fine and you’ve got the time

It’s your chance to wake up and plan another brand-new day

Either way

It’s a beautiful morning, ah

Each bird keeps singing his own song

So long

I’ve got to be on my way now

No fun just hanging around

I got to cover ground

You couldn’t keep me down

It just ain’t no good if the sun shines

When you’re still inside

Shouldn’t hide

Still inside

Shouldn’t hide

Still inside, shouldn’t hide

There will be children with robins and flowers

Sunshine caresses each new waking hour

Seems to me that people keep seeing more and more each day

Gotta say, lead the way

It’s okay, brand-new day

Gotta say, it’s okay

Brand new day, gotta say, lead the way
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Paige took the hint and declared, “After breakfast, I’ll need to return to our room to put on makeup.”

Alec nodded and opened their hotel door to allow Paige to pass through. She pushed the button for the old-fashioned elevator, remarking, “I slept soundly, but my body still aches from being in a cramped plane for eleven hours.”

As they entered the lift, Alec suggested, “We should go sightseeing with my folks today. It will give us a chance to stretch our legs and get some fresh air.”

Anne and James were already seated in the hotel’s restaurant and beckoned the pair over. On the way, Alec took a close look at the vast number of offerings. Besides cereal, yogurt, pastries, and juices, there were all the fixings for a hot breakfast.

This time, Paige had to urge Alec forward and take a seat at the dining table. A waitress took their beverage orders, and James, already sipping coffee, welcomed them. 

Anne, nursing her tea, declared, “We had a lot of rain last night. I’m glad it’s going to be clear today. So far, we’ve had a pretty warm summer with lots of precipitation.”

Not waiting for his coffee to arrive, Alec suggested to the family, ‘Let’s get something to eat.”

Paige smiled and whispered to Anne, loud enough for Alec to hear, “Your son is still ruled by his stomach.”

Anne responded in complete agreement, asserting, “As a little boy, he was first to come to the dining room table and last to leave.”

Pretending to be affronted, Alec got his dad to accompany him to the hot chaffing dishes and declared, “I bet the women will be satisfied with just baked goods.”

Alec was right. Paige liked to breakfast on Danish and, if she were very hungry, she’d have a crunchy roll with a piece of cheese.

The men returned to the table with full plates of sausage, bacon, blood pudding, scrambled eggs, fried tomato, and sauteed mushrooms. Paige looked at Alec’s plate and asked, “What? No baked beans?”

Taking his seat, Alec replied somewhat sheepishly, “I didn’t want to look like a pig.”

James laughed and slid a few beans from his plate to Alec’s and said, “Eat up, son. You may need the energy. I was thinking of taking you and Paige to Canterbury Cathedral this morning. The town is charming, and there’s a lovely park nearby. Would you like to go?”

Paige gazed at Alec and then replied, “I’ve never been.”

Alec took his cues from his wife and remarked, “That sounds grand. Before we go, I’d like to pick up some snacks and drinks for our room. Since arriving here, I’ve been very thirsty.”

Paige added, “We left Seattle with little notice. I’d also like to buy some talcum powder and a couple of bottles of your English Badedas. It’s a lot cheaper than Vitabath and smells just as good.”

As the shopping list grew, Anne wrote down the items. Over the next forty-five minutes, the ladies enjoyed their croissants, and the men had their fill.

Before leaving the restaurant, Alec placed an apple and two muffins in his pants pocket to snack on later. Gazing at the bulges, Paige laughed and accused Alec of looking like a squirrel with full cheeks.

Looking forward to their outing, both couples returned to their rooms to get ready. They agreed to meet in the Clifton’s foyer in half an hour.

Paige and Alec arrived before the allotted time and waited for James and Anne on the hotel’s sunny terrace. Stretching like a kitten, Paige admitted, “I think your mother has mellowed a bit. I feel more comfortable around her.”

Alec grinned. “I’m glad. Growing up, I used to go to my dad for everything. Mum, being English, resented that I had adopted Scotland as my homeland.”

Their conversation was cut short when James called to his wife, “They’re out here.”

The newcomers took seats at the patio table while James asked, “Do you want to go to the shops now? There’s a Sainsbury’s on Bouverie Road. It’s a short distance from here. We’d better leave the car in the lot. Parking is very limited in town.”

Confident she had the list with her, Anne rose first, and the group joined her. The grocery store was about a ten-minute walk. On the way, they passed Papa’s Fish Restaurant, and the foursome decided to return to the eatery for dinner.

In Sainsbury’s, the family separated. James set off to pick up bottles of flavored seltzer. Though Alec wasn’t currently on a diet, he and Paige felt it was better to keep away from artificially sweetened soda. Anne went to the cookie and cracker aisle to collect snacks for the car ride, and Alec followed Paige to the row containing pharmaceutical products.

Along with the items on the list, Alec selected some suntan lotion. He hadn’t expected England to be so sunny. Cradling her Yardley lavender talc and Badedas bubble bath, the couple arrived at self-checkout at the same time as Alec’s folks.

Alec insisted on paying for everything. His parents had saved him and Paige money by picking them up at the airport. He was also glad to spend time with them. They weren’t getting younger, and Alec was aware that life could change in an instant. 

Shaking off the negative thought, Alec scanned two packages of McVitie’s Dark Chocolate Digestive biscuits and thanked his mother for remembering they were his favorite after Scottish shortbread. Since Anne had only brought one of her reusable grocery bags, Alec bought two for 30 pence each.

Laden with their purchases, the group returned to the Clifton. James stowed away some of the drinks and packages in the car while Alec dropped off the rest in his hotel room.

Once seated in the sedan, with the much-needed air conditioning on, Alec remarked to the others, “Let’s go and explore.”

The drive to Canterbury took only twenty-five minutes. En route, Paige googled the cathedral on her cell phone and read out loud:
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Canterbury Cathedral is one of the oldest and most historic Christian structures in England. It can trace its origins back to 597 AD and is the seat of the Archbishop of Canterbury, the spiritual head of the Church of England. Over the centuries, the cathedral has been witness to religious feuds, the rise and fall of kings, the bloody murder of Thomas Becket, the martyrdom of saints, the birth of religious movements, and other significant events. In essence, it has witnessed momentous periods throughout history.
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James and Anne agreed that the site was well worth a visit. The road became markedly more congested when they neared the city center, and it took some time to find a parking space.

Anne removed her Blue Badge permit from the vehicle’s glove box and directed James to a handicapped spot. Upon alighting from the car, Anne reminded the others that she still had trouble going up steps and might not be able to keep up with them.

The men led the way to the cathedral’s ticket office. While walking with Anne along Butchery Lane, Paige cried out at seeing the imposing view of Bell Harry Tower. It looked like a golden edifice against the blue skies.

James hurried the group into the visitor’s center to purchase tickets. Anne was surprised that the church didn’t have a senior rate, and James tut-tutted it as he charged the full amount on his credit card. It was recommended that they visit the free exhibits on the upper floors first. Paige accompanied Anne in the elevator while the men strode up the stairs.

The rooms of the gallery contained a great deal of information about how the cathedral was built and rebuilt over the centuries. One panel explained how Pope Gregory sent Augustine to southern England to convert the Anglo-Saxons to Christianity and establish a cathedral and monastic abbey.

There was much to see, including commentaries, artifacts, clothing, and stories about how the monks lived. Alec started to chuckle upon reading that monks used hand signals to request items such as candles, salt, and soap. Alec couldn’t resist mimicking the one for soap by rubbing one hand with three fingers of the other hand.

James spent a lot of time reading the signage, and Anne had to rest frequently on the benches provided for visitors. Ready to see the cathedral, James encouraged the group to follow him outside. Paige was once again awed when they approached the cathedral and passed under the Christ Church Gate, which was built around 1520. While walking into the building, she whispered to Alec, “I guess not everything in England is small!”

Alec laughed, and the sound echoed in the massive basilica. Over the next two hours, the family examined vaulted ceilings, stained glass windows, display cases, and colorful statues. Good-naturedly, Anne trudged up and down several steps to keep up with them.

While in the Martyrdom, James explained to Paige that King Henry II had heated run-ins with Thomas Becket, the Archbishop of Canterbury. The king was infamous for uttering, “Can no one rid me of this meddlesome priest?”

That statement led to Becket’s bloody murder on December 29, 1170, by four of the king’s knights. Later, when Henry VIII broke with the church over his divorce from Catherine of Aragon, he confiscated much of the cathedral’s gold, silver, and precious gems. Despite the ransacking, Alec had to admit that the church was still very grand.

Minutes later, the foursome returned to the town’s center and took the pedestrian walkway towards Westgate Gardens. Alec stopped in front of Maria’s Ice Cream Parlor. Deciding there was no need to have lunch after such a big breakfast, Alec convinced the others to purchase ice cream cones. They all took seats at an outdoor table to rest their feet and enjoy their snack.

The walk to the gardens took just a few minutes. Paige and Anne found seats on a shaded bench among picnickers and children at play. Paige marveled at the 200-year-old Oriental Plane tree that stood before them. The tree’s trunk had deep, craggy grooves and was wider at its base, narrowing as it neared its expansive canopy.

Alec and James took an interest in the River Stour and watched punters take people up and down the quaint waterway. The family remained for some time, taking in the sights and sounds. When Anne finally got back on her feet with some difficulty, James remarked, “We’d better head back to the hotel. I think Anne will want to rest before we go out for fish and chips tonight.”

Though Alec and Paige didn’t want to admit it, they, too, were ready for a nap. Once back at the Clifton, the twosomes went their separate ways.

At 6:00 PM, the DunBarton clan met up in the foyer and set off for Papa’s Fish Restaurant. It was crowded when they arrived, and they took a booth close to two women arguing.

Alec, fond of eavesdropping, leaned closer to them and heard the older woman ridicule, “Don’t be silly. Sam won’t say a word to you. I put the fear of God in him!”

The less vociferous woman bowed her head shyly and replied, “He and I could have become an item. You ruined it all.”

In response, the other one warned, “Stay away from him on the cruise.”

Alec stopped snooping when Paige repeated, “Are you listening to me? The waiter needs to know whether you want cod, haddock, or pollock.”

After naming his preference, Alec ignored his family for the rest of the evening, hoping to learn what the loud woman did to cause Sam Warren to leave the Centaurus abruptly.
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​CHAPTER TWO
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“The White Cliffs of Dover”

––––––––
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Words & Music by Nat Burton and Walter Kent

Genre: Pop, Released: 1941
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Friday Morning—15th of August

Alec woke up annoyed with himself. The night before, he had wanted to follow the ladies out of Papa’s Fish Restaurant. James cautioned him against it, afraid that Alec would be arrested for stalking.

Paige had agreed with her father-in-law and tried to cajole Alec out of bed by reminding him that a large English breakfast awaited him in the hotel’s restaurant. Within twenty minutes, he and Paige were ready, and the couple entered the eatery. 

To their great surprise, the two women whom Alec had wanted to follow the previous evening were sitting by the window having tea. Paige took the table near them and bid them good morning.

Alec watched as they graciously responded with a greeting of their own. With two orange juices in hand, Alec joined his wife and asked the pair, “Are you sailing on the Centaurus tomorrow?”

The louder woman, who appeared to be in her sixties, replied, “Yes. Are you going, too?”

Alec responded heartily and said, “My wife and I are employees of Flagship Cruise Line. I’m Alec DunBarton, and my wife, Paige, is a future cruise consultant. I work in the accounting department.” Alec didn’t want to tell them he was replacing Sam Warren, the former controller on the Centaurus, in case they were aware of his official title.

The meeker woman announced, “My name is Sarah Sinclair.”

Not to be upstaged, her companion declared in a blustery manner, “I’m Vera Blythe, pet, and the current president of the Greater London Titanic Club or GLTC.”

Alec was surprised by her tone. Despite using the word “pet,” a term of endearment, she sounded confrontational.

At that moment, Alec’s folks joined their table. James, who had overheard her, asked, “The Titanic? I’ve always wanted to know more about that ship.”

His statement opened the floodgates, and the six diners conversed until 9:30 AM. Over that period, they learned about the GLTC and both women. Vera was a history teacher at a posh co-educational grammar school, and Sarah, a midwife at a local hospital.

When the pair got up to leave, Alec said, “You’ve been very informative.”

The compliment did the trick, and Vera replied, “We’re staying at the hotel and are going to Dover Castle today. Perhaps we’ll see you later.”

With a glint in his eye, Alec said, “I do hope so.”

Since the waitstaff appeared eager to clean the dining room, Alec invited the family to take seats in the vacant Coral Lounge to discuss their plans for the day. It was agreed that they should also visit Dover Castle. 

Sadly, Anne said, “I may need to find a comfortable place to rest when we go. I overdid it yesterday.”

Alec patted her hand tenderly, which was rather unusual, and she responded with a rare smile. He then asked his parents their views on Vera Blythe and Sarah Sinclair.

James was first and declared, “Vera is something else. She had extreme opinions about everything. When she wasn’t browbeating Sarah, she used abrasive language in describing the crew of the Titanic.”

Anne, trying to rationalize Blythe’s doggedness, remarked, “Teachers are often authoritative.”

Alec could see her point and moved on to Sinclair. James shared, “As a midwife, Sarah must have gotten used to abusive language. Women in labor can say despicable things.”

Paige observed, “I think Sinclair is lonely. At the cereal bar, Vera told me that Sarah’s husband, a doctor, divorced her a few years back. The fellow didn’t want to have children and cheated on Sarah with her best friend. The doctor is now married, expecting their first baby.”

“Ouch,” Anne cried, “What a louse! Sarah could be very pretty if she did something with her stringy hair and wore some makeup. She’s probably in her early forties.”

Getting to the crux of the matter, Alec voiced, “I hope Vera’s little club won’t disrupt the ship. I understand two female members are joining her this afternoon, and the men will board the cruise tomorrow. I wonder how and why Sam Warren got involved with them in the first place.”

The eight-mile drive to Dover Castle took fifteen minutes. Since Alec hadn’t noticed which rent-a-car Vera and Sarah were driving, he gazed around the parking lot at the visitor’s center and complained, “They might be ahead of us.”

Optimistically, Paige reassured Alec, “It really doesn’t matter. They’ll be returning to the hotel tonight.”

Alec saw the wisdom of her remark and headed to the building to purchase the admission tickets for the family. Even though they were more expensive than those for the cathedral, the attendant offered Alec’s mother a motorized wheelchair free of charge.

Unsure how to navigate the machine over the walkway’s steep inclines, Anne trudged up to the castle’s drawbridge instead. The view below was astounding. The group stood there for a few minutes, admiring the hilly embankment, the town below, and the blue skies beyond.

Their first stop was an exhibition hall, where they found a wealth of information about Dover Castle’s evolution over the years. From 800 BC to AD 43, ditches were dug in the hillside to form the foundation of the medieval castle’s walls. The Romans built a lighthouse between AD 110 and AD 140 to guide ships into the harbor and to patrol the Channel. 

In 1066, William the Conqueror established it as England’s most important fortification. Over the centuries, the castle grounds continued to expand. King Henry II finished and strengthened the castle in 1217 after Louis of France besieged it with a few men.

The DunBartons meandered around the exhibits and learned when the British royal families were in power and which wars were fought on their behalf. They left the room aware of the country’s turbulent past.

Once outside, Anne declared, “I need to rest my legs at the café we passed earlier.” When the family escorted her there, Alec noticed that the Titanic Club women, as he called them, were in a queue to purchase tea and scones.

James dissuaded Alec from speaking to them again and said, “Let Anne cozy up to them. She feels bad, she can’t keep up with us, and it will give her a chance to hone her sleuthing skills.

Alec agreed with a smile and called, “We’ll collect you in half an hour.”

Anne nodded knowingly and got in line behind them.

Alec and his entourage used their time to visit the Great Tower’s upper floors. They were only accessible via rough-hewed steps. Paige marveled at the richly colored tapestries and ornate furniture that adorned the small rooms.

On the uppermost level, Alec was able to view the land around the castle. It was even more awe-inspiring. He felt like a king looking down upon his vast property. Paige had to remind Alec he was just a lowly sightseer and mustn’t forget to pick up his mother.

Anne was not in the café when they returned. James insisted they try the gift shop first. As expected, she was fingering some souvenir dish towels. She stopped when they approached and gaily promised to relate her conversation with Vera and Sarah on the ride back to the hotel.

Alec had to accept her proposal for the time being. After purchasing a bottle of black cherry mead, Anne accompanied the family to the siege tunnels. On passing the car park, they dropped off the wine and hydrated on warm drinks that were still in the vehicle.

There was a line to get into the tunnel network. The group eventually gained admittance, and a spokesperson welcomed them on the tour. The family saw several films about World War II and visited a command center where secret military operations were planned. Among them was Operation Dynamo, in which over 300,000 Allied soldiers were evacuated from France in 1940.
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