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PART 1


	 

	Chapter 1

	 

	London

	 

	April, 1944

	 

	Kurt Müller turned south at Marylebone Circus into Baker Street. Chased by a cutting northerly breeze, he reached number 64 and knocked on the plain grey door. It was opened by a young man in a dark suit.

	“I’m here to see the dentist,” said Kurt.

	“You have an appointment?”

	 “I do.”

	The young man stood aside to allow Kurt inside. “You know where to go?”

	“Major Thornley?”

	“Second floor.”

	Long straight corridors and the faint smell of bleach gave the building the unmistakeable imprint of an institution – like a prison; the ambient temperature suggested a Siberian gulag. The cracked linoleum floors and pastel green walls reminded him of a rundown hospital. There was nobody about. He opened a few doors on the second floor before finding a young woman wrapped in an overcoat, hammering on a typewriter.

	Pausing her typing, she observed him with glazed eyes. “Can I help you?”

	“I’m here to see Major Thornley.”

	“Last door at the end of the corridor.” And she resumed her typing. 

	The door at the end of the corridor had an opaque glass panel. He knocked.

	“Enter.”

	Major Thornley was in his fifties with greying hair and a receding hairline. He reached a hand across his desk and Kurt shook it. The room was just about big enough for the major, his desk, two chairs and a filing cabinet.

	Kurt took the visitor’s chair. The major continued in High German, “You are familiar with our work here, Kurt?”

	“I have served with the SOE in Occupied France.”

	“Quite, but this is Section X.”

	Kurt had never heard of Section X. He frowned, and the major explained, “We look after SOE operations in Germany.”

	“There are SOE operations in Germany?” The idea sounded implausible. Preposterous, even.

	Major Thornley cast his gaze down to his right hand, fingers tapping the desk, waiting for more from Kurt.

	“Forgive me, Major, but my understanding of SOE operations is that they are critically dependent on support from the indigenous population. Without local support they would surely fail. And no German would support an enemy operation in the Fatherland.”

	The major waved an impatient arm. “We are aware of these problems. Quite apart from the sparsity of German collaborators on the ground, it would be nigh on impossible for them to achieve anything worthwhile, given the tight controls exercised by the Nazis.” 

	“And it would be impossible to set up any safe houses in such a hostile environment,” said Kurt.

	“Quite.”

	“So the whole thing is all smoke and mirrors?” Kurt shook his head in disbelief.

	The major smiled. “Not quite. We do have an active cell near Hamburg. In Neumünster, to be precise.”

	Kurt said nothing. His mind was exploring the possible implications of this statement. SOE had a reputation for madcap sabotage operations. Such a mission in Germany could have only one outcome. Was he being recruited for a suicide mission? Could he refuse?

	Major Thornley continued, “The cell has been active for several months now, but we have recently lost radio contact with them.”

	Kurt swallowed hard. “And you want me to …?”

	“We need you to volunteer to travel over there and re-establish contact with them.”

	“Is that all?”

	The major missed Kurt’s sarcastic tone; either that or he chose to ignore it. “The mission will have a number of other objectives. I will elaborate on those in due course. So, what do you think? Are you willing to undertake this mission?”

	By the major’s tone he could have been inviting Kurt to play opening batsman for a village cricket team.

	“Why me?”

	“You have all the necessary skills, you speak German. And your batting average on previous missions behind enemy lines has been exemplary.”

	His fingers were tapping on the desk again.

	“You need a decision right now?”

	“If you wouldn’t mind.” 

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 2

	 

	Kurt gave it some thought. Then he sat back in his chair and crossed his legs. “I have some questions, Major.”

	Major Thornley nodded. “I’m listening.”

	“First, how would you propose to get me there?”

	“By boat. We have the use of a small flotilla of fast Motor Torpedo Boats based in Scotland.”

	“How many agents are in the cell?”

	“Two.”

	“Is that all? They haven’t recruited anybody to the cause?”

	“Not as far as we know.”

	“What operations have they undertaken?”

	“Please understand, Kurt, we have no illusions about carrying out sabotage operations or recruiting Germans ‘to the cause’, as you put it. Given that a genuine German Resistance is a practical impossibility, we must concentrate on the next best thing – the illusion of the existence of a strong, well-equipped Resistance movement backed by the Allies and preparing for the overthrow of the Nazis.”

	“Like a sort of propaganda war?”

	“Precisely.”

	The whole thing sounded ill-conceived and pointless. But Kurt was hooked. Everybody knew that the Allies were gearing up to invade mainland Europe, and he was itching to play a part. All he really needed was an opportunity to strike a blow that would hasten the final destruction of the Third Reich. 

	“I have one last question. What would be my cover? I would be the only able-bodied male within two hundred miles of Berlin not fighting in the Wehrmacht.”

	“Apart from members of the SS, you mean?”

	“Apart from …?”

	“Exactly.”

	Kurt blinked. “You are suggesting I pose as a member of the SS?”

	The major grinned. “Gestapo we thought. Should be the perfect cover, don’t you think?”

	 

	***

	 

	The following day a driver took him to a large stately mansion somewhere in Essex, where he was photographed for his cover identity papers. They asked him to choose a name, “as plain as possible,” said the head of the forgery team.

	More plain than my own name? thought Kurt. “How about Fritz Wagner? Or Hans-Dieter Fischer?”

	“Those will do nicely,” the forger replied, writing the two names down. “We should have your papers ready within a few days. I’ll send them to Major Thornley.”

	Next, the driver took him on a whistlestop tour of SOE bases in the Home Counties, many located in crumbling mansions, where he was fitted for a full length Gestapo leather coat as well as a complete outfit of civilian clothing. He was introduced to the latest compact R/T radio and spent time with Leo Marks, the SOE coding specialist, going over the use of his latest ciphers.

	 

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 3

	 

	A week after his first meeting at Section X, he was back in the major’s tiny office for a full mission briefing. The major’s demeanour was noticeably different; no longer the bright and breezy cricket captain, he was all business. He handed over Kurt’s identity papers and Reich ration book, both well weathered. His cover name was Hans-Dieter Wagner. The identity set was for a kriminal kommissar. Apart from the paper identity card, there was a bronze Gestapo identity disk. The disk had no number embossed on it.

	“This is worthless without a number,” said Kurt.

	“A number would blow your cover,” the major replied. 

	He was right, of course.

	The identity card specified his SS number and rank, Hauptsturmführer, equivalent to Hauptmann (captain) in the Wehrmacht. “Why this rank?” asked Kurt.

	“We thought it would be high enough to give you a level of authority sufficient to deflect unwanted attention, but low enough to avoid any direct involvement in SS decision making or Gestapo operations.”

	Kurt couldn’t argue with the major’s logic, but he could see a problem. He signed both identity cards in the name Hans-Dieter Wagner and gave them back to the major. “You do realise that Gestapo are never seen alone; they travel everywhere in pairs.”

	“We thought of that,” said the major. He passed a letter across his desk. “This is a letter of appointment for a ‘special’ assignment.”

	Kurt examined the letter. Hans-Dieter Wagner had been tasked with ‘Inspektion und Kontrolle’ duties. He was to be afforded every assistance with his work. The document was written on SS notepaper and was stamped with a Reich-SS stamp; it was signed H. Himmler. 

	“Is this signature anything like Herr Himmler’s?”

	“It’s an excellent copy.”

	Kurt wondered how the SOE had obtained a copy of the signature of the head of the Schutzstaffel, but he didn’t ask. “Inspection and Control is a bit vague,” he said. 

	The major cracked a thin smile. “Exactly so. You are an SS-man sent by Herr Himmler himself on a highly secret assignment. In order to gather the information you need for your assignment, you are posing as a Gestapo inspector.”

	Kurt shook his head at SOE ingenuity. SS and Gestapo orders were always very specific, But this could work!

	“Your wardrobe should be ready within a week,” said the major. “We’ve had to commission a private team of leather workers for the coat.”

	The major opened a drawer in his desk, drew out a manila folder, and handed it across the desk. Kurt found three envelopes inside. He opened the largest one. It contained plain postcards, all blank, apart from a stylised symbol of a prancing horse. “What are these for?”

	The major smiled. “That horse is the symbol of the German Resistance, Deutsche Widerstandsbewegung. A pure invention of ours, of course. Open the second envelope.”

	The second envelope contained several pages of two-pfennig stamps, all featuring the head of Heinrich Himmler. Kurt’s mind went into a spin when he saw these. “What on earth …?”

	“The narrative is that Reichsführer Himmler is planning to remove the Führer and take over as Führer.”

	“Another invention of yours?”

	“Not ours. The stamps were the brainchild of PWE, the Political Warfare Executive. But I hope you see the potential of these ideas. For reasons best known to themselves, they are calling it Operation Periwig.”

	Kurt said nothing. He would need time to unravel the convoluted reasoning of the British strategists who had dreamt this one up. 

	The third envelope contained more of the postcards, all addressed and stamped with the counterfeit Himmler stamps.

	“As soon as you are safely installed with our friends in Neumünster, you must post those. They are addressed to well-known philatelists located in various European countries. Hopefully the stamps will be accepted as genuine, which will disseminate and perpetuate the lie.”

	“But will they be franked by the Reichspost?”

	“Some will. A proportion won’t. If you can post them in a variety of cities, we are hoping a fair number will make it through to their destinations.”

	“And what am I to do with the blank cards and the rest of the stamps?”

	“Use them as you see fit and as opportunities present themselves.”

	Kurt shrugged. He would do his best to carry out the major’s orders.

	“Your callsign is LYD that’s LANYARD. Send us a signal as soon as you can.”

	“On what schedule and what frequency?”

	“The agents in situ have all that information.”

	“And if they aren’t available?”

	“In that event, use 1244 Kiloherz at 1:15 a.m. any day of the week.”

	The major took Kurt through the rest of his mission briefing.

	“Your first objective is to establish as many friendly contacts as possible amongst groups known to be hostile to the Nazi regime, specifically, the communists, the railway workers, the police, industrialists, foreign labour, and the Wehrmacht.”

	“What about the Catholic clergy?” said Kurt.

	“Our colleagues in the Secret Intelligence Service have asked us not to approach the priests.

	“Your second objective is to do everything possible to accentuate and spread the notion of an active anti-Nazi movement operating throughout the Third Reich.

	“The members of the cell have a plan to sabotage the Anschütz factory in Lübeck. Your third objective is to progress this operation and any other plans for sabotage the two agents may have, giving top priority to the rail network.

	“And fourthly, spread as many rumours as possible about the imminent invasion and the approaching end of the war, about what will happen to the German people afterwards, and about Resistance plans to eliminate leading named Nazis throughout Germany, France and Austria.”

	“I am not familiar with Anschütz. What do they manufacture?”

	“They make weapons. Their two main factories are in Kiel and Lübeck. The sabotage operation is codenamed Operation Headache.”

	“Do we have a date for the start of this mission?” asked Kurt. He emphasised the word ‘mission’.

	“As soon as your clothing is ready.”

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 4

	 

	 

	Two days later, Kurt was back in Major Thornley’s office for his final briefing. The major handed him two photographs. “These are the two agents on the ground.” The pictures were grainy, but both agents were clearly women. “Their names are Agneta Peterssen and Paula Frink. Agneta is the blonde.”

	“She’s Swedish? That’s not a German name.”

	“Swedish, yes, but she’s been living in Germany all her life. Paula’s from Hamburg.” The major took the pictures back and slid them into a drawer in his desk. 

	“Those are their real names?” Kurt asked.

	“Yes, of course. They live openly. They have codenames for radio communications.” He slid a piece of paper across the desk. It held a street address in Neumünster: Bismarckstrasse 37, Hindenburg House, Block F, Apartment 17.

	Kurt committed the address to memory, and the major tucked it away in the drawer with the photographs.

	Next, the major led him to another room where an SOE tailor kitted Kurt out with a dark suit and boots. Finally, they dressed him in a full-length leather coat. It was a perfect fit. Standing in front of the mirror, he tried the Hitler salute, and shuddered.

	In the coat pocket he found an SS ceremonial knife. “Do I really need this?”

	“Every SS-man carries one,” said the major.

	Kurt came back with, “Every SS-man also has his blood group tattooed on his inner arm. I don’t have one of those.”

	The major smiled. “We thought of that. It could be the detail that will prove to our boys that you’re not really what you appear to be when the balloon goes up and they catch up with you.”

	Major Thornley handed him his papers, his letter of authorisation, fifteen hundred Reichsmarks, and a final bombshell. “You should be aware that if you’re captured by the Nazis and they can prove you’re not SS, they will have every right to treat you as a spy.”

	In the back of the car on the way to Yarmouth, Major Thornley gave him his recognition phrase. “When you meet the girls, you should say, ‘Aunt Matilda sends her best wishes.’ The reply is, ‘How is Uncle Friedrich’s arthritis?’ They won’t be expecting you, and dressed as you are they will be a bit wary of you, but the recognition phrases should work.”

	“Should work?”

	“They will work. Any other questions?”

	“Are you sure I’m the right man for this job?”

	The major slapped him on the knee. “I have every confidence in you.”

	Kurt had a sudden thought. “How do I get out if I need to?”

	The major answered, “Did I not tell you? Just include the word ‘Delaware’ in any message and we’ll arrange an extraction.”

	“Delaware?”

	“That’s right.”

	Extraction is obviously not a high priority. So this is a one-way trip, a suicide mission, as expected.

	 

	***

	 

	The promised Motor Torpedo Boat turned out to be a fishing trawler, barely seaworthy, skippered by a decrepit captain with a scruffy grey beard and wearing a bright yellow sou’wester. 

	“Welcome to the Shetland Bus,” said the skipper in a broad Scots accent, adding, in response to Kurt’s puzzled expression, “We usually daunder between Scotland and Norway. This trip is a special favour for our friends in Whitehall.”

	They puttered their way out of the harbour like an old nag on the way to the knackers yard. The leather coat did little to keep Kurt warm; his teeth chattered. Once they hit the open sea, the skipper opened the throttle and the old boat showed its true pedigree. Equipped with two powerful engines, it cut its way through the swell, skipping over the choppy surface like a thoroughbred steeplechaser.

	Increasing their speed added to the wind chill. He was soon frozen and miserable, doubled over the gunwale, adding his latest meal to the churning North Sea.

	Twenty hours of sheer hell later, Kurt had nothing more to offer the water. He was starting to get his sea legs. The skipper invited him inside the deckhouse.

	“How much further?” he asked.

	“About another full day,” the skipper replied. “It’s three hundred and ninety nautical miles. We’ve done just over two hundred.”

	“Where will we be landing?”

	The skipper cupped his ear. He hadn’t heard above the noise of the engines and the roiling sea. Kurt waved a hand to indicate he’d lost interest. He was facing another full day of this torture!

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 5

	 

	 

	When they eventually sighted land, the setting sun was on the horizon directly behind them under a blanket of cloud. The skipper throttled back until they were idling, the trawler a broken-backed nag once again, tossed about in the swell.

	“We’ll wait here until dark,” said the skipper.

	“Where are we?” asked Kurt.

	“A couple of miles off the coast at Esbjerg, southwest Denmark.”

	In almost total darkness, they sidled into a docking pier to the south of the port. Kurt thanked the skipper and scrambled onto dry land. The skipper lifted his suitcase onto the pier, and the trawler headed back to sea.

	Kurt’s first action was to take off his leather coat. Folding it carefully, he stowed it in his suitcase. A brisk walk took him to the railway station in the centre of Esbjerg where he bought a ticket for Hamburg, using a crisp new 20-Reichsmarks note. When he was asked for his Reichs travel permit, he flashed his Gestapo identity card. The ticket man handed him a ticket and returned his money. “There is no charge for official business.”

	He caught the 15:30 train to Kolding and from there changed to the express to Hamburg. Finding a seat in a first class carriage, an exhausted Kurt settled in for the three hour journey. The warmth of the carriage and the rhythmical clickety-clack of the wheels soon worked their magic …

	A blast of cold air signalled the arrival of a ticket inspector at the end of the carriage. “Tickets! Ladies and gentlemen, please have your tickets ready for inspection.”

	Kurt wiped his eyes. Nothing could be seen in the darkness outside. The three other occupants of the carriage rummaged in their pockets and handbags for their tickets. Kurt held his ready. When the ticket inspector arrived, he punched a hole in Kurt’s ticket. A moment’s hesitation before handing it back alerted Kurt to a potential problem. He closed his eyes. The inspector continued on his way. Twenty minutes later, the ticket inspector opened the compartment door again and stood over Kurt.

	“Excuse me sir,” he said. Kurt opened one eye. “May I ask how you arrived in Esbjerg?”

	“I beg your pardon,” Kurt replied dryly. “My travel arrangements are no concern of yours.”

	“Of course sir, but we are under instructions to note and investigate any suspicious behaviour.” He clicked his fingers. “Show me your Reichs travel permit.”

	“You find my behaviour suspicious?” Kurt glared at him.

	“I noticed you have a one-way ticket. You must admit that is unusual. You are a German national, I think?”

	Kurt nodded.

	“I would expect a German returning home from Denmark to be travelling on the second half of a return ticket.”

	Kurt gave him a glassy smile. “Ah, I see the problem.” He held his Gestapo identity disk under the inspector’s nose. “Perhaps this will clear up your confusion.”

	The ticket inspector gave a hasty Hitler salute and scurried away.

	 

	***

	 

	Evidence of the 1943 Allied bombing raid on Hamburg and the resulting firestorm was visible from well outside the city. The train inched its way through rows of burnt-out buildings punctuated by mountains of rubble. As it got closer to the city centre the destruction became more pronounced, and more shocking. It appeared that every building had been destroyed, empty shells with blackened windows that looked to Kurt like broken teeth in the gaping maws of corpses.

	The central station, with what remained of its glass canopy, resembled a shattered snow-globe. As he alighted onto the platform, it started to rain. It was 19:15 p.m. by the station clock tower that, to Kurt’s amazement, still stood proud. 

	The train was fifteen minutes late. He had missed the last bus to Neumünster. Selecting a suitable corner in the waiting room, he settled in for the night. He wasn’t alone; several other men were using the waiting room as temporary overnight shelter.

	He was asleep when someone prodded his stomach with a toe. “Wake up. You can’t sleep here.”

	Kurt opened his eyes. Two men in railway uniforms stood over him. He sat up. “Is there a problem?” 

	“You cannot sleep here,” said the nearest man.

	“I’m waiting for a bus.”

	“You can’t sleep here,” said the second man.

	“This is a waiting room, is it not? Can’t I wait here for a bus?”

	“Yes,” said the first man. “But you can’t sleep here.”

	“So, if I keep my eyes open I can wait here for my bus?”

	“That’s right.” The first man said. He could see the funny side of the exchange.

	“Move along,” said the second man. “Don’t make us ask you again.”

	Kurt sighed. He got to his feet. Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out his Gestapo identity disk and waved it in front of the two men. “Now tell me again that I can’t close my eyes while I’m waiting for a bus.”

	The two men muttered an apology and scuttled off to hassle someone else.

	Kurt was enjoying himself. His Gestapo identity disk was like a magic wand!

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 6

	 

	Prinz-Albrecht Strasse 8, Berlin

	 

	Two months earlier

	 

	February, 1944

	 

	SS-Obergruppenführer Ernst Kaltenbrunner called a meeting of his department heads. They met in the main conference room on the fourth floor of the Reich Security Headquarters (RSHA)

	Kaltenbrunner stood bolt upright. He cleared his throat. “We are here to mark a milestone in the life of our organisation.” He ran his eyes over the faces of his department heads. All six looked bright-eyed and eager, sitting around the table in order of rank. “As you all know, the incorporation of the Abwehr under the security umbrella of the Reich has long been an objective of the Schutzstaffel. Thanks to your combined efforts, our objective can now be achieved. The Führer has granted his approval for the full integration of the Abwehr within the administrative structure of the RSHA. This will finally unite all the security and police functions of the Reich under one leader. Accordingly, the Reichsführer has ordered me to proceed with its implementation. Who wants to go first?”

	Heinrich Müller, head of the Gestapo, responded. “Our first step must be the removal of Admiral Canaris. Hans Oster has been in Spandau prison since last year, strongly suspected of anti-government sentiment. There can be little doubt that the admiral harbours the same treasonable thoughts as his deputy.”

	Erwin Schulz, head of Administration Legal and Personnel, interjected, “I take it we have no proof?”

	Müller huffed. “None, but it can only be a matter of time before we find enough to put him away for good.” A red-faced bull of a man, Müller’s looks and overbearing personality perfectly reflected his job title and his cavalier attitude to the legal niceties of police work. 

	“So he has not been arrested?”

	Arthur Nebe, the burly head of the Criminal Police replied, “The admiral is close to retirement age. The man is entirely discredited anyhow because of his poor record in the Abwehr.”

	Schulz continued to pursue his point. “Legally, we cannot arrest a serving member of the Wehrmacht – even one who has been discredited – without due cause.”

	“Don’t worry about it Erwin,” snapped Walter Schellenberg, head of SD-Ausland, Overseas Security. Schellenberg was the smallest and youngest among them, also the brightest, as they all knew. “Heinrich’s Gestapo are due to conduct a rigorous search of his house and his office in the next day or so. We will discover enough to satisfy your legal scruples.”

	Müller nodded in agreement.

	Schellenberg’s opinion remained unchallenged. His word carried extra weight, as he was a man on fast track to the top; he was the only one of the six department heads with direct access to Heinrich Himmler, the Reichsführer-SS.

	“We must decide how the functions of the Abwehr will be absorbed,” said Kaltenbrunner. He circulated copies of a list of Abwehr departments.

	“Counterintelligence must be my responsibility,” Schellenberg declared immediately.

	“Agreed,” said Kaltenbrunner.

	“Apart from counterintelligence at home,” said Otto Ohlendorf head of SD-Inland. Ohlendorf was an academic to his fingernails. A highly educated Prussian and a fanatical Nazi ideologue, he spoke in a cultured accent with the unmistakeable lilt of his double doctorate.

	“Agreed,” said Kaltenbrunner.

	“That is hardly logical,” Schellenberg objected.

	Kaltenbrunner looked at his watch. “I have another meeting. I will leave you to thrash out the rest of the details. Schulz can report what you decide.” And he left the room.

	The discussion continued for a further two hours. By the end, Heinrich Müller’s Gestapo had been assigned almost all of the domestic functions of surveillance and spy capture. Schellenberg picked up all of Abwehr’s overseas operations. He declared that he would retain the services of Oberst (Colonel) Georg Hansen from the Abwehr to oil the wheels of the transition.

	When the distribution of all the Abwehr functions was agreed, Schulz raised the thorny question that was at the back of all their minds: how to absorb large numbers of Wehrmacht personnel into their organisation, given that hardly any were members of the SS. After further discussion they decided that most of the members of the Abwehr could be dismissed; integration at arms’ length would be possible for the remainder by the careful placement of SS men as overseers in key positions.

	 

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 7

	 

	February, 1944

	 

	It fell to Walter Schellenberg to break the news to Admiral Canaris. Schellenberg and the admiral were old friends; they rode together frequently among the trees of the Grunewald. Their wives Irene and Erika were good friends, too.

	It was bitterly cold. The trees were weighed down and the edges of the paths caked with week-old snow that had turned to solid ice. Both men were wrapped in furs and wore thick gloves. The breath of their skittish horses surrounded both men in plumes of vapour.

	Schellenberg avoided the subject for as long as he could. He asked for news of the Abwehr, of the admiral’s wife and his twin daughters. They discussed various domestic security issues and the latest news from the front in Italy. Finally, Schellenberg broke the unwelcome news.

	“It’s over, my friend.”

	Canaris looked across sharply. “What do you mean?”

	“Orders have come through from the Reichsführer to close down the Abwehr.”

	“Only the Führer himself can give an order like that.”

	Schellenberg said nothing.

	“Are you telling me the order originated with the Führer?”

	“I’m afraid so.”

	Admiral Canaris was surprisingly calm. A battle for control of the Abwehr had been raging for years between Reinhard Heydrich and Admiral Canaris, and since the death of Heydrich, between Heinrich Himmler and the admiral. Thanks to his special relationship with the Führer, Canaris had always succeeded in resisting these advances. Until now.

	Schellenberg had been expecting some sort of reaction. Perhaps not a violent one, but something more than a passive capitulation. The admiral showed no sign of the turmoil that Schellenberg was certain he must be feeling. He sat erect on his horse, dumbstruck, like a forlorn schoolboy, the ice clinging to his eyelashes adding to the comical image.

	Admiral Canaris turned his mare and urged her in the direction of the stables. Schellenberg followed him. He drew level with the admiral. “I’m sorry Wilhelm.”

	“Not your fault Walter.”

	“I know how hard you’ve fought to avoid this outcome and how faithfully you’ve served the Fatherland.”

	The admiral said, “Are my family safe?” 

	“Yes, of course.”

	“Müller’s men are at my house?”

	“I expect so.”

	“Christ!” Canaris spurred his horse to a canter. Schellenberg kept pace.

	Meanwhile, a group of five Gestapo was ransacking the admiral’s villa by the lake at Schlachtensee. Their initial efforts were hampered by a screaming Frau Erika Canaris, her twin twenty-year-old daughters Eva and Brigitte, and their two wire-haired dachshunds. Eva was hysterical, crying; Brigitte was furious, shouting and beating one of the men on the chest. Losing patience, SS-Sturmführer Klein, the leader of the search, grabbed the twins by their arms and marched them from the villa, the dogs snapping at his heels. 

	Erika ran after him. “You brute. Release my girls.”

	Kicking out at the dogs, he propelled the girls through the garden gate and deposited them in the road. Erika hurried after them. The girls picked up the barking dachshunds and Erika wrapped her coat around the girls.

	“Wait here Frau. You must let us execute our orders in peace.”

	“You have no right,” said Frau Canaris.

	While the Gestapo man returned to the villa to continue the search, Erika stood outside in the cold, doing her best to keep her twins calm and the dogs quiet. A small crowd of their neighbours stood across the road, watching the scene in silence.

	“Where is Father?” cried Eva.

	“I’m sure he’ll be here soon,” replied Erika.

	Brigitte was the older of the twins by two hours and was doing her best to show her sister how to be brave and stay calm. “What are they looking for?” she said.

	“I’m cold!” Eva whispered. “When can we go back inside?”

	Erika wrapped her coat tighter around the two girls.

	When Admiral Canaris arrived, he demanded to speak with “Whoever is in charge”. Klein came out to meet him in the front garden.

	“You can’t go in Admiral,” said the Gestapo man. “We are nearly finished. Please wait over there with your wife and family.”

	The search ended shortly after that and the Gestapo left. Wilhelm, Erika and their daughters went back inside the villa. The sight that greeted them sent chills through Erika’s blood. Every room had been ransacked, all their belongings scattered, their mattresses and furniture ripped open. The kitchen floor was strewn with food, cutlery and broken delft.

	Eva burst into tears again when she saw what the Gestapo had done to her bedroom.

	“Come on Eva,” said Brigitte. “It won’t take us long to tidy up. Help me.”

	“Did they find them?” The admiral asked quietly as he and his wife tackled the kitchen together.

	Erika shook her head. “Irene Schellenberg called on the telephone. I had ten minutes warning. I asked Frau Weber, to take them.”

	 

	***

	 

	Heinrich Müller was furious. “What do you mean, you found nothing? We know he’s been working against the Führer for years. There must be some evidence there.” He slammed a fist on his desk.

	Klein, the leader of the search team, cowered under the onslaught. Everyone knew what could happen if you got on the wrong side of ‘Gestapo Müller’. “I’m sorry, Gruppenführer. We should go back and search again. If there is something hidden somewhere else, the admiral might move it into the house now that we’ve searched it.”

	“Is that all you can suggest? You’re a fool. Get out of my sight!”

	At Schlachtensee, Canaris retrieved his papers from his neighbour and returned them to their hiding place in the villa. 

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 8

	 

	7 days later

	 

	Führerbunker, Berlin

	 

	The Führer stood staring down at the diminutive figure of Admiral Canaris. “How long have we known each other, Wilhelm?”

	“Since 1933, Mein Führer. When I was captain of the Schlesien.”

	Hitler’s hands closed into fists. “All my years as Chancellor. I promoted you several times did I not? And we have been friends all that time. Am I right?”

	“Yes, Mein Führer.”

	“So when did our friendship die? Was it something I said, something I did to disturb our relationship?”

	“Mein Führer—”

	“You have betrayed me. What have I done to deserve such treachery?” He pounded a fist into his hand. “Placing you in charge of Military Intelligence, I entrusted you with the most vital and sensitive of areas.”

	“The job was difficult. It was almost impossible to function effectively under constant threat from the Schutzstaffel and the Gestapo, and under the eyes of the Foreign Ministry. And when the RSHA was formed, you will recall the extreme pressure that Reinhard Heydrich applied to have us absorbed.”

	Wide-eyed, the Führer responded, “Didn’t I always support you in your battles? How many times did the Reichsführer find reasons to close you down? I lost count. And didn’t I defend your independence each and every time?”

	Canaris made no reply. He hung his head.

	“I trusted you. For all those years, I thought I could trust you to protect my interests, the interests of the Fatherland. But you have betrayed my trust. I have long suspected that your Abwehr was a snake-pit of enemies of our democracy, a cesspool of anti-Nazi feeling and Allied agents. Now I know this to be true.”

	He paused for breath, but Admiral Canaris had nothing to say in his defence.

	“And now, word has reached my ears that two of your agents based in Turkey have defected to the enemy, and taken our most secret cipher codes with them to give to the British.”

	Canaris could have protested that, as far as he could tell, the cipher codes had not been given to the British. But he knew any such protest would make little difference. The defection was the last in a long chain of catastrophes suffered by the Abwehr, the final drop that made the barrel overflow, and easily enough to bring his career to an end.

	“This widow, Solf, and her circle of aristocratic traitors have been caught red-handed plotting the overthrow of the  democratically elected government of Germany. They have all been arrested, tried by the people’s court, and executed, and yet these two – what was his name? – and his wife, somehow managed to slip through your fingers.”

	“Erich Vermehren. We have no intelligence implicating them directly—”

	“And yet the Reichsführer tells me it was plain and obvious to the most casual observer that these two agents were part of the conspiracy.” His voice rose in volume, his colour deepening. “Why were they not arrested when you had the chance?”

	“I’m sorry, Mein Führer—”

	“You are sorry?” he roared. “Sorry is not good enough, Admiral. You have failed me. And not just me – you have failed the Fatherland. You have allowed the Abwehr to fall to a pile of rubble.”

	“I’m certain it can be salvaged—”

	“Salvaged? Tell me what there is left. There is nothing left to salvage.” Spittle flew from the Führer’s lips.

	Canaris lifted his head and responded, “That is hardly surprising, when we are losing the war …”

	“It may appear to you that we are losing, but believe me, this war is far from over. Germany is not defeated yet. She will rise from the ashes stronger than ever.” The Führer’s voice was at full throttle. His face puce, veins protruding and throbbing on his neck and forehead, he seemed on the verge of an apoplectic collapse. Then he stormed out of the room, leaving Admiral Canaris on his own.

	The admiral had seen the public face of Hitler playing the part of passionate patriot, furious at the humiliations heaped on Germany by the terms of the Versailles Treaty or the damage inflicted on the economy by those evil Jewish bankers. This was different. This fury was real, fuelled by betrayal, a personal affront, something that could never be forgiven.

	 

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 9

	 

	February, 1944 

	 

	Fifteen minutes passed. Then a man in SS uniform entered. accompanied by a young woman. Canaris recognised them both. The man was SS-Gruppenführer Hermann Fegelein, liaison officer for the SS in Hitler’s office; the young woman was Hitler’s most favoured secretary, the pretty Frau Traudl Junge.

	“Please stand,” said Fegelein. Canaris did so. The SS-man first removed the admiral’s iron cross. Fegelein’s breath stank of Schnapps. He tore the award strips from the admiral’s jerkin: his decorations from the First War, his German cross and U-boat War Badge. Removing the epaulettes from his shoulders required the use of a pair of nail scissors provided by the young secretary.

	Then Traudl read from a document, “Wilhelm Franz Canaris, you are hereby stripped of your rank and dismissed from the Kriegsmarine and the Wehrmacht. From today, you are prohibited from attending any official or ceremonial functions or from communicating with any members of the armed forces of the Third Reich. You will receive no further wages or expense payments from the treasury. Furthermore, you will not be entitled to a Wehrmacht pension.”

	The table was littered with the detritus from his long career in the Reichsmarine, the Kreigsmarine and the Abwehr.

	“This, your dishonourable discharge, will be added to your service record. Do you understand?”

	“Yes,” said Canaris, straightening his back.

	“Do you have any questions?” said Hermann Fegelein.

	“No.”

	“Very well, you are free to leave, Herr Canaris.”

	 

	***

	 

	Upon leaving Canaris, Adolf Hitler met with Heinrich Himmler in an adjoining room.

	“You heard all that Heinrich?” Hitler was breathing heavily as if he’d been exercising. His hands were shaking.

	“Yes, Mein Führer. What are your orders?”

	The Führer waved a hand in the air in a regal gesture. “I’ve dealt with it. The admiral won’t be troubling us anymore.”

	“That is good,” said Himmler. “I believe he may have been conspiring with enemies of the Reich for years.”

	“I have seen your reports. I don’t believe any of them. If I believed every report from your office I would have to conclude that I’m surrounded by conspirators plotting to assassinate me or sell us out to the enemy.”

	Himmler’s reports were more accurate than Hitler knew. Driven by self-interest, Himmler was always careful to protect the most important leaders of the Resistance and minimise the damage to the movement. The war was lost. Everyone knew that. And the Resistance leaders had been seeking opportunities to negotiate with the Allies.

	For two years Himmler himself had tried to set up secret discussions with the Allies to secure his place in history, and the Chancelry, but without any success. Germany after Hitler would need a strong leader capable of rebuilding a new country from the rubble. His latest attempt in August 1943, facilitated by an influential Foreign Ministry lawyer had failed when the lawyer was arrested by the Gestapo. That Himmler had failed to prevent his arrest was a matter of no little regret to him. Reichsführer-SS he may be, but the Gestapo was beyond his control. It was like a super-efficient machine, that once started couldn’t be stopped, like a runaway train.

	The Führer’s eyes glazed over.

	“Can I get you anything, Mein Führer?” said Himmler.

	There was no response from the Führer. Peering into empty space over Himmler’s shoulder, his hands shook alarmingly. 

	The Reichsführer was seriously concerned about the Führer. Ever since the Wehrmacht’s reversal at Stalingrad twelve months earlier, both his physical and his mental health had shown marked deterioration.

	Late in 1943 Himmler had lost all hope for Hitler’s mental recovery when the Führer had cancelled a train delivering warm clothing, medical supplies and ammunition to the Eastern Front to give priority to a shipment of ‘undesirables’ bound for the death camp at Auschwitz. And more recently, Himmler had seen a confidential medical report that diagnosed the Führer with Parkinson’s Disease. He knew this could only end in a painful death.

	 

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 10

	 

	Schleswig-Holstein, Northern Germany

	 

	May, 1944

	 

	An early morning bus ride took Kurt from Hamburg to Neumünster through a wonderland of fields of green crops and spring lambs. Once again his Gestapo identity card gave him free passage. Half full at first with noisy passengers, they picked up several more along the way. The windows soon fogged up, the interior grew warm and stuffy. Lulled by a murmur of conversation Kurt fell asleep.

	He woke with a start when a large woman landed in the seat beside him.

	“Good morning,” she said.

	Kurt wiped his face and sat upright. The woman tried to engage him in conversation. She asked him where he was from; obviously, he was a stranger in the area. He replied that he was from Berlin. Her next few questions attempted to discover the reason for his visit. Kurt avoided these. When she began to describe her own life in excruciating detail, Kurt tuned out. It struck him that this woman and none of the other passengers were intimidated by his disguise. Clearly, it seemed the population of Schleswig-Holstein had no fear of the Gestapo.

	The train maintained a slow, steady pace and they completed the journey in a little over an hour.

	Placing his suitcase in a locker at the bus station, he set out to explore Neumünster town centre. He found much to be admired about the ancient city. Streets of impressive old buildings adorned with rows of mature trees, squares and parks, and a river that fed a large lake. Neumünster bore just a few scars of Allied bombing raids. The small number of bombs that fell here could have been dropped by accident, intended for Hamburg.

	He hung around Bismarckstrasse, ducking in and out of stores while keeping his eyes on the entrance to Block F of Hindenburghaus. When Agneta emerged, she was easily identified, tall and blonde, wearing a light woollen coat, and carrying a shopping basket. He followed her to a market square where she bought some vegetables at a stall. From there she made her way back to Bismarckstrasse, stopping along the way to buy bread at a busy bakery. He caught up with her as she entered Block F and followed her inside. They brushed elbows. The look of alarm on her face told Kurt it was time to let her know he was not what he appeared to be. “Good morning Fräulein. My name is Hans-Dieter Wagner. I bring news from Aunt Matilda.”

	A look of relief washed over her face. “How is Uncle Friedrich’s arthritis?” She opened the door to apartment F17 and invited him inside.

	A hodge podge of furniture cluttered the limited space. Four mismatched dining chairs stood around an oversized walnut table that must have been rescued from a country estate. There was a battered leather armchair and another one upholstered in a red tartan pattern; against one wall an old couch with lumpy cushions and against the opposite wall, an upright piano.

	Agneta apologised for the untidy state of the apartment. “Fuel for heating has been impossible to find since last winter.” The air temperature was cold enough to vaporize their breath. 

	He began by asking if he could use her radio to let London know he’d arrived.

	“Not now. It’s not safe. The Gestapo have been active in the area. Radio direction finders have been seen patrolling the streets all around here.”

	“Where is the radio?”

	“It’s not in the apartment. I’ve hidden it where no one will find it.”

	Kurt said nothing more on the subject.

	They shared breakfast. Fresh bread, eggs and hard cheese. She apologised for the ersatz coffee.

	Kurt replied, “I’m used to it. It’s not so bad.”

	She made a short telephone call, speaking in Swedish.

	She replaced the receiver. “Did London tell you what I do for a living?”

	“No.” It hadn’t occurred to Kurt to ask what jobs Agneta and Paula might have.

	“I work in the Swedish consulate in Lübeck. I’ve told them I won’t be in for a few days.”

	“And Paula? Where does she work?”

	“She’s a student. She studies art in a local college.”

	He helped with washing the dishes.

	“I like your disguise,” she said. “Whose idea was that? Someone in Section X?”

	He nodded. “A major.”

	“Ah! Major Thornley.” The way she spoke his name suggested more than a passing acquaintance with the major.

	He returned to the bus station in the afternoon to retrieve his suitcase. There were plenty of pedestrians about, but again he saw no obvious reaction to his disguise. Back at the apartment, he showed her what he’d brought over from London. She examined the postcards with raised eyebrows.

	He explained that the prancing horse was the symbol of the German Resistance movement.

	“I never heard of it. Is there such a movement?”

	“Of course there is. You and Paula are the founder members.”

	She laughed nervously.

	She gave another, louder laugh when he showed her the pages of Himmler stamps. “What on earth …?”

	“London hopes to sow mistrust among the higher echelons within the Party by circulating these. The idea is that Heinrich Himmler plans to remove Hitler and take over as Chancellor.”

	His explanation failed to dispel her puzzled look. “Will anyone believe that?”

	“The existence of the stamps suggests that his plans are well advanced. The hope is that they may stir political opposition to the Führer.”

	She shook her head in disbelief. “Who dreams up these crazy ideas?”

	Kurt shrugged his shoulders. He handed her 1,000 Reichsmarks. “A gift from the major.”

	Finally, that produced a beaming smile. “We can put this to good use.”

	“Where is your companion?” he asked. “When will I meet her?”

	“Tomorrow. Paula’s running errands.”

	He said, “I was hoping you could help me to find somewhere to live.”

	She replied with a dismissive wave of her hand. “You can spend a night or two on the couch. We’ll work out a more permanent arrangement later.”

	 

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 11

	 

	 

	The following morning, as Agneta was cooking breakfast, her  co-agent, Paula, stepped into the room, wrapped in a dressing-down and wearing slippers. 

	“I thought I smelled breakfast.”

	The two agents couldn’t have been less alike. Agneta was tall, blonde, athletic, Paula was a short, dumpy brunette. Comparing both women to his own long term partner, he placed Gudrun squarely between these two. Gudrun Sommerfeld was taller and heavier than Paula, but shorter than Agneta. Gudrun’s facial features were more refined than Paula’s but not as delicate as Agneta’s finely formed, classical Swedish looks. Gudrun’s best feature, her sparkling green eyes, outshone both of them. Paula had brown eyes, Agneta’s were crystal blue.

	The lumpy couch, that had done its level best to keep him awake all night, suddenly didn’t want to let him leave. Kurt struggled to his feet and introduced himself, “Hello Paula, I’m Hans-Dieter Wagner.”

	“An emissary from headquarters,” said Agneta.

	Paula said, “You bring news from our aunt?”

	“Aunt Matilda is well,” said Kurt, shaking her hand.

	The three of them shared breakfast. Kurt gave them all the news from London. The two women had endless questions about the impending invasion. Kurt had few answers.

	When breakfast was over, Agneta said, “Show her the stamps, Hans.”

	He took Paula through London’s reasons for printing the stamps and the postcards. Paula was even more sceptical of his explanation than Agneta had been. She said, “I can’t see Reichspost franking these, We should post some and see what happens.”

	Kurt took out two blank postcards. He addressed the first one to Agneta Peterssen at their current address. He invited Paula to write a message. Smiling, she wrote a short message, shielding it from Agneta and Kurt. He stuck one of the Himmler stamps on this one. The second one he addressed to Major General von Neumann in the Abwehr, Turpitzuffer, Berlin with the words ‘Bismarck F17’ and an old recognition message, ‘Cousin Hans is unwell. Send money.’ He signed it Kevin. He asked Agneta for a proper Hitler 2-pfennig stamp for this one.

	As soon as Paula was dressed she left the apartment, taking the two postcards with her to post.

	He asked Agneta what work they had been doing. Had they been spreading the word, encouraging civil disobedience or recruiting for the Resistance?

	She shook her head.

	“Do you have any support from locals?” he asked.

	“None. We are pretty much isolated and alone in our efforts here.”

	“So this is the Resistance movement!” said Kurt. He asked Agneta if she could retrieve the radio. “I need to let London know that I have arrived safely.”

	“That’s tricky,” she replied. “The Gestapo has been active in the town in recent weeks. We’ve had to put everything on ice. It’s not safe for us to attempt anything just now.”

	“Where is the radio?” 

	“It’s hidden, not far from here.”

	Obviously, she was still reluctant to tell him where it was. He didn’t press her.

	“Tell me about the rail network. Have you taken a look at it to see where it might be sabotaged?”

	Agneta replied that there were several rail sites, like marshalling yards, suitable for operations of that kind, but  they hadn’t attempted anything yet.

	He asked about Operation Headache.

	“That’s London’s plan to blow up the Anschütz factory in Lübeck. We haven’t made any progress on that.”

	She explained that planting a bomb anywhere guarded by Germans was beyond their capability, and they had no explosives.

	“You have had training?”

	“We’ve had some training, but even if we had explosives I would be reluctant to use them. The Nazis are very protective of their factories and the rail network. A bomb would trigger reprisals. Hundreds of innocent POWs or foreign workers could be shot.”

	By evening Paula hadn't returned. Kurt raised his concerns with Agneta.

	“Don’t be worried,” she said. “She has her own apartment. She’s probably gone there.”

	“Give me the address,” he said. “I’ll pay her a visit and check that she’s okay.”

	They went there together. Paula’s apartment was in Juliusstrasse, two streets away, parallel to Bismarckstrasse.

	Agneta knocked on the door. When there was no answer, she opened it with a key. The apartment was cold and empty, like a mausoleum. Kurt checked the bedroom.

	“Her bed hasn’t been slept in,” he said, his blood pressure rising.

	Agneta laughed at him. “Paula likes to party. She’ll have spent the night with one of her friends.”

	Kurt wasn’t convinced, but there was nothing more he could do.

	 

	 


 

	 

	Chapter 12

	 

	Air Ministry, Berlin

	 

	May, 1944

	 

	Field Marshal Albert Kesselring, supreme commander of all German forces in Italy, flew from Milan to Berlin in his twin-engine Siebel Fh 104 Hallore. At the age of 59 and just ten years after obtaining his pilot’s license, he still enjoyed every flying experience. He was like a young boy with a new toy on every trip.

	In August of the previous year, Hitler had ordered General Rommel to withdraw his forces to the Po Valley, effectively ceding the vast majority of Italy to the Americans without firing another shell. Kesselring was to be redeployed to Norway. Kesselring had resigned in protest and Hitler changed his mind. Now, Kesselring was Supreme Commander, Italy, successfully defending Rome and a significant portion of Northern Italian territory. Rommel’s Army Group B was in France where Rommel was advising on the construction of the Atlantic Wall defences.

	Hermann Göring had called a meeting as Supreme Commander of the Air Force to discuss Luftwaffe tactics, and Kesselring had agreed to attend, although he now reported directly to the Führer, not to Göring or to his erstwhile immediate superior, his arch enemy, General der Fleiger (General of the Pilots) Erhard Milch.

	Kesselring was alarmed when he saw Milch sitting at the table in the conference room, an air of smug anticipation on his boyish face.

	Milch, who also held the rank of Field Marshal, had been a thorn in Kesselring’s side for many years. The two men hated each other. Since 1941, Milch had been in charge of all Luftwaffe aircraft production. His stock-in-trade was his organisational skill and his connections in high places; his knowledge of actual aircraft manufacture or flying operations were sketchy at best. He had never even bothered to learn how to fly. Kesselring, on the other hand, was a man of action with extensive practical experience, a natural born leader who could inspire his men to fight to the last man, to pay the ultimate sacrifice if necessary. He had done everything that Milch had written reports about – and more.

	Reichsmarschall Göring opened the proceedings by inviting Kesselring to outline recent progress in the Italian theatre of war.

	Kesselring took a deep breath and began, “As I’m sure you are aware, the Allies landing at Anzio in January was a major surprise. This was despite poor intelligence from the Abwehr that an amphibious landing was out of the question for four to six weeks. We managed to hold the line. In February, our forces took the offensive, driving the enemy back.”

	“Into the sea?” Milch asked, knowing the answer.

	“As far as their beachhead.”
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