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About the Midnight Series




The Midnight Series plunges readers into the life of Jessie Fordham, the spirited eldest daughter of Albert and Ruth Fordham. 
From her first steps into the treacherous world of espionage to her rapid maturation into a wartime heroine, Jessie’s journey is one of resilience, danger, betrayal, and unyielding courage.
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1 Walking Away from Midnight


​​​2 Midnight's Child


3 Midnight's Secret 


4 Midnight's Crisis Dec 2025


5 Midnight's Conflict July 2026


6 Midnight's Victory Dec 2026


7 Midnight's Hope July 2027


8 Midnight's Quest Dec 2027


9 Midnight's Nemesis July 2028
















  

  
Also by Tom Kane




Also by Tom Kane




The Midnight Series



Book 0 – Midnight's Shadow – A FREE Prequel Novella
Book 1 - Walking Away from Midnight - Out Now​​
Book 2 - Midnight's Child - Out Now
Book 3 - Midnight's Secret - Out Now
Book 4 - Midnight's Crisis - Publishing Dec 2025
Book 5 - Midnight's Conflict - Publishing July 2026
Book 6 - Midnight's Victory - Publishing Dec 2026
Book 7 - Midnight's Hope - Publishing July 2027
Book 8 - Midnight's Quest - Publishing Dec 2027
Book 9 - Midnight's Nemesis - Publishing July 2028



I hope you like Walking Away from Midnight. This is book one in a planned series of nine books, The Midnight Series, suspense filled historical fiction books, following the life and wartime adventures of Jessie Fordham. 



Please got to my website for more information on The Midnight Series by clicking hereor on the image below.







[image: ]




In the meantime, why not try The Brittle Saga Trilogy. 



In the icy depths of the North Atlantic the Titanic's maiden voyage comes to a tragic end. Amid the chaos and despair of the rescue attempts two star-crossed lovers find themselves drawn together by fate. 
But as their love blossoms a dark and dangerous vendetta is born setting the stage for a deadly game of vengeance that will haunt them long after the ship has sunk.
This gripping tale of love loss and retribution will keep you on the edge of your seat until the very last page.




Click here or on the image below to see more on this 5-Star eBook trilogy.
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REVIEWS



"The Brittle Sea trilogy are the best books I’ve read in a long time.... Keep writing Mr Kane !!!"




"exciting, fast-paced historical adventure, filled with intrigue and romance."




"historical thriller couched in a love story that reads like detective fiction"




"The Brittle Sea is a riveting historical thriller. I'm currently reading The Brittle Land & it's even better!"




For more information on The Brittle Saga please Click Here.









Operation Werwolf
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 A secret wartime unit rises as the Reich collapses. From frozen forests to hidden mountain strongholds, Werwolf agents unleash terror while Allied operatives race to stop a last strike that could change the course of history. Brutal, relentless and driven by fanaticism, the war’s deadliest shadow has only just begun. 




A World War II Thriller 




REVIEWS






"Great stuff. I really liked the beginning, the letter from Einstein. That definitely set me up for expecting lots of catastrophic action and mayhem to come."






"Well this is a rollicking read! Great stuff mate! Loving how you told the funeral and then her telling the story at the bar! Liking this a lot mate! A lot of realism and blood and guts too. Awesome!"




"I liked the setting, characters and story. I especially enjoyed Geshenko, Jamie and Petra. Wonderful end of Third Reich tale." 




You can see more information on my books by clicking on my website link here.
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“This is a war of the unknown warriors”


______________________________


Winston Churchill















  

  

Chapter one

A Death in the Mist


Ledbury, England May 1926





Police Constable Graham Catchpole was happy in his life as a village bobby, in a quiet market town in Herefordshire, England. If he had lived in a city, he knew he would have been less content. A policeman plodding along, doing his duty, and supporting the community was what he was good at and what he always wanted to be. The last thing he wanted in his town of Ledbury was a murder. But that is exactly what he got one night in May 1926. 

He heard the first gunshot, but he assumed it was a car engine backfiring, as they sometimes did. The second shot was different. A different sound.

Another vehicle backfiring?

The odds on that in the early hours of a misty spring day were improbable, if not impossible. His town, the place he had lived in all his forty-two years, didn’t begin to wake up until dawn. It was still dark and PC Catchpole decided he had heard the impossible, two gunshots from two different weapons. He grabbed the whistle hanging from his dark blue tunic’s breast pocket, placed it between his lips and blew hard. Catchpole ran as best he could towards the sound of gunshots, his whistle piercing the air as he hurried, breathless, to the source of the gunfire. 

A narrow beam from Catchpole’s flashlight cut through the darkness, guiding his way.

By the time he had arrived at Ledbury’s ancient Market House, he was puffing breathlessly and his whistle was peeping as his chest heaved to get more air to his lungs.

A car was pulling away and PC Catchpole thought better of the idea of standing in the middle of the road waving his truncheon at the driver and demanding the vehicle stop.

The mist shrouded round the vehicle, obscuring the number plate. But he thought he recognised the car, a Riley Brooklands. If he was right, he knew the driver, Frank Fordham, son of Sir James Fordham. PC Catchpole made a mental note and went under the Market House to see what else he could discover. Built on sixteen oak pillars in the 17th century, the Market House was thoroughly inspected by Catchpole, who found nothing suspicious.

The clock tower struck three. 

Catchpole heard a groan coming from an alleyway on the other side of the Market House.

Cautiously he made his way to the alleyway and immediately saw a black hat, sitting on its crown, at the entrance to the alley. As he approached the alleyway, shining the light from his battery torch, he saw a pale hand sticking out from the alleyway. The police officer stopped and gripped his truncheon tighter. The heavy piece of wood felt reassuring in his hand, but he knew it would be useless against a gun.

He slowly approached and saw a body lying in the alleyway. It was man on his back, his face lit in a ghostly panorama from the policeman’s flashlight and the grey glare of the fog. He assumed the hat belonged to the man lying in the alleyway. The officer knelt next to the prone figure and felt for a pulse. There was none. PC Catchpole stood up and tutted. 

“Oh, this will not do, not on my watch," he muttered to himself. He shone his flashlight on the man’s face and craned his neck to get an unobstructed view of the face. “Good god,” the officer blurted out, as he recognised the man. “It can’t be. Lord Hallan?”



      [image: ]"Why was Hallan, our MI5 head, lurking in a Midlands market town in the dead of night? Does anyone know?" 

The chairman of the House Security Committee looked at the six Members of Parliament sitting around the table. Two labour MPs, two Liberal MPs and two Conservative MPs. Blank stares and shaking heads were all he got from the five men and one woman.

“This is not good. According to the police report, the officer on the scene swears the car belonged to Frank Fordham, Sir James’ son. If this is true, it’s bad enough. But if it gets out into the public domain, there will be hell to pay. Somebody had better come up with a quick solution to this mess.

“There will be questions during the Prime Minister’s question time on Wednesday. We have three days to get this mess sorted out.”

The MP for Scuttleborough held up his hand.

“Yes, John?”

“Detain the constable and ensure he remains isolated for a few weeks. Make it plain to him that if he says a word about this it will be the last time he says anything to anyone.”

MP Mary McCardle stood up. "Can we do that?"

“Would you prefer the alternative? A scandal, especially as you’re a close associate of Sir James Fordham.”

McCardle sat down and remained silent for the rest of the short meeting.

“Very well,” the chairman said, “we go with John’s suggestion.”

“If the constable refuses to comply? What then,” John said.

“We will cross that bridge when we come to it. Meeting adjourned.”

The members all stood and made for the door.

“And if he doesn’t comply,” the lady MP almost whispered to the MP for Scuttleborough.

“He disappears,” John said, in a matter-of-fact way, “or more likely has an unfortunate accident.”



      [image: ]The Right Honourable Mary McCardle, Labour MP for Glasgow Keevenglen left the meeting and made her way out of Westminster, heading for the nearest Public Telephone box in the Red Post Hotel. Once inside the cramped, but thankfully empty lobby, she headed for the telephone and dialled for an operator. She waited, tapping her left foot on the hard blue carpet. The operator asked who she wanted to connect to. The MP gave the number to the operator, who told her how much money to insert into the machine. McCardle fed the coins into the telephone box. Finally, with a loud click, a male voice spoke. 

“What happened?”

“It was as you said. They are going to take the policeman and ensure he stays quiet, one way or another.” 

“Good and did my son’s name come up.”

“It did, but I don’t think anyone had the stomach for trying to take him down. His name will be swept under the carpet of right-wing history.”

“Ensure that it is, Mary.”

The line went dead.

McCardle left the hotel, pushing hard against the heavy spring-loaded door. At five feet tall, Mary McCardle was not strong, but she had a fierce determination. As a leading light in the secretive fascist group Spring Dawn, she was willing to ensure Britain joined forces with Nazi Germany, rather than fight them.

As she hurried back to Westminster along Broad Sanctuary, she failed to see a man across the road in the shadows of Little Sanctuary. A man in a black fedora, black gabardine overcoat, black trousers, and black shoes. He was paying a lot of attention to Mary McCardle.

After McCardle disappeared round the bend, Frank Fordham crossed the road and used the same public telephone to call his father. 

When the telephone operator connected them, there was no room for pleasantries.

“Was she alone,” Sir James said.

“She was,” his son answered.

“Good, I think we can trust her. She will make sure the vote in the committee goes our way.”

The young Fordham, put the heavy telephone receiver back on the cradle and left the Red Post Hotel  with greater ease than Mary McCardle. He made his way along Broad Sanctuary, into Parliament Square and slowly walked around the square as if he owned it.

The view of Big Ben's tower, Westminster Hall and the House of Commons gave Frank Fordham a thrill, a feeling of power.

One Day, all this will be mine.

Frank smiled at the thought.










  

  

Chapter two

Blackshirts in the Street


October 1936





"He's advertising a march, to be held in London at four locations." 

The Home Secretary looked up from his newspaper and tutted. His face quickly disappearing behind his broadsheet newspaper.

Two men, both British MPs, both members of the exclusive gentleman’s club, the Beefeater, sat round a small table.

"It's the BUF, John. Mosley and others will speak.  Do you understand what I'm saying?"

Another tut, followed by a deep sigh. "You do know the rules of this gentleman's club, don't you Richard?"

"Bugger the Beefeater Club's rules. This is deadly serious, John," Labour MP Richard Farnsworth, said, too loudly. Farnsworth sat in a red leather chair in the ornate surroundings of the library in the very exclusive Beefeater Gentlemen's Club, off Leicester Square. He sat opposite Britain’s Home Secretary, a small occasional table between them, holding a whisky and soda in front of each man.

"It's the British Union of Fascists, the BUF. Blackshirts, John."

A head of grey hair appeared above the topline of the newspaper, followed by yet another sigh. The newspaper crumpled into the Home Secretary's lap, an abject failure at its sole purpose of keeping all intruders out of its owner's face.

"What would have me do about it," the Home Secretary said.

"Ban them."

"Richard," the Home Secretary said, as though explaining something fundamental to a child, "in this country we cherish our freedom of speech. I can only ban them if I feel there is a danger to the public."

Farnsworth sat forward in his chair and began counting off on his fingers as he spoke. "One. the march is on a Sunday, there will be big crowds on both sides. Two. It's in the East End. Three. One of the locations is Bethnal Green and the Jewish People's Council have organised a petition calling for the march to be banned.  I'm told they have already gathered signatures from over 100,000 residents in the east end, including the Mayors of Bethnal Green, Shoreditch, Hackney, Stepney, and Poplar. Nobody wants the march to go ahead."

"Wrong, Richard. Mosley wants it to go ahead and so does the Prime Minister. It's a show of strength for us, the government. We are saying to the people we are not afraid to hear other views, even antisemitic views, because we know the majority are strong enough to withstand anything a fascist can say or do."

“Mosley is going to cause a riot."

"Mosley has a right to free spee..."

"Mosley is a fascist and antisemite. You know he is out to cause a riot."

“Free speech, Richard. Think on that.”

Farnsworth sat back and considered what the Home Secretary had said. The Home Secretary disappeared behind his newspaper. Silence once more reigned supreme over The Beefeater Club.



      [image: ]Cable Street, in London’s East End, was a far cry from the Beefeater Club in the West End. The gentile surroundings of Leicester Square compared to the large crowds moving through the East End made Labour MP Richard Farnsworth nervous. He may have failed to convince the Conservative Home Secretary to ban Mosley’s march. But in the end he had decided to try and help organise a counter protest to deter Mosley’s fascist black shirts. He had expected around five-thousand to turn out. He was, to say the least, surprised at early police estimates of over twenty-thousand milling around the area, waiting for the arrival of Mosley and his fascists. 

There had been reports of skirmishes early in the afternoon, at Aldgate. Gardiner’s Corner was blocked early by a mass of people. There had been a series of baton charges by mounted police. Their objective was to secure a route through Gardiner's Corner, and if that failed they tried to secure alternative routes that BUF marchers could use instead.

Even World War I veterans were not spared the rod. A column of war veterans, proudly wearing their medals, marched along Whitechapel Road carrying their Royal British Legion standard before them. Mounted police attacked them. In the melee the police captured their Royal British Legion standard and tore it to pieces, destroying the flag pole at the same time.

It wasn’t long before mass fighting broke out between Mosley’s fascists, anti-march protesters and the police as piggy in the middle.

Shouts of ‘All to Cable Street’ and ‘They shall not pass’ added to the ensuing confusion.

Labour MP Richard Farnsworth found himself in the thick of it, remonstrating with a mounted police officer at the police's heavy-handed tactics. For his trouble, Farnsworth suffered massive bruising to his left arm as a mounted policeman hit him with his baton. Farnsworth  decided to try to contact the Home Secretary.

It took thirty minutes to find a public phone box on Whitechapel Road. It was one of the new red K6 designs and once inside, it gave Farnsworth a limited sense of security. With shaking hands and severe pain in his arm, he managed to call the Home Office.

"I'm terribly sorry sir," the secretary said, her voice light and sing-song, "the Home Secretary isn't available. Can you leave a message?"

"There are thousands of fascists, counter protestors and police here. Most counter protestors are peaceful and unarmed. We are determined Mosley and his thugs will not pass. If the Home Secretary permits this march to continue, on his head be the very serious consequences."

The official assured Farnsworth that the message would reach the Home Secretary. Protestors built barricades along Cable Street and its side streets, with a particularly large one at Christian Street and another on Back Church Lane under the railway bridge. When police tried to dismantle them, they met resistance and hand-to-hand fighting broke out. From houses above, people threw rocks, rubbish, rotten vegetables, and even chamber pot contents at the officers.

Sir Oswald Mosley arrived to meet his followers. Mosley waved from his black open top sports car, escorted by Black-shirt motorcyclists.  Mosley's followers rallied together close to the Royal Mint and neighbouring streets. In the end there was a column of fascists a half mile long.

Fearing riots and severe disorder, the police cancelled the march and meetings, forcing Mosley to leave the East End.  The fascists moved their march from London's East End to the West End. Eventually the BUF event went ahead and finished in Hyde Park.

Richard Farnsworth never did find out if his hurried phone call to the Home Secretary made a difference. In fact, he never found out if his message got through. He was pleased that the residents of the East End demonstrated sound judgment and overcame the fascists in the Battle of Cable Street.










  

  

Chapter three

Lena


April 1938





Vice-Admiral Wilhelm Canaris entered the Abwehr intelligence agency headquarters at 76/78 Tirpitzufer in Berlin via the South facade next to the Landwehr Canal. He quickly proceeded to his office. Inside the office he shut the outer door. Walked to his desk and smelled the freshly cut flowers on the right side of his small and simple desk. He placed his briefcase on the right of the desk, pulled out the padded wooden chair, sat down, and moved it into position. He picked up the main Berlin newspaper, Das Reich, and proceeded to read the front page. A tap at the door alerted him to his secretary bringing in his morning coffee. Once the tray was placed on the desk, Canaris helped himself to coffee and cream. 

Vice-Admiral Wilhelm Canaris was a simple man. He was also head of the Abwehr, the German military-intelligence service, and as such, had to deal with complex problems. It was his ability to create simple order out of complex situations that made him well suited to be the head of military intelligence.

Today, was different from other days. Today, Canaris was implementing a new strategy and was awaiting his first appointment of the day, Carolus Hoffman. Hoffman was the Abwehr’s top agent in Britain.  Hoffman had been despatched to Britain in 1935, and quickly established connections with British airmen, gathering significant information about the Royal Air Force. In 1936, he was arrested with sketches, documents, and other incriminating evidence related to RAF airfields.  Hoffman was found guilty of espionage and received a four-year prison sentence. However, during his transfer from the court to prison, Hoffman managed to escape and made his way back to Germany via Dublin.

The brief knock at Canaris’ office door broke his reverie. “Come,” he said loudly.

The door opened and a diminutive man with grey hair and something of a paunch walked slowly in and, without being told, sat at the seat next to Canaris’ desk. 

“Herr Hoffman, it’s good to see you looking so well.”

Hoffman tapped his paunch. “Too many good meals and beer I’m afraid. The life of a spy, when not spying, is made up of meals and drinks with others in this line of work.”

“You know why I’ve called you in?”

“Lena,” Hoffman said.

“Correct. Operation Lena, your brainchild, has been given the greenlight by the Führer.”

“Finally. Why did he take so long to decide? I could have had a dozen Agents in place by now.”

Canaris shook his head. “No idea. We do as we are told and leave the decisions to him.”

Hoffman detected the usual hint of contempt in the Vice-Admiral’s voice.

“So, we are to implement Lena. It will not be easy, but I’m sure we can manage. The infiltration of Britain’s secret service, MI6 and MI5, will be the hardest to achieve. Creating a fifth column within British society will be two-tier. The dregs of their decadent society will respond to bribery. The cream of the ruling elite will want to be seen to be taking part in our glorious revolution. They hate the Jews as much as we do.”

A look of distaste crossed the Admirals face. “I want a full breakdown on my desk,” he said, tapping the plain wooden veneer on his desk, “by this time next week. And an idea of how much this will cost. We’re not made of money in the Abwehr.”

Hoffman stood and bowed slightly. “As you wish, Admiral.”

“Before you go. There is one extra element I want you to consider for Operation Lena.”

“And that is?”

“I want agents on the ground, all over Britain.”

“Ah,” Hoffman said with a broad grin. “The IRA?”

“Yes, and those in the other countries who want freedom from English tyranny.”

Hoffman bowed once more. “Consider it done, Admiral.”

Canaris watched Hoffman leave his office and sat back in his chair, running a hand through his white hair. He was troubled by this turn of events. The Führer had previously ignored requests to improve military intelligence.  Canaris, not wanting to see a full-scale war between Germany and Britain, had not pushed the matter. But now, as Germany began demanding the freedom to expand and rebuild their armed forces, it looked like war was inevitable. That thought, if none other, kept Canaris awake at night worrying about the consequences for Germany and Europe as a whole.










  

  

Chapter four

Sabotage


June 1938





“You realise that when we get married, we will have to move away from this area. There’s nothing round here for us.” 

Meggy Chapple and Peter Dykes, a young couple walking home from work in the evening, had been an item since they met in the orphanage during World War I. As they walked toward a small footbridge, close to the local twin gasometer gas containers, they held hands and talked of the future.

Meggy looked up at her fiancé and smiled. “I know. There’s nothing round here for either of us.”

The couple walked on in silence, onto the footbridge and passing the large double gas storage towers that fed the coal gas to the suburbs of areas in the Black Country, in the English West Midlands.

“No family, no friends. Only you, my love.”

She smiled again and held his hand tighter, as they walked hand in hand past the towers.

“Can you hear that,” he said.

“No what?”

“A hissing sound,” he said, stopping halfway across the small bridge spanning the tiny brook running alongside the gas towers.

“No, but I can hear a rumble.”

A bright glow erupted from the further of the gas towers.

“Peter! Is that the gas…”

Meggy never finished her sentence as a huge explosion ripped through both gas towers, igniting the gas. An orange ball of flame vapourised the young lovers, the bridge they were standing on and the immediate water in the brook they were crossing.

Flames licked orange fingers into the dark sky as the eruption settled down, having done its work and turned an almost quarter mile area into a black steaming Pot-Pouri of vaporised vegetation, metal, and human beings.



      [image: ]Frank Fordham had a way of getting about in war-torn Britain and Europe, despite stringent travel restrictions. His arrival in Birmingham was a flying visit, to ensure this particular IRA cell was on the winning side, the side of Spring Dawn. The city wasn’t a battleground, unlike Belfast where allegiances were tested to their extreme. In Belfast loyalists remained loyal to the British Crown and the IRA conducted sporadic attacks on military targets. The situation remained unchanged.

The status quo was not fluid. 

In Birmingham, the IRA campaign should have been a lot simpler. In a previous visit by Frank, he had instructed his IRA contact to initiate a bombing campaign against the power infrastructure in Birmingham, namely electric substations, and power plants.

Despite his efforts, misguided loyalties within the IRA and poor leadership resulted in the inclusion of gas installations.

Despite his young age, Frank was a seasoned operative, with the ability to navigate the treacherous ebb and flow of the internal power struggles of the IRA in mainland Britain. The political structure, never losing focus on his clear mission to ensure the IRA aligned itself with the vision of Spring Dawn.

Despite Frank’s efforts of reigning in the IRA, the genie had escaped the lamp. The IRA high command realised the destruction of gas tanks on the mainland was a soft target with a substantial impact. 

“You dumb moron, I said electrical installations, NOT gas, for a reason. We don’t want to kill anyone. According to the local newspaper, three people are missing. A young couple and a security guard.”

Padric  McGuire’s face blushed and he looked down, twisting his fingers around, shaking his head. He sat on the left side of a red sofa, on the edge of the seat as if ready to make a run for it. “I thought twas electrical.”

Fordham’s questioning made his accomplice fidget on the sofa. They sat in the safe house in a rundown suburb of Cradley Heath in the Black Country. 

“They were gas storage towers. Electric substations contain wires, timber, and metal pylons, not gas storage towers.

“I didnna think…”

“You’re dead right there. How can I have been so stupid to have entrusted an important IRA unit to you, you dimwit.”

“Because you want my sister?”

Fordham stood up and looked down at McGuire. “You’re not as dumb as you look.”



      [image: ]Barry Greene sat at his desk, reading news bulletins from a chattering ticker-tape machine, rubbing his bald head at the same time. Greene, head of Birmingham's MI5 office, shared the local populace's shock at the recent events. The death toll reached four after it was found that a local councillor walking his black labrador also died in the explosion, as did his dog. 

It was shocking, exactly as the IRA had wanted it to be. Of that Greene was certain.

A slight tap at his office door made him look up, not certain he had heard anything. The tap came again.

“Come.”

The door opened and a young man with curly hair entered. He nodded his head in recognition of Greene, and his shock of curly hair seemed to nod in unison.

“Mark, come in. Come in and sit down. Draw a chair up from over there,” Greene said pointing to a wooden chair sitting just beyond the other side of his desk.

The scraping of wood on wood made Greene clench his teeth, but he said nothing.

Mark Hazleton sat down and crossed his legs, dropping a manilla folder stuffed with papers on Greene’s immaculately laid out desk.

“What’s this?” Greene asked his intelligence analyst.

“Proof,” Mark said.

“Of what, Mark?”

“Proof the explosion was not an accident. It was an IRA sabotage team. The proof is in the fuses our team found.”

“Really? That was clumsy of someone.”

Mark nodded, looked up and stared at the ceiling for a moment.

Greene waited.

Eccentric. Just live with it.

“Yes,” Mark said, looking back at Greene. “Stupid of someone. Because we now know it was the IRA, with fuses supplied from Nazi Germany.”

“You have proof of that?”

“Definitely. German fuses, no mistake of that, our armed forces have purchased them from the same supplier. The fuses were still in the box, and the packaging was that which they used to send them via the post.”

“The post! That’s appalling, they could have killed an innocent postal worker.”

“As opposed to four innocent humans, not to mention the poor dog.”

“Yes, well, of course you’re right.”

“Anyway, the packing has postal stamps of German origin and we know the make from those fuses left in the box.”

“Could it have been planted?”

“Planted? To what end and by whom?” 

“Very well. German fuses, sent by someone in Germany… to where?”

“Belfast.”

“Kind of seals it, doesn’t it. Do we have a name?”

Mark Hazleton nodded once. “McGuire.”

“Not…”

Another nod from the younger man. “Yes, Siobhan McGuire.”

“The Black Widow?”

Mark nodded once more. “The very same, sir.”

Greene leaned back in his chair and smiled. “Gotcha.”










  

  

Chapter five

Mosley


Winter 1940





Sir Oswald Mosley sat at his study desk in his home in Birmingham, dictating, while his secretary took shorthand. Mosley was in full swing on his favourite subject, the problem he was always talking about, the Jews and what to do about them. 

Stella Gendrick suppressed a yawn. It was same old guff, just told in a different manner. 

Antisemitic claptrap spouted by an idiot.

The thought made Stella blush.

What would he say if he knew I was Jewish?

Stella dropped that train of thought and concentrated on her shorthand.

“There, I think that’s enough for today,” Mosley said.

The phone on his desk rang.

“Somebody must be psychic,” Mosley said, smiling, as he picked up the receiver. 

“Mosley.”

Mosley nodded once, “Very well, Tyler. Nice to hear from you. I look forward to reading your report.”

Mosley put the receiver back on the telephone cradle.

Stella waited. It was advisable to avoid interrupting Mosley during his reflective moments.  Besides, it gave her time to scribble notes in shorthand. Not only was Stella Jewish, but she was also an excellent secretary and an even better informer for MI5. Stella noted ‘Tyler’ on her shorthand pad.  It was a name she had been hearing more of, lately, Tyler Banks. As far as she could make out it was someone who worked in an embassy in London. The style of name indicated an American. She would pass the information to her handler, leading to her boss’s eventual arrest for treason.

Make it soon, please. I can’t stand more of this man’s tirades against my people.

Stella sighed.

Mosley looked at her, as though he had just woken from a short nap. “Ah, yes, sorry Stella. You can go now. Please, have that typed up ready for tomorrow evening. I’m at the Town Hall in Smethwick and will need to read my speech before I leave.”

Stella nodded, stood up and turned away, just as the doorbell for the outside door down the hall rang. “I had better get that, sir.”

Stella hurried down the hall of Mosley’s large mansion. She unlocked and opened the door. Two men and four police officers stood on the cinder path at the front of the house.

“Stella Gendrick?” The first man said.

“Yes,” Stella said, trying to not smile. The man in front of her was her handler from MI5.

He flashed his credentials at her. “Come, show me where he is.”

Stella turned and walked back down the hall. Stopped and turned indicating the closed doorway to the study. “He’s in here.”

“Who is it?” Mosley called out from inside the study.

“Someone to see you sir,” Stella replied.

There was a scraping of a chair on wood, a creaking floorboard and then the door opened. “Who the devil are you?”

“MI5, Sir Oswald,” Barry Greene said, showing him his credentials. “You are to come with me, sir.”

“Whatever for.”

“Let’s not play games, sir. You are under arrest.”

“On what charge?”

“Treason.”





      [image: ]Outside Mosley's house there was a police Black Mariah. Mosley was bundled inside and driven off to the railway station. Mosley was deemed a high risk detention and was transported by train to London, and then onto Paddington Green Police Station. 

Barry Greene sat in the dimly lit interrogation room of Paddington police station. It was a cold winters day and the air had a chill to it. Across the table sat Sir Oswald Mosley, his face calm, but the eyes betrayed his unease. Greene leaned forward, his gaze piercing.

"Sir Oswald, we have reason to believe you have connections to a traitor within the American embassy. Care to explain?"

Mosley shifted in his seat, a flicker of an unknown emotion crossed his face. "I have no idea what you're talking about."

Greene sat back in the metal framed canvas chair, voice steady, "I’ve been working on your connection to various traitors in our midst. There is evidence connecting you to several private meetings.  Names, dates, places. It's all here," he said, tapping the manilla folder on the table between the two men.

Mosley's breathing visibly quickened, but outwardly he remained calm. "They were diplomatic meetings. Nothing more."

Greene favoured Mosley with a thin smile. "Diplomatic? With known spies and traitors? You're playing a dangerous game, Mosley."

The weight of Greene's words hung in the air for a moment. Mosley knew he was being forced into a trap, but he wasn't ready to give up, not by a long shot.

"Tell me about your involvement with the traitor, Mr. Tyler Banks. Who is he? Are there more than one? What are their plans?"

When Mosley replied, he spoke in a conspiratorial whisper. "I cannot say anything. There are those who will see it as a betrayal."

Greene leaned forward, a satisfied smile playing on his lips. "Never mind these others, you speak of. You are in the custody of the Crown. You had better start fearing what we could do to you. Two executions for treason have already taken place at the tower's gallows.  Do you want to be the third man?”

Mosley face drained of all colour. He shook his head.

“You better start talking, Sir. Because if you don't, it will definitely be the end for you." Greene said, making it clear to Mosley he was determined to uncover the truth, no matter the cost.










  

  

Chapter six

You Are An Alien





Jessie Fordham and Rose Sinclair hurried along Victoria Embankment toward Scotland House, the main office for the Aliens Registration Office and the Metropolitan Police Special Branch. Foreign nationals registered there and reported any address changes, providing information about their activities. Local police stations also played a role in processing and managing these records, especially for aliens living outside central London. 

On this occasion, Rose was to be questioned because she held citizenship in both the United States and France but lacked the documentation to verify either.  Jessie was present for support, anticipating that extensive negotiations would occur.

A false wooden wall with four embedded doors was set up in the registration reception area.  Queues were forming and Rose took her place while Jessie found a seat, sat down, and waited.

It wasn’t long before the wooden door in Rose’s queue opened and a young woman came out, holding the hand of two children. Tears were streaming down her cheeks.

“Next,” a male voice shouted from within the dark interior.

The young woman, visibly upset, turned to the man in the cubicle. “Szörnyű, szörnyű barom.” She turned back and looked at Rose, next in the queue. 

“No trust ‘im. Bastard,” she shouted as she dragged her children away.

Rose watched the woman leave, took a deep breath and walked into the cubicle. She was too shocked to wonder what to expect. All her planned questions and answers had bolted from her brain.

Rose sat down and waited for the man to stop shuffling papers around.

“You don’t have a passport? Am I correct?”

Rose Sinclair nodded at the officious looking man from the British Foreign Office. The tiny desk between them had three trays each with a pile of documents attached to a questionnaire. A questionnaire that Rose had already filled in and handed back to the man from the Foreign Office. The first tray was marked A-REJECT. The second B-LIMIT and the third C-PASSED on the front. C was a medium pile, B was marginally bigger and A was a very high pile. 

“Well, that’s not a good state of affairs.”

Rose nodded. “I know, that’s why I brought the letter from your security services chief to explain why I don’t have a passport and that I am both a citizen of the United States and France.”

The man was reading the letter and looked up at Rose with a benign smile. “And that your father stole your passport? Highly unlikely. Your French passport is in the United States, somewhere in New York? Tut, tut.”

“All that is true. Surely the head of SIS writing an explanatory letter counts for something in this country.”

The man nodded and his smile broadened. “MI5 are overworked and don’t have the staff to do this sort of work. Special Branch don’t want to work with MI5. The SIS is responsible for overseeing our defence against espionage, and this hearing is conducted under the authority of the individual who authored this letter.”

Rose sat back in the small metal framed, canvas covered utility chair. The office was as spartan a place she had ever had the misfortune to sit in. It reeked of bleach, and Rose was sure it had been built over a public convenience.

“I assure you…”

The door behind Rose suddenly opened and sunlight spilled in, framing a tall shadow. The man behind the desk blinked and tried to shade his eyes.

“What is the meaning of this?”

“Is there a problem?” Jessie Fordham asked.

“Agent Midnight!” 

Jessie frowned. “Do I know you?”

“Of course. I interviewed you at Baker Street and stamped your document for…”

“Of course, Mr. Bishop, isn’t it. How are you?”

“Very well, thank you. And you? I see you made it back from France.”

“Erm, excuse me,” Rose said, “can we get on with the here and now please?” 

Bishop gathered up all his papers and stacked them neatly in the C-PASSED tray. “No need, Miss Sinclair. I already know the full story since agent Midnight returned. I didn’t realise it was you who was so brave in Paris. I have your address, so I will be writing to confirm we have accepted your immigration status. You will need that to be able to access the American Embassy and get a new passport.”

“Just one thing, Mr. Bishop. Why are you working here and not at the firm’s HQ?” Jessie asked.

"I have been assigned here due to the large number of people fleeing Europe and arriving on our shores.  The immigration staff are so far behind. But also, my standing with the firm has led me here to wheedle out the odd spy or two.”

“I thought the firm was also short-staffed.”

“They are, but quite honestly, it’s getting exceedingly difficult between all our intelligence agencies. MI6, MI5, and SB are all competing for resources. MI5 is underfunded and understaffed.”

“SB?” Rose asked.

“Special Branch,” Jessie said.

“As a consequence, there is now even more internecine fighting. Each of these agencies want more control and don’t want any interference. Moreso between MI5 and SB. MI6 tend to do their thing abroad. But even SOE and MI6 are now getting in on the internal struggle act. It is very messy and I do hope Mr. Churchill can sort this out. I would love to get back to Baker Street.”

Rose sat forward suddenly. “Baker Street. Isn’t that home to Sherlock Holmes? I love his books.”

Jessie smiled at her friend. “Certainly is, in fiction. It doesn’t exist in real life.”

"I know that," Rose said irritably.  “I was hoping the address existed, and maybe we could pay a visit.”

“We'll visit Baker Street, at some point, but there's no address for Sherlock Holmes.  Sorry to burst your bubble.”

Rose nodded to her friend and stood up.

“One last thing, Miss Sinclair.”

Rose turned to Mr. Bishop and raised an eyebrow.

“You are not allowed to carry a weapon in this country.”

“A weapon? What, like a gun?”

“Yes,” Mr. Bishop said, “a gun, like the snub nose Smith & Wesson in your shoulder holster.”

Rose opened her mouth, the word how framed but unspoken.

“Tricks of the trade, ladies, tricks of the trade,” Bishop said. “I mean what I say, Miss Sinclair, you must not carry a weapon, even in self-defence. You are not an accredited agent of His Majesty’s government and therefore have no legal right to bear arms.”

“Well, that told me,” Rose said, turning to leave.

“I’ll take the weapon, Miss Sinclair.”

Rose turned back and stared at Mr. Bishop. “After all I did for your country. I cannot believe…”

“I’ll take the gun,” Jessie said.

Bishop and Rose looked at Jessie.

“I’ll take the gun,” Jessie said, again, a finality in her voice.

Rose put her hand inside her jacket and removed the snub-nose pistol, ensuring the safety was on, and passed the weapon to Jessie. Jessie checked the safety herself and slipped it in her handbag. “Now, can we get something to eat. I’m starving. Thank you, Mr. Bishop, I may see you again before this war is over.”

Bishop nodded, watching the two women leave.



      [image: ]“When do I get my gun back?” Rose asked, hurrying alongside her friend Jessie, trying to keep up as Jessie strode down the Victoria Embankment. 

“Not here. Not now. Not in public.”

“I realise that, but when? Ever since France I feel naked without the comfort of a gun. I get scared.”

Jessie stopped dead.

Rose continued walking, realised Jessie wasn’t around, stopped and turned. “Now what?”

“Do you need help?”

“Help? No, I need a gun. My gun. I need my gun in its holster, to comfort me.”

“You need help,” Jessie said, firmly. “You’ve had no training in this war we’re fighting. You’re not even supposed to be here, let alone France. Your dad’s a bigger bastard than mine,” Jessie said, as she started to walk again.

Rose picked up the pace and trotted alongside. “You haven’t answered my question.”

“Remind me.”

“My gun.”

“When we get back to the hotel.”

“Fine. It’s all I wanted to know.”

“But you can’t wear it, concealed or otherwise, let alone use it.”

“Then what’s the point…”

“There is only one point. You should not have a gun, let alone carry a gun. End of story, Rose. Now come on and keep up. I’m starving.”



      [image: ]Jessie was seated at a corner table in the hotel dining room when Rose joined her. 

“I got this note slipped under my door,” Rose said, “when I got back into my room,” she added, dropping a folded piece of paper onto the table.

Jessie picked it up and opened it. She quickly read the brief note. “You’re invited to a security conference, here at the hotel, by a Colonel Sullivan. Who is he?”

“Maybe it’s my mysterious Colonel from France,” Rose said, sitting opposite Jessie.

“What are you going to do?”

“I dunno. What do you think?”

“Well, it’s the day after tomorrow, and I’ll be in Worcester. So, I can’t help you there.”

Rose was pondering what to do when a waiter approached. “Miss Sinclair? There’s a man at the reception desk, from the US Embassy, to see you.”
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