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Chapter 1 The War Cabinet Rooms

A lone
army jeep left Imperial College London carrying its Professor of
physics and a research fellow to an unknown location. The smoke
filled capital appeared untouched in places and ablaze in others.
The army jeep moved at a steady pace, headlights dimmed, its
occupants silent befitting the blackout status around them.
Professor Cedric Pearson had received a strange request from the
principle of the college asking that he and his research assistant,
Peter Gardner stay behind that day until 7.00pm upon which time the
two would be taken by car to a secret location somewhere in London
for a briefing. Pearson was warned that he would be asked about the
project that the two were currently working on and be expected to
brief those present as well as being prepared to answer any
questions raised. Keeping Gardner in the dark, until the last
minute, was part of the security requirements. The audience would
make itself known at the start of the briefing and the venue would
remain secret until then.

Pearson,
a tall, willowy looking man in his 50s, dressed in a grey woollen
two-piece suit, cream cotton shirt and poker dot bow tie sat in the
back seat with his junior, Peter Gardner. On his lap was a brown
supple leather briefcase which he jealously guarded clutching it
firmly where it lay. He pulled a matching poker dot handkerchief
from the top pocket of his jacket and dabbed at the perspiration on
his brow, pushing back his hat involuntarily as he did. The cool
night air tinged with the smell of burning timber, rubber and
cordite breezed in doing nothing for his uneasiness. Pearson had
promptly informed his junior by some 30 years of what was expected
of them in outline just before they left and the two had been
picked up as planned, albeit not in a car as they were originally
informed. The sight of a military jeep had triggered something
inside Pearson’s mind, the probable connection with the project
that he and Gardner had been working on. He’d chosen then to keep
his own counsel at least until they arrived at their destination
and his suspicions were later confirmed.

Gardner
watched his boss’s discomfort content to be led for now on a
mystery tour through war-torn London. As well as doing his bit for
the war effort, he had aspirations of achieving his physics
doctorate alongside the able Professor Pearson with his influential
connections and that would mean doing as he was told for now as
well as being his bag carrier. His overly confident attitude,
combined with his youthful looks were regarded with disdain by the
majority of lecturers in the Physics department, but Pearson had
seen beyond this noticing a natural ability in the man from Bristol
that he hadn’t seen in similar junior students and England needed
all its natural resources just now in the fight against any German
invasion. Gardner pulled a silver cigarette case from his inside
jacket pocket, opening it and offering it to Pearson. The older man
glanced at the contents and shook his head and then with a wave of
his hand. Gardner helped himself choosing not to offer one to the
huge sergeant who was chauffeuring them.


Travelling out of Exhibition Road on to the A4, the jeep
headed west. Both men eyed the early evening London landscape
around them warily as if memorising the route to their mysterious
destination. Close by along the route they could hear the sound of
explosions and intermittent ringing of bells as London Fire Brigade
struggled to deal with building fires caused by air-raids and
ruptured gas mains. The jeep turned a corner and was met by a fire
truck and several firemen training their hoses on houses afire
along the route. The driver pulled hard on the steering wheel
expertly and the vehicle swerved to the left around the fire
fighters, correcting its direction seconds after. On they travelled
without delay as if time was a premium. Fixing notable landmarks
proved difficult. The more prominent ones in the distance had
received attention from Germany’s Luftwaffe. Even now they could
hear the familiar droning sound of air-raid sirens once more,
announcing the arrival of the latest enemy sortie over the capital.
They continued along Constitution Hill and then Birdcage Walk, the
sight of the Houses of Parliament in the near distance, brought
images into Pearson’s mind of their possible destination, which he
quickly dismissed given what was happening all around him.
Government ministers would be somewhere safe by now. Gardner was
suddenly conscious of his stare in the muted shadows of the jeep’s
interior. He couldn’t stay silent any longer.

“What is this all about sir? Where are we being taken?” He
asked abruptly. The jeep turned left into Horse Guards Road and it
was then that Pearson realised that they were minutes away from the
home of the Prime Minister of England. May be he was wrong after
all?

“I, err, I’m not sure Peter. I’m as much in the dark as you
are.” His stare stayed fixed ahead looking out through the
windscreen over the driver’s shoulder. He sensed Gardner’s eyes
burning into him and he gradually relented. ”Well I suppose it
might have something to do with our research project at the
college?” Gardner looked on a little puzzled then choosing to draw
on his cigarette. He regarded his superior in rank only (he
thought), curiously. He had become use to working long hours on
Government projects linked to the war effort and some had even
materialised as best practice at some point in the military field,
but just now they were involved in the preliminary stages of a
research project that had little progress to report on, so why
should it be the reason behind this clandestine meeting he thought?
He let the thought dwell for a moment inside his head and then
accepted to a point that any project funded by the Government could
be called in to report at the whim of ministers at any time and the
Prime Minister was known to keep long working hours. He couldn’t
help wondering though what was causing such an interest in this
particular project now?

“But why all the secrecy and at this late hour?” Gardner
persisted.

“I agree, it is a little odd, but a prerogative of our
employer,” Pearson replied confirming Gardner’s own thoughts, his
eyes now distracted by the fact that the jeep was now slowing,
pulling to a stop as it turned into King Charles Street. Pearson
stared outside through the window at the large white stone building
in shadows. Beyond, St. James Park was shrouded darkness, the tops
of the trees swaying in a gentle evening breeze contrasting against
the arcing of antiaircraft fire overhead.

“Where are we sir?” Gardner asked sitting forward on the
backseat, unfamiliar with the area at this time of night in curfew
and conscious himself that they had apparently reached their
destination. Pearson looked out over St. James Park through the
rear window and then back at the building again.

“Where do we go from here driver?” Pearson said redirecting
the question. The army sergeant observed the pair through his rear
view mirror before turning.

“Please gentlemen, your questions will be answered once you
are inside the building,” he said pointing at a side door entrance
to the building recessed into the stonework and in full shadow. The
pair stared at each other as the soldier climbed out of his seat
and opened the back door. The two scientists clambered out feeling
suddenly vulnerable looking around them once more as their driver
climbed back inside. He waved at them again toward the door in
question and then accelerated away along the road and outside St
James Park, disappearing around the corner toward
Whitehall.

“Well Peter,” Pearson said with an open palm. They moved over
to the door and Pearson wrapped on it sharply with a clenched fist.
A small square of light pushed through a meshed opening from inside
as the man behind the door peered out at them through it. The
little hinged door moved inwards fully, followed by a flashlight
aimed in Pearson’s face. The scientist winced at the glare holding
up his hand.

“Identification gentlemen,” the voice called out formally and
with authority. The pair fumbled inside their respective coat
pockets, Pearson first holding up his college pass with his
photograph. The flashlight moved rapidly from the pass to Pearson’s
face and back again. Gardener did the same and the same routine
followed. A number of bolts were slid from their housing, along
with the removal of several locks and the two men glanced at each
other slightly bemused. The door, like the miniature version the
soldier had peered through, opened inwards, replaced by a heavily
built royal marine holding a machine gun at his waist pointing
slightly downwards to their relief. Behind him at least 2 more
marines stood in support.

“Professor Pearson, Mr Gardner, will you please follow me.”
The two men walked inside as instructed, pausing momentarily as the
door behind them was secured once more. Pearson caught his junior’s
hard stare and he indicated with his eyes to co-operate. Inside the
building they were led along a number of plain, gloomily lit
corridors at the rear of the building, giving little indication of
where they were and still no reason behind why they had been
summoned at this unusual hour. Eventually they were led to yet
another steel door with more guards. They two guards parted,
standing to attention and saluting, as the trio approached. The
sergeant promptly returned the salute and Pearson and Gardner were
led down into what could only be the cellar of the building,
Pearson thought. As they descended the sound of voices drifted up
from below, several in fact. Inaudible at first and then becoming
less so with snippets of phrases and comments filtering through
like the background chatter one hears at a dinner party. Pearson
led the way behind their escort, occasionally glancing back up
toward his colleague as if to see if he was still there, not
wanting to be alone in this strange place. The smell of cigarette
and cigar smoke and body odour drifted up the stairway as the men
descended until the two scientists froze in awe at the room and
activity in front of them.

It was a
large oblong room occupied at its centre by rows of tables
supporting radios, typewriters, telephones all occupied by civilian
operators giving and receiving instructions through headsets. Every
inch of wall was covered in maps of Europe, depicting the position
of the British and allied armed forces and those of Germany. At the
far side of the room, in a collective huddle, Pearson could just
make out several distinguished senior ranking officers, each from
the various parts of the British armed forces, at least that is
what their respective uniforms suggested. Interspersed was the odd
civilian, two at least in formal eveningwear. Their escort looked
back at them expectantly once the sergeant had realised that the
pair were no longing following him.

“Gentlemen please,” the sergeant motioned them forward,
“Welcome to the Map Room.” The brief and slightly raised
introduction broke the huddle and each man turned in unison
scrutinising the two scientists over the background noise being
generated by the chatter of radio operators. After several seconds
they returned to their discussion, the subject no doubt now who the
two strangers were and the reason for their presence in such a
secret establishment.

“If you would kindly wait here gentlemen?” The sergeant asked
heading back upstairs.

“Sir,” Gardner whispered, tugging at his mentor’s sleeve, “The
Map Room, you seem to react when the soldier spoke?”

“Err, yes at least I have a suspicion of where we are,” he
replied taking in the rest of the room, and then momentarily
distracted by the slightly open door at the far end. If he was
correct he knew what must lie beyond it.

“Sir?” Gardner pressed.

“The reference to a Map Room and the fact that we are
underground can only mean one thing,” Pearson ventured. Gardner
looked at him quizzically. “Oh, sorry to sound so mysterious, but I
am already wondering why we should be invited into what can only be
the fabled Cabinet War Rooms, where the Prime Minister conducts his
war strategies with the heads of state and the armed forces.” His
last comment brought a fresh look at the group that now returned
his quiet observation.” Gardner was about to press him further when
they were interrupted.

“Gentlemen, if you will, please follow me. The Prime Minister
is waiting,” a man in a butler’s uniform announced. Both men eyed
each other in surprise despite their suspicions, more so Gardner as
they became caught up in the general movement of the collective
toward the door where the butler now stood. They passed into
another narrow, dimly lit corridor for several yards until they
were directed into what looked like a compact meeting room
furnished for such purposes, simple and efficient. A man stood at
the head of the table, a man with his back to them as they entered.
They each filed around the central table in opposite directions,
taking a seat in turn, standing behind them as if waiting for
further instructions. The man at the head of the table turned,
taking the smouldering Havana cigar from the corner of his
mouth.

“Good evening gentlemen, thank you for coming at short notice,
please be seated,” he drawled. The invitation came from Prime
Minister of England, Winston Churchill. Gardner dropped on to his
seat unceremoniously as if his legs had been taken away from him,
still staring at the figure at the head of the table as Churchill
took his own seat. All manner of thoughts raced through his mind
over the next few seconds, particular to these was what the hell
was he doing in the Government’s top-secret bunker sat opposite
currently the most famous man in England? Yes he and Cyril Pearson
were working on a number of military projects for the war effort
and project ADREN, his current research project, was the most
prominent amongst these, but it was hardly something to warrant
this level of attention, he had yet to organise full-scale trials
on ADREN he couldn’t help thinking. Pearson noticed his
preoccupation with the British premier and gave Gardner’s foot a
light tap under the table with his own. Gardner snapped out of his
trance-like state just as Churchill spoke again.

“As I am sure you are all aware, I do not call extra-ordinary
meeting of the war cabinet lightly unless the occasion calls for
it. You may have differing views by the end of this meeting and
quite frankly, I hope that you do.” A mood of concern and curiosity
spread across the faces of his guests.

“Prime Minister, if I may?” The request came from a tall,
distinguished man in a Royal Air Force uniform. He turned his head
as he spoke looking directly at the two academics at the end of the
table, “forgive me gentlemen,” then back at Churchill. ”If what you
are about to tell us is so sensitive, should the information be
shared outside Cabinet members? “ Air Vice Marshall James Connolly
stared intently at Churchill.

“My turn gentlemen, forgive me, where are my manners? Perhaps
if you introduce yourselves and then James you might understand why
I have summoned professor Pearson and Mr Gardner here tonight?”
Churchill said motioning at the two scientists at the opposite end
of the table. Suddenly, all eyes were trained in that
direction.

“Thank you Prime Minister,” Pearson replied seizing the
opportunity. “Good evening gentlemen, my name is Cedric Pearson, I
am Professor of Physics at Imperial Collage and a medical doctor
before the war. My colleague,” Pearson gestured to the man seated
beside him and Gardner half-stood nodding nervously, “is Peter
Gardner my research associate. We are currently working on several
Government projects connected with the war effort…oh, and as a
prerequisite, we have both signed the Official Secrets Act,”
Pearson added as an afterthought in an attempt to appease
Connolly.

“Professor Pearson, Mr. Gardner, may I present from my right,
Air Vice Marshall James Connolly, Vice Admiral Oliver Hawkins,
Field Marshall Geoffrey Collins, Secretary of State for War,
William Henderson and David Gates, secretary to the War Cabinet and
my personal butler,” Churchill said introducing the group. Each man
nodded in quick succession at the two academics. “Thank you
gentlemen, before we get into why Professor Pearson and Mr Gardner
have been asked to attend this evening, I would like you to briefly
consider the contents of the blue files in front of you. I would
value your input on the latest intelligence reports we received
courtesy of our allies, the French underground movement. I want
considered feedback by noon tomorrow and your own personal
reactions on the implications now, including what could be done in
the timeframe indicated from each of your departments.” There was a
low tap on the door just at that moment followed by the rattle of
china cups and saucers as a tea trolley made its way into the room.
Refreshments were distributed around the table as each guest took
the opportunity to read the contents of their file. After several
minutes, Churchill broke the silence once more.

“William, you have already seen the contents of the file
earlier, perhaps if we get your views first? How much credibility
can we place in this intelligence?” The Secretary State for War
closed his file thoughtfully, pushing it more toward the centre of
the table. A slightly built man no more than 5’6” tall, he
nevertheless had an air of authority, which he no doubt used to
good effect in furthering his political career and administering
his office. He took off his round lens glasses cleaning them with
his handkerchief thoughtfully.

“Prime Minister, I took the liberty of contacting the source
of this information as soon as I received the briefing. After some
careful probing and supplementary investigations I believe the
intelligence to be accurate at the time it was reported. The source
has proven to be extremely reliable in the past.” Churchill
pondered on the one answer he had hoped would be contrary to the
findings in the report.

“Jim, what are your thoughts please?” He turned this time to
face the man in the blue uniform who had briefly questioned the
wisdom of the scientists’ presence he sat opposite William
Henderson, Air Vice Marshall Connolly. The frown on the face of the
head of the Royal Air Force gave away a troubled
response.

“Sir, if the Germans have this amount of aerial power, ready
to attack England within the next 48 hours I would seriously doubt
whether we could defeat an all out invasion even with the help of
the Americans.”

“The timeframe quoted in the intelligence would indicate that
even if we have American support, it wouldn’t come soon enough,
despite the air force bases they have constructed here.” The
sobering secondary comment came from Vice Admiral Hawkins, a point
everyone was painfully aware of by now.

“Jim, how long before the RAF is in a comparable position to
defend against this size of invasion?” Churchill queried, drawing
heavily on his cigar. Connolly reached down beside his seat for a
battered looking leather satchel producing a briefing from his own
department.

“Factories around the country are working flat out sir with
increased production up by 20% on last month’s figures,” he said
leafing through several pieces of loose foolscap paper. “We have
mainly women now working 18-hour days turning out parts for
spitfire, hurricanes and Lancasters. Any faster and we might not
have the pilots to fly them sir.”

“I know Jim, I’ve read the reports on pilot casualties. There
is no criticism intended, but I have to ask, how long?” Churchill
repeated his question.

“Another week sir, at least and even then it may not be
enough,” Connolly confirmed.

“And the Americans are due to increase their compliment at
about the same time,” Churchill mused almost to himself, but loud
enough for them all to hear. His eyes dulled as if his mind was
elsewhere, assessing his limited options while chewing on his cigar
now agitatedly. This was the German’s final throw of the dice to
win air supremacy over Europe, a larger attack according to
intelligence, than that launched during the Battle of Britain. The
last 3 years had taken their toll on the British nation both
financially and from a depleted resources point of view. The
Americans had stood shoulder-to-shoulder since 1941 establishing
footholds in England, but the timing of the Nazi threat had been
key, possibly the result of covert spying by the Nazis and could
not have come at a worst time, when the RAF was weak and the
Americans were in short supply of their own resources, supplies and
spare parts. Churchill slowly came out of his thoughtful mood, his
eyes coming to rest on the two academics at the opposite end of the
table.

“I anticipated the potential for this problem some time ago.
What we need gentlemen is an alternative plan, something to delay
the German air invasion before it starts.” He stubbed the remnants
of his cigar out as if dealing with Nazis personally, motioning to
the Cabinet secretary and Gates immediately passed him a polished
wooden box from a teak occasional table behind the premier. Opening
the lid, Churchill helped himself to a second cigar snipping one
end and Gates offered him a light. He sat back in his chair
awaiting a response to his question puffing on his new Havana. The
room remained silent though and after what seemed like an age,
Churchill decided it was time to stimulate their
imagination.

“Professor Pearson, perhaps you can brief everyone on your
work and its possible significance to this discussion?” He gestured
to the man directly opposite and once again all eyes fell on him
and his colleague, Peter Gardner.

“Thank you sir,” Pearson began, standing again as he did, “for
those of you who are unfamiliar with my background, I have been
looking at more advanced forms of weaponry over the last 18 months
for the war effort. Not my usual work area granted, but…there is a
war on.” The light-hearted comment missed its intended target as he
was met with blank faces.

“What kind of weapons Professor?” Hawkins finally
managed.

“Oliver, please,” Churchill added, “let the professor
explain.” Hawkins raised an open hand acknowledging the
request.

“We have worked on a number of projects over the last few
years, some of which have found their way into the war at some
point.” Connolly looked at the scientist quizzically rubbing his
square jaw. “Vice Marshall,” Pearson said addressing him directly,
“you are no doubt aware of the fact that English bombers are
carrying greater payload these days?” Pearson continued. The head
of the RAF reacted as if alarmed by an apparent breach in his
security. “That is due to the new alloys we have developed which
has reduced the self-weight of the shell casings that you normally
use by 30%. That was as a direct result of research carried out by
my department.”

“Okay professor, I suppose you are going to tell us you have
designed a new Spitfire from the same alloy at half the cost and
production timescale?” Collins interjected a little sarcastically
for the premier’s liking and Churchill stared hard at his Field
Marshall until the man in the uniform got the message.

“Not quite Field Marshall Collins. Even if we could do as you
say, we could not manufacture pilots to fly them. Rather we were
tasked in recent times with addressing the problem of our dwindling
armed forces,” Pearson replied. The monocle in Oliver Hawkin’s
right eye fell out in surprise coming to rest against the lapel of
his uniform where it was tied at the buttonhole.

“Gracious me!” He exclaimed. “This should be good. We have
been worrying about this problem for the last 12 months.” He sat
back in his chair sucking at his pipe more for comfort than any lit
tobacco inside the barrel.

“For the last 8 months or so gentlemen, Mr Gardner and I have
been carrying out research into a part of the physical anatomy that
could help with getting more from our limited human resources,
namely the Adrenal Gland.” The announcement was met with more
puzzled looks and Pearson decided to press on. “Our work centres on
artificially increasing the amount of adrenalin secreted from the
gland. As I am sure you know, the Adrenal Gland is responsible for
adrenalin, which in turn is responsible for how the human body
reacts in highly stressful situations. There have been many reports
of heroism in battle and feats of strength beyond normal capability
of individuals that we speculate have been down to high levels of
adrenalin finding its way into the blood stream.” A few nods of
heads followed, then low murmurings interrupted Pearson as the
collective exchanged comments quietly. Pearson persevered. “I, that
is we,” he corrected himself glancing at Peter Gardner,
“hypothesise that if we could harness and control this change in
adrenalin secretion artificially, that not only would the British
armed forces work with increased efficiency, they would act as if
the ranks had swollen in numbers with 20 hour working days and
virtually non-existent rest periods.”

“Excuse me professor, at the risk of sounding negative, if you
could achieve this with our forces, would you not be simply storing
up problems for later? Surely these soldiers, sailors and airmen
would simply burn out in half the time?” Collins asked, eyeing
Churchill warily as he did. He had made notes throughout as he
listened and he sat now poised for Pearson’s response, pencil at
the ready.

“Quite Field Marshall. The drug would only be used where the
situation dictated a strong need and should be restricted to
special missions initially. It would be a quick fix in effect. It
could get us over your current predicament, until we have our armed
forces back up to strength. We have completed trials on our lab
rats today and the results look favourable.”

“Care to share them with us Professor, I still do not see how
this will help our present situation,” Collins probed
further.

“Yes I’m sorry, where was I, ah yes, Maggie, our pet white
rat, her physical reactions and reasoning to the tests we set were
increased by 50% by boosting her adrenalin output. Maggie completed
the standard maze in record time, negotiating several new obstacles
that we introduced after successive attempts,” Collins gave a
slightly exasperated look again. “Err yes as part of this research
we also looked into developing a counteracting serum to bring the
adrenalin rush back down to normal levels. What we produced and
used on Maggie in higher than necessary dosages made her slow,
lethargic and confused. She simply wasn’t herself…and she stayed
that way for days. I believe what we produced not only slowed the
rat’s reactions, but it also affected her confidence to make normal
decisions based on her natural instinct. That got me thinking in a
slightly different direction.” Gardner by this time was tugging
discreetly at Pearson’s sleeve and he broke off his
presentation.

“Excuse me gentlemen for one moment.” He bowed his head
slightly and Gardner met him halfway whispering as he
did.

“Sir, I know where you are going with this. The serum has only
had limited tests in this new area. We don’t know the long-term
effects, we discussed that earlier?” Gardner said quietly, yet
firmly.

“Yes I am aware of that Peter, but the situation has changed.
Our country and our allies need our help now and it is only for a
brief period,” Pearson replied in a slightly raised voice, now
attracting the attention of everyone present.

“But you know if the serum appears to be successful it will be
used again and again and the long-term concerns sir, to innocent
people, unlucky enough to be in the vicinity of any contact?”
Gardner protested, oblivious to their audience now. He and Pearson
had discussed the use of their findings about the drug briefly over
a coffee break after the initial tests were completed that morning.
Gardner wasn’t sure initially why Pearson’s interest had moved from
one of speeding up human reflexes and reactions to slowing them
down, but listening to Pearson now he had suddenly realised where
his mentor was heading with his presentation.

“Tell that to the Jews,” Pearson snapped back. Gardner was
aware of Pearson’s family background, the fact that his
stepmother’s parents were Polish killed in Warsaw as the German’s
invaded. His stepmother had only just escaped, eventually marrying
his widowed father 18 months later. Despite the considerable age
gap she had made his father happy again and for that he was
grateful. In Pearson’s mind it was clear that if a few innocent
Germans of whatever political denomination, had to suffer in some
unknown way sometime in the near future from any side effects, then
it would be a price worth paying.

“Something you wish to share with us gentlemen?” William
Henderson interrupted. Pearson looked up furtively, fingering his
shirt collar and straightening his bow tie.

“I do apologise sirs, my colleague was just pointing out that
there may be long-term effects on the health of the people exposed
to such a drug. Without time-consuming trials and tests it’s
impossible to gauge what they might be.” The group regarded him
quizzically, still confused by the senior academic.

“Professor, notwithstanding your concerns about your drugs
side-effects, can you elaborate on how it could help our current
predicament please?” It was Hawkins, this time echoing Collin’s
earlier comment slightly exasperatedly.

“Well sir, our findings came just as Mr Henderson paid the
college a visit,” he nodded in the general direction of Churchill’s
Secretary of State for War. “Mr Henderson kindly gave the whole
department a presentation on the war effort, how we were
contributing and some of the new challenges we faced, including in
general terms, the problem highlighted in tonight’s briefing. That
was when I had an idea on how we could use the counteractive serum
to help with this problem,” he paused patting the file in front of
him. Connolly was visibly irritated at the fact that Pearson knew
about the sensitive information before most of the war cabinet
members.

“What is this idea professor?” He asked bluntly.

“Despite my colleagues concern over limited trials on Maggie,
we have conducted trials on 2 male volunteers, criminals to be
exact offered commuted sentences for their services, following Mr
Henderson’s visit. The tests have merely confirmed what we learned
from Maggie. That was a week ago and our two volunteers are still
confused and indecisive, though making a slow recovery.” Gardner
looked at him alarmed at being left out of the additional human
testing, but said nothing. About him the war cabinet, including
Churchill, were looking exasperated and Pearson quickly came to his
point.

“What I’m proposing gentlemen is that if this serum was
introduced at a precise location, in sufficient quantity, it may
cause enough confusion amongst those affected to prevent key
decisions from being made for…oh, say a week at least? It was a
week or so that you were looking for sir?” Pearson concluded
looking directly at the premier.

“Is that possible?“ Churchill replied his imagination
obviously stimulated.” This serum must have been administered
orally or intravenously in the lab. How would you propose to
administer this on such a scale? You are inferring that it could be
used to delay this all-out attack by the Germans I
presume?”

“Well Prime Minister, following Mr Henderson’s visit I have
been working on converting the serum into a gaseous state and I
believe that I have been successful,” Pearson said.

“Gas warfare hey,” Collins interjected. “Not a new concept, it
was used in the first war in the trenches, but with only limited
success. You might affect a handful of people at best depending on
the weather?
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