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FOREWORD


by


General the Rt. Hon. Lord Ismay,
G.C.B., C.H., D.S.O.


Secretary-General of the North Atlantic Treaty Organisation and, from 1940 to 1946, Chief of Staff to Mr. Winston Churchill, the Minister of Defence.


TO MYSTIFY AND MISLEAD the enemy has always been one of the cardinal principles of war. Consequently, ruses de guerre of one kind or another have played a part in almost every campaign ever since the episode of the Trojan horse, or perhaps even earlier.


The game has been played for so long that it is not easy to think out new methods of disguising one’s strength or one’s intentions. Moreover, meticulous care must be exercised in the planning and execution of these schemes. Otherwise, so far from deceiving the enemy, they merely give the show away.


The Allies decided that their next step, after the battle for Tunisia, should be the invasion of Italy through Sicily. We felt sure – one always does on these occasions – that this was such an obvious corollary to the North African campaign, that the enemy would expect it and concentrate to meet it. What could be done to put them off the scent?


I so well remember how I was brought, one evening, the outlines of a cover plan which was ultimately given the somewhat gruesome name of ‘Operation Mincemeat’. I was, I confess, a little dubious whether it would work; but I put it up to the Chiefs of Staff, who approved it in principle. Thereafter, Lieut.-Commander Montagu, who originated the idea, and his colleagues went full steam ahead.


The operation succeeded beyond our wildest dreams. To have spreadeagled the German defensive effort right across Europe, even to the extent of sending German vessels away from Sicily itself, was a remarkable achievement. Those who landed in Sicily, as well as their families, have cause to be especially grateful.


It is not often that the whole story of a secret operation can be made public, told by someone who knows every detail. The military student can be grateful that chance has made it possible for him to have a text-book example of a very specialised branch of the art of war: others will enjoy a ‘real-life thriller’ – which once more illustrates that truth is stranger than fiction.


PARIS.


7th June, 1953.









AUTHOR’S NOTE


THIS IS A TRUE account of an operation carried out in the years 1942–1943. Such facts as are not within my own personal knowledge are derived from contemporary documents and reports, and are neither based on anyone’s recollection of what happened ten years ago nor on anyone’s attempts to justify his actions or those of his associates.


I naturally could not speak or write about it until a fictional story partially based on this operation, and references in German memoirs to the receipt of the documents which formed the basis of this deception, made it clear that it would no longer be possible to maintain that secrecy which all of us who took part in the operation had preserved. This fact was recognised by the authorities, who doubtless appreciated the possible dangers and disadvantages which might result from publication by partially informed writers, and I was given official permission to publish the full story.


The operation was carried out by a team who must, unfortunately, remain anonymous as some of them are still in Government service. Therefore I have substituted a false Christian name for ‘George’s’ real one. I have also, of course, maintained the secrecy of ‘Major Martin’s’ identity. Where I have referred to other persons I have used the titles and ranks that they held at the time of the operation.


If anyone studies this story, some good may result. Perhaps, when some ‘leakage’ of a secret document is reported, the public may not be so ready as they have been to blame our security services; they may wonder whether the security services have been stupid – or clever?


I must record my thanks to Lord Ismay for his help in 1942 and 1943 and for writing the Foreword, as well as to Jack Garbutt of the Sunday Express for his great kindness and for the wise advice which he gave me on this, my first, excursion into authorship.


I wish to acknowledge my deep indebtedness to all my colleagues, without whose loyal help and brilliant inventiveness there could have been no ‘Operation Mincemeat.’ And also my indebtedness to Viscount Norwich, without whose unwitting assistance there could have been no publication of this story.


Ewen Montagu.


Warren Beach, Beaulieu.


1953









CHAPTER I


THE BIRTH OF AN IDEA


IN THE GRAVEYARD OF the Spanish town of Huelva there lies a British subject. As he died, alone, in the foggy damp of England in the late autumn of 1942, he little thought that he would lie forever under the sunny skies of Spain after a funeral with full military honours, nor that he would, after death, render a service to the Allies that saved many hundreds of British and American lives. In life he had done little for his country, but in death he did more than most could achieve by a lifetime of service.


It all really started through a wild idea of George’s. He and I were members of a small inter-Service and inter-departmental committee which used to meet weekly to deal with questions of the security of intended operations. We exchanged and discussed information that had been obtained from all kinds of sources – from our own Services and other sources at home as well as from neutral countries, together with intelligence reports from enemy countries. With all this and the latest information as to Allied ‘intentions’ – not only immediate and probable, but also ‘long-term possible’ – we had to try to detect any leakages that might have occurred and any ‘intelligent anticipation’ that the enemy might already have made, and also to guard against such leakages and anticipations in the future.


It was not an easy task, but the committee was a good one: it comprised not only regular officers of considerable knowledge and experience, but also temporary officers and civilians with most varied backgrounds. We were a mixed lot, and between us we could view any item of information as it would strike observers from any walk of life. We had a thoroughly variegated fund of knowledge and there were few spheres of activity with which we had no contacts.


George produced his idea during a discussion over a report with which we had been supplied from occupied Europe. As happened from time to time, we were puzzled whether it was genuine or had been planted by the Germans for transmission to the Allies.


George had one of those subtle and ingenious minds which is forever throwing up fantastic ideas – mostly so ingenious as either to be impossible of implementation or so intricate as to render their efficacy problematical, but every now and again quite brilliant in their simplicity. As we puzzled whether this particular report was genuine, or whether the Germans had captured the agent concerned and were sending reports through him or for him, George remembered a recent warning that had been issued reminding officers that it was forbidden for secret documents to be carried in aircraft lest they should be shot down in enemy territory.


Starting from that, George suddenly suggested that as a check on such reports we should try to get the Germans to plant something on us that we knew was planted, so that we could see what their line was and how they put it over: if we could drop a resistance workers’ wireless set into France (he suggested) and it started working, it would be difficult to tell whether the Germans or a friendly Frenchman was working it, but if it dropped accompanied by a dead body attached to a badly opened parachute, the task of checking might be easier. A Frenchman would probably tell us what had occurred, whereas the Germans would be more likely to conceal what had happened and work the set as if the agent was still alive. It would not be certain, but it did not involve much effort and might be worth trying. ‘Does anyone know whether we can get a body?’ asked George.


This was not one of his better inspirations, and we rapidly demolished it. Agents did not carry their codes or their routine and system for sending messages with them for anyone to find, so how would the Germans transmit messages?


Also, if a parachute failed, whatever was hanging from it would be bound to hit the ground with a considerable bump; if it was a body, this would almost certainly result in a broken limb as well as grazes and scratches, and injuries inflicted after death can always be detected. There was therefore no hope of a dead body attached to a partially opened parachute without the finder being able to tell that the body had been dead for some time before it hit the ground. Besides, even if we could get a dead body (and no one knew whether we could), our field of choice would indeed be limited if it had to be that of someone who had died through falling from a height! No, this was one of George’s failures, and we quickly turned back to our report: was it genuine or not? But some months later George’s wild idea produced results.


By the summer of 1942 our little committee was in the midst of its first big job. ‘Operation Torch,’ the invasion of North Africa, was being mounted, and the experience that we had gained in trying to guard the security of small-scale operations, involving relatively few units, was receiving its first full test.


In spite of all that could be done in the way of security, it was obviously impossible to prevent the enemy knowing that something was brewing. In the first place, it was apparent to everyone that the Allies would not just sit back indefinitely: there must be an invasion somewhere. Secondly, there could be no restriction on foreign diplomats: they moved around the country and they met and spoke to people, not only people in the know, but also some of the thousands who were bound to see the congregation of ships or of troops before they left this country, and whatever view had to be taken officially, none of us had any illusions as to the neutrality of a number of the diplomats. Besides, even a pro-British diplomat had a job to do: he had to report to his government what was going on over here, and once the report got to his country there could be no doubt that there would be at least one official or minister over there who was either paid, or at any rate ideologically ready, to pass the information on to the Germans. Thirdly, there were neutral businessmen and sailors travelling between this country and the Continent.


Therefore we could not hope to prevent the Germans knowing that there was an operation afoot. What we could hope to do was to prevent the vital information of ‘When?’ and ‘Where?’ leaking.


Until the invasion of North Africa had taken place the Allies had no foothold on the continent of Europe, and the war in North Africa consisted of a campaign in which we were pushing from east to west with our armies based on the Canal Zone. As a result of this situation there was no reason why the Allies should not make an attack at almost any point. As far as the Germans knew, we might land in Norway, in the Low Countries or in France, or try to push up through Spain; we might seize the Canaries or the Azores to help in the war against U-boats; or we might land in Libya to attack Rommel’s army in its rear. Except in Egypt, we were wholly uncommitted, and anywhere in German-held Europe or neutral countries was open to assault.


In these circumstances all that it was necessary for our committee to try to ensure, when we attacked Dieppe or the Lofoten Islands or planned any other assault, was that the actual target and date did not get over to the enemy. That involved nothing more than leaking a false target to the troops concerned, perhaps backing such leaks up with papers about an issue of sun helmets – if they were in fact going to the Lofoten Islands – or something of that kind, and then working really hard to reduce, as much as possible, the bits of information which would inevitably get out of this country. In other words, our principle was to try to make security as complete as possible, and then to try to prevent any leakage that did get by our precautions being such as would give away the true target.


When ‘Operation Torch’ was being launched against North Africa we could still operate on this basis and, as we studied our Intelligence reports and learned of the movements that the Germans made, we realised that this system had worked as the potential targets were so many that the Germans could not get a definite idea even of where we would strike.


But our problem would be entirely different after ‘Operation Torch’ had been completed. At that stage of the war the Allies would have command of the whole of the North African coast and would be poised ready to strike at what the Prime Minister called ‘the soft under-belly of Europe.’ Our committee was kept in touch with the strategic thinking of our Chiefs of Staff and also with that of the Americans. We knew that there were some differences of opinion, but there was a definite probability that we would strike there, and our Committee had to be prepared to play our part when the Allies attacked.


With the whole North African coast in Allied hands it was pretty obvious that we would not turn round and transport all those troops back to England for an invasion of France across the Channel, and at least some of them were bound to be used across the Mediterranean. They could form part of an army for the conquest of Italy or they could be used for landing in the South of France or in Greece. Any one of these campaigns was a possibility, and our committee had to be prepared to deal with whatever might eventually be decided upon. We might, perhaps, have been able to cope with this task on the system which had worked so well up till then had that been the whole story, but there was one feature of the strategic situation which created a new problem.


Sicily lay in the middle of the Mediterranean like a football at the toe of Italy, and until it had been captured the passing of a convoy through the Mediterranean was a major operation attended by enormous losses, and this situation would remain even when the airfields in North Africa were finally in our hands. It was made clear to our committee that the reduction of Sicily would almost certainly have to be undertaken before any of the other operations could take place. As we always had to make our preparations long before an operation was launched, we were considering this next job, the security of the invasion of Sicily, even before ‘Torch’ was finally mounted.


And here we foresaw trouble. If Sicily was a clear probability to us, once North Africa was in Allied hands it would be just as clear a probability to the Germans. Indeed, as the Prime Minister eventually said, when approving this operation of ours, it did not matter taking some risk of revealing Sicily as the target, as ‘anybody but a damn’ fool would know it is Sicily.’ How would we be able, when the time came, to prevent the Germans from reinforcing the defences of Sicily to a dangerous extent as the result of the same strategic reasoning which had caused the Allies to attack it?


As we were puzzling over this problem, the penny suddenly dropped, and George’s fantastic idea of some time before justified itself. ‘Why,’ I said, ‘shouldn’t we get a body, disguise it as a staff officer, and give him really high-level papers which will show clearly that we are going to attack somewhere else. We won’t have to drop him on land, as the aircraft might have come down in the sea on the way round to the Med. He would float ashore with the papers either in France or in Spain; it won’t matter which. Probably Spain would be best, as the Germans wouldn’t have as much chance to examine the body there as if they got it into their own hands, while it’s certain that they will get the documents, or at least copies.’ So the idea was born. Excitedly, we discussed its potentialities. We would have to check on a number of points. What sort of condition would a body be in after an aircraft crash in the sea? What were the usual causes of death in such cases? What would a post mortem reveal? Could we get a suitable body – indeed, could we get any body? Such were the first questions to which we would have to get answers. If those were satisfactory the plan was worth studying with care, for we none of us doubted that, given the chance, the Spaniards would play the part for which we had cast them, and then what a chance we would have given ourselves!









CHAPTER II


PRELIMINARY ENQUIRIES


WE HAD TALKED GLIBLY of ‘getting a body,’ but we had realised that there would be difficulties. We had yet to learn how difficult it would actually be. None of us, indeed, entirely liked the idea, for even in the stress of war one’s natural respect for the sanctity of the human body remains a powerful instinct. But for us that instinct was overborne by a realisation of the lives that could be saved by the temporary use of a body that we were confident would eventually receive a proper and decent burial. The difficulty with which we were immediately faced was that imposed by security. How could we go to relatives in their hour of sorrow and ask to be allowed to take without explanation the remains of the son or husband or brother whom they mourned? And if we had to explain, what could we say? In fiction one could, perhaps, expect that we would meet a man who happened to be the sole relative of someone who had just died a death suitable for our plan – a man of that rare type who would just agree to our taking the body and would ask no questions as to why we wanted it. In fiction, perhaps, but not in real life!


Before we started our search, we had first to make sure what kind of body we needed. If the Germans were to accept the body as that of the victim of an aircraft crash at sea, we would have to present them with someone whose body did not afford signs of a cause of death inconsistent with that.


It seemed to me that the best approach to this question would be from the point of view of the man who would do the post mortem. What would a pathologist expect to find and what would he expect not to find in the body of a man who had drifted ashore after an aircraft had been lost at sea? For, after all, the aircraft need not have actually crashed.


My thoughts at once turned to Sir Bernard Spilsbury. No one had more experience of pathology than he, and I felt that no better security risk existed: one could be certain that he at any rate would not gossip or even pass on what I said to him ‘in confidence to someone whom he could trust.’ In this respect, there had never been any difference between Sir Bernard and an oyster. And he had one even rarer quality: I felt sure that he would not ask any questions other than those needed for the solution of the problem put to him; he would just take the fact that we wanted the Germans and Spaniards to accept a floating body as that of a victim of an aircraft disaster, and would neither ask me why nor seek to find an answer elsewhere.


So I rang up Sir Bernard and we arranged a meeting at his club, the Junior Canton. There, over a glass of sherry, I put our problem to him. After a moment or two of thought, he gave me one of those concise yet complete expositions that had convinced so many juries, and even so many judges. His advice gave me hope. If the body was floating in a ‘Mae West’ when it was recovered, we could use one of a man who had either drowned or died from any but a few of the ‘natural causes’. Victims of an aircraft disaster at sea sometimes died from an injury received in the crash, and some died from drowning, but many died from exposure or even from shock. Our field of search was less narrow than I had feared it might be.


OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml


 

Contents





		Title



		Copyright



		Contents



		Foreword



		Author’s Note



		Chapter I The Birth of an Idea



		Chapter II Preliminary Enquiries



		Chapter III ‘Operation Mincemeat’



		Chapter IV The Vital Document



		Chapter V Major Martin, Royal Marines



		Chapter VI The Creation of a Person



		Chapter VII Major Martin Gets Ready for War



		Chapter VIII The Journey North



		Chapter IX The Launching of the Body



		Chapter X Major Martin Lands in Spain



		Chapter XI We Tidy Up in England



		Chapter XII The German Intelligence Service Plays its Part



		Chapter XIII The German High Command Gets Busy



		Envoi



		Appendix I



		Appendix II









Guide





		Cover



		Title



		Start











OEBPS/images/title.png
THE MAN WHO
NEVER WAS

THE REMARKABLE STORY OF

OPERATION MINCEMEAT

BY EWEN MONTAGU

The
History
Press





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
THE REMARKABLE STORY OF

EWEN MONTAGU






OEBPS/images/copy.png
Trees for .Y fe





