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xi
            INTRODUCTION

         

         This book follows 2021’s Lessons from History. It was created in the same way, with stories told (and often crowd-edited for errors) on Twitter, and follows the same format. Each story has been researched for veracity, and for those who suggested stories I couldn’t ‘stand up’ on grounds of truthfulness I can only apologise but hope that the exercise demonstrates that, no matter how unlikely some of what follows may seem, each and every one of them is on the level as far as this enthusiastic amateur historian can establish.

         I continue to write in my father’s memory and dedicate this volume to my mother. A man cannot have a luckier start in life than to be your son.

         
             

         

         Alex Deane

Elephant & Castle

2022 xii
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            CHAPTER 1

            CIDER, SULPHURIC ACID OR GARLIC PASTE?

         

         In the age of coronavirus, that which once might have felt rather obscure now seems vital and relevant. Here is the story of James Lind, the British naval surgeon who pioneered the first clinical trials on board HMS Salisbury on 20 May 1747.

         In those times, scurvy was a huge threat for navies. Indeed, it caused more deaths amongst British sailors than French and Spanish forces combined. We now know that scurvy is caused by vitamin C deficiency, but vitamins were then unknown.

         Lind felt sure that scurvy was caused by ‘putrefaction of the body’ and that it could potentially be cured through the introduction of acids. He therefore recruited a dozen men with scurvy for a ‘fair test’.*

         Without telling them who was getting what, Lind allocated two men to each of six different daily treatments for a fortnight.

         The six treatments were (hold on to your hats):

         
	2 pints of cider (these subjects did not complain about their allocation);

            	1.5 tablespoons of, er, dilute sulphuric acid; 2


            	1 tablespoon of vinegar three times a day;

            	half a pint of sea water;

            	two oranges and one lemon for six days only (although supplies ran out before the six days were up);

            	a paste of garlic, mustard seed, dried radish root and gum myrrh.

         

As you’ve already guessed, those who got the citrus fruits experienced ‘the most sudden and good visible effects’. Even though the Salisbury’s stores ran out of fruit before the end of the trial, one of those sailors was fit for duty by its conclusion and the other was almost recovered.

         It took time for the lessons from Lind’s work to be accepted, but in due course lemon juice was issued routinely to all sailors in the British fleet. Hello, Limeys.

         Thus Lind is recognised as the man who pioneered comparing like with like, and his trial’s design informed the future clinical trials that are the foundation of modern medicine. Lind was made a Knight Commander of the Order of the Bath and his name is deservedly engraved in stone on the frieze of the London School of Hygiene and Tropical Medicine.†

         Anyway, from that time on, we have demonstrated over the decades a constancy of faith and practice in clinical trials. This discipline has been a major factor in the successes that we have seen fighting coronavirus.

         So spare a thought each 20 May, International Clinical Trials Day, for the father of modern blind testing and for 3those in the navy who led the way some 275 years ago to the medical disciplines and the vaccines that freed us from coronavirus lockdowns in the twenty-first century. 

         
            * We shall concede that his process of obtaining ‘informed consent’ from the test subjects would not satisfy modern-day requirements.

            † His son, also James, was a successful captain in the Royal Navy in his own right and was knighted after the Battle of Vizagapatam during the Napoleonic Wars.
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            CHAPTER 2

            A GERMAN SUBMARINE

         

         During the Second World War, U-boats were amongst the Germans’ most potent weapons. The most famous of them was the U-156. From the day she was created until her end, she was commanded by one man: Werner Hartenstein. She put to sea on Christmas Eve 1941, and she never saw home again.

         Under Hartenstein’s command, she sank twenty Allied vessels (circa 100,000 tons of shipping) and harmed several more. This is good going, albeit not record-breaking – for example, by the time he became a prisoner of war in 1941, Otto Kretschmer and his U-99 could claim 338,000 tons solo.

         (Less positively for U-156, but vitally for the Allies as it saved the world’s largest oil refinery, was a basic error made in attacking Aruba. Distracted by sighting a shore party of civilians on their way to church, holding their fire most decently as a result, her crew failed to remove the cap on the deck gun after surfacing and before firing. The gun exploded, with fatal results for one member of the crew and ill results for another; as U-156, like many U-boats, lacked a medical officer, he underwent a leg amputation at the hands of well-meaning amateurs. Moreover, the accident stymied their mission.)*

         5The Royal Mail Ship Laconia was her victim in September 1942. Patrolling the ocean south of Freetown, in a rather cruel turn of events Hartenstein intercepted a signal warning a ship not to put into harbour… because of the danger from U-boats. This is how he came to find the Laconia.

         Seeing a large ship armed with guns in the usual fashion, U-156 hit her with a torpedo. Laconia, a converted ocean liner, was indeed reasonably armed, and crewed by almost 500 sailors… but she was a passenger ship. (Some were dancing in the lounge when the torpedoes hit.)

         She was also carrying 300–1,600 British soldiers (sources disagree), some 1,800 Italian prisoners of war captured at El Alamein, over 100 Polish soldiers keeping guard over them, and eighty civilians.

         On board the rapidly sinking ship (she went down in under an hour), there were terrible scenes as Italian prisoners were left to drown in the hold and many of those who broke out of it were bayoneted by their captors. Lifeboats aplenty were put off, stuffed with terrified passengers.

         From U-156’s perspective, thousands of survivors (including many of their wartime Italian allies amongst them) being flung upon the rough, shark-infested sea was an awful outcome. A dilemma about what to do next was soon apparent to Hartenstein and his men.

         Flying the Red Cross emblem to show that she was embarked upon mercy work, U-156 broadcast her location and surfaced to rescue survivors, many of whom were soon gathered on her deck. She made for some Vichy French ships who were coming to help.

         She was not alone: remarkably, Admiral Dönitz took 6seven other U-boats off hostile duties with orders to help Hartenstein’s rescue efforts. Soon enough, U-156 was filled below decks with survivors, had men crammed on her outer deck and had four filled lifeboats in tow.

         On his own initiative, Hartenstein was transmitting U-156’s location openly (not in code) and in English, in efforts to ensure that she wasn’t thought a threat and that others could come to collect those still in peril on the sea. His transmission – perhaps unique in submarine warfare – was: ‘If any ship can come to the aid of the shipwrecked crew of the Laconia, I shall not attack her providing I am not attacked myself, neither by ship nor plane. I have picked up 193 men. Position 4 degrees 52 south, 11 degrees 26 west. A German submarine.’

         However, under the orders of their commanders, U-156 was then fired upon, twice and in sustained fashion, by American aircraft – even though the crews of said planes had realised her purpose and the presence of survivors and had reported these facts.

         To avoid being sunk herself, U-156 submerged in the face of the attack. The survivors upon her deck were cast back into the sea. The lifeboats in tow were cut adrift in troubled waters.

         More than 1,500 souls were lost in the whole course of that single incident. Some 200 bodies were found adrift where U-156 had been forced to dive. Boatloads of survivors – and the corpses of those who survived initially – washed up on shores for over a month.

         The American pilots wrongly reported that they had sunk U-156 and were awarded medals. Neither they nor 7their commanders ever faced formal investigation over the incident.

         They had their defenders: U-156 promptly sank another boat. ‘Who knows who the sub will kill next when it’s finished rescuing?’ goes the logic. But I think that my own view is obvious.

         (However, this episode backfired against the Americans at Nuremberg, as the US prosecutor sought to use the ‘Laconia order’ subsequently issued to U-boats not to rescue survivors as the central evidence against Dönitz – to which his successful reply was of course, ‘Well yes, but that was because…’)

         After this, U-156’s fate in 1943 seems a cruel coda. Her fifth long patrol saw her claim no victims and she was successfully attacked by the Americans, in flying boats no less, off Barbados.† She went to the bottom. All hands were lost, gallant Hartenstein included.

         The lesson, which Hartenstein heeded but came at great cost to survivors of the Laconia, is well known both to those responsible for security in nightclubs and to some of those they police, and it is this: keep your guard up, even when you think it’s obvious that you’re doing a good and noble thing.

         
            * The victim of this incident, a sub-lieutenant, only had himself to blame as it was his mistake in commanding the gun crew that led to the incident. However, whilst at the time his comrades would have thought him the unlucky one, it was ultimately to save him: he was put ashore at Martinique, a Vichy French territory, and therefore escaped the fate of the rest of the crew. He alone amongst the men of U-156 survived the war. As it happened, his father was an influential staff officer at naval command, and the decision of a German fighting vessel to put in at Martinique and take advantage of that territory’s resources was taken despite the fact that it was most likely to intensify animosity between the Americans (who had entered the war by this point, and truly hated the U-boats) and Vichy France – as indeed it did.

            † Despite their obvious practical advantages, sadly these days we think of flying boats as rather sweet products of a bygone age. Eccentric. Dinky. But to the U-boat captain, they were a thing of dread and were often the cause of their demise.
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            CHAPTER 3

            CHURCHILL AND GENTLEMEN

         

         Whilst in the course of a rather important command in Belgium at the outset of the Second World War, General Montgomery, ever with an eye to the important things in any situation, once grilled his young officers on how they would define a gentleman.

         They weren’t doing very well, in his eyes at least, so he concluded the chat by saying, ‘Well, we will just ask Winston when he’s next with us.’ But where others would talk emptily, Monty followed through. Thus, Churchill was asked on his next tour of the troops to define a gentleman.

         ‘I know one when I see one,’ the Prime Minister replied. Seeing his audience’s muted but plain dissatisfaction at this rather sparse response, he added: ‘He is someone who is only rude intentionally.’
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            CHAPTER 4

            THE LILLE PERFUME BOMBING

         

         During the Phoney War of 1939,* when one of the greatest threats to the soldiers of the British Expeditionary Force was apparently venereal disease, the Lille press complained bitterly that blocked trade prevented the ladies of Lille from getting perfume and makeup.

         A virtuoso display both of air power superiority and knowledge of the conversations of their foes followed from the Third Reich. The Germans promptly bombed Lille. With two heavy bombers’ worth of perfume and makeup.

         In this, and without making light of the privations later visited upon the good burghers of Lille under Nazi occupation, the Germans also displayed a level of humour with which one might not otherwise instinctively have credited them.

         
            * * *

         

         In that vein, a bonus. Britain called Germany ‘Zwölfte-land’ in wartime codes. But the Germans had so comprehensively busted Britain’s codes in so publicly known a fashion that, one festive season in Istanbul early in the war, when the German national anthem was played at a hotel party, the German 10embassy staff stood up and sang ‘Zwölfte-land, Zwölfte-land Über Alles’ towards the table of Brits in attendance. 

         Britain of course doggedly carried on calling Germany ‘Zwölfte-land’ for the rest of the war anyway.

         
            * At the beginning of the war, after hostilities had been declared, the rival forces deployed on the Continent remained uneasily eyeing one another without much fighting for quite some time, a period derided by observers as being a ‘Phoney War’. How they longed in the years that followed for such phoniness.
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            CHAPTER 5

            KILTS

         

         Bureaucratic obfuscation in the face of instructions one dislikes is hardly new or novel. Indeed, it is written upon the heart of the modern civil service, it seems. Likewise, a spot of the old polite passive aggressive is hardly unusual.

         But I still enjoy the Queen’s Own Cameron Highlanders’ rear-guard action against plain and direct orders from the British War Office during the Second World War.

         War Office circular: ‘Active units are not to wear kilts.’

         Queen’s Own Cameron Highlanders: ‘Surely this is sent to us by mistake?’

         As old hands at dealing with disliked instruction may know, this alone is often enough to see off the disliked instruction, as by the time it’s received the other side has moved on to other things. Not in this case.

         The ensuing exchange, and I paraphrase lightly, went as follows.

         War Office: ‘Nope, no mistake. You’re not to wear kilts.’

         Queen’s Own Cameron Highlanders: ‘Very good. What should we wear? We’re on deployment you know, we can’t just pop to the shops.’

         War Office: ‘Oh for God’s sake. OK, we’re sending you trews.’

         Queen’s Own Cameron Highlanders: ‘Understood, but obviously the kilts are Crown property. We can’t just bin 12them. Where should we hand them in? We’re in France, by the way.’

         War Office: ‘OK, we reckon you’re now winding us up, but we’ve worked out a depot at which you can hand them in – here is the location.’

         Queen’s Own Cameron Highlanders: ‘Sorry, busy fighting Rommel. In kilts.’

         If the Phoney War hadn’t ended in explosive conflict, I imagine that the Camerons were a stage or two off ‘new phone, who dis?’

         Don’t misread this vignette as support for such behaviour on your part, of course. Unless you’re facing the 7th German Panzers, parallels with your own disliked instructions are unlikely to hold water.

      

   


   
      
         
13
            CHAPTER 6

            LEADERSHIP IS SERVICE

         

         Jim Mattis is a former US Secretary of ‘Defense’* and a lifelong Marine Corps man.

         This story about him is told by the former Commandant of the Marine Corps, General Krulak, in part to make a point about how cool he is himself, but we will forgive him for it in the circumstances.

         On Christmas Day each year, Krulak would drive around the lonely Marine guard posts around the greater Washington DC area and give some cookies and fellowship to the poor Marines who’d pulled guard duty.

         On one such occasion, he stopped at Quantico. Meeting a lance corporal there, he asked who the officer of the day was.

         LC: ‘Sir, it’s Brigadier General Mattis.’

         Krulak: ‘No, I know General Mattis: who is the officer on duty today, Christmas Day?’

         LC: ‘Errrrrrrrrrr… it really is Brigadier General Mattis.’

         Krulak, pointing to the cot at the back of the guard post: ‘Right, sonny [I may be paraphrasing]: Which. Officer. Slept. There. On. Christmas. Eve?’

         LC: ‘Sir, it was Brigadier General Mattis.’

         Saving Krulak a popped vein and the lance corporal a 14world of pain, Mattis walked in at that moment, in his duty uniform. 

         Krulak: ‘Jim, it’s Christmas Day. What are you doing here?’

         Mattis: ‘Well, the young man who was on the roster as duty officer for today has a young family. I thought he should spend Christmas Day with them, so I put myself down for the Christmas Day shift instead.’

         Mattis cared about those under his command, and he led by actions that showed that, not just with fine words and with orders.

         The same is true of Krulak.

         After all, it took both of them to be there at an obscure guard post one Christmas Day to know that the moment happened at all.

         
            * * *

         

         Postscript. My favourite Mattis quote: ‘Be polite, be professional, but have a plan to kill everybody you meet.’

         ‘PowerPoint makes us stupid’ runs it a close second.

         
            * A deeply thoughtful man, Mattis required those serving under him to read extensively about the culture of the region in which they were to be deployed before they went. It’s the sort of thing that, as soon as it’s said, seems so obvious and sensible that it’s remarkable to learn that it is apparently very unusual.

When President Trump (having already used the nickname in one of his famous tweets, of course) asked if the troops really called Mattis ‘Mad Dog’, his Cabinet nominee replied, ‘No, sir. I’m called CHAOS.’ Slightly lost for words for once, the ebullient President naturally asked, ‘Why is that?’ It turns out that ‘Colonel Has Another Outstanding Suggestion’ had stuck with Mattis for some time.
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            CHAPTER 7

            THE PERSEVERING COLONEL

         

         Eisenhower graduated from West Point and was commissioned a second lieutenant in 1915. He was promoted to first lieutenant in 1916, as the First World War threatened to draw his country into conflict. The month after the Americans entered the war in 1917, he was promoted to captain; to major and then lieutenant colonel, both as temporary ranks, in 1918.

         He reverted to his permanent rank of captain in 1920 but bounced back up to major a few weeks later.

         Thereafter he remained a major for sixteen years. In 1936, he became a lieutenant colonel again – a rank he had held almost two decades prior.

         There were no guarantees that he would ever see full colonel, and very little prospect of going past that. Indeed, he was still a lieutenant colonel in 1941.

         Nobody – nobody – would look at this record and predict that it constituted the groundwork for a man who became a full general within less than two years of that time, who would go on to be the Supreme Commander of all Allied Forces and become a beloved two-term President of his country.

         The war came. History called. Eisenhower, by dint of a lifetime of unglamorous preparation, was ready.

         The lesson? There are lulls and becalmed times in one’s career. Do not be disheartened. Keep going. 16

         
            * * *

         

         This feels short and a bit trite so here’s another from Eisenhower’s life.

         Vichy France extended antisemitic laws to the French colonies in north Africa. It fell to Eisenhower and his troops as liberators to undo these grievous wrongs. Ike’s detractors in the region put it about that the Eisenhower family (Pennsylvania Dutch) were Jewish. He became fond of telling this story.

         Eisenhower’s brother Milton was a senior civil servant under Roosevelt and Truman. At a dinner party in Washington DC, the dowager hostess said to him, ‘Milton – you’re so successful, you’ve got a brother who runs a bank, and of course a brother leading our troops… what a pity you Eisenhowers are Jewish.’

         As Eisenhower told it, his brother adopted a mournful appearance, sighed unhappily and replied, ‘Ah, madam… what a pity it is that we aren’t…’
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            CHAPTER 8

            A SHARED STAR

         

         Frederik Pohl and C. M. Kornbluth were two of the brightest lights in the twentieth-century science fiction firmament. Don’t like sci-fi? Doesn’t matter. Read on.

         Whilst both were on the far left in their youth, when duty called both Pohl and Kornbluth served their country in the Second World War. Reminiscing together some time after it, they realised something.

         Pohl had received the Bronze Star, but – such is the nature of wartime administration sometimes – it never actually went on his record. Kornbluth had been awarded the Bronze Star (as a machine gunner at the Battle of the Bulge), but – such is the nature of wartime administration sometimes – he never actually received it. So, the friends rectified things between themselves. Pohl simply gave Kornbluth his medal. The tin now matched the paperwork, and a gesture I find very touching was made.

         Working like dogs in the ultra-fast production pulp fiction era, they often collaborated together. But alas, not for very long. Because in 1958, aged thirty-four, having had to shovel snow from his driveway and then run for a train, Kornbluth had a fatal heart attack at a railway station.

         Pohl lived until 2013. In the fifty-five years between their deaths, Pohl finished and published many of Kornbluth’s uncompleted manuscripts, with the output appearing under 18both their names. In a way their work went on. As his memoirs show, Pohl always missed his friend.

         I wonder if Kornbluth’s family realised, as they went over his effects, that the Star they found wasn’t his – but also was.

         
            * * *

         

         Irrelevant postscript. Cyril Kornbluth didn’t have a middle name. Publishers (apart from mine) are often fond of illogical notions or fads, regarded for a time as ironclad rules before they give way to the next fad; one such was the belief that writers should have middle initials. That led to the C. ‘M’. Kornbluth moniker by which he was always known professionally – but why the ‘M’?

         His wife’s name was Mary.

         I like that too.
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            CHAPTER 9

            A PACKET OF PICTURES

         

         Sir Peter Chalmers Mitchell was an eminent zoologist who founded Whipsnade Zoo. Seeking restful tranquillity in later years, he retired to a house in Málaga, just in time for the Spanish Civil War.

         Bluffer’s guide to the Spanish Civil War: government left, rebels right, neither nice but rebels much worse. Their eventual success gave rise to Franco, which is the proof in that pudding.

         But in Málaga as elsewhere, when the rebels first rose up in 1936 the government whacked them back down again. Sir Peter was OK when the reckoning came after the fighting, as he was a well-known lefty, but his neighbour, Bolin by name, was quite the other thing.

         So our retired zoologist found himself taking in a household of relatively rabid righties to ensure their safety. Bolin, his wife, mother-in-law, six children, three maids. All piled into the house flying the Union Jack for protection.

         Bolin entrusted Sir Peter with a packet of sealed documents, which he locked away.

         But the searching lefties were well onto this trick, it seems. When the anarchists – who were, rather unsportingly and unsuitably for anarchists, organised into patrols – arrived at Sir Peter’s house, whilst his own status was safe, they compelled the handing over of the Bolin documents. 20

         The young officer in charge opened the packet in front of Sir Peter. First item: Bolin’s Falangist membership card, which was enough to get him killed. Second item: a set of pornographic picture postcards. History records the lieutenant as being equally delighted with both finds.

         It is perhaps hard for the generation of the internet age to understand this point, awash as our time now is with pornography a click or two away. But at this time, people would send away for such cards, collect them and so on.

         Sir Peter had a brainwave. ‘Look here, my dear fellow,’ he paraphrasingly said. ‘You keep the smutty cards. I’ll keep the death sentence card.’

         ‘Suits me,’ replied our young officer, no doubt thinking they’d get Bolin in the end anyway. The card exchange was done.

         The Bolin tribe remained under Sir Peter’s roof for a few days before Bolin was duly arrested. But without the smoking gun proof of the card, the case against Bolin was weakened. Sir Peter was therefore able to obtain his release. He then smuggled his neighbour and his family over the border to Gibraltar and safety.

         Fast forward to 1937. The boot is on the other ideological foot. The rebels give Málaga a good pasting, with warships in the harbour unopposed by government forces as they bombard the city daily. Málaga surrenders.

         The last journalist in town was Arthur Koestler. Of Hungarian birth, Koestler had hidden his leftist past on his last visit to Spain, only to have it blown by a Swedish Nazi he had the ill fortune to bump into in a hotel in Seville. 21

         He escaped on that occasion by the skin of his teeth into Gibraltar, orders for his arrest missing him by a matter of minutes. He had thoroughly duped a right-wing Spanish officer responsible for shepherding him around Spain at the time about the true nature of his politics – said officer was humiliated by the deception and Koestler’s escape and had sworn to kill him on sight.

         Whilst he didn’t get away this time, when Málaga fell, Koestler, to his great good fortune, was staying as a guest of Sir Peter’s.

         The rebel forces arrived to arrest Sir Peter. In one of those cruel coincidences that can determine the fate of men, the unit was led by the officer who’d sworn death upon Koestler, and for a long, still moment as he was forced to turn his back to the men in the silent house it seemed that the journalist would be summarily gunned down in Sir Peter’s hallway.

         But guess who’s back? Back again? Why, it’s Sir Peter’s Falangist neighbour, Bolin of the naughty postcards. He arrives as this very tableau is in place in the house, and, such are sometimes the quirks of such seismic events, he is the angry officer’s cousin.

         So, whilst he was pumped on the adrenaline of far-right unpleasantness, waving an enormous revolver in the faces of the prisoners with glee, delighted at the reversal of fortunes that put his neighbour at his mercy, Bolin nevertheless returned the favour and ensured that the pair were merely arrested.

         Whilst Koestler and Sir Peter endured great privations in captivity thereafter, each going on to write books about them, the point is that they were alive to endure them. 22

         Of course, if Sir Peter’s inspired deal hadn’t been made, Bolin would likely have been killed a year earlier and wouldn’t have been there to save them.

         Quite a thing, Koestler later mused, to owe your life to a packet of dirty pictures.
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            CHAPTER 10

            A BRAVE MAN…

         

         Wing-Commander Forest Yeo-Thomas won the Military Cross for his work with the French Resistance as a member of Britain’s Special Operations Executive in the Second World War.

         When the German search for him and his colleagues in the Arras area became too ‘hot’, he was ordered by London to pull out. Yeo-Thomas had to make his way to a rendezvous at which he would be picked up and flown home. But everyone was on the lookout for him.

         So his friends got hold of a hearse and put him in it. Not in the coffin – that was full of his kit and the secret material he was returning to Britain, and a fighting man is at something of a disadvantage if he’s in a wooden box in any case. Rather, he lay next to it, covered in flowers, clutching his Sten gun.

         It worked. He and his intelligence got out. And in due course he went back.

         I cannot claim that Yeo-Thomas’s activities are discoveries from unknown history – Ian Fleming was fascinated by him and to a significant degree he served as the inspiration for James Bond. But they are well worth rehearsing.

         In all, he parachuted into occupied Europe three times. He was captured, kept in solitary confinement and tortured for months by the Gestapo, to whom he was known as the White Rabbit.*

         24If you are squeamish, skip the following paragraph.

         He was repeatedly immersed in ice-cold water, to the extent that resuscitation was required each time. He was beaten black and blue. Repeated electric shocks were administered to his privates. It all could have stopped if he betrayed his comrades.

         He gave up nothing.

         Thus it was that in the end Yeo-Thomas was sent to Buchenwald.

         On the way to that hell he was beaten many times; in that hell he suffered much privation whilst many of his compatriots were murdered by the Germans; from that hell, against all odds, he ultimately escaped.

         Upon being recaptured, he passed himself off as a Frenchman and was sent to a different camp, one dedicated to the incarceration of prisoners of war rather than systematic murder. He escaped from that one too, leading a brave group of Frenchmen past German patrols to the American lines.

         After the war, Yeo-Thomas was a key witness at the Nuremberg trials, where he identified many of the leaders amongst the sadistic regime that ruled in that place which must never be forgotten.

         Always a fair-minded sort, he gave evidence in one other trial after the war, too – that of one of his opposite numbers, Waffen-SS Commando Otto Skorzeny. Skorzeny was accused of improperly wearing US uniforms behind Allied lines. Yeo-Thomas gave evidence that he’d done the same in German uniform during his operations behind German lines. Skorzeny was acquitted.
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