
Chapter 18 
Secret Agent 

 
London, England 
Friday, November 10, 1939 
 
With black umbrella in gloved hand, Dr. Reginald Victor Jones strolled past the plaque 
on 54 Broadway that read, “Minimax Fire Extinguisher Company,” and through the rear 
entrance of 21 Queen Anne’s Gate. 

Above the street-level shops, in the vestibule outside his third floor office, R. V. 
Jones deposited his umbrella in a basket. Jones’s secretary, Miss Daisy Mowat, was 
typing up a letter. “Your old master is waiting,” she said and indicated the open door with 
a bob of her head. 

Jones was Chief of the Scientific Intelligence Branch of Military Intelligence, 
Section 6, or MI6. 

“You’re late, isn’t that so?” said Lord Cherwell from a chair in Jones’ office. He had 
his hands on his knees and looked quite symmetrical, with his black shoes parallel to each 
other on the parquet floor. 

Jones hung his Mackintosh on a coatrack and said, “I’m sorry, couldn’t be avoided. I 
had to go the long way. Emergency defense measures in the streets.” 

Hitler had invaded Poland on September 1; France and England had declared war on 
Germany two days later. The Second World War had begun. 

“But here’s a present for you,” Jones opened a drawer of his desk and handed Lord 
Cherwell a small yellow parcel. 

Lord Cherwell had recruited the promising student after his physics exams at Oxford. 
Jones had a habit of appearing extremely concentrated, something his Professor Cherwell 
had liked right away. Of average height and pale complexion, Jones’s eyebrows and deep 
eyes often formed a single expression of utter diligence, under a crop of wavy dark brown 
hair. 

While Cherwell studied the parcel’s contents, Jones said, “Our Naval Attaché in 
Oslo was told to alter the preamble of the BBC news if he wanted secret information. 
Something about various German scientific and technical developments--” 

“Hence its title, ‘The Oslo Letters.’” 
“Dutifully, they broadcast, ‘Hallo, hier ist London.’ This package came through the 

letterbox the following morning, anonymously of course.” 
The older man, immaculately dressed in a dark gray tailored suit, leafed slowly 

through seven pages of typewritten text, then leaned back in his wicker chair. His father 
had been German and Lord Cherwell, scientific advisor to Churchill and head of “S” 
Branch, had a very faint accent due to having been educated in that country. “Any idea 
who sent it?” he asked. 



“Not exactly, no. Personally, I believe it was written by a malcontent in the German 
High Command. One of the few anti-Nazis. Although it has something of a Jules Verne 
ring to it, I think you’ll find that it contains rather detailed, rather interesting details.” 

“Possibly.” He handed the parcel back to Jones, who was surprised by his former 
professor’s lack of interest. Then again Lord Cherwell was a temperamental, high-strung, 
superbly intelligent man. Indeed, hardly anyone dared disagree with him. 

“It also came with this,” Jones placed a small box on his desk and removed from it a 
small, sealed glass tube. “A new kind of proximity fuse, most likely. Made at a place 
called Peenemünde, where, apparently, they are conducting experimental work with long-
range rockets and pilotless aircraft. On an isolated island off the Baltic coast.” 

“Hmm… yes,” Lord Cherwell leaned back in his chair again. “I believe our 
ambassador to Russia might have mentioned it, but any work out there seems to have 
slowed down to a stall.” 

“Strange. I received a report saying that a couple of adventurous Finns sailed close 
enough to hear explosions and a nearly constant roar of engines. Now that I think of it, I 
remember once, before the war, we were at an experimental station for aeronautical 
research, near Berlin… The military attaché there, von Boetticher, was unusually 
talkative—maybe he’d had too much to drink—until I asked about rockets. At that point 
he turned the discussion quickly, and so definitely that I felt I’d been cut off.” 

“It’s obviously a plant.” Lord Cherwell regained his symmetrical position. 
“Excuse me?” 
“Whoever sent these letters knew they would pique our interest—and waste our 

valuable time. No one man in Germany could possibly know about all of these 
developments in such minutiae.” 

“But some of the information is genuine; I’ve already verified--” 
“Oldest trick in the book. Mix the genuine with the fake.” 
“And what of Hitler’s speech in which he raved about some kind of secret weapon?” 
“Your German needs work,” Cherwell admonished him. “You and the other idiots 

mistranslated. Hitler meant striking force, his Luftwaffe bombers, not secret weapons.” 
“There are a number of weapons listed, of which some, I insist, must be considered 

seriously,” Jones said, undeterred. “Bacterial warfare, new gases, flame weapons, aerial 
torpedoes, these long-range rockets—” 

“Don’t be a bloody fool! Rockets will never be a threat.” 
“What about this tube?” 
“Have it analyzed.” Lord Cherwell stood up and brushed off his thighs. “I will do 

this for you: I will include a copy of these letters in our correspondence with Professor 
von Kármán. But I certainly cannot go to the Cabinet with a lot of half-baked material 
and no visual proof. ” 

“Yes, sir,” Jones conceded. The MI6 man was disappointed, but had argued as much 
as was prudent. “I can’t say that I blame you.” 



When Miss Daisy informed R. V. Jones a few days later that the Oslo Letters were 
being disregarded by the Ministries, which, according to their secretaries, did not even 
keep their copies, Jones felt even worse. That evening he made it known to his wife that 
he was deeply distressed by the government’s nonchalance at the outset of what was 
going to be a terrible, bloody war. 

 


