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Synopsis:

Fraser's Run is the story of a British and
German pilot and an OSS officer during World War II. The British
pilot is killed on a mission to support an OSS team in occupied
France. Details of his death are sketchy. Thirty years later, at a
reunion of the British squadron, the German pilot and the OSS
officer are invited to speak and a dramatic story unfolds regarding
the death of the British pilot.
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Chapter 1 ~ Occupied France, May
1944

U.S. Army
Captain Randolf Palmer makes his way around the perimeter of a 100
meter long grassy field. Overhead a RAF Lysander, approaching the
field, is watching for the 'clear to land' signal. Palmer points
his flashlight into the sky and keys in the prearranged signal.

Flight Lieutenant Douglas Kinkaid pulls off
power, drops flaps then eases the Lysander onto the clandestine
landing strip. At the end of his landing roll Kinkaid makes a 180
degree turn and taxies to the end of the strip then makes another
180 degree turn. While the engine idles, four members of the
Resistance offload guns, explosives and ammunition. Palmer makes an
overhand arm motion and two American airmen emerge from the woods
and approach the Lysander, "Get your arses in chaps; I don't have
all bloody day."

"Take it easy Kinkaid, these guys are wounded,"
the OSS officer replies.

"Rondo, your Yank colonel didn't tell me. Do you
have the next landing signal?"

"Three longs at one second intervals and give
this note to the colonel."

Kinkaid pockets the note then shoves the
throttle forward and accelerates down the grass strip. Palmer and
the Frenchmen watch until the Lysander is airborne. Along with the
Frenchmen, Palmer loads the boxes into the back of a hearse. As
soon as the weapons are loaded, the men jump into the hearse and
speed away into the night.

At an airport outside of Brighton, a small group
of men and an ambulance meet the Lysander. Two medics help the
wounded airmen enter the ambulance then drive off. Kinkaid deplanes
and walks toward a hut several yards from the tarmac accompanied by
a British brigadier and an American colonel. The room is sparsely
furnished with a conference table and six chairs. A tray of tea,
complete with cups and saucers, sits on the table. An American
colonel pours tea and hands a cup to Kinkaid, "Looks like it went
well, Kinkaid."

"Like clockwork, sir."

"Anything out of the ordinary?" the British
brigadier asks,

"I was not aware the Yanks were injured,
sir."

The American colonel replies, "Neither was I
until you radioed for an ambulance. How many men were with
Rondo?"

"I only saw four. There may have been others,
eight flashlights formed the runway L."

"After flying Spitfires, Lysanders must seem a
little slow. This is your sixth mission isn't it?"

"Yes, sir. When I volunteered for Covert Ops, I
thought I'd be flying Lockheed Hudsons but I'm getting used to
flying Lizzies. A little more power would help but the short
take-off and landing characteristics are outstanding."

"It's the best machine for the job. Fraser flew
the run for a year and loved the Lizzie. Did you get the 'clear to
land' signal for the next flight?"

"Yes, sir. Rondo asked me to give you this
note."

The American colonel reads the note then pockets
it, "Rondo thinks Fraser was killed because the Germans decoded the
BBC message that contained the 'clear to land' signal. We suspected
as much that's why we changed the system. Since you took over from
Fraser only two people, you and Rondo, know the signal. Are you
satisfied with the arrangement?"



"Yes, sir. I don't know how we could do
better."

"Neither do I. You did a good job that should do
it unless you have something to add."

Kinkaid turns to the brigadier, "I was wondering
if my leave was approved, sir?"

"Five days wasn't it?"

"Yes, sir."

"Its been approved but if something comes up,
I'll have to recall you."

"I understand, sir."

"Enjoy your leave, Kinkaid."

Kinkaid salutes, "Thank you, sir."

Kinkaid walks to the Officers Mess. The mess is
empty and an orderly brings him a glass of beer and a plate of
food. Kinkaid finishes eating then heads for his room. A three by
five inch sign on the door reads, "Flight Lieutenant Kinkaid."
Kinkaid enters the room and notices the other bed is still empty.
Glad he has the room to himself Kinkaid undresses then goes to
bed.

At a farmhouse outside the Paris environs,
Captain Palmer breaks opens the crates and distributes weapons to
members of a Resistance cell. He remains at the farmhouse overnight
and leaves early the next morning. He bicycles to an apartment
house on the outskirts of Paris. Palmer carries the bicycle into a
ground floor apartment and joins the two other members of his OSS
team.

The radio operator asks, "Did you get the job
done, captain?"

"It went without a hitch. Give headquarters the
word on your next transmission."

A few minutes before one o'clock, the radio
operator turns his receiver on and adjusts the dials. The station
identifier for the BBC consists of short and long musical notes
that correspond to the letter V in Morse code. The radio operator
copies a message then decodes it and hands it to Palmer.

"OK, check the message on the seven and nine
o'clock broadcasts. If it's a match, tack an acknowledgment on the
next message you transmit."

*****
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Chapter 2 ~ England/ Occupied France,
May1944

The next
morning Kinkaid catches a ride with a RAF truck headed for London.
In London he boards a train to Malmesbury. Kinkaid walks from the
train station to his father's house. He is relieved the town is
free of bomb damage and the house is intact. Kinkaid reads the
brass nameplate 'Dr. R. J. Kinkaid' then raises the brass knocker
and lets it fall. He waits for someone to open the door. His mother
opens the door and throws her arms around him.

"Douglas, you look like you've gained weight.
Are you home on leave?"

"Five glorious days, mother. Where's
father?"

"He's at the hospital. How is the war going for
you?"

"I'm not flying Spitfires anymore. They've
reassigned me to flying Lysanders."

"Is it as dangerous?"

"It's rather sedentary. I fly people from place
to place quite simple really."

"You better walk over and visit your father, he
worries about you."

"Can I put my kit in my room first?"

"I'm glad you haven't lost your sense of
humor."

Kinkaid walks upstairs and deposits his kit then
returns to the living room, "I'll dash over and see father then
stop at the pub and see who's still around."

"I'd be surprised if anyone you know is there.
The only people left in town are children and old people."

"I wouldn't call you and father old."

"Douglas you always were a charmer. Go and visit
your father."

Kinkaid puts his arm around his mother then
opens the door and walks to the hospital. At the hospital, he is
surprised to find it is filled with British soldiers. He addresses
the young lady manning the reception desk, "I'm on leave and
wondered if I could see Doctor Kinkaid for a minute, I'm his
son."

The receptionist picks up the intercom, "Can you
tell Doctor Kinkaid his son would like to see him in the
lobby."

Minutes later, Kinkaid sees his father walk down
the hall and goes to meet him. Dr. Kinkaid grasps his son's hand,
"You look chipper flying must agree with you."

"I've transferred to Brighton, father. The
flying is easier, the mess is better and I was even given a five
day leave."

"Sounds like you're doing well. Will I see you
at home this evening?"

"I'm going to stop by the pub for a while then
I'll see you at the house."

"I've got to get back to my patients. Good to
see you, Douglas."

Kinkaid leaves the hospital and walks toward the
pub. He enters the pub but doesn't recognize the barmaid. Other
than three elderly gentlemen sitting at a corner table, the pub is
empty. Kinkaid drinks a pint then leaves.

Two days later, while eating breakfast with his
mother and father Kinkaid hears a knock at the door. He rises from
the table then opens the door and sees a constable who asks,
"Flight Lieutenant Kinkaid?"

"I'm Kinkaid."

"We received a message from the Commanding
Officer of 138 Squadron that you are to return to base immediately,
sir."

Kinkaid thanks the constable then closes the
door and walks back to the table. "We heard the constable, Douglas.
That was a short leave."

After depositing his kit Kinkaid checks in with
his Commanding Officer, "Sorry to disrupt your leave old chap but
the Yanks put one on for tonight and you're the only one with the
landing signal. The Yank colonel will brief you when he arrives
this evening."

"What is the weather going to be like, sir?"

"If the weather boys are right, which is a big
if, you should have plenty of moonlight and a light wind. Also,
they say the field should be dry so you should get in and out
without any problem."

"Sounds rather rosy, sir."

"Quite. Good luck, Kinkaid."

"Thank you, sir, Kinkaid salutes then takes his
leave.

It's almost midnight when Kinkaid takes off.
Over France, even though the moon is full a low hanging haze
obscures Kinkaid's view and he has trouble locating the landing
strip. On his second pass, he finally spots the L shaped beams of
light below. As he lines up on final, he sees a beam of light flash
three longs at one second intervals. The Lysander's wheels touch
down a few feet inside the base of the L. Kinkaid taxies back to
take-off position then pulls the throttle back to idle. Palmer and
his men offload cases of explosives and hand grenades then help a
British airman board. A Frenchman hands a sack of mail to the
British airman in the rear cockpit.

Kinkaid leans out of the cockpit to talk to
Palmer who is standing alongside the Lysander, "I'm glad you're
still in one piece, Rondo. What's the next signal?"

"Three shorts and a one second long. Tell the
colonel we have to move and may be out of touch for two or three
days."

"Righto, take care of yourself."

Kinkaid waves then advances the throttle. The
Lysander doesn't budge. Although the ground is fairly dry the
oversize, low pressure tires are stuck in a wet spot. Kinkaid
applies power again but the Lysander doesn't move. Kinkaid hollers
at Palmer to get his men on the wing struts and push. While the men
push, Kinkaid applies maximum power to no avail. He is about to ask
his passenger to deplane when Kinkaid decides to make one more
attempt and hollers at his passenger, "The orders are to torch the
machine if we can't get off. If this go fails, you'll have to get
out."

The passenger waves an acknowledgment as Kinkaid
applies power. Kinkaid and his passenger breathe a sigh of relief
as the Lysander breaks free and heads down the grass strip. After
they are airborne, Kinkaid flies at low level to stay below the
radar. Half way across the channel Kinkaid begins to relax.

Overhead a lone, twin engine, twin-tailed Me 110
is returning from a reconnaissance flight. Hauptmann Franz Stohrer,
the pilot, wraps his scarf around his thigh to stem the flow of
blood. The canopy is shot up and Stohrer's navigator is slumped
over in his seat. He sights the Lysander and tries to call in its
position but his radio transmitter is dead. Although he evaded two
Spitfires, the pilot is in an ugly mood. He has no intention of
letting the Lysander reach the British coast and curses his unarmed
reconnaissance plane.

Kinkaid spots the Me 110 and descends to a few
feet above the waves. Stohrer descends to meet the Lysander head
on. When he notices the Me 110 isn't firing, Kinkaid thinks he may
have a chance. Suddenly the Me 110 executes a steep, almost
vertical, climb and the Lysander is caught in the prop wash.
Kinkaid feels a wheel touch the water. He tries to correct but it
is too late. The Lysander skims across the water and suddenly comes
to a stop.
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Chapter 3 ~ Occupied France/England, May
1944

After Hauptmann
Stohrer passes the French coast, he lands at the first airfield in
sight. An ambulance takes his navigator to the hospital. Stohrer
refuses to go to the hospital until the ground crew removes his
film cans and he contacts his base.

Days later, Stohrer is released from the
hospital and rejoins his staffel. Stohrer submits an after action
report to his superior officer, an oberstleutnant, "Stohrer this is
an unusual report. You have been in the Luftwaffe over six years
and know that I cannot credit you with an unconfirmed shoot down,
your tally stays at 106."

"I am not seeking to increase my tally but
simply reporting the events that transpired."

"Did your navigator see the Lysander in the
channel?"

"No. As I stated, he was unconscious. My
agreement with Obersturmbannfuhrer Skorzeny was that I would fly
ten missions. I have flown ten and would like to transfer back to a
Me 109 staffel."

"I'm aware of your arrangement and would urge
you to reconsider. Surely you are aware of the loss ratios---you've
already been shot down four times."

"I had a lot of time to think while I was in the
hospital and would like to go back to flying 109s."
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