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Preface


Ireland fascinates me. Its history intrigues, its music inspires and its beauty reminds me so much of my home country of Scotland – perhaps that’s why I love it so. I suppose that as a consequence of being a northern European, if someone put a gun to my head and told me I could no longer live in Glasgow, the city of my birth, I’d choose Dublin immediately rather than the sunnier climes of San Francisco or Sydney. I love the fact that, like Glasgow, it experiences four discernible seasons of the year, the rain’s warm enough to endure, its pubs are great and its people and their banter are mighty.


I chose to write about this episode in Ireland’s history as I believed it not only to have interesting narrative potential but because it seemed to me not an aspect of Irish life which is particularly well known. Éamon de Valera was a politician who divided opinion but most Irish people were behind his policy of neutrality during World War Two and one almost inevitable consequence of that policy was experienced after the war when a number of high-ranking German officers chose to make their home in an Ireland which promised no retribution to belligerents so long as they did not act against the interests of the Irish state.


Certain of those German officers had conducted themselves very badly during the war, escaped the Nuremberg Trials and, in some instances, were fêted in Irish society. This work of historical fiction surrounds these circumstances. I also wanted to explore the matter of ‘patriotism’ as the title of the book implies. When political and military leaders wrap themselves in the flag of patriotism, they can instruct and connive at behaviours and actions which in normal circumstances would not be acceptable to a responsible public. Churchill thought himself a patriot – but so too did Éamon de Valera, Hitler, Stalin, Truman, Begin and Roosevelt – bringing each, to a greater or lesser extent into conflict one with another.


Plus ça change plus c’est la même chose…




Short Glossary








	

An Garda Síochána  




	

Guardians of the Peace of Ireland. The police force of Ireland.









	

Black Stuff




	

The ‘Black Stuff’ refers to the famous Irish dry stout, Guinness which is a descendant of an 18th century English porter style ale.









	

Brimmer




	

Popular wide brimmed hat worn by males.









	

Coaster




	

Shallow hulled coastal trading vessel.









	

Craic




	

Irish for banter. Chat. Light-hearted discussion. (pron. crack)









	

Desperate




	

A strengthening adjective. Difficult, terrible.









	

Dev




	

Éamon de Valera, Prime Minister of Ireland during World War









	

	

Two. His political career spanned over half a century, from 1917 to 1973.









	

Easter Rising




	

Easter 1916. An insurrection staged in Ireland during Easter Week.









	

	

Mounted by Irish Republicans, it aimed to end British rule in Ireland and establish an Irish Republic.









	

Eegit




	

Idiot









	

Emergency




	

The Emergency is a shorthand expression for the period covered by ‘The Emergency Powers Act 1939’ introduced by the Irish









	

	

Government to take wide-ranging powers in order more effectively to control and protect its citizens during World War Two.









	

Feckin’




	

A strengthening adjective. A more benign form of ‘fuckin’.’









	

Floater




	

Sea-plane.









	

Gaelic




	

Irish for the native language of Ireland.









	

G-2




	

Ireland’s Intelligence Services.









	

Garda




	

A police officer. Gardai, plural noun.









	

General Army Council




	

The chiefs of staff of the Irish Republican Army [IRA].









	

Guinness




	

A popular Irish stout. Alcoholic beer, ‘the black stuff’.









	

Jacks




	

Lavatory









	

John Bull




	

International terminology for ‘England’/‘English’









	

Porter




	

Irish stout; Guinness.









	

Punt




	

Pound. Irish currency before the Euro.









	

Shaggin’




	

A strengthening adjective. Alternative to feckin’/fucking.









	

Taoiseach




	

Irish for Prime Minister. Political Leader of Ireland.









	

Turf




	

Peat. A main source of fuel in Ireland cut, lifted and dried from the peat bogs.









	

Volunteer




	

A member of the Irish Republican Army (usually rank and file).









	

Whiskey




	

Irish spelling of whisky









	

Whisky




	

Scottish spelling of Scotch whisky.









	

Yous, ye




	

Frequently used inaccurately as plural word for ‘you’.

















The Patriot Game


Come all you young rebels and list while I sing


For love of one’s country is a terrible thing


It banishes fear with the speed of a flame


And makes us all part of the patriot game


Dominic Behan 1958
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CHAPTER ONE



Dublin, Ireland 1944


Dublin slept.


A pencil-thin line of ochre light below a heavy wooden door suggested occupancy in a room situated to the rear of an otherwise darkened and deserted public house. Outside, the city’s bars had long surrendered their stumbling clientele to the night. Within, two gunmen watched the street outside from the gloom, an occasional red glow from their cigarettes being the only way of identifying their presence. In an alley to the rear of the pub, a third gunman guarded the back entrance.


In the dimly lit bar parlour, Joseph Kelly sat alone in its silence and felt inside his jacket pocket for his tobacco pouch. Removing it, he began to thumb some of its contents into the chamber of his stubby briar pipe before igniting it with a match whose slight flame he manoeuvred for some moments before satisfying himself that his strands of Sweet Virginia were quite alight.


Further minutes were spent puffing in quiet contemplation before a tapping on the door alerted him to the arrival of his old friend, Con Lehane. Ushered in by one of the men posted outside, Lehane sat down in a whirl of greetings and much wiping of his brow.


Removing his black, broad-brimmed Fedora hat, he placed it atop his briefcase.


“You and I are getting too old for this business, Joe. Would you look at the nick of me? I’m overweight, half blind and in a state of constant fret. I should be retired and home asleep. Instead, I’m flitting between Mountjoy Prison and dark and dangerous places you laughingly call ‘safe’ to advise on….”


“Con…the quicker you let me know how things stand, the quicker you’ll be home safe with herself, so.”


Shoving an irritable finger within his shirt collar and tugging at it to relieve his discomfort, Lehane sighed and nodded his acknowledgement of Kelly’s sapience.


“Well, Charlie refuses to appeal the guilty verdict of the Military Tribunal. He won’t recognise the court. Just won’t! He wouldn’t plead…wouldn’t call witnesses… The Free State hasn’t been able to show any evidence that he was involved in the shooting of O’Brien. The Thompson submachine gun they found underneath his bed wasn’t connected to the shooting…They couldn’t produce anyone who saw him at the scene. All they have is a single blurred fingerprint of Charlie’s on a bike that was found near where O’Brien was.”


Kelly narrowed his lips and exhaled slowly, his pipe smoke causing Lehane to cough and rise in order to pour himself a glass of water.


“You’ve been workin’ hard, Con. Are you bearin’ up?”


“Strop the razor, Joe. I’m about ready to top myself. I’ve just spent three hours with Charlie there up at Mountjoy jail and he’s having none of it! The Court President has denied us leave to appeal and just finished business today by saying, ‘Charles Kerins, when you appear back before me on Monday, you’re going to have to give this court reasons why you shouldn’t hang’! Like I said, Joseph… doesn’t look great.”


Kelly held his thoughts to himself as he gnawed on his pipe, his silence prompting Lehane to continue.


“Look, Joe. They know he’s the Chief of Staff of the Irish Republican Army. Too bad they can’t prove it… They fail every test of fairness in this trial but de Valera’s pulling out all the stops to make an example of our boy. Dev’s got most of our Volunteers interned in the Curragh or in Mountjoy Gaol along with Charlie. We’ve precious few left now and they’re hunting down those who remain active. The execution of Charlie Kerins would be an important signal by Dev’s government that they have us by the bollocks. ”


Kelly inverted his pipe and tapped it against the edge of an ashtray, emptying its contents, inspecting the bowl to ensure it was voided.


“Like you say, Con…not great… and you and me both know that Charlie’s as stubborn as they come. Stubborn as a feckin’ mule and he’ll not bow the knee to the court supposin’ they gave him two years to mull over his decision instead of two days!”


Lehane met Kelly’s gaze.


“Joe, the Irish Free State will hang Charlie Kerins just as soon as they can find a rope.”


[image: images]


The stern, grey walls of Mountjoy Gaol were rendered yet more sombre and imposing by the gloom of pre-dawn Dublin. The quiet that had settled over the city was fractured within the prison as small yelps and cries emanated intermittently from within some of its cells whose occupants wrestled in torment with their demons. In the landing of ‘B’ Wing, the urgent staccato clip of Governor Scallion’s segged shoes rose audibly as they approached the door of cell 58. A prison guard and a priest followed, their leather soled shoes making no noise.


“Open it,” said the Governor somewhat unnecessarily.


A clutch of keys on a ring jingled brightly and the door opened.


“Thank you. Now leave us.”


“Should I maybe wait outside just in case, sir?”


“No thank you. Now leave us and close the door. Don’t lock it,” instructed Scallion as he and the priest entered the cell.


Sitting on the floor, his back to the wall, facing his visitors was Charlie Kerins, Chief of Staff of the Irish Republican Army. Above him a high window allowed in a pale beam of moonlight immediately obscured by the Governor’s hand held lamp. He showed no surprise at being visited at that hour in the morning and bid them welcome.


“Father…Governor. What’s the form? I’m honoured. You should both be in your scratchers at this hour.”


“That we should, Charlie…that we should. I asked to be notified when your lawyer left and waited until Father O’Driscoll here could join me. If your brief had left at a more Godly hour I’d be in my kip by now.”


He perched on the edge of Kerins’ bed.


“You’ve had a long day.”


“I have that, Governor. It’s been a bit of a week all right.”


“Charlie, it doesn’t have to end this way. Now I know this is none of my business but I’m a Killarney man and you’re a Caherina man from Tralee. We’re near enough neighbours. In another time you and me could be suppin’ pints in a bar parlour instead of meetin’ like this.”


“Fair play and the blessings of Jesus upon you, Governor. Just you say the word and I’ll go for a glass with you right now!”


The governor smiled. “Sure wouldn’t that be great if we could get away with it.”


Kerins shrugged his shoulders. “Then maybe in a couple of weeks?”


Scallion ignored the banter, his serious face returning.


“Charlie, they’ve already sent for Alfred Pierrepoint, the English executioner. There can be no doubt what they have in mind for you. I’ve not attended the trial but…”


“It’s no trial, Governor. They’re just going through the motions. This is just a Free State Military Tribunal set up to get rid of a Republican who threatens British rule in the north of our country and de Valera’s collaborators in the south. Well, I won’t play their game. I won’t recognise the court and all I can say is that if the Free State authorities are satisfied that I got a fair trial here, I hope their consciences are clear on that point. If this is an example of de Valera’s justice, freedom and democracy, then I would like to know what dictatorship and militarism are. That is about all I have to say.”


“Charlie, if those are your words at the court on Monday, you’ll swing sure as eggs is eggs.”


“All I ask is that the ideals and principals for which I am about to die for will be kept alive until the Irish Republic is finally enthroned.”


“Noble words, Charlie. But you have so much to live for. You’re an athlete, a leader! People regard you as a good man. A man who inspires others. Why throw everything away for a cause no matter how noble?”


“Like I say, Governor…until the Irish Republic is finally enthroned!”


Governor Scallion eyed the floor of the cell before meeting Kerins’ gaze.


“You’re an obstinate, headstrong man Charlie Kerins…but God alone knows you’re a brave one too. I hope you use the time between now and Monday morning to think again. There’s been enough killin’ in this benighted island of ours”


He placed his hands upon his knees and made to rise from the small cot. He threw two small packets towards him.


“Here’s some cigarettes and matches. I was told you had none. I also brought Father O’Driscoll here to have some private time with you, Charlie. Normally I’d wait until morning but time is short.”


Kerins smiled.


“Ah, tomorrow will be soon enough, father. Let’s all get some sleep. Sure, I’ll more than probably be here when you return.”


The three men stood and shook hands. Scallion pushed at the heavy door and he and the priest exited. Outside some paces away, the prison guard stood nonchalantly, leaning against the balcony, moving to attention as the men emerged.


“I just come back to see to Prisoner Killeen in cell 57, Sir. He’s been threatenin’ to kill hisself so we look in on him every so often.”


“Carry on, guard.”


Kerins sat back on the cell floor listening to the ebbing sound of the governor’s clipped walk along the iron walkway until silence ensued. As it did so, his cell door was locked and the small hatch opened to reveal the scowling features of the guard.


“I was outside listenin’ to the governor talkin’ his bollocks, Kerins. I thought I’d just let you know that there are more than a few of us in here who hope you rot in hell. One of our guards is related on to Detective Dinny O’Brien; him you shot in cold blood and he’s feckin’ fit to be tied as you’d imagine. You’re a feckin’ human disgrace as a man and I wanted you to know official, like…that Pierrepoint is on his way and that some of us have put our hands in our pocket to ask him a favour for a small consideration.”


A row of blackened teeth evidenced themselves as a sneer spread across a face as scarred as many of his charges.


“Have you witnessed a hangin’ before now Charlie, have you? Because I have and it’s a skilled art they tell me. If the rope is too short for your weight, it doesn’t snap your neck and you dangle in agony as the breath leaves your body. It’s a terrible death…takes maybe twenty minutes. That said, if the rope is too long for the weight it carries, you drop so far it just rips the feckin’ head off a man. Straight off. I’ve seen a few of them in my time. Blood everywhere! Me and the boys are tryin’ to decide what we’ll ask Pierrepoint to do. We’d enjoy both. Now you sleep tight tonight…and don’t you go paying no attention to the wise advice of our governor. You just tell the judge what you were goin’ to…and let the hangman at you.”


Kerins smiled. “You’re a man of obvious compassion and intelligence, guard. Now you go on your way and let me sleep the sleep of the just. An Phoblacht abu!”


The clang of the slammed metal shutter echoed throughout ‘B’ Wing for what seemed an eternity.
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The rapping on Sinéad O’Grady’s front door was insistent. Joseph Kelly eyed his surroundings nervously as he awaited entry. After a few moments the door opened and he was admitted.


“Thanks, Sinéad. At this time of the mornin’, the Gardai would just presume I was up to no good.”


“Uncle Joseph! What brings you here at this hour? Is somethin’ wrong?”


She tied a washed-out dressing gown around her waist as she spoke, tugging her unruly curls from her eyes.


“I’ve just come from meetin’ Con Lehane. It’s not good. They’ve found Charlie guilty and it looks like they’re goin’ to hang him soon enough.”


“Sweet Mother of Jesus comfort me this night!” Sinead took her uncle by the arm and guided him into her front parlour. “Can’t Charlie appeal?”


“He won’t recognise the court so they can do as they please.”


Sinéad sat him on a chair as she stabbed some life back into the embers of a turf fire in the hearth. Kelly felt in his pocket for a comforting pipe, talking as he did so.


“The government have put a block on all news and comment about the trial. I was hearin’ earlier today that Kerry County Council called for a public meeting at the Mansion House here in Dublin but the gardai arrested twenty-six people just for putting up the advertisements of the meeting. They had men in squad cars goin’ around tearing down the posters. We’ve asked politicians to debate the matter but de Valera’s threatened their suspension. He’s so feckin’ cynical that he’s told them they can have their debate after the execution!”


“The gas is off at this hour so I’ll make us some tea once this fire catches. I’ve no milk, mind…or sugar.”


“You’re a good girl, Sinéad.


Kelly’s pipe was now emitting clouds of smoke and a silence ensued as Sinéad busied herself in the small kitchen, filling a kettle while Kelly contemplated the embers now igniting the cluster of small sticks beneath the dried peat she’d laid on them. By the time Sinéad had returned to hang the kettle on a hook above the fire the flames were licking at the turf, promising warmth and a boiled kettle.


“Sinéad, for the minute I need to put poor Charlie’s problems on the long finger. We have a problem.”


Sinéad sat and awaited her uncle’s further comments while he troubled himself with his pipe until, satisfied with the small furnace that raged in the bowl, he continued.


“We can only have around two hundred Volunteers left in this man’s army. Dev has the lot of us interned. How we’re expected to take the war to the Brits when we’re so poorly off for men and materials escapes me. We’ve a few cells already in England but they’re short of explosives…enough to give their king a black eye now and again but not enough to bring them to heel politically.”


He sucked on his pipe as if contemplating the wisdom of continuing.


“Sinéad, over here, we’re compromised. Someone…one of our own…grassed off Charlie Kerins. We believe someone told the Gardai which phones should be tapped to unearth his whereabouts. Tomorrow I’m to be told who did this. I’ve been commanded to collect him, soften him up and eventually to execute him. The reason I can trust you…”


Sinéad raised an eyebrow, implicitly challenging her uncle’s implication that she might not merit his complete confidence.


“Sinéad, you’re my flesh and blood. Of course I trust you but my point is…you’re a woman and I’m informed that our man is just that…a man, so no one could question my judgement in pickin’ you. It’s a man from County Kerry, I’m told. That’s your turf. You’ll know him. Who better to interrogate him? You’ll have the rest of the Volunteers down there to help you. Also, my back’s feckin’ banjaxed. I’m gettin’ too old for this malarkey. Con Lehane was right.”


Sinéad met his gaze without comment as her uncle warmed to his theme.


“Sinéad, I’ve seen you up close. Seen you in shoot-outs with An Garda Síochána. You’re brave and smart. You’d go a step in the road with anyone. The men respect you and so far, the peelers have no reason to suspect you of anythin’. I need you to travel home to your cottage at first light. I need you to await my identification of this feckin’ traitor and I need you to deal with him as we’ve discussed. Now, what’d you say, girl?”


Sinéad responded immediately.


“I’d much rather be continuin’ my argument with the Brits or Dev’s Garda Síochána. I don’t like the idea of gettin’ involved in internal IRA politics.”


She gazed at the fire as if for guidance before returning to meet Joe’s request. “…but I suppose I’ll give it a lash.”


“Good girl…but be after doin’ one more thing for me.”


“And what might that be?”


“Well, about four years ago the Germans transported of two of our boys, Sean Russell and Frank Ryan to Ireland after arms negotiations in Berlin. They left Wilhelmshaven on a U-Boat but Sean became ill during the journey. They didn’t have a medic on board and he died about a hundred miles short of Galway. He was buried at sea and the mission aborted. That mission was to have provided us with arms…British arms, captured by the Germans. Well, we’ve been in touch with the Germans and they’ve agreed to try again. They’re sending over someone to help arrange things. We’ve to meet him off a fishing boat in Drogheda in a week or so’s time.”


Sinéad folded her arms. “And what would you have me do, Joseph.”


“We need these arms and explosives desperate, Sinéad. Once you dispatch our man in Kerry, you come back up to Dublin with a couple of Volunteers and collect this German fellah from the boat and bring him to the safe house here in Rialto. Could you do that, girl?”


Sinéad drummed her fingers on the surface of the table and shook her head in mild vexation.


“You make it sound so simple, Joseph. One dispatch, one collection. I should be workin’ for the feckin’ post office.”


Kelly frowned. “Now Sinéad, I’ve told you before. I don’t approve of your language when you start that cursin’. Your parents would…”


“What, Joseph? Approve of me beatin’ a man half to death to extract information then shootin’ him but shake their heads just because I speak like my feckin’ uncle? Well, don’t you fret, when I’m beatin’ the livin’ shit out of our man in Kerry, I’ll make sure I speak like a feckin’ lady of the feckin’ manor!”





CHAPTER TWO




Meinerzhagen, Germany



Lying prone in the undergrowth some distance from a clearing in a pine forest near Meinerzhagen in North Rhine-Westphalia, Waffen SS Sturmbannführer Kurt Weber stilled his finger on the trigger guard of his Karabiner 98k Mauser and waited. It was dark now and the ground was still damp from an earlier rain.


Ten minutes passed…fifteen. Gradually Weber heard the distant sound of footsteps mingled with occasional guttural commands coming closer to his hide. Shortly, two men came into the clearing. Stumbling behind them, her hands bound in front of her by rope was a young girl aged around sixteen. The moonlight allowed only limited visibility, improved slightly when one of the men scratched a match noisily against the edge of its box, the phosphorus flaring in his cupped hands before lighting a cigarette. The other man threw kindling on the ground and pouring petrol from a Wehrmachtskanister, ignited the cluster of sticks revealing two SS soldiers, one an Obersturmführer, a First Lieutenant.


The girl stood dazed and weeping, her strangled moans increasing in intensity when the Obersturmführer took the length of rope binding the girl’s hands, throwing it over the branch of a nearby tree. He hauled down on it and hoisted the girl’s arms skywards until she stood almost on tip-toe before tethering the end of the rope to a lower branch.


Laughing, the two soldiers approached her and ripped her torn and dirty slip until she was naked from the waist up. Holding her terrified gaze, the Obersturmführer placed the flat of a large knife beneath the girl’s left breast, slowly weighing it before gradually turning it upwards until the razor-sharp blade nestled underneath. A mirthless, rictus grin spread across his features. With his left hand, he grasped the young girl’s hair and pulled her head back.


Watching from his hide, Weber tightened his grip on his Mauser, making certain its sights were centred on his target. Content that he was sufficiently close to compensate for any small error in his aim, he eased back his right forefinger; the resulting sharp crack speeding a bullet through the Obersturmführer’s head just behind his right ear, instantly destroying his parietal lobe and covering the young girl in blood and brain particles.


The German officer dropped where he stood, the light from the fire then revealing his startled accomplice holding an open razor in one hand and his cigarette in such a fashion as suggested that it was not intended for inhalation but for torture. Before Weber had an opportunity to pull the trigger a second time, the second SS soldier made off back down the track crashing into trees and bushes, his eyes trying to re-accustom themselves to the darkness. Weber leapt to his feet and with cat-like stealth, ran tangentially to the path hoping to shorten the distance between them. Now facing the same visual problems as his quarry, he tripped over a small branch and fell headlong before resuming the chase.


In the darkness, his pursuit was informed more by the sounds of the panicked soldier making his way through the forest. Fool, thought Weber. If only he sat down quietly under a bush, I’d never find him in this blackness. The noise made by the soldier directed Weber onwards until the trees reduced in density allowing him to catch a glimpse of the soldier in a moonlit clearing attempting to leap across a stream. Instantly Weber fell on one knee and raised his Mauser. Taking aim, he fired and the soldier fell forwards into the brook, wounded.


Weber stood slowly, assessing the impact of his shot. He could still hear the soldier moaning as he attempted unsuccessfully to instruct his left leg to propel him from the cold waters.


Careful, Kurt, he commanded himself. Slowly rounding a large spruce the better to view the soldier, he could see no weapon. Encouraged, he quietly made his way behind the man until he was but a few yards from him and could see his victim clearly. Disabled by a shot through his pelvis, the soldier was in pain and completely immobilised.


Weber levelled his rifle, waist high.


“Schüetze, I hope my bullet buries itself in your soul!”


The soldier turned painfully in the direction of the voice.


“You and your Obersturmführer are a disgrace to our uniform. While your comrades are giving their lives for the Fatherland, you prey on young women…young German women. The flower of the Third Reich. You toy with them and cut and torture them before you kill them. You are nothing but a sadist and have disgraced the Waffen Schutzstaffel.”


He raised his rifle to eye level and aimed at the prostrate soldier.


“It has been ordered that you must die. Mistkerl!”


The velocity of the bullet through his forehead threw the soldier backwards against the bank of the stream. Slowly his body slid down the muddy wall of the bank into the cold, rushing waters until they almost enveloped him.


Before heading back to the clearing, Weber gazed at the semi-submerged form of the dead man for some moments, grappling with the perverted mentality of men who would torture young women for their own base ends.
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The fire was low now but by its faint glow he could see that the young girl had succumbed to unconsciousness and was now hanging limply from the tree. Picking up the Obersturmführer’s heavy hunting knife from his lifeless hand, he cut at the rope whilst holding the girl to support her. Lowering her carefully to the ground, he took the knife and cut first the Waffen SS insignia from the arm of the Obersturmführer’s uniform and then the badges of rank from his collar. Dragging the body over to the dying embers of the fire, he picked up the Wehrmachtskanister petrol container and poured the remains over the dead corpse. He lifted a piece of lit kindling and paused as if to remember the face of the sadistic beast he’d just killed before casually throwing the stick on to his body. After a momentary pause, during which it appeared that the gasoline vapour was making its mind up whether or not to ignite, it exploded in a crump and engulfed the dead Obersturmführer in flames.


Satisfied, he removed the jacket of his uniform and placed it over the still naked upper body of the girl and sat back against the tree. For six months stories had reached him about teenage girls being abducted, tortured, disfigured and killed. Normal procedures would have involved an arrest. Normal procedures may have seen the sadist walk free if he knew someone of sufficiently high rank. Normal procedures did not suffice in this instance.
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Slowly the girl regained consciousness and started in fear as she awoke to see Weber over her.


“Don’t be afraid, fräulein. The men who tried to hurt you are dead. I will take you home. Can you stand?”


Painfully, the young girl raised herself unsteadily to her feet. Weber untied the knots that bound her hands and helped her slip the uniform jacket over her arms. Wordlessly, they walked back to the edge of the forest before the girl directed them, pointing towards a cabin in which she lived with her parents. A light was discernible through the window. Carefully, Weber looked inside the cabin. A woman was kneeling on the floor tending the head wounds of a man Weber presumed to be her husband.


Knocking softly on the door and opening it, Weber frightened the woman who rose and screamed as she recognised her daughter, hugging her tightly as she brought her into the small front room.


“The men who took your daughter are dead, fräu they will trouble you no more,” said Weber. He looked at the man on the floor and stooped to assess his injuries.


“What happened?”


“The two soldiers…they just came in and took our daughter from her bed. She was asleep. When we tried to stop them, the Obersturmführer hit father about the head with his pistol knocking him unconscious. I gave chase but one of the soldiers knocked me down and I lost sight of them. I returned to help father…I didn’t know what to do about my beautiful daughter. I feared the worst.”


Weber finished his cursory inspection and rose.


“Your husband will be fine. He might have a sore head for a while but he’s okay. Your daughter is also well. The men were shot before they could do her any harm.” He placed a hand on the mother’s shoulder as she held her daughter tightly.


“Men…soldiers, perhaps…might ask about tonight’s proceedings. It would be in no one’s interest for any of this to be known. I ask you to say nothing. Your family is now safe.”


He stepped towards the door and lifted a shawl that hung on a hook behind it. Gesturing to the mother, he invited her assistance in retrieving his uniform jacket in exchange for the garment and having put it back on, left them to comfort one another.
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A heavy curtain was inched back from a darkened window at Schloss Bladenhorst as the increasing roar of Weber’s Zundapp motorcycle alerted Obergruppenführer Friederike Mencken to its arrival. Looking down from the window to confirm the identity of his visitor, he recognised Weber and returned to the chair behind his desk and waited.


Footsteps outside preceded a soft knock on the door.


“Enter!”


Weber opened the door. Each man saluted the other using the traditional army address, touching their forehead with their fingertips. Neither demonstrated much formality in doing so.


“Well, Sturmbannführer. Did you achieve your mission?”


Weber placed the SS insignia and badges of rank on the desk before Mencken.


“Two men. Both SS. One, an Obersturmführer. I shot both as they attempted to mutilate a young girl. I returned her to her parents unharmed.”


Mencken sipped from his glass and focussed his rheumy gaze on Weber.


“Schweinehunds!” he muttered before raising the glass to his lips a second time and finishing its contents. His face contorted slightly as the schnapps hit home. He continued. “Excellent, Weber,” he said grimly. “And no one saw you?”


Weber shook his head.


“Then it has been a good night’s work. You have been of great service to the Waffen Schutzstaffel. Sadists like that disgrace their comrades and their uniform. They deserve to die a coward’s death. Even in the face of this horrible war, we must retain some measure of civilisation and permitting two of our men to maim and kill innocent children is totally unacceptable. Totally! The SS has acted in ways certain of us find most unappetising but there is no excuse for our soldiers behaving as these beasts have done.”


He took another sip of his schnapps.


“You did well…and no paper work. Justice is served.”


Rising from his desk, Mencken lifted a file from a cabinet and returned to his chair, signalling to Weber that he should sit as well.


“How long have you been a member of the Waffen Schutzstaffel…the SS?”


“For two years, Herr Mencken.”


“And before that, a professor of history at Heidelberg University before enlisting in the Wehrmacht at the start of the war?”


“Yes, Obergruppenführer I was in the Wehrmacht but for only two years before I was conscripted into the Waffen SS. When I enlisted I joined Army Group North under Feldmarshal von Leeb and saw action in Poland and Norway.”


“You were promoted rapidly.”


“I was, Obergruppenführer. I was privileged to lead the paratroopers of the 18th Army into Norway under Obergruppenführer Nikolaus von Falkenhorst.”


“And then into Greece after you were conscripted commanding a battalion of SS troops,” he murmured, almost inaudibly.


Mencken studied the file as if for the first time although he’d poured over it on numerous occasions.


“I’m being asked to nominate a member of the Waffen SS for a mission. One that requires intelligence, an excellent command of the English language and someone who has seen battle.” He closed the file. “You meet all requirements Sturmbannführer.”


“I am at your service, Obergruppenführer Mencken.”


“You lost your toes to frostbite in Norway?”


“Two on each foot. Many others lost their lives.”


“Quite.” He consulted the file again.


“You broke your back in Greece following a parachute landing?”


“I was in hospital for a year, Obergruppenführer. But I am in good health now although my back pains me from time to time.”


Mencken leafed over a page. “And as a result of your bravery in battle you have been awarded the Iron Cross 1st Class, the Wound Badge in Silver and the Knight’s Cross with Oak Leaves. You have been promoted three times. On the last occasion to Major?”


“Yes, Obergruppenführer Mencken.”


The General rose, closing Weber’s file and dropping it lightly on a pile of several other similar folders before pouring himself a second glass of schnapps, this time decanting one for Weber as well. He placed one of the glasses before the Sturmbannführer and continued.


“Kurt, the war is not going well for us in Germany. We have surrendered in Stalingrad and in North Africa. The Allies are massing on the south coast of England under Eisenhower to prepare their landing on continental Europe. Generalfeldmarshall Kesselring has done his best but Italy is lost. The Red Army is battering our troops at Sevastopol. No…the war does not go well for us. We suffer reverses across the globe.”


For some moments, Mencken stared solemnly into his glass of schnapps, saying nothing.


Weber held his glass out of courtesy, disinterested in its contents. Suddenly Mencken was roused from his thoughts and brought the evening’s proceedings to an abrupt end. He smiled a smile which did not reach his eyes.


“Still, we have hope.”


He gathered himself. “Sturmbannführer Weber. You have done well tonight but your country has further need of your services. More specifically, I have a good friend at the Abwehr who has need of your services.”


He decided further explanation was necessary, answering the question he supposed was resting unasked in Weber’s mind.


“Traditionally, our intelligence services do not have good relations with the Waffen SS but over the years, Obergruppenführer Claus Schäfer and I have become close confidants. He is a good man…and he has a plan to turn the fortunes of war. I want you to meet him. In Berlin. Tomorrow.”


“As you command, Obergruppenführer Mencken.”





CHAPTER THREE



Mencken’s staff car escorted Weber to Abwehr Headquarters newly located in Zossen, south of Berlin ever since Allied bombers had begun their daily aerial assault on the capital.


The driver turned in his seat to address his passenger.


“I have been instructed not to wait, Sturmbannführer. The Obergruppenführer says you will not be returning to the Schloss with me.”


Weber sighed. “Well, I’m sure that the Obergruppenführer will know my fate better than me.”


Returning salutes as he passed various security levels, Weber presented himself as requested and awaited the attentions of General Schäfer’s staff. Refusing a glass of water, he busied himself reading an old discarded newspaper until he was invited into an office behind which was a further office until, at a third entrance, he found himself in front of Obergruppenführer Claus Schäfer.


“Sturmbannführer Weber, I am pleased to meet you at last. My good friend Obergruppenführer Mencken has spoken very highly of you.”


“I am privileged to have his confidence.”


“As am I, Sturmbannführer. Please have a seat. My secretary will bring us a coffee. It’s good stuff…and it’s too early for schnapps. No?” He smiled as he opened the file that Mencken had Weber bring with him.


“Friederike Mencken and I have looked at a large number of files, Sturmbannführer. I have read yours many times because none we read was as compelling as the file I now hold in my hands. You are a remarkable man. A warrior professor!”


“As you please, Obergruppenführer.”


“But there was a complaint against you…from the Gestapo?”


“It was never pursued. My senior officers intervened on my behalf.”


“And what was the basis of the complaint from Kriminalkomissar”…He peered at the file before him… “Schmidt.”


“I refused to order my men to shoot innocent men and women whose only crime was to live in a village where shots were fired at Kriminalkomissar Schmidt’s car.”


“It also says here that you assaulted him.”


“Unfortunately, Obergruppenführer. No one could be found to testify on Schmidt’s behalf.”


“And tell me Sturmbannführer, is it your normal practice to assault your comrades?”


“As I say, the charges against me were found to be without merit.” He paused, considering the wisdom of continuing further, before deciding to speak.


“Obergruppenführer, war is dreadful. If we are not always vigilant, we can become sub-human as we fight our cause. I confess that while I carry the fight to our enemies ferociously, I try to look after my men, try to remember that civilians have no part in these affairs and that, on both sides there are soldiers and officers who do not hold to the ideals I have just uttered. It is difficult…some might say impossible…but I will not allow my ideals to be sacrificed on the altar of the base instincts of lesser men.”


Schäfer nodded his satisfaction.


“Well, my friend Mencken told me you were hard enough to make tough decisions but that you had enough humanity to have them keep you awake at night and it is precisely the ideals you describe that some believe have to be the values that must underpin a new Germany…whether we win or lose this war.”


He closed Weber’s file and threw it casually onto his desk.


“Professor, what we discuss here today is a matter of the highest sensitivity. The full details must remain known only to you, me, my friend Obergruppenführer Mencken and one other man…in Ireland, who knows only the broadest information. I must make myself clear on this. There must be no communication whatsoever with any living soul…you must even omit it from prayer if you are a believer.”


“Of course.”


“Friederike tells me he discussed our analysis of the war with you last night at the Schloss.”


“He did.”


“Did you find his views defeatist, irrational?”


Weber shrugged. “There was rationality to his assessment. But all is not lost.”


“Indeed not, Sturmbannführer but we must make plans for that eventuality whilst doing all we can to assist the Fuehrer in his defence of the Third Reich.”


He paused as his secretary brought and poured them both coffees.


“Let me explain something of the work of the Abwher. As you know, it is Germany’s Intelligence Agency and has eleven divisions. I am responsible for three of them; foreign intelligence collection, false documentation and the Anglo-American military. The plan I have evolved with Friederike is located within these responsibilities.”


He took out and lit a cigarette, placing it in an ivory cigarette holder as a prelude to drinking his coffee before continuing.


“What I tell you now is top secret. At the start of the war, we developed a plan called Plan Green which involved a full German invasion of Ireland in support of the invasion of Britain, which we called Operation Sea Lion. This plan had two purposes. Firstly, we needed to prepare adequately for the possibility of invading Ireland; England’s back door. This was only sensible. Secondly, it was used as a credible threat, a feint that would tie up British forces on their west coast and in Ulster, away from the coastal counties of the south.”


A rumbling cough signalled his appetite for nicotine. A sip of coffee allowed him to continue.


“However, over the duration of the war, we have found uses in Ireland’s neutrality. We have managed to base our spies there more easily than in England and have developed very productive links with the Irish Republican Army who are as opposed to Churchill and the British King every bit as much as we are. They view the British crime of partitioning their country as evil and unacceptable. But because they are not a belligerent, the cities of Ireland have only a limited blackout at nights due to the absence of power, but this yet renders them clearly visible and this gives our bombers perfect coordinates with which to attack the British western shipbuilding and trading ports of Glasgow and Liverpool. Our agents provide us with reliable weather reports…again assisting the Luftwaffe.”


“I can see the strategic value in the abandonment of Plan Green but surely the British must have their own Plan Green? They must be aware of how vulnerable they would be if they did not protect their flanks.”


“Ah, Sturmbannführer you are an insightful man but you were a history professor. You will know of the poor relationship between Ireland and England ever since Oliver Cromwell laid waste to Ireland three hundred years ago. If England invaded to protect itself, it would open up at least a guerrilla war on its flank, probably alienate those Irishmen…and there are many… in their ranks… and require the use of their precious resources. That is why both they and we respect Ireland’s neutrality at present. Now, we know that the Irish routinely intern any German airmen who land on their soil while allowing the British to walk to Northern Ireland unhindered. We know that many thousands of Irish men have joined the British Army just as many of their women have become nurses on their behalf but we accept this. So, the Irish have to be aware of the danger of a British invasion and cannot provoke them. We understand this and it is a small price to pay at the moment.”


“And what would you have me do, Obergruppenführer Mencken?”


“We require two tasks of you, Sturmbannführer. One is defensive, one is offensive. Let’s be pessimistic for a moment. If the war goes badly for our nation, many senior officers of the German Army who have the capacity to continue to make a contribution to the glory of the Third Reich in the future will need somewhere to go where the Allies cannot reach them. At present, the Irish Head of Government, what they call the Taoiseach …as well as the general tone of their newspapers…suggests that the population of Ireland is rather more supportive of us than of the English. This may change of course but at the moment we feel confident that Ireland could be a safe haven for many of our senior people. They will require safe houses…places to live and prosper, finance to help them make a living, so our first task is to ensure that we help them fit in with Irish society in a way that permits them to ready themselves for the rise again of the Third Reich. We accept that this would require many years of work. Secondly, we require someone who can liaise with members of the Irish Republican Army. We know that for some time they have seen merit in a plan they call ‘Operation Kathleen’ In this, they propose that the Irish Republican Army would act as go-betweens as well as a fifth column to persuade the Irish Free State to invade Northern Ireland and facilitate the mass landing of German invasion troops at Larne and Londonderry. They would assist us in occupying Northern Ireland as a stepping stone into the rest of the UK as part of our planned invasion. Their plan avoids us invading Ireland in the south and so has its attractions.”


“And you think one man can do this?”


“One man and substantial resources, Sturmbannführer. This mission could have wide-ranging implications for the future of the Reich. The Waffen SS and the Abwehr have to invest in Ireland. The German nation must speculate against the day when we need to retreat in order to advance.”


“This sounds like an expensive speculation.”


“It will amount to a sum in advance of seven million pounds sterling. Some will be in Irish Punts, Swiss Francs, some in Sterling but most will be in gold bullion with solid gold Romanian Lei and Tunisian Francs to supplement the ingots and provide for an easier method of exchange. You will require to buy property. You will require to bribe and to pay for services and in support of your new friends in the IRA, we are prepared to take instructions from you to parachute arms, ammunition and explosives captured from the Allies. We have already organised some cash amounts with the German Legation in Dublin under the present control of Dr. Eduard Hempel. You will take the gold with you when you travel to Ireland.”


“That sounds like a heavy load.”


“It is but we must find a way to get it there with no likelihood of it being lost. We intend to use an Unterseeboot, a U-Boat as the English have it. In all probability it will be U-48, our most successful U-Boat. In a moment, one of my assistants will explain in detail how we intend to land you and these resources on the Island of Ireland but in broad terms, you will be transferred to the east coast of Ireland near Drogheda, just north of Dublin. There, you will be taken to the capital where you will find accommodation and support from the German Legation. You report only to me. Dr. Hempel is aware of your mission in only the broadest detail but no one else in Ireland. You have permission from the Fuehrer to meet directly with Irish Taoiseach, Éamon de Valera and offer to have his military equipment supplemented by captured British guns and ammunition which could be sent to him in neutral ships that we will commandeer.”


He shrugged his shoulders and continued. “If de Valera rejects your offer, such is life…but you also have permission to make the same offer to the Irish Republican Army. You can be sure that they will not refuse the generosity of the Third Reich…so you will play the role of a double agent. Both de Valera and the IRA must believe you are in total support of their objectives. You will be provided with diplomatic papers, dress as a civilian…and you are to be offered a field promotion as of today. You will serve at the same rank as me …”


He paused to permit his words to register.


“Congratulations, Obergruppenführer Weber. You are now the youngest General in the German Army. You will require this in order to be taken seriously by Prime Minister de Valera or the Taoiseach as the Irish call him, but in my view it is well deserved. You are the future of the Reich. Friederike and I are too old and may not survive the war. You will.”


He stood and saluted Weber who was sufficiently shocked at his surprise promotion that he sat for a moment clutching his glass of schnapps before getting to his feet and returning the salute.”


“I don’t know what to say, Obergruppenführer.”


“No longer do you refer to me as Obergruppenführer, Kurt. We are now of the same rank. You must get used to calling me Claus.”
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After languishing in a faded ante-room for some time, Weber was called from outside Schäfer’s office in Abwehr headquarters and taken along corridors until, somewhat disorientated, he was shown into a room guarded by two soldiers.


An elderly man, slim and wearing an elegant dark suit sat behind a table on which were spread some maps. He stood and offered his hand to Weber as he entered.


“Obergruppenführer Weber. I am pleased to meet you. Congratulations upon your promotion.”


Weber shook his hand and sat down upon the waved invitation of his host.


“And you are?”


“Ah, Obergruppenführer. You needn’t know my name for the moment. I am not privy to the purpose of your visit to Ireland and you needn’t be privy to my role within the Abwher. My job is merely to get you there safely.”


Weber nodded as the man picked up the largest of the maps and pinned it to the wall.


“This is a map of the east coast of Ireland, the west coast of England and the Irish sea between them. You will notice the island that lies equidistantly between both coasts. It is called the Isle of Man. The British use the island as an internment camp, a major prisoner of war stronghold just as they did during the First World War. It is home to our boys who have been captured and imprisoned, Italian prisoners of war, enemy aliens whom the British have classified as posing a threat to the United Kingdom, members of the British Union of Fascists and National Socialists and a number of prisoners who belong to the Irish Republican Army. The Isle of Man as you can see is a small island; thirty-two miles long and fourteen miles wide at its broadest point. None of our people have ever escaped from it but we require to assist in the escape of one man, an Irishman called Declan Dennehy.”


“Am I to be told who this man is and what is his significance?”


“He held a senior position in the IRA before his capture and I am told that you will have use of him in the second part of your mission.”


Weber nodded his appreciation recognising that his instructor didn’t have all of the information he sought.


“To do this, we intend landing you on a small, uninhabited islet at the toe of the Isle of Man. You should be quite undetected. The islet is called the Calf of Man and is tiny, only one square mile, but has a concealed quay called Carys Harbour where our U-Boat can dock out of sight at high tide. It will be a precarious docking as the harbour is very small indeed and only the prow of the U-Boat can dock safely but it will be sufficient to unload your cargo, you and your support team.”


“Support team?”


“Only for the initial part of the mission. Once safely on the quayside, a fishing boat flying the Irish flag will take you and four SS troops specially selected for the mission over the few hundred meters to the main island where you will make your way a short distance over moorland to the prisoner of war camp in nearby Port Erin. There, you will effect the escape of Dennehy. The SS soldiers will return to the Unterseeboot following a rendezvous with the fishing boat but you, Dennehy and your cargo will travel on by the boat to Drogheda, on the east coast of Ireland. A small truck will take you on to Dublin where you will be taken on to the port of Dún Laoghaire under cover and presented to their people as just having been delivered from a coaster from Lisbon. Your papers will show you as a diplomat to the German Legation and from then on, you are on your own, Obergruppenführer.”


“And when do I leave for the Isle of Man?”


“You have many files to study and memorise as you will understand the need for you to be free of documentation should you be captured by the Allies. It has been decided that you require eight days to do this. Unterseeboot 48 is being made ready and its senior command is being briefed. You must leave a week on Friday as the arrangements to assist in the escape of Dennehy must take place at during a particularly high tide at precisely 3.00am on the morning of the following Sunday before he is transferred to another camp, the Peveril Camp, in Peel, some miles away.”


“Can I assume that the camp at Port Erin is easier to breach than the one you mention at Peel?”


“Much easier. Port Erin, for the most part, houses women. Dennehy is there only for medical reasons as he has complained of mysterious back problems which are the specialism of the local doctor. The town of Port Erin has been made over almost in its entirety to female prisoners of war, or those whom the English believe to be troublemakers. Having said that, there are very lax security measures in place and other than a couple of reveilles a day, inmates have a pretty free existence behind the wire that surrounds the town. In Peel, they hold the British Fascists and German and Italian prisoners of war. It is a much more secure environment and one that would test us were we to pursue an escape attempt there.”


The Abwehr officer raised his eyebrows and opened his hands as if to ask Weber whether he had any questions to ask.


“Thank you. I suspect that the sensible thing is for me to look over those files you mentioned and if there are gaps in my understanding, I will alert Obergruppenführer Schäfer’s office. I am certain they would organise another discussion.”


“I am at your disposal Obergruppenführer.”


[image: images]


Weber rested in his cramped quarters that night and, unusually for him, consumed more than was sensible from a bottle of schnapps. Now, his eyesight blurred, he lifted the five files he’d been given in order to brief him on the nature of the task before him and rubbed his eyes, yawning. One file, containing only one single yellow page, set out his mission. It read;


Your mission is directed against Allied interests. You are tasked with using resources provided you and gathered in Éire to;


1)  Secure the escape of senior IRA soldier Declan Dennehy, presently interned on the Isle of Man.


2)  Consult with the IRA on their perceptions and attitude towards reconciliation between the Irish state and the IRA.


3)  Direct the military activities of the IRA towards British military targets and arrange for field weaponry and munitions to be supplied them as necessary.


4)  Report any incidental items of military importance.


5)  Purchase properties and businesses which might be used in the future accommodation of German officers and private citizens. In this you should establish good relations with the Irish Head of State and support the Legation in this regard.


Important.


You are being sent to work as a member of the diplomatic core of the German Legation in Dublin reporting to the Head, Dr. Eduard Hempel who should only be made aware of objective five (5).


Weber had a full day set aside to interrogate the files and so felt able to skim them rather than memorise them in his room. So I’m being asked to be a double agent? I’ve to report to two superiors? Tomorrow will be time enough to consider all of this, he thought.


Just as his thoughts turned to his intense need for sleep, a photograph slipped from between the pages of a file. He picked up a photograph of a young woman wearing a black beret. Hmmm! Very pretty. The top of the photograph read, ’Agent Kerry’.


I look forward to reading all about her tomorrow. But for now, I sleep.





CHAPTER FOUR



Liverpool


Dr. Hermann Henning finished stitching the jagged wound of the young boy whose elbow had been badly cut by flying glass after a bomb had exploded in nearby Ormskirk Road, in Liverpool.


“You’ll be fine, Tommy.”


He turned to the boy’s worried mother. “Take him home, now. You must both be tired. It’s almost three o’clock in the morning. Just try to keep the wound clean. Nurse here will bandage it but he should be right as rain in no time.”


He smiled at the boy and ruffled his hair before holding his hand up to the nurse, his fingers spread, signalling a five minute break for a cup of tea, a refreshment he’d come to enjoy since his arrival in England from the University of Greifswald Medical School in Germany some four years earlier.


Entering the staff room, he noticed Dr. McLean, the hospital’s chief administrator talking to two men dressed in beige overcoats. Both wore Fedora hats. McLean gestured to him.


“These men are from the police, Dr. Henning. They want to talk to you and I’ve been telling them what a fine chap you are and how you have been an excellent addition to our medical staff over the past few years.”


“Thank you, Dr. McLean.”


He turned to the two men. “How can I help you gentlemen? Is it about the drunken man you arrested yesterday after I had set his broken arm?”


The older police officer answered. “No, Dr. Henning. We’re here tonight to talk to you. Dr. McLean has confirmed that you are Dr. Hermann Henning and that you’re a naturalised German Citizen.”


“That is correct.”


“We’re to understand that you’ve been resident in this country for four years, arriving here in January 1939?”


“That is also correct.”


“Our records suggest that you’ve never been before an Enemy Alien Tribunal.”


“That is because I have not been asked to attend one. I have merely worked here at the hospital healing the sick and treating the wounded.”


The second police officer involved himself. “Quite so, Dr. Henning. But we all ‘as to act within the law over here and Parliament has decreed that people like you…”


“And what do you mean by people like me, officer…Doctors?”


“No doctor. I mean Germans. There’s a war going on and Parliament has decided that all enemy aliens…”


“So you think I am an enemy alien, officer?”


“You might well be, Doctor. You’d be surprised at the numbers of people in senior positions in this country what take advantage of our good nature and turn out to be spies or fifth columnists.”


Dr. McLean intervened. “Officer, Dr. Henning is one of my most trusted colleagues. His work here has been invaluable. He is certainly not a Nazi and has become a popular…”


“That’s how most of ‘em work Doctor. They becomes popular and no one thinks of them as an enemy agent. They’d soon get reported if they was annoying or…not… popular,” he finished lamely.


Henning showed his frustration and spoke to the elder of the two policemen.


“Officer. I have been on duty all day. It is now three o’clock in the morning and I am very tired. What would you have me do to prove that I do not intend any harm to England?”


“I’m afraid that you’ll have to come with us, sir. We have a Tribunal in the morning and they’ll decide what’s to become of you.”


McLean intervened.


“But this is preposterous, officer. Dr. Hemming has work here. He can’t be spared while you tick your little boxes to show that he’s been interviewed.”


Henning joined in on descant. “So my reward for working all day helping the sick and disabled is to spend a night in a cell?”


“‘Fraid so, Doctor. Now, if you wouldn’t mind?”
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Used to rising early, Weber was dressed when his door was knocked signalling breakfast. An orderly pushed a trolley bearing a selection of foodstuffs into his room and invited the newly promoted Obergruppenführer to avail himself of his preferences while he poured coffee. More used to eating from a billy-can heated over an open fire on a good day, Weber indulged himself.


Breakfast over, he settled down to a more in-depth reading of the five files, starting with the one that contained the photograph of Agent Kerry. So she’s IRA, he read...able to move more freely because she’s a woman and less susceptible to search…has killed for her country…not so much pro-German as anti-English and was the operational lead, arranging the attempted but unsuccessful escape of downed airmen under the noses of Irish soldiers in Skibbereen…based in Tralee in County Kerry but often to be found in Dublin.


He read accompanying papers. So she’s to be my contact in Ireland? Interesting.
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After an uncomfortable night in the police cells, a little of which was devoted to assisting the police deal with a drunk who had cut his ear badly and some of which was spent answering more questions from the two police officers who apprehended him, Henning was awoken by his cell door opening and a police officer bringing him a cup of tea.


“Thanks for your help last night, Doc. That young feller was bleedin’ like a stuck pig. Saved us takin’ him to the hospital you did.”


“Least I could do officer.” He took the cup and saucer and sipped. “Look, officer what’s all this about? I didn’t get too much from your two colleagues last night.”


“Them two’s worth the watchin’ sir, if you don’t mind me sayin’ so. If they takes a dislike to you, well, they’re not nice people in my book.”


“They were certainly a bit sharp with me.” He sipped again at his tea. “What’s this Tribunal all about, officer?”


The police constable leaned against the door. “Well, sir. After war was declared, we rounded up everybody that was German or Italian or that we thought might be an agent-provocateur…fascists and the like…them IRA boys… and we brought them all before Tribunals to see whether we thought they’d be trouble. But don’t you worry, sir. Seems you’ve just bin overlooked, but you’ll be alright…a man like you…a doctor.”


“I would certainly hope so.”


“No problem, sir. They put people in three categories. The ‘A’ group is them we think might cause trouble. They all go to jail or to one of our Internment Camps. There’s a ‘B’ group. Them, we’re not sure about. Mostly they don’t go to jail but we keep an eye on them ‘case they get up to no good. And then there’s group ‘C’. That’s where you’ll end up, sir. Them’s people that satisfy the Tribunal that they don’t pose no risk to the crown.”


“Well, let us hope that you’re right, constable. I would take it hard if people like your two colleagues ended up ‘keeping an eye on me’ while I was working in the hospital.”


“Don’t you worry, sir. You’ll be fine.”
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Around mid-day, the young officer who had kept him supplied with weak tea all morning opened his door again.


“Right you are, sir. That’s you up before the beak. They’re ready for you now so if you’ll just come with me, I’ll take you along.”


A dank corridor with cells on either side moaned with complaining, ill or yet inebriated prisoners.


At least I was in a cell on my own, thought Henning.


They both walked up stone steps and along another series of corridors until the steps seemed to take on a new elegance signifying their arrival at the public building adjoining the police cells.


“Sit here, sir and I’ll just see if the Magistrate is ready.”


He returned a moment later and beckoned Henning to follow him through the door and into the courtroom, indicating that he should stand centrally in front of the Tribunal.


Three men sat behind a table on a raised dais. Each was immersed in reading papers Henning presumed were about him. The small man in the middle spoke as if disinterested whilst yet organising his papers.
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