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Introduction


To suffer the indignity of being a prisoner of war – for indignity it really is for most – must be soul-destroying. For the German Waffen-SS, so long brought up to believe in the invincibility of the Führer, the Party and the Fatherland, it was often devastating. Consequently, in many POW camps both in Britain and abroad, they continued their fight, often against their own countrymen.


The story you are about to read is a true one. I have done my utmost to ensure accuracy despite the fact that, at the time, events were deeply shrouded in rumour and hearsay owing to strict censorship. These rumours have persisted up to the present day.


As far as I can ascertain, the first public account of the story appeared in Colonel Alexander Scotland’s book, The London Cage, published in 1957. Colonel Scotland was at the centre of the investigation into the so-called ‘Devizes Plot’ and the subsequent hunt for Wolfgang Rosterg’s killers. Unfortunately, his published account does not match the reports he and his staff wrote at the time. I have not been able to discover the reason for this. Other historians and writers, with little else to go on, have embellished the story, some reaching ridiculous levels of German intrigue and plot that have very little recorded evidence to support them.


None the less, the true story is both fascinating and frightening. It is a story that records, for some at least, a fight between Good and the Evil that was embodied in National Socialism. Good won. It won through the professional dedication of individuals who stood for the good of the Allied cause, paving the way for the so-called re-education programmes that ultimately allowed the post-war Germany to become what it is today. God forbid that any generation ever has to experience such trauma again.


Roderick de Normann




CHAPTER ONE


Take an Englishman and a German


Learn all you can about the German Army,


and one day you will be a valuable man


to your country.1


On 3 December 1939, when the British Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain was faced with no option but to declare war on Germany, Alexander Paterson Scotland was approaching his sixtieth birthday. As far back as 1903, Scotland had been closely involved in all things German. In South-West Africa – today Namibia – he was caught up in the Hottentot rebellion while working for the trading company South African Territories Limited, also known as S.A.T. Ltd. Based in the small town of Ramonsdrift, on the border of the Cape Colony and German South-West Africa, Scotland had first arrived in South Africa with the intention of joining his brother and fighting the Boers. By the time he got there, however, the war was over: ‘. . . there was nothing for it but to resume, in a new land, the unexciting pursuits of a civilian clerk . . .’, he was to write later in his autobiography, The London Cage.2


Although the British war with the Boers – the second Boer War – was concluded in 1902, there was still much disquiet in the region. Local tribes had seen how the Cape Dutch had successfully taken on the British and they too rose up against their colonial masters. The Hottentots in particular were to conduct a tough four-year campaign against the Germans – and it was into this colonial war that Scotland found himself drawn.


Towards the end of 1903, S.A.T. Ltd moved its trading post from Ramonsdrift to Warmbad. The German forces soon became the principal customers and in particular were buying biscuits, soft drinks and canned foods. Although business was good, Scotland soon found that his inability to speak either German or Cape Dutch put him at a disadvantage. He was strongly advised to learn German by the local commandant, one Hans von Quitzow. Scotland did so and was soon called for again:


One day, von Quitzow came to me with a proposition. The bulky cases of provisions we supplied to his troops . . . had to be distributed to the soldiers by a specially appointed officer at a time when German manpower was sorely strained. Von Quitzow’s proposal was that I should become that officer, signing up with the garrison force as a German soldier.3


Indeed, so keen was the German commandant to have Scotland on his payroll that he had already drawn up the necessary documentation. All it required was Scotland’s signature. He signed.


Scotland served with the German Army for nearly four years, even being issued with a uniform and rifle. A Kriegsfreiwilliger, or ‘war-volunteer’, he was responsible for getting the supplies up to the German soldiers fighting in the bush and was so proficient that at the end of the campaign he was awarded the Order of the Red Eagle for his services. At the same time, Scotland’s work did not go unnoticed by the British authorities back in Cape Town. Summoned to a meeting at Government House with Dr L.S. Jameson, the Prime Minister of the Cape Colony, Scotland was thoroughly questioned as to his activities. Scotland was to write much later:


He listened closely to my detailed replies, and then said: ‘I’ve decided to make you the General Manager, unpaid, of the Cape Government trading post at Ramonsdrift. You will be the authority for deciding on permits for the goods allowed to cross the Orange River. As an officer of my department, you will be responsible only to me.’4


Thus, for the first time, Alexander Scotland found himself working for the British Intelligence Community in South Africa, reporting direct to Cape Town and to agents working for General Smuts, who by 1910 was the Minister of Defence in General Botha’s first Union Cabinet. Now able to speak fluent, military German, he could travel freely. This enabled him not only to send back to Cape Town details of the German dispositions throughout their colony, but also to start to understand the German military mentality. This was especially useful as Britain and Germany started to slide towards war in 1914.


War, when it came, brought a sharp shock to Scotland. Because he was English, all the German trust that he had built up, collapsed. Just days after the declaration of war he was arrested by the German colonial police in Warmbad. After they had searched his house in Keetmanshoop, he was imprisoned in Windhoek, where he remained until July 1915. Repeatedly interrogated, Scotland was to say of this interlude:


During the long, arduous questioning I was given by the staff officer attached to the German colonial troops, I learned perhaps the most valuable lesson of all my career in South Africa. From that officer, a Lieutenant Hepka, I acquired some of the techniques of interrogating an enemy subject.5


Eventually released, Scotland made his way back to England, determined to continue his intelligence work where it would be most useful. On arrival in London, he approached the War Office but was flatly turned down. He next tried the Admiralty, but again to no avail. Finally, he found himself before a selection board of the Inns of Court Regiment at Lincoln’s Inn Fields. Sitting before two generals, Scotland was brusquely informed that the regiment was full. If he was to be allowed to join, he would have to have a recommendation from a very senior man. To that end, could he name one? Without much hesitation, Scotland asked if General Smuts in South Africa would be senior enough. Several days later, General Smuts did indeed furnish a recommendation and Scotland was enlisted as a private.


General Smuts’ recommendation again brought Scotland’s name to the attention of the War Office. Within weeks of starting his basic training, he was called forward to attend a course in Intelligence at Horse Guards in London. He sailed through the language proficiency tests and then faced yet another board of senior officers. When asked what he knew about the German Army, Scotland was able to tell them that he had actually served in it! Within weeks, he found himself called forward for ‘Special Duties in France’ with the rank of Second Lieutenant.


Scotland was ordered to report to General Headquarters in France where his first task was to question some three thousand prisoners being held outside Le Havre. Army Intelligence was worried that the Germans had developed a system of rehabilitation that allowed them to return their wounded to the front line more quickly than the British or French. If this were so, did it indicate a shortage of manpower?


Scotland stated later that ‘. . . it was a strange moment, facing the three thousand Germans . . . I realised also that I was falling quite naturally into the manner of a German officer . . .’.6 Scotland first ordered the prisoners to divide themselves up by unit. Next, he ordered the senior NCOs to take down all the details from those men who had been wounded and had passed through hospital prior to their capture. Within two hours Scotland had the information he required to answer GHQ’s question. By midnight the same day, he had dispatched his first report to GHQ by messenger.


Three weeks went by and he heard nothing. Then, out of the blue, he was summoned to the Senior Mess for lunch.


Wondering whether I was due for a severe dressing-down, I went along to the Senior Mess to find myself seated at lunch in the company of the Brigadier, some twelve to fifteen generals and major-generals, and not a man below the rank of Colonel. I was still a Second Lieutenant . . .7


After lunch a somewhat tense Scotland was questioned as to how he had found out what he did and in such a short time? The senior officers just could not believe that the information was correct. Scotland explained what he had done and why. But the generals wondered, since the information had been collected by German NCOs, whether it could be reliable. Scotland assured them that he had checked the results himself before putting pen to paper and found it to be correct. He himself had done very little, apart from collating the raw information. GHQ was genuinely impressed with his efforts and Scotland found himself readily accepted into GHQ. He was even given the rather grandiose title ‘Expert for Manpower Information on the German Army’.


Scotland was to remain in GHQ for the remainder of the war, both interrogating prisoners and instigating attempts to cross the German lines to seek out information. But it was in the field of interrogation that Scotland really made his name. He wrote:


From my Headquarters in the École Militaire at Montreuil-sur-Mer I would . . . be producing on paper, with graphs, sketches and detailed lists, the picture that revealed how the German units were made up – what were the different military categories, what were their jobs in the line, what was disclosed by the captured letters telling of home conditions, and so on. As head of our manpower control unit I was completely mobile, moving freely along the front whenever conditions suggested that promising information might be forthcoming.8


Scotland was very much master of his own domain, evolving interrogation techniques that were to become the standard some twenty-five years later, during the Second World War. One case involved the interrogation of a German Oberleutnant who had arrived at a prisoner of war (POW) camp with a letter from the Australian unit that had captured him. This letter stated that Oberleutnant Kastel had shown supreme courage commanding a machine-gun section that had held the Australians up for nearly four days. In recognition of this brave feat of arms, his captors wanted him to be treated well.


Intrigued, Scotland decided to talk to the man himself. He was faced with a problem, however. He could not simply enter the prisoners’ compound and call him across as his fellow prisoners might have suspected him of collaboration. This in turn would hardly have put the prisoner at ease. Instead, Scotland announced, in his by now perfect German, that he wanted to discuss the gallantry shown by the prisoner and recorded by his Australian captors. By pure luck, Scotland discovered that the Oberleutnant had been born and brought up in German South-West Africa, in the small town of Gibeon. Knowing it well, Scotland was soon deep in conversation with the prisoner. Totally at his ease, Kastel was unaware that Scotland had several members of his staff hidden around the room with notebooks and pens, there being no reliable microphones in those days.


* * *


On 8 August 1914, while Alexander Scotland had been languishing in his Windhoek prison cell, a young German Jew by the name of Herbert Sulzbach joined the queues outside his local recruiting office in Frankfurt-am-Main in western Germany. Born in 1894 into a rich German banking family, Sulzbach later described his father as ‘a modest millionaire’.9 Sulzbach found himself in the 63rd Frankfurt Field Artillery Regiment and by September 1914 was manning a gun in France. He remained with his regiment until the Armistice in November 1918.


Sulzbach survived all those bloody Western Front battles. In 1914 his guns supported the initial German successes at Lille, before moving on towards Armentières and digging in for what was to become trench warfare. Some sixty years later he wrote:


I – and I believe all of us who are still alive – can remember every day of those months on the Western Front as if it happened yesterday. Strange again, that we do not ‘look back in anger’ but in a kind of nostalgia when we speak of Armentières, Ypres, Champagne, Picardie, Somme, Chemindes-Dames, St Quentin and all these places we knew so well where, when having a rest in little villages behind the front line, we made real friends with the French population. They were nice to us, not only because we gave them food, but because they saw in us the soldiers who did their duty. I always claim that this ‘our’ war was the last knightly war ever fought, knightly because we respected the enemy and he respected us.10


Commissioned in late 1917, Sulzbach and his regiment were part of the divisional artillery train to the 19th Jaeger Infantry Division when the German ‘March Offensive’ was unleashed against the British, Colonial and French troops in 1918. Initially successful, the offensive eventually ground to a halt, just as Hitler’s Ardennes Offensive would do some twenty-six years later. By July, the Germans, now also facing American troops, were on the defensive, despite the large numbers of reinforcements made available through the collapse of the Russian front after the Bolshevik Revolution. Of the final Armistice, Sulzbach was to say:


It was in France on the retreat from the last terrific battle near Etreux when I, as a young Lieutenant and Adjutant of a German light artillery battalion, had to read this depressing order to my men. The war was over.


But we, the German front-line soldiers of 1914 . . . could hardly believe in defeat, although the disaster for us started on July 16 1918, when out of the Bois de Villers-Cotterets, the Allied forces, the Americans for the first time in masses, attacked our lines after the failure of our last and third offensive near Reims.


For the first time we saw the baby tanks smashing through our infantry lines, and our retreat during the night over the River Vesle was difficult indeed, but I managed to get my three batteries into our next position without any losses.11


What Sulzbach did not mention was that he was awarded the Iron Cross First Class for his efforts that day. Indeed, his gun batteries had been firing over open sights at the light tanks and had only just managed to withdraw. Sulzbach himself had been in the thick of it.


For the majority of Germans, including Sulzbach, the Armistice was a grave disappointment. In a taped interview at the Imperial War Museum in London he stated:


I was depressed, as most Germans, about these humiliating conditions of unconditional surrender . . . Germany didn’t deserve Versailles . . . [and] these were partly the basis on which Hitler started . . .12


Sulzbach was luckier than most when he went home. Despite Germany’s defeat, his father’s bank was still viable and making money. In order to settle his son, Sulzbach’s father bought a paper mill near Berlin and put him in charge of it. Herbert Sulzbach dutifully took up the challenge, and moved out from the family home in Frankfurt in 1920. How successful a manager he was is not recorded, but he and his firm survived the Depression and the rampant inflation of the Weimar Republic. Then, in 1933, Adolf Hitler and the National Socialist Party came to power.


For Sulzbach, the trouble started almost straight away. In 1932 he had written a letter to his local newspaper complaining about, and in the final paragraph denouncing, Hitler and all he and his party stood for. After the successful elections, Sulzbach was informed that his letter had not gone unnoticed. Slowly the pressures began to build, first against his business and then against himself and Mrs Sulzbach, the niece of the famous conductor Otto Klemperer. The writing was very much on the wall for the Sulzbachs and when his Berlin paper company was compulsorily bought by the government for a pittance in 1936, they made the decision to leave. In 1937 Herbert Sulzbach legally emigrated to Britain, finding a very comfortable flat in London at Belgrave Park Gardens. Indeed the flat was big enough for two of the bedrooms to be rented out to lodgers. In 1938 Sulzbach returned to Germany to collect his wife and her sister, along with their remaining furniture. This is not so surprising, for the relatively well-off Sulzbach had paid all the expenses during his own emigration process. When he left, however, his remaining assets were frozen.13 This led to some difficulties the following year, as Matthew Sullivan described in his book Thresholds of Peace:


The removal men showed him where in his furniture he could safely hide some currency, but he did not dare to risk it. His faith in a humane Germany was . . . confirmed when they said farewell to the braver members of their friendship circle. A local policeman, for all the swastika in his badge of office, forged his wife’s passport and then risked his job by coming to the little party they gave in a pub. This man, Wachmeister Oetzel, whose name Herbert Sulzbach was to celebrate again and again in later life, became for him the symbol of the permanent and true Germany.14


During the year between their arrival in Britain and the start of the Second World War on 1 September 1939, Herbert Sulzbach and his wife led a quiet life. One initial attraction was that his Berlin company had a subsidiary in Slough; Sulzbach tried to keep it going but to no avail and it was finally wound up in 1940.


Prior to coming to London, he had written an account of his First World War experiences and he now set about trying to have them published in England. In his search for a publisher, he came across the writing of one Captain Basil Liddell Hart. This well known historian and military thinker was by now best known for his writings about the usage of tanks and tank warfare. Sulzbach first wrote to Liddell Hart after reading one of his books on the Western Front. In a later letter to Liddell Hart in 1942, Sulzbach wrote:


I know nearly all the places and battlefields you describe in the book you sent me, as I fought in France for 4 years and 2 months, and all these places are mentioned in my own book. The year 1918 makes half of my book. As I fought from 21-3-18, taking off in St Quentin against the 5th English Army, I sent my book to Sir Philip Gibbs and his criticism was most flattering.


When I offered my book in this country, having come here as a refugee in May 1937, it was too late for a book of the last war. Do you really think that an opportunity might still come? It would be very helpful for me, but its contents are so contrary to my hatred of to-day!15


With war fast approaching during the summer of 1939, Herbert Sulzbach volunteered to join the British Army but was turned down flat – he was, after all, a German. Again in 1940 he tried to join up, but this time through the various Governments in Exile that were to be found in London after their countries had been invaded. Another extract from the same letter to Liddell Hart illustrates the frustration Sulzbach must have felt at the time:


I offered my services on August 27th 1939 to the Government and volunteered for the R.A. (having had command of a battery in 1916). Then I volunteered in 1940, offering my services to France, Belgium, Holland and Norway when they were invaded – but no country said ‘Yes’.16


Towards the end of the so-called ‘Phoney War’, Sulzbach was still trying to launch his literary career with his memoirs, as well as writing to various daily newspapers with his views of the situation as it unfolded. On 21 May 1940, for instance, he wrote to the editor of the Daily Telegraph with his views on Marshal Petain, the French hero of Verdun in 1918 and the French traitor in 1940. But writing letters and expressing his views was to work against Sulzbach after the fall of France in June 1940.


With Paris captured and the division of France in full swing, the greatest fear in London was that of invasion. Rumours and stories of German blitzkrieg tactics abounded. The use of German paratroop soldiers against the Netherlands and the fall of the ‘unconquerable’ Fort Eban-Emael on the Maginot Line all added fuel to the fire. Perhaps most disturbing of all were the accounts of German troops dressed as refugees, or even nuns, in order to infiltrate behind the Allied lines. Britain readied herself for possible invasion.


One measure that could be taken, however, was to round up all potential spies and aliens. Internment tribunals were hastily set up. The Sulzbachs and the majority of the other refugees who had fled Germany in the late 1930s were ordered to report to their local police stations for questioning under Internment Rule 18B. Herbert Sulzbach and his wife went before a magistrate at Bow Street, but they failed to convince the authorities of their refugee status primarily, according to Sulzbach, because the police found a copy of a letter he had written in 1923 to his aunt, complaining of the French annexation of the Rhurgebeit under the Versailles Treaty agreements. In the letter was the phrase ‘. . . the Allies will regret it . . .’. This was enough.


On 31 May 1940 Herbert Sulzbach – having spent three nights in a cell at Bow Street – and his wife, were given just half an hour to pack some bags before heading into internment. Herbert was sent into internment at Onchan on the Isle of Man but Mrs Sulzbach was not so fortunate: she had to endure four weeks in Holloway prison before she too, went into internment on the Isle of Man, but in a different camp from her husband, at Port Erin. For several months they did not even know of each other’s whereabouts. At the same time, to add the final insult to the injury, their flat in London was bombed and burnt out. They lost everything save the few things they took into internment.17


Although internment must have been a bitter pill for Herbert Sulzbach to swallow, his stoical nature came to the fore. Sailing from Liverpool after spending a night in a local Army barracks, Sulzbach found himself confined in a requisitioned boarding house with twenty other internees. ‘I suppose most of them were Jewish’, he was to later recount. Of the twenty, there appeared to be only one real Nazi, an Austrian room-waiter who had been working at the Savoy Hotel in London: ‘he was a 100% Nazi’, Sulzbach recalled. Others had seen it all before: ‘I was also with a chap who was interned in the same place in the First War . . . a Mr Hertzog’.


The daily routine was not so bad, save for the food ‘which was horrible, just a herring a day’. Guarded by soldiers from the Pioneer Corps, the internees soon began to organise their camp routines. Among them were many scholars, doctors and journalists. ‘One of the journalists was a man called Hess who worked for Ullstein . . . he became a soldier under the name of Hudson.’ Soon, throughout the camp, thriving committees and classes were to be found, as some of the more eminent internees turned to teaching others who wanted to learn, if only to pass the time. Sulzbach found himself on the ‘University Committee’ while others joined the Concert Committee under the world-renowned pianist Dr Freidman.


In all the Internment Camps in the British Isles, there was a screening campaign to root out all the undesirable ‘aliens’ being held. The campaign entailed a series of interviews designed to gauge whether or not the internee held true Nazi sympathies. Those who ‘failed’ faced the prospect of being shipped to Australia or Canada. In due course, Herbert Sulzbach was called forward:


One day I was interviewed by Lieutenant Napier, who was the camp Intelligence Officer. He asked me lots of things. Also about . . . Hitler and he realised I was not a Nazi. Thanks to this interview I was not sent to Canada or Australia . . .18


As with many of those interned, Sulzbach longed to become fully involved in fighting the very party that had made him a refugee from his own country. Those who passed the screening test were eligible to join up into the Pioneer Corps. Over ten thousand men did just that, many later transferring into other arms and services. Using aliases to disguise their identities should they fall into German hands, many of these internees went on to show true gallantry in action or behind enemy lines. In the autumn of 1940 Herbert Sulzbach put his name forward, if only to escape the onset of boredom at Onchan. Presenting himself to the Recruiting Officer who now appeared in the camp regularly, Sulzbach was accepted into the Pioneer Corps. On 10 October 1940 he walked through the Onchan camp gates for the last time with a military railway warrant to Bradford in his pocket. Sulzbach’s hopes were very high, primarily because he could now be united with his wife again, after the five-month separation. But it was not to be:


We had been promised that as soon as one of us joined up, they promised that the other would be released at once. It took three months . . .19


Once in Bradford, Private Sulzbach underwent basic rudimentary training and then, because there was still a very real threat of invasion, he was set to work digging trenches and building tanktraps all along the south coast with 229 Pioneer Company, whose headquarters was in Didcot. This company held many such former refugees as himself who were often caught up in the bombing of such towns as Plymouth and Portsmouth. He also found himself working in Devizes, a market town just north-east of Salisbury Plain and its Army training grounds. Here, for the first time since leaving Germany, he saw German soldiers – prisoners – working in the fields. ‘I did not see them as people at all, I only saw the swastika on their uniforms’, he said.20 Little did Sulzbach know how significant Devizes was to be for him towards the end of the war.


* * *


During the inter-war years, Alexander Scotland had not been idle. Returning to South-West Africa after the Armistice in November 1918, he took up once again his managerial post with South Africa Territories Ltd. He remained in southern Africa until 1927 when he and his wife Roma were posted to South America. For six years, he toured the vast continent, visiting many of the emerging countries such as Argentina, Brazil and Uruguay. Still very much involved with monitoring the local German populations, once his enemies, he later wrote about this period:


Everywhere I made discreet enquiries about the considerable German communities in South America, and about their widespread activities. The place was the proverbial hotbed of intrigue and espionage, complete with exotic women, ruthless undercover men, fabulous parties of diplomats and businessmen and secret agents working in the embassies, consulates and head offices of cities large and small.


These were truly the cloak, and sometimes dagger, days of the pre-war years. As far as the German communities were concerned, I soon learned that it was almost a matter of routine for a German national to be in touch with some Government or consular official who would be able to ‘use’ his services . . . for whatever German-inspired purposes might be decreed.21


In 1933, after he and his wife had returned to Britain, Scotland made a long tour throughout Germany. While in Stuttgart, they called on a German acquaintance by the name of Hauptman Schmidt. Scotland had got to know Schmidt in South America when the latter used to visit in his capacity as the representative from the ‘Colonial Institute’. Scotland soon realised that this was not all Schmidt was involved with:


What intrigued me more than anything else, however, was the discovery that the [Hauptman’s] busy little ‘Colonial Institute’ was in fact an important centre of control for the activities of Germans living overseas. Later, it became the active information centre for directing the work of agents and fifth columnists in many parts of the world, notably in Africa and South America.


By 1937 Scotland was convinced that Hitler and the Nazis would once more bring war to Europe. He wrote after that war:


From a large variety of German friends, Jewish and otherwise, I was learning by 1935 how the shape of the Gestapo and the SS was being evolved. And so, by 1937, again visiting Germany, I watched the spectacle of a country gone mad.22


The trip in 1937 was to reveal to Scotland more than just ‘a country gone mad’ for, quite unexpectedly, he was summoned to meet the Führer himself.


While in Munich, Scotland visited an old friend from his South-West Africa days. Declining to name him in his autobiography except as ‘Herr K., who is dead now’, Scotland described how he was pumped for information regarding his dealings with the German colonial administrators during the Hottentot uprising. The next day, Scotland was again called in his hotel by ‘Herr K.’ who wanted to know more. So persistent was the gentleman that he sent a car to collect Scotland. On arrival, Scotland was ushered into a drawing-room to meet some of ‘Herr K.’s colleagues. Scotland described what happened next:


As coffee was brought in and about to be poured, the door opened. In walked Hitler with two bespectacled associates whose names were not mentioned when I was introduced.


The Führer was strangely direct and purposeful in his attitude. Unsmiling, he looked at and through me, almost searching, it seemed, for some specific item of information about my character. . . .


His opening words were certainly unexpected: ‘Sit here, please,’ he ordered, indicating one of the chairs. I felt some amusement at this immediate command over the furniture in another man’s house.23


Hitler questioned Scotland, so it seems, for some considerable time. He wanted clarification on his work in Africa and America, to know whether he was still a serving army officer, even how old he was. Just as quickly as the meeting had started, so it finished. Hitler just rose and left. At the door, however, he stopped and turned. ‘You are an ingenious man, Schottland. Now I can understand the reports we have on our files about you,’ he said.24


By the beginning of 1940, Scotland was accepting ‘more or less gracefully the idea that I was militarily unemployable’. Then, one early March morning, Scotland received a message that was to change his life for the next ten years or so:


One day a telephone call from the War Office demanded my prompt attendance for an interview. There I learned that General Mason-Macfarlane, chief of our Intelligence in the field, had flashed a message from France asking that I be called in without delay to give advice on the subject of interrogation.


So, on a windy March morning, I flew to France. Carrying major’s crowns on my 25-year-old tunic . . . I landed at Arras, reported to GHQ, and straight away got to work.25


The newly promoted Major Scotland was tasked with establishing the prisoner of war control and interrogation structures that would be required if Germany attempted to invade the Low Countries and France. Based at Dieppe with a staff of one, he also had to perform the duties of the local security officer. After the German attack in May of that year, Scotland soon found himself concentrating on the security aspects of the mass of refugees fleeing before the German tanks instead of interrogating captured German soldiers. By the time he was evacuated, Major Scotland had just eighteen prisoners in his care.




CHAPTER TWO


The Shock of Capture


When by the labour of my ’ands


I’ve helped to pack a transport tight


With prisoners for foreign lands


I ain’t transported with delight.
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