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Author’s Note
Truckerson is a stereotype, as are most of the other characters here. There are also some stereotypical national and regional characteristics, eg: the cod German accents and comments on ‘Yanks’ plus some apparent sexism.
I’d like to make clear that all these references are tongue in cheek. I wanted to make this story funny and true to the period in which it is set. As it’s also completely unbelievable, I feel confident no-one’s going to take umbrage.
Book One: The Flight of the Chickens
Chapter 1
Ruffled Feathers
The ‘Old Man’ sat behind his desk.
‘Sah!’ Flight Lieutenant Barry ‘Trux’ Truckerson entered the office with an exaggerated salute, clicking his heels together. He was not a slim man, but he was tall, with a commanding air and a handsome face.
The Old Man sighed. ‘Sit, Truckerson, this is not a formal thing.’
‘Sah!’ The Old Man winced. Truckerson sat.
‘Truckerson, I have some good news for you.’ Truckerson beamed. ‘You have been promoted.’ The Old Man looked resigned. ‘God knows why. It was probably that or a court martial, after the attack on the nunnery.’
‘Sah!’ Truckerson smiled. He fondly remembered the occasion he’d buzzed the old kite around as half-dressed nuns ran wildly about. It had been a highly successful mission. The Old Man would have his little joke, though.
‘Well, they want you to command a new special force to kick Johnny Hun where it hurts.’
‘Sah!’ Truckerson beamed again, dark eyes dancing gleefully in his broad face.
The Old Man handed over the papers. ‘You leave in the morning.’ They both stood and saluted. ‘Good Luck, Squadron Leader Truckerson. I hear you’re getting a crack team. I’m sure you’ll give the enemy hell.’
Crack team, eh? Truckerson grinned. That sounded like something special.
*
Squadron Leader Truckerson squared his granite jaw and faced his men. They were all ladies. Good! A secret smile played across his beefy lips. Truckerson was a man’s man. He had been a ‘boy’s boy’ at boarding school, but had never been a ‘man’s woman’. When given sufficient incentive, he could be a ‘woman’s man’, but only for a while.
There was a commotion in the room. Girls were chattering and nudging each other. All were dressed in blue skirts, with white blouses and hair neatly tucked into their caps.
‘Settle down, girlies.’ Truckerson’s calm voice quelled the fluttering crowd. His boyish face crinkled in concern, dark eyes blinking.
‘Now ….’ His words rang strongly in the arched lecture room, ‘… we have a crisis!’ The ladies twittered and clutched each other. ‘Now, now, ladies, no need for alarm.’ His gentle yet commanding voice stilled his audience and tugged at their hearts. Truckerson looked serious. His steely gaze roved the room, pinning each of them with a questioning stare. Each woman felt singled out, as though she was going to be plucked from the crowd. Plucked! they dreamt dreamily.
The mug was held on high. ‘I need a cuppa!’ His handsome face split in a dazzling grin.
The effect was instantaneous. A scuttling crowd fought to get to the canteen first, pushing, shoving, hair pulling. Cries of ‘I say’, ‘well I never’, ‘yes you did!’, ‘you, you … naughty thing!’ followed them as they disappeared along the passageway in a clucking flock. Truckerson grinned. It might not be good for discipline, but it was certainly good for his morale. Then he noticed a lone figure standing at the back. He walked forward. ‘I say, who’s that?’ There was one of his ladies left. He peered closer. It was the Australian bint who was over on loan.
‘Wirrals?’
‘Sir!’
‘Come here, girlie.’ The slim figure moved towards Truckerson. He reached out and took her arm. He just had time to catch a whiff of Chanel, glimpse a pair of startling cornflower-blue eyes and a tress of flaming red hair flying free, before a fist caught him and knocked him to his knees.
‘Getcha hands off me!’ she snarled.
This was some woman, Truckerson thought ruefully. Could he tame this vixen? He’d tamed many before and could do so again. What a specimen! Great for the trophy wall in his den. He could already imagine his pals, ‘Flanker’ and ‘Stiffy’ chortling with glee as he described his conquest. He remembered the last one, ACW Everest – how they had laughed. Pals, he thought, the bestest thing a man can have. But first things first, Truckerson decided, picking himself up and watching the departing figure of Wirrals disappear along the corridor: let’s get Johnny Adolph sorted!
*
The ‘Old Man’ was briefing him. (Author’s note: This is in fact, a different ‘Old Man’ from his last ‘Old Man’, but I’m afraid that’s the way it goes in the Air Force.)
‘Truckerson.’
Truckerson beamed. ‘Sah!’
‘I’ve given you a crack team.’
‘Sah!’
‘Look, Truckerson, can’t you just converse normally, we’re not on parade now.’
‘Sah! Yes, sah! Well okay, Bingo, if you say so old chap.’
The Old Man breathed a sigh of relief. Truckerson was a good man (or so his curiously amended record seemed to imply), but overenthusiastic when it came to saluting, parading and shouting. At the last march-past, Truckerson had all but taken over. A dominant figure of a man, the chaps had started to follow him as he barked out his own version of the orders. As his eyes were closed, the marching column tended to weave about a bit. But it had been a fine sight until the lake incident.
‘Look Trux, what you’ve got to do is get your girls into Berlin, into the Jerry HQ, and into positions of responsibility. That should sink the damn Nazis!’
‘But I’m just a flyer, sir. I just buzz about a bit and knock hell out of anything I see.’
The Old Man thought of the nunnery. ‘Yes, well, Trux, we reviewed every available officer and ended up with your name. In fact the AVM himself said, ‘If anyone should go, it should be this chap.’
Truckerson swelled with pride. His eyes shone. ‘Well, Bingo, I’ve licked most of them into shape, there’s only one little problem.’
‘That Australian bint?’
‘Spot on!’
‘Well, we could pull her out if it helps.’
Truckerson’s heart leapt in trepidation. Hurriedly he responded, ‘Well, Bingo, I never shirked a challenge. She’ll be a hard nut to crack, but I’d like to tackle her.’
‘Good man, that’s the spirit! Never let a woman get the better of you, eh?’
‘Exactly, sir. But I’d like a bit more ’gen on the flatmate.’
‘Ah!’ The Old Man tapped his nose. ‘Bit of the old …’
‘Don’t know, sir,’ Truckerson interrupted. ‘Just like to find out.’
Barry ‘Trux’ Truckerson slept well that night. He dreamed of cornflower-blue eyes and red hair while tossing gently in his sleep.
Chapter 2
Preparing the Bird
Truckerson started the evening in a good mood. His girls had proved to be absolutely brilliant at German. They’d picked it up in no time, sometimes even correcting the teacher. When he’d congratulated them, they’d giggled shyly. This made Truckerson feel quite fatherly, but he’d managed to avoid this temptation, so when Flanker and Stiffy came round they had quite an uproarious time in his den as he recounted his exploits. Sometimes he felt it strange that his chums never seemed to have any conquests of their own. But he had plenty to go around, and he liked to talk about them.
They were settled in for the evening, chortling merrily, when Flanker spoilt it all. ‘How about the Australian bint then Trux, any joy?’ Truckerson was immediately plunged into a black mood, recalling his latest brush with Pilot Officer Wirrals.
*
‘Pilot Officer Wirrals!’ Truckerson looked in amazement into the cornflower-blue eyes. Her hair was tidily tucked into her cap. Since the day she had struck him, neither had said a word about it. They communicated politely, but Truckerson did not treat her like the other girls. He told himself that this was because she was a Pilot Officer, and the others were just ACWs, but even Truckerson found it hard to fool himself. He’d felt she was avoiding him, but now she had walked into his office. She smiled. Truckerson’s heart pounded.
‘What’s the plan, sir?’ Her voice was mellow.
‘Oh, er, it’s still top secret at the moment, old girl.’
Wirrals raised a finely-shaped eyebrow, her lips pursed in a small moue of disappointment as her eyes turned their full beam on the hapless Squadron Leader.
‘Oh, well.’ Truckerson melted. ‘I don’t suppose it will hurt – you are going to be my co-pilot on the mission after all.’
Wirrals sat down, pulling her chair close to the desk. Truckerson could smell Chanel, and his eyes were busy as she leaned forward to get a better view at the map spread on the desk between them. Truckerson felt dizzy with her scent. As they studied the map, heads close together, he was aware of a stirring, a need, a desire! Shakily, he carried on. ‘So we’re going to land here.’ He pointed to a spot on the map. Wirrals’ face took on a puzzled frown. ‘Don’t you mean here?’ she asked, pointing to another location.
Truckerson checked the draft orders. ‘Oh yes, you’re right!’ He gazed at her in admiration. ‘How did you know that?’ His question was innocent, but he felt sure he’d caught a look in her eye. She doesn’t like to correct me, he thought, she admires me too much. He was sure he was right. Truckerson was often sure he was right.
‘Er, that first location is a reservoir. Unlikely we’d land there, unless we’re taking a seaplane, sir!’
Truckerson guffawed. ‘Ha! Well, old girl, you caught me there.’
‘Do go on, sir,’ Wirrals cajoled.
Truckerson was in an excellent mood now. ‘Call me Trux,’ he said. ‘In private, of course.’
‘Well, Trux, thank you. Please continue.’
‘Oh! Oh yes! Well, once we’ve landed ….’ Truckerson continued to explain the mission, the ground transport that awaited the girls, the lodgings with friendly landlords. Then, the master stroke! One by one, the girls will go to the Nazi Headquarters and get jobs.’
‘Mmm.’ Wirrals looked doubtful. ‘How do you know they’ll get the jobs?’
Truckerson looked up, frankly amazed. ‘Because they are lovely girls, they’d do anything for anyone, they dress well, and they are always on time. These girls have worked in all the top Whitehall offices, they know all there is to know about how to run a war, how things tick.’
‘Well.’ Wirrals looked closely at him, very closely. Truckerson swelled with pride, reddening slightly.
‘I guess that’ll do it, then.’ Wirrals began to rise. ‘Thank you, sir.’ She saluted.
‘Er ....’ Truckerson, for once in his life, was lost for words. This girl was different. Not like the others at all. He wanted to … He sought for the word. Ah, that was it! He wanted to cherish her, he decided. He felt all gooey inside. When he looked up, she had gone. He’d missed his chance. ‘Damn!’ Squadron Leader Truckerson slammed his fist on his desk, upsetting the mug of tea, which was cold now.
*
As the weeks went by, preparation for the mission continued. Truckerson himself took charge of the aircraft they would use, forcing the mechanics to take things apart and rebuild them if the slightest flaw became apparent.
‘Sir!’ A weary mechanic saluted. ‘It should be fine now.’ Truckerson looked at the dishevelled figure, who was just finishing a twenty-four hour shift.
‘Are you sure?’ Truckerson would not let his sympathy for the man override the necessity for perfection. He strode over to the plane, jumped into the open side door, and inspected a small panel in the floor. He undid the catch and began to lift the flap, head to one side. Everyone fell silent. As Truckerson continued, there was the tiniest squeak, the smallest hint of a noise. Truckerson froze. His majestic head turned to the mechanic, a doleful expression on his face. The mechanic made the mistake of protesting.
‘But sir, that flap is only opened for greasing every hundred flying hours. Shouldn’t we be checking the engines?’
Truckerson was irate. He jumped out of the plane and called the Flight Sergeant. ‘Flight! Before he goes off duty, I want this man to strip and clean all the panels and hatches on this damn crate until they slide like an oiled cat! (Truckerson’s imagery, alone amongst his many talents, was sometimes quite imaginative). The Flight Sergeant began to open his mouth, but one look at Truckerson’s face convinced him to hold his tongue. ‘After that, he’s off the project!’
The mechanic began to plead. Truckerson’s lip curled with disdain. He turned on his heel and strode off. ‘Engines indeed,’ he muttered darkly.
*
The Old Man sat back in his chair. ‘Okay, Trux, how’s it going?’
Truckerson was as excited as a dog with two tails. ‘It’s looking good, Bingo! Very good! We had a spot of trouble with the inspection panels …’
‘Yes, I heard about that. Don’t you think the mechanics should take a look at the engines?’
Truckerson looked surprised. ‘That’s what Flight said, too. They tried to give me some flannel about the engines. Look Bingo, I’ve never had a problem with an engine, it’s just seat adjusters and inspection panels that go wrong, and I want this mission to be perfect.’
The Old Man gave a sigh. ‘Don’t you think there’s a reason for that, Trux. The engines I mean? Let them play with the engines, eh? It’ll keep ’em happy.’
‘Oh!’ Light dawned in Truckerson’s head. He had begun to feel a little down at the Old Man’s remarks, but now he understood Bingo’s wise words.
‘I see! It’s a morale thing! Let them play with the engines, and they’ll grease those hatches in better spirits. Wise words, Bingo old chap!’ Truckerson’s handsome face took on a thoughtful look. ‘There’s a lot more to being a squadron leader than I thought,’ he mused. ‘I still have a few lessons to learn.’
‘Glad you understand, Trux.’ The Old Man sighed again.
*
Squadron Leader ‘Trux’ Truckerson strode confidently to his quarters. He had learnt a lot today, he thought. This mission was going to be a winner, he would see to that. He began to hum martial music, swinging his arms. Eyes closed, he tramped off through the flower bed, in a world of his own, scattering the daffodils. Pilot Officer Wirrals was temporarily forgotten. Little did he know that waiting in his office was a confidential report which had the potential to change the course of history.
Chapter 3
The Chickens Have Landed
The heady thrum of the twin engines vibrated Truckerson’s backside and made his pulse race. This was the life! This was what it was all about. Sitting at the controls of the big bird, Truckerson was happy as a lark, chortling with glee, bouncing up and down in his seat, clutching his joystick in both hands. Beside him sat the trim figure of Pilot Officer Wirrals.
‘Sir!’
Wirrals had to shout again. ‘Sir!’
Truckerson turned. Wirrals tapped the side of her flying helmet meaningfully. Truckerson looked annoyed, then fumbled with the comms plug and pulled the mike to his mouth. ‘Well, what is it?’ he snapped.
‘Sorry to interrupt, sir, but we’re ready to roll.’
‘Oh, let’s get off then! You do the fiddly stuff, I’ll take her up.’
Pilot Officer Wirrals dutifully radioed for clearance, while checking the instruments. Finally she gave a thumbs-up to the impatient Truckerson. Truckerson hadn’t been able to do much flying over the past weeks, so he was anxious to be up and away. The big plane swerved wildly onto the main runway, gave a grunt, seemed to draw itself up as the props roared up to a frenzy, then catapulted itself forward at a rate of knots. Just as it seemed it would shake itself to pieces with the bumping and banging of the undercarriage and juddering sideways jumps, it unstuck itself from the ground and scrambled greedily into the welcoming sky.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/7789 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!