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The Defiant Affair

 


This
nail-biting action thriller develops as a conflict between two
nations brings their war to a pivotal head as one side was sent to
capture an island held by the other.

Major
Chris James was the commander of a night fighter unit stationed on
that island. His squadron; The Devil’s Deal, are desperately thrown
into the fray to prevent the enemy’s transport aircraft from
delivering their deadly cargo of brutal paratroopers. Failure would
leave the love of his life, Diane Forbes, and her hospital nursing
staff, at the mercy of those notorious invaders. The Marines sent
to defend the island are hopelessly outnumbered and the countdown
for battle has already begun. The odds seem impossible for Chris
James to enforce his rescue plan, until a timely twist of fate
lends a helping hand, but later reveals that friends don’t always
behave in friendly ways!

 


 


The Paperclip Affair


.

Mike Ritter, a war weary U.S. Navy flying boat pilot,
stationed in the Mediterranean theatre and based on the island of
Malta. Secretly transferred to Italy for training on a new mission,
he very soon he acquires a beautiful new girlfriend, Renate Ross, a
German army deserter and an ex-driver to a murdered SS General. His
daring mission was into fly into Peenemunde, the secret rocket base
in Northern Germany, to scoop up those ingenious technical minds
from under the noses of the advancing Red Army and then deliver
them safely to the Allies in England. However, the SS and MI6
seemed to have other plans for our brave couple and the resulting
intrigue changes both of their lives forever!

 


 


The Amerika Bomber

 


There was no doubt about it, unless the Americans signed a
truce, the
war was lost. Everyone in the Chancellery knew it. Everyone on the
street in Berlin knew it but what could be done at this last
gasp? This
would be their last ditch attempt at persuading the Allies to
desist from their hell-bent objective of using their B-17’s to beat
Germany into the ground. If they refused, the Americans would
really get to see what a revenge weapon could do!

Reiner Schenk was a major in the Luftwaffe of Ace status but now
Goering had other plans for this brilliant pilot. He was to fly the
Horten XVIIIB: ‘The Amerika bomber’ all the way to New York to
deliver its deadly cargo.

Heidelinde Holzwarden, (Linda) was an outstandingly bright young
woman in the field of avionics. Mother Nature had been doubly kind,
for she was as beautiful as she was bright. This was soon to be
much appreciated by Schenk.

Who
could have guessed it would have been those American terror bombers
that would prematurely bring Linda and Schenk together, only for
them to be reunited professionally for a mission whose combined
skills could completely change the Allied planned outcome of
WWII!

 


 


The Dublin
Connection

 


Sepp Richter and Lidia Connelly came
from entirely different backgrounds. He was a spy for the Abwehr;
Germany’s secret service, and she a coerced member of the IRA. They
met when Richter was sent to Dublin during WWII to oversee a German
plan to invade Northern Ireland aided by the IRA. This German plan
was codenamed: Kathleen.

Betrayed by her boss by causing her
boyfriend’s death, Lidia sought out revenge. Many weeks later; fate
had her meet Richter and the attraction was instant and
mutual.

Due to a misunderstanding, Richter
thought some IRA hit men were after him and dealt with them the
only way he knew how. This was tantamount to starting a bush fire,
forcing Lidia and Sepp to flee Dublin but now with the added peril
of having Berlin’s top assassin hot on their trail!

 


The Secret Jungle

 


Kurt Brandt’s ex-Kriegsmarine fast
torpedo boat inserted beautiful female spies into the post-war
communist controlled Baltic States for MI6 and the CIA. This deadly
foray was code named: Operation Jungle. The demanding realities of
this espionage assignment were murder, adventure and heartbreak in
almost equal measure. Brandt’s early involvement with women in
England and Germany led to unforeseen tragic results, however, his
rapid posting to Bornholm Island in Denmark saved him from eventual
prosecution. After completing his delivery of those brave women;
Brandt and his crew suddenly had a new mission and were aided by
six SBS men sent from England. Their task was to free Brandt’s new
lover: Eva, the Latvian spy ringleader, using their E-Boat. She was
being held in the notorious Karosta Prison and desperately hoping
help would arrive before her brutal KGB interrogators arrived from
Moscow. Unknown to Brandt; the SBS men had a kill order on Eva if
escape was thought impossible but had all their fates already been
sealed?

 


 


Anya and Me

 


Some might say that British journalist
Bill Good was a lucky man to have met two diverse but intriguing
women in his life tonight.

It all began with the lovely post-grad
Christine driving him to a ‘lights in the sky’ breaking story down
in Reading, Pennsylvania. This in turn leads to them rescuing the
mysterious Anya from possible medical experimentation.

Returning to New York City both women
insist that Bill takes them home. Christine lived locally in NYC,
so easy enough, but Anya’s place was going to be a little harder as
Earth was not her home!

 


 


 



 


Much
love to Stephanie, Adam and Sofie.

Hoping all your futures bring you good memories.

 


 


 


 



 


Fall down.

Strange gods arrive in fast enemy poses.

Their shirts are soft and marrying cloth and hair
together.

All along their arms, ornaments conceal veins bluer than blood
that pretends a welcome.

The wind withdraws all sound.

Stamp your witness on the punished ground.
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Chapter
One




The
Mercedes staff car bounced up and down along the pot holed dusty
road. So much so, that the occupant in the rear seat was feeling
something close to seasickness. The car was covered in such a thick
film of dust, it made it appear a silver gray instead of the
original gloss black. It may have appeared as if in disguise if it
were not for the General’s insignia on the front fenders. For those
seeing the vehicle from head-on in the early morning light, it must
have looked like some yellow eyed spectre as if approaching within
a thunder cloud, now ghoulishly fixed on its prey. It must have
been a terrifying sight to behold.

‘Twenty
minutes, sir.’ The driver said briefly looking over his right
shoulder to speak through the privacy screen to the passenger in
the rear seat, letting him know that they had now entered the
suburbs of the capital.

‘What
was that?’ said a disembodied sleep filled voice.

The
driver looked up briefly into his rear view mirror and saw this
ragbag of an officer sat in the back of his immaculate car with his
filthy uniform and mud caked boots, laying all over his beautiful
burgundy-red leather seats. He was very pissed off but disguised it
well.

‘It’s
twenty minutes until we arrive at the Chancellery, sir,’ the driver
informed his passenger. And another fifteen before I have to clean
all your crap off my rear seats and carpets. Thanks a lot, you
bastard, he thought to himself.

‘Thank
you, corporal.’ He said sluggishly, rousing himself into an upright
position. He now was cranking the rear window to let in some of the
cool early morning air.

The
officer; now aware of his situation, was unsure if it had been wise
to fall asleep. Looking at his wristwatch, he was surprised to find
that it had been almost four hours. It was quite a while since he
had the luxury of four hours uninterrupted sleep. It felt
throughout his body as if he was paying for a heavy night on the
booze. The officer was also mildly annoyed that he hadn’t had the
great night’s entertainment as compensation for feeling this
bad.

His
mouth felt dry and his tongue was slightly swollen with
dehydration. His joints ached and were stiff from the long car
journey. His head that hurt like hell; all caused by extreme
tiredness. In short, he looked and felt like a stool
sample.

He
smiled to himself remembering an ironic incident where a rookie had
reported in for duty to him whilst they were under fire. That
youngster had mistakenly saluted a dead soldier killed from the
unending heavy bombardment from those horrendous Katyusha rockets;
(known affectionately as ‘Stalin’s Organs’) as the corpse had
probably looked in better shape than his colonel, and with their
recent lack of fresh water, he may have even smelt
sweeter!

On
reflection; he thought the rookie probably had it about right, as
he and all his men must have looked like death warmed over. It must
have been quite an alarming sight for this poor sixteen-year-old
boy soldier, especially reporting-in during that particular time of
dreadful carnage.

His job
was to be the latest runner for this overused and depleted combat
unit. Many of the men wondered why the army would send out such a
young boy so close to this waking nightmare of a battlefront.
Surely, they must have others to call on for this job. However,
knowing that the mincing machine for human flesh in wartime is a
ravenous beast, they all sadly accepted it as just another decline
in human decency with a despondent sigh but hoped that none of
their own children back at home would volunteer for such perilous
duty.

As it
turned out the rookie didn’t have to put up with those awful
conditions for very long. On his second day he mistakenly ran
through an old partially cleared minefield trying to save some time
trying to get through to HQ, eagerly hoping to finally get some
breakfast once the communication had been delivered. He hadn’t
eaten anything since his arrival as no one had bothered to show or
tell him where the field kitchen was located. The lack of food had
left him feeling a little light headed and possibly prone to make
poor decisions.

Two of
the old hands were brewing some fresh real coffee nearby and
noticed this nimble figure dashing across the field. They both
instantly yelled at him to stop, but it was too late. The boy had
stepped onto one of the most powerful of personnel land mines. The
explosion kicked up all sorts of dirt and rubbish that had showered
the pair of the recoiling soldiers. Stones and other debris were
pinging off their steel helmets and making their ears ring. Most of
the dirt was going into their eyes and down the back of their
collars causing them to curse out loud. This had been a rare chance
for them to have some hot fresh coffee, which was kindly brought
back by one of their comrades from a home leave; instead of the
usual ersatz shit they were issued. The other reason it made them
both curse out loud with rage and frustration was because that
stupid boy had given his life to contaminate their wonderful
coffee. The two soldiers looked at each other briefly, earnestly
considering on what had just fallen into it. They shrugged and
drank it anyway, nothing was going to spoil this rare delight for
them.

As for
the boy runner, little was found. Eventually, some engineers went
out to clear the minefield and found his shattered dog tags, but
that was all. Any of his flesh or sinews scattered around had
already been greedily taken away by the hordes of rats that lived
out there just waiting for someone stupid enough to walk across
their ‘dining table of death’.

‘There
is some schnapps and cognac in the box on your right, sir. You may
find it takes the edge off the new day.’ The driver said helpfully,
but more through duty protocols than concern for the officer’s
well-being. He did this just in case his boss might have asked the
officer if his driver had been courteous and correct.

‘Thank
you, corporal,’ said the officer, now back to present situation. He
didn’t touch any of the alcohol because he wanted to keep a clear
head. They don’t call you to Berlin on a whim just to show you the
sights; he knew it must be important. He really didn’t like the
sound of it but duty called.

They
passed through the suburbs with their war torn and grimy looking
buildings before finally entering into the city centre.

He was
surprised to notice how the city had changed since his last visit.
There were many people out early on the rubble-lined streets; they
looked wan and listless on their continual search for bread and
food, many shuffling along with drooped heads and shoulders. It
suddenly appeared to this officer as it were footballers whose team
were losing badly to a much stronger side and they had reluctantly
accepted they had no hope of redeeming the inevitable score
line.

It was
quite eerie to see how this huge city had fallen silent, except for
the times of imminent danger announced by the scream of the
incessant air raid sirens. Its desperate people were now forced to
become underground dwellers until the all clear sirens sounded
their welcoming tones. He compared this sad situation to the music
and gaiety experienced during one of those exciting capital city
leave passes he had enjoyed in much sunnier times. The officer now
felt a heavy sense of sorrow at the sights of his favourite
city.

The
Mercedes Staff Car pulled up outside the Chancellery, causing a
small cloud of blue smoke to erupt from the exhaust, as the last
batch of benzene filling the car’s tank was of very low
grade.

There
were two SS guards outside on sentry; pristine in their black
uniforms with white gloves, unfeasibly shiny boots, collars
displaying the silver flash runes, and finally, their left sleeves
adorned with bright red arm bands with the white circle that
contained the feared Hakenkreuz (swastika), which had all been
beautifully designed by Hugo Boss.

The
guards snapped to attention as one at the sight of the General’s
insignia displayed prominently on the car’s fender. The corporal
driver quickly got out and opened the car’s rear door. The officer
got out of the car and stood up on the broad and freshly washed
sidewalk, his tired eyes adjusting to the light of the new
day.

Whilst
placing his dusty hat on his head, he thanked the driver and told
him to drop his luggage off at the Hotel Royale. He was to inform
reception that Colonel Weinmann would be there for lunch and to
allocate him a quiet room for at least six guests.

He
approached the entrance to the Chancellery. It was apparent the
driver didn’t want to stick around this infamous building and was
keen to put as much distance between him and it as quickly as
possible. He tore off down the broad avenue of the Wilhelmstrasse
as fast as he could.

The
‘Officer of the Day’ emerged from his post just inside the entrance
doors and yelled out at this unkempt officer to stop. The two SS
sentry guards smiled with their eyes at each other. They reverted
to the ‘easy’ position as a lack of respect for this joke of a
soldier.

‘You
cannot come in here dressed in that state.’ The Untersturmfuhrer
O.D. barked at the officer.

‘Why
not?’ said the grubby officer, a little taken aback.

‘Why
not?’ barked the officious O.D. ‘Because you look like a piece of
crap, that’s why not’

‘I have
an appointment.’ The officer replied; slightly surprised at this
type of treatment, but not unduly fazed, as he considered it was
just noise by an overzealous guard.

‘I don’t
give a damn. And if you don’t piss off; these two here will kick
your ass for you. You’re a bloody disgrace man. When did you last
wash, you dirty bastard?’

The
Untersturmfuhrer was wide-eyed and whose facial skin was turning a
curious shade of purple. He was also breathing hard, trying hard to
hold his volatile temper but not managing too well. If this SS
officer wasn’t careful, he could give himself an
aneurysm.

The
visiting officer started to brush off some of the heavily caked
dried mud that was prevalent on his ripped and worn battlefield
tunic. He began lightly beating his hat against the side of his
right thigh, creating an impressive small gray dust
cloud.

‘Oh,
that’s right; brush your shit and filth all over our station,’ the
O.D. moved forward as if he was preparing to strike this officer.
‘You are dirtiest bastard excuse for an officer I have ever seen.’
He was really on the cusp and could do anything if pushed too
far.

Sensing
this; the sentries moved their rifles swiftly from the ‘easy’ up to
the ‘port’ position; diligently keeping their eyes on their
officer’s Walter PPK gun holster, just as a precaution in case
things escalated.

‘That’s
‘dirty bastard’, Sir!’ said the unkempt officer, now starting to
take control of the situation as he continued to brush off his
tunic. This attempt at personal housekeeping now revealed his
Colonel’s status. It also revealed his prestigious Knights Cross
award that was hanging from its ribbon suspended around his throat.
As the officer stooped forward, he was still trying to remove even
more of the deeply impregnated dust, revealing various other
campaign ribbons above, and award badges below, the left breast
pocket of his tunic. It was now possible to see his notorious
‘SonderKommando’ (Special Forces) cuff title on his left
sleeve.

As if a
switch were thrown; those two mocking sentries’ arrogance and
surliness changed into one of slack-jawed amazement. They had both
clocked the ‘Knights Cross’ and the ‘Close Combat Clasp with
Swords’ awards, which was more than enough to make them snap back
to attention with such speed that it was breath taking.

The
Untersturmfuhrer was backpedalling fast with his attitude. So as
not to look foolish in front of his men, he moved in closer and
spoke quietly to the officer; telling him that he would get into a
lot of trouble if he had let the colonel inside looking in such a
state, especially if the Fuhrer was abroad and had seen him. He
would literally have been for the ‘High Jump’.

‘Well,
let’s go in and ask him, shall we. I’m sure he would like to hear
the reasons why you have so disrespectfully detained me?’ The
Colonel said, almost cheerily.

The
Colonel slowly unbuttoned his breast pocket and passed the O.D. a
folded document. The SS officer unfolded it; his hands were now
shaking slightly as he read as he had recognized the handwriting.
The document stated: ‘This officer is to be given free passage,
without let or hindrance and to be afforded every assistance as if
in my name’ signed: Adolf Hitler.

The
Untersturmfuhrer seemed to shrink about six inches. He realised he
was now in deep trouble. The expression on his whitened face and
darting eyes displayed that he wished he was anywhere else than
here. He was to get his wish. It really was a cliché about wishing
because it does have a nasty habit of coming true.

The two
guards had moved slightly behind their O.D. so that he couldn’t see
the schadenfreude smiles on their now beaming faces. They really
were enjoying their officer’s discomfort greatly. Seeing this; the
colonel had moved past the Untersturmfuhrer and up to the now,
parade stone-faced, but immaculately turned out guards.

‘Have
you two had any leave recently?’ asked the colonel.

Puzzled
at the question; the guard on the right answered first.

‘Yes
sir, about a month ago.’

‘Do you
like to travel, Scharfuhrer?’ enquired the Colonel, feigning
interest for the answer.

‘When I
can, sir, I like to ski.’ The sentry replied, not sure at what the
officer’s point was making but knew he should have kept his mouth
shut.

‘That’s
good. I am going to organise a little trip for the three of you.
Sort out your reliefs, tell them you will be skiing in Russia
before the end of the week.’ He furthered, ‘I shall make a point of
coming to see how your nice white gloves and shiny boots are coping
with your new posting.’ He said that with a wicked toothed smile
and narrowed eyes that put those three at great unease.

‘You
can’t do this, Colonel; we are only doing our jobs.’ The O.D was
almost pleading. The bully in him had long evaporated.

‘You did
read that missive I passed to you, Untersturmfuhrer?’ The Colonel
said looking directly into his face, noticing this man’s quivering
upper lip and the sweat beads forming above. With just a little too
much pleasure; the Colonel raised an eyebrow, anticipating a
reply.

‘Well,
yes, sir.’ The O.D. gulped in an unsure response.

‘Then I
think you will find out very soon that I can.’ The Colonel told him
assuredly.

The
Colonel passed by the crushed and frightened guards to go inside to
the entry hall. He was then shown through to an ornate anteroom.
This displayed some very familiar impressionist paintings that he
felt convinced he had seen last hanging in the Louvre in
Paris.

General
Bulow would know of the Colonel’s arrival immediately, as an
orderly was quickly detailed to inform him. The hallway staff had
obviously heard the altercation outside and decided that exemplary
service for this Colonel was the tip for the day.

The
Untersturmfuhrer and the two guards outside stared at each other
incredulously, but now realizing their fate and all as one had
said: ‘Oh Crap!’


 


Chapter
Two




‘Please come through, Colonel. The General said he will be
with you directly and to please take a seat if you wish, sir.’ Said
the Captain, whom by his insignia displayed, showed that he was
already being groomed for the General Staff. His uncle just
happened to be the ‘General of Supply, Wehrmacht’ clearly
demonstrating that nepotism was still alive and well, even during
the hallowed times of the ‘Promotion through Merit Programme,’
which should result in personal elevation through hard work and
heroism. Possibly for those that happened to be lucky enough to
live that long!

General
Bulow entered by the door at far end of the room but not before
four other officers of varying ranks came in through another door.
It was turning out to be quite an eventful morning.

The
General bid them all to sit down at his enormous and elegant
mahogany table, which had obviously been commandeered from an
occupied French château and then transported to Berlin. Its quality
was superb and would continue to remain that way as some poor
bloody Gefreiter had already been detailed to keep it buffed to a
mirror shine. It had that wonderful beeswax smell that permeated
the whole room, which was to remain unsullied by any tobacco
contamination, as it was forbidden in the Chancellery to smoke
under Hitler’s strict order. It also had a faint back aroma of
lavender as the beeswax polish came from an area in France where
lavender was grown, which in turn was pollinated by those same
bees. It was an amazing natural product, as lavender oil also had
fantastic antiseptic qualities and had been used since Roman
times.

They
were all now seated around this refectory sized table; all looking
each other up and down, noticing the ranks and the awards on their
tunics and more importantly their unit cuff titles, which informed
others of those ‘Special Forces’ to which they belonged.

Trying
to place the soldier’s faces with some of those propaganda
newspapers photographs was indeed telling by some of their puzzled
looks around the room; except for the General, who knew everyone
there, of course.

Then
there was this scruffy, unshaven, colonel, that didn’t really care
who any of them were. He was beyond all that bugles and drums
bullshit. One year on the Russian Steppes will knock that out of
anyone that had managed to survive and those numbers weren’t too
high, on either side. For him, it seemed to put the assumed
importance of day-to-day things into a much clearer
perspective.


‘Gentlemen, thank you all for coming at such short notice. I
will try to be brief, but there is much to discuss and you will
have many questions I don’t doubt.’ General Bulow looked across at
the Colonel in his dirty and worn battlefront uniform. He gave a
slight inclination upwards of his eyebrows but instantly dismissed
it from his thoughts, realising he had much more important things
to discuss today. Turning in his seat slightly, towards the other
four officers he said: ‘If you don’t already know who this is,
please let me introduce you all to Colonel Heinz Weinmann from the
SonderKommando. I daresay that you have heard the stories that
abound of his unit’s exploits; most of which are unbelievably true,
to use an oxymoron.’

The four
other officers glanced at Weinmann and then at each other sat
around the table. They seemed suitably impressed. With initial
introductions over; they were invited to open the dossiers in front
of them.

What
they read was astounding and wondered if this was just an exercise
in fantasy or possibly someone’s idea of a grand joke. They all
must have been thinking that, because if it was a joke, then it
certainly must be on them as the premise laid out was the most
daring, fantastical, expedition they had ever seen on
paper.


‘Gentlemen, I am going to leave this with you for a little
while so you can study these documents and consider how you will
piece together these ideas and to form them into an actual plan of
action.’

Bulow
turned to the far end of the room to reveal a side table that now
had its covers removed. With an almost lazy, open-handed gesture;
he pointed to another large table that displayed freshly brewed
coffee and freshly baked rolls. There were plates of food
containing smoked Bavarian ham and others with strong limburger
cheese. The other meat selection had cold chicken roasted in red
wine, sliced and spread with a garlic mayonnaise and topped with
sliced dill pickle that had been marinated in chilli vinegar. It
made them all salivate worse than one of Pavlov’s dogs.

To
follow were some wonderful pastries that made your eyes dance with
delight at their bright colours. You could smell the warm almonds
that had been finely ground to make the paste that had been
delicately spread around the folds of the flaky puff pastry. It was
then brushed with an apricot glaze, piped with a white water icing
and finally topped off with Italian glace cherries.

You now
realised how it was possible for people to kill each other for such
things. These men had not eaten goods this beautiful in more than
two or possibly three years. As soon as the General had left the
room; they almost leapt on them like a lion on a wounded
gazelle.

‘My God,
have you tasted these pastries?’ said a captain by the name of Russ
Krieger. He was with the Mountain Division and wore the famous
Edelweiss insignia. From this unit; he was one of the few picked
especially by its brilliant and audacious leader: Otto Skorzeny. He
had joined forces with the Luftwaffe’s paratroops that had taken
part in ‘Operation Eiche’ on the Grand Sasso that had sprung
Mussolini from his somewhat reluctant Italian guards. Although, and
as expected; they didn’t give them too much trouble.

He, like
Hitler, was an Austrian by birth and had grown up on the Tyrol. He
had been winning awards for skiing from the time he was eight years
old. At fifteen; he was the youngest on record to team climb the
Eiger. No mean feat by any standard; so when the Anschluss came
along, he was a natural to join the newly formed: Mountain
Division. The truth of it was that within a month, the instructors
were coming to him for climbing advice. It was a ridiculous waste
of time to keep such an experienced man cleaning his boots and
teaching him how to salute properly. Therefore, they made him Chief
Climbing Instructor and promotion to Senior Lieutenant with
immediate effect. He was also made Third Senior Instructor for the
skiing; the only reason he was third was that his two immediate
superiors were both Olympic Games medal winners. He was indeed
moving in exalted circles within his particular field of expertise.
As with these newly formed elite units; money and equipment was
never a problem. They only had to ask and all was provided the next
day without question. Their bosses obviously had contacts in high
places.

Fifteen
minutes later; all were seated back at the discussion table.
Krieger tried not to let all those niceties cloud his thinking,
notwithstanding all the fresh coffee and other delights they had
just consumed. He was curious, just like the rest of them, but why
would they need someone with his skills here in Berlin for OKW:
OberKommando der Wehrmacht.

Usually,
it meant some bright spark had an idea; some other idiot had
listened to him and had the influence to bring it to fruition. That
boiled down to Krieger and his men had to go and die in some
godforsaken shithole to make some General Staff officer look good
at their next cocktail party, as of course, it had been ‘his’ idea
all along. Unless it all went wrong, and then, it became the fault
of some junior officer exceeding his authority and was duly dealt
with by sending to some god-awful posting.

Krieger
spoke briefly to another Captain seated next to him and found his
name was Rudy Stoller. Although it had been disbanded for a while;
this officer still wore the desert uniform with the ‘Afrika’ cuff
title on his left sleeve. Most of the regular forces held these
guys in high esteem and were duly proud that they had kicked
Montgomery’s butt. Acknowledging that they had been sadly let down
by their masters that had just abandoned them, as the Fuhrers
roaming attention was firmly fixed on the invasion eastwards.
Hitler was salivating in eagerness to get his hands on those
precious oil fields in Romania to fuel his war machine and the
massive wheat fields of the Ukraine to make bread to feed the
hungry populous at home, as well as the many millions of
servicemen.

Rudy
Stoller came from Hanover; a city with much world history to its
name. In fact, the majority of the royal families of Europe had
members that could be traced back to the broad Hanoverian
bloodlines. It also amused him that the people he was fighting in
North Africa were led by a monarch that could be directly connected
back to the Royal House of Hanover and how crazy it was that
cousins like this should be fighting each other, instead of the
common enemy of communist Russia.

Before
the war in Europe; after missing the first vacation through
illness; Stoller spent two summers with old university pals touring
around the English countryside and realized how much the English
were ‘just like us’.

He also
enjoyed the company of the local English girls; especially the ones
that weren’t quite as straitlaced as those back home. Luckily for
him; they seemed to like his company quite a bit too!

Stoller
had found it a bitter pill to swallow to be discarded in such a
manner after all the sacrifices his men had made in the desert;
with its flies and dysentery, that brought about a slow and painful
death by shitting your insides out. The fighting side of it hadn’t
been as bad as they had expected, when they were fully
equipped.

However,
that didn’t last too long once the Royal Navy and the RAF began
sinking all their supply ships. He thought the British ‘Tommy’ was
a reasonably good soldier, tough, and keen to mix it. Conversely,
Stoller thought that the British officers were largely useless and
frequently made poor decisions causing them to lose many good men
unnecessarily.

However,
the British had some allies that had pulled them out of the shit on
quite a few occasions. That was mostly down to the ANZAC’s
(Australia and New Zealand Army Corps). These were the tough men
from Australia and New Zealand that hailed from the hard streets of
the British colonies and the remote cattle and sheep stations.
Australia was a country that had most of the world’s deadliest and
most poisonous creatures, but the Aussies felt that always made for
an interesting life. Having to count on your own mettle to get you
out of life’s threatening situations made for men that sorted out
their own problems, their way.

They
were ignorantly considered militarily undisciplined, except of
course by their own ANZAC steely sergeants that could generally
outbox any troublemakers in their units, but by the gods, Stoller
admired how they could fight. They could also outmarch any of the
other, so called, ‘senior British combat unit’s’.

It
always bought a smile to Stoller’s face when he remembered a story
about those ANZAC’s that had dug in and were preparing to counter
one of Rommel’s expected attacks.

The tale
goes something along the lines of: Montgomery was whizzing along by
jeep to inspect the frontline defences and accompanied by the
General Officer of the Colonial Desert Defence Line. Monty had
noticed a lot of those Australian bush hatted soldiers milling
about in an unmilitary fashion; smoking, grabbing at each other in
fun, and generally messing around.

Being a
renowned stickler for discipline; he had turned to his Australian
counterpart and remarked in a brusque manner; ‘he was dismayed none
of those men had stopped and saluted when they had seen the Field
Marshall’s jeep pass by and somewhat disappointed at their complete
lack of respect.’

The
Australian General swiftly and humorously replied; that he
shouldn’t be too concerned and assured the Field Marshall that if
he were to wave to the men as he drove by, his soldiers would
definitely wave back. That probable myth always made Stoller smile
to himself, but he had never lost respect for those great soldiers
and wished they could get some just like those in their rather
sadly depleted units of late.

Next to
Stoller was an unusual looking man; with the face and physique of a
‘water navvy’ but spoke with an obvious educated accent, coupled
with excellent manners. Unlike the others around the table; he wore
an officer’s uniform of the Luftwaffe. His name was Major Kurt
Lipke from the Fallschirmjaeger: Airborne Division. Around the
world, paratroops usually belonged to the Army; however, Goering
had got his way with Hitler and insisted that as his aircraft
delivered these men to their battlefields, they should belong to
the Air Force. It was the same for all the anti-aircraft defences;
they too, were solely operated by Luftwaffe staff.

Kurt
Lipke was one of the first paratroopers to arrive at Fort
Eben-Emael in Belgium in 1940. He won his spurs that day by
bringing about a swift conclusion to the operation. In the process
of events, his daring had saved many lives by his quick thinking;
causing the defenders inside the fort to throw in the towel in
short order. He had earned his place in military history and would
play a key member in the upcoming operation.

Those
early years were his good times compared to the awful fiasco of
their invasion on the island of Crete. The enemy knew when and
where they were going to land, and also, in what strength.
Fallschirmjaegers are all too well aware that they are shock troops
and understood that can come with a high price to pay to achieve
your mission; but ‘Kreta’ was very different.


Fortunately, for Lipke, he was in one of the final transports
to arrive over the island. He was originally detailed to be in one
of the first aircraft out, but due to a mechanical problem, all of
his stick had to transfer to one of the reserve aircraft and
arrived late over the drop zone.

Annoyed
at being delayed by this unforeseen problem; he was further
dismayed by the dreadful carnage he encountered on his arrival.
Many of his men lay dead or dying in those huge olive groves. Some
were hooked up in the branches of the trees, heads down in death,
with their inert bodies gently swaying gently back and forth on
their parachute lines by the gentle inland breezes. Many had died
even before they hit the ground due to the defenders incessant
ground fire. Those Australian and New Zealand defending troops had
put up a good fight, as they were expected to do, but lack of
ammunition had caused the British and Commonwealth troops to pull
back, to start their long march back over the mountains, eventually
to be picked up by the Royal Navy at Souda Bay.

That first day had been horrendous; in all, Lipke had lost
over 60 per cent of his unit. 20th May 1941 was a day that was etched into
his brain forever. If it weren’t for a complete mess up by the
British, they wouldn’t have been able to capture the airfield at
Maleme. This enabled reinforcements to arrive by air transporters
to help replace their dreadful losses; otherwise, ‘Unternehmen
Merkur’ (Operation Mercury) would have been a total
disaster.

Among those new arrivals were the
85th and 100th Mountain Regiments, containing possibly Captain Krieger
that sat further along the table. Lipke leaned forward slightly and
inconspicuously looked over at Krieger and noticed the ‘Kreta’
award title on his sleeve. He had indeed been there and also
encountered those glorious ANZAC troops the British had abandoned,
which in turn, they had captured, numbering about nine thousand in
all. Those gallant troops had fought a short and ferocious battle
until they just simply ran out of ammunition.

Lipke
admired their spirit very much, because many of the captured men
had no food, precious little water, and were looking in very poor
shape. However, the ANZAC’s were curiously upbeat, which was
amazing considering the conditions they had endured. Most were
treated as brave comrades doing the best they could under very
difficult circumstances. Lipke’s men shared amongst them what food
and cigarettes and medical supplies they could spare.

The
whole operation had taken only ten days to complete, but the price
the paratroopers had paid was so high that Hitler never allowed
such a large Fallschirmjaeger operation again. Many of those elite
troops were destined to be frittered away in hopeless causes in
Italy or Russia.

Major
Kurt Lipke was from Hamburg. This was a city that was more used to
producing navy men than Luftwaffe paratroopers. In fact, he was
destined to join the merchant marine with a good friend from
school, but instantly found that he had a terrible aversion to the
sea and suffered terrible seasickness almost from the moment the
ship, or boat, let go from its moorings. Try as he might, there was
just no remedy for it. That was when he read about this new outfit
that was being formed which needed tough young men to do daring
things; like jumping out of aeroplanes and other crazy stuff. The
pay was twenty per cent better than the standard army rate, so he
instantly decided that was the life for him. It was strange, but
not once when he was airborne did he feel the motion sickness he
had on a boat. It was a curious life indeed.


Lieutenant Commander Lowenstein was a Navy man from Lindau,
Bavaria. He had those swarthy, darker, almost Mediterranean looks
of those from the Swabian region; laughingly called; ‘Near
Germany’.

He had
served in a Kriegsmarine landing unit. This was not like the
conventional Royal Marines or the USMC idea of a marine soldier.
Few from that part of Germany were generally considered for naval
service, but he had taken to navy life well, finding promotion was
fast for those that excelled.

When the
opportunity arose; he volunteered to join this rapidly formed force
to go ashore and consolidate captured ports that had offered low
resistance. One operation he remembered, was the time he had gone
ashore after disembarking from the old WW1 battleship
‘Schleswig-Holstein’ to capture the port of Westerplatte in Danzig
harbour (Poland). They had been informed that there were only the
dockside guards to overcome. This was not the case at all and
quickly found out the Polish Army putting up a very strong
resistance. It had taken a lot of hard and bloody fighting before
finally securing the port.

They had
also been involved in action at Messina and at Sevastopol in the
Ukraine. His personal golden times were when they had gone into
Norway and had given co-operation with those aforementioned
mountain troops.


Lowenstein wondered why he had been pulled into this meeting,
as he usually didn’t do a lot with ground operations these days,
and in particular; why would an army general need his advice. With
that, the side door opened and General Bulow re-entered the room.
Now they were all going to find out what was going to happen. As it
was to prove, it was something they would never have guessed and
would forever change the lives of all those seated around that
table.

‘Well,
gentlemen,’ began the General. ‘I hope you are feeling somewhat
refreshed as we have a busy morning ahead of us.’

One of
the General’s aides came in and passed around more folders. All
were stamped ‘Hoch Geheime’ (Top Secret).

This
wasn’t unusual for officers to see items of that nature in wartime,
but it was going to be a little different to what they normally
read as most items, even of low level military intelligence; were
generally stamped ‘Secret’ and could prove to be quite routine.
This project was unique and had grabbed everyone’s
attention.

‘What we
have here gentlemen is a demanding venture. That is why we have
asked for the best candidates from your respective fields of
experience.’

Bulow
scanned the room to see the expressions on their faces. He was
initially a little disappointed by their collective reactions, but
on reflection, he thought that as they didn’t know the full plan
just yet, it was probably no more than he should have
expected.

‘The
thrust of this exercise is to plan and develop an operation to get
approximately ninety men into enemy occupied territory at night.
Your purpose is to release the target from captivity and get said
target to an airfield ten kilometres away and back safely before
dawn to a friendly airbase!’

Bulow
looked up from his copy of the proposed venture and realized that
everyone in the room was looking directly at him; searching his
face for any more clues as to what else this plan may
contain.


‘General; may I ask in what country this operation would take
place, as you can imagine the various topographies will have to be
considered? And also how we would be delivered to that country; by
land, sea, or air? There are so many variables, it would be almost
impossible to arrange an effective plan without more information.’
Russ Krieger said to Bulow, with nods of assent from all the others
seated around that table at the posed question.

‘Yes,
General; at least you could give us some relevant information. I
don’t think any of us here are likely to refuse the task, plus we
are all conscious of the fact that we have signed an official
secret order and the penalties involved to anyone revealing them
outside of this room.’ Lt. Commander Lowenstein remarked with a
casual obviousness.

‘I
promise you that in the fullness of time you will all be told the
complete details. I can assure you this is of extreme importance to
the Fatherland and the Fuhrer. For now, I can only give you some of
the general requirements needed to achieve a favourable outcome. I
understand this can be frustrating for you when you are trying to
get an outline of the mission with only scant information, but
please bear with me.’


‘Firstly: ninety of you and your chosen men will arrive at
the objective by air, and as previously stated it would be at
night. Secondly: you would have to overpower the target’s guards,
which may number up to as many as fifty. You will also have some
local help from our Abwehr embedded agents. They will procure the
transport to take the target and yourselves to the airfield to meet
up with the aircraft that will bring you all home!’

The
General closed his folder and looked pensive at that point, it
seemed he was percolating some more thoughts on what he may be able
to share with them as a possible sweetener, an idea to get the ball
rolling and perhaps inspire them to seek out viable
solutions.

‘Colonel
Weinmann, as you are the senior rank here; I would like you to take
overall command of this operation. Ranks here are not as important
as the inter-service cooperation, which I believe is going to be
vital. So I would ask for there to be no Prima Donnas here please
and to keep the success of the mission uppermost in your minds.’
Briefly looking up, he continued: ‘Colonel; you will organize this
operation to be ready to go in ten weeks. My signature on this
letter here will get you any materiel’s you think you may need.
This other letter will release any men from their current units
that you may require.’ He exhaled and lowered the officious tone to
his voice.

‘Bring
me an outline of your proposed plan back here in twenty-four hours
and then I can reveal some of the whys and wherefores and will
shall then discuss what I can do to help you further.’

Weinmann
nodded his assent to the task. He was about to ask General Bulow a
pertinent question, but was beaten to it again by Lt. Commander
Lowenstein.


‘General, I feel sure a solution will be found, but I fail to
see how my naval experience could benefit this venture, seeing it
is an airborne operation, which does tend to make me the odd man
out here?’


Lowenstein did not want to appear a ‘dog in the manger’ type
but felt he had to voice his opinion. He hated the thought of being
the one to let the side down as it was very easy to become beguiled
by the excitement of a dangerous mission. Moreover; the other four
officers here seemed more eminently qualified to sort this project
and thought he should probably take a back seat on this
one.

‘Ah!’
Bulow said, as if he hadn’t already contemplated the type of
questions likely to arise. ‘Yes, Lowenstein; I do take your point,
and it’s well made, but please don’t take it to heart. This is my
fault, of course; I should have enlightened you a little
more.’

The
General arose from his seat and picked up the dossier in front of
him. He noticed all the other officers had stood up as well. He
gave a little inward smile to himself and bid them to sit down. He
also had a mischievous twinkle in those cobalt blue eyes of his.
Bulow made to leave but was stopped by a feigned an afterthought,
appealing to his wicked sense of humour.


‘Lowenstein, I think we will need your naval expertise after
all. You will be in charge of organizing the aircraft landings on
inland waters by a new aircraft called an: Aqua Glider. You will
devise the best method to get my men ashore in one piece, and
hopefully with dry feet!’

With
that, General Bulow left the room; leaving the remainder a little
shell-shocked at his last comments, not least,
Lowenstein.

‘Major
Lipke, I believe you were involved with the landings at Fort
Eben-Emael with the Fallschirmjaeger, is that correct?’ Weinmann
asked, knowing full well that he had, but felt it incumbent upon
him to let the others know of this Luftwaffe officer’s
achievements.

‘Yes,
Colonel, that’s correct. Although, I have jumped many times by
parachute; I have only landed by glider twice, both times were in
training and obviously not under fire.’

Everyone
looked at him as he paused; knowing by his tone there was more to
follow.

‘Not to
put too fine a point on it; those things are bloody death traps and
seem to disintegrate instantly upon landing, and as you can tell by
my attitude, our casualties were not insignificant. Their
construction doesn’t seem to be of the quality of leisure gliding
as they are considered a ‘one shot’ device and completely
disposable. Now they want us to land the bloody things on water.
Are they completely insane do you think?’ The Major said, dismayed
at the thought of it all.

‘Quite
possibly, Lipke. Most of us have held that belief for quite some
time now but I wouldn’t say too much if I were you as there is
probably someone in the next room recording our conversations. I
suggest we withdraw to somewhere more comfortable with a more
conducive atmosphere to help us clearly think about our proposed
task. We shall all meet at the Royale for lunch at 13:00 hours. I
have organized a conference room for the afternoon to discuss our
thoughts and comments. I will also need your individual lists for
personnel and equipment.’

Weinmann
picked up his notes and quickly put them in his notecase; smiling
at the others whilst he slapped shut the case flap. He felt
exhilarated.

‘I shall
see you all at one o’clock. Thank you, gentlemen.’ Weinmann’s
thoughts were now focused more on his impending hot bath and lunch
at the hotel.

The four
officers came up to the attention and briskly saluted the still
dusty Colonel. He acknowledged them with a slight nod of his head,
as being on the front line for so long they had stopped saluting
each other long ago, not through slovenliness or indiscipline, but
because it made you a juicy target for any roaming enemy snipers.
You learn or you die, as they say!

 


 



 


Chapter
Three




Another elegant row of Mercedes staff cars were outside the
Chancellery and parked in the Wilhelmstrasse waiting to take the
five officers to their allotted hotels. Weinmann stayed at the
Royale Hotel on previous visits to Berlin and knew it would serve
him well. He looked forward to renewing his acquaintance with this
luxurious accommodation.

Exiting
the Chancellery, he noticed the guards had changed at the door
sentry stations. Word must have got around, because the new O.D.
almost wet his pants in his eagerness to beat the staff car’s
driver to open the door for him. The two sentries looked as if they
were made of stone, ramrod straight, with their rifles at the
‘present’. They remained in that position until the colonel’s car
was almost out of sight. Weinmann considered a transfer to the
Russian Front was quite a privilege not only that, the country at
this time of year was perfectly lovely. With a wicked smile
apparent on his face, he felt sure they would get to love it as
well.

The
staff car carrying Weinmann drove sedately along the
Wilhelmstrasse. Past the large Air Ministry complex that Goring had
designed and built. It didn’t look as pretty as you thought it
might, considering the Air Marshall’s predilections, you thought he
would have opted for something grander knowing his ostentatious
tastes.

Further
along was the Ministry of Propaganda, where that club-footed
‘Poison Dwarf’ Goebbels and his cronies hung out. That too, was a
much smaller building than you might have thought, considering the
impact of what perverse notions emerged from that place and the
overpowering effect it had on the world!

At the
end of the Wilhelmstrasse; the car turned right into Unter den
Linden and within a few minutes they arrived outside the main
entrance to the Royale Hotel. Weinmann got out of the car and told
the driver to pick him up at seven o’ clock tomorrow morning. He
was also to arrange food hampers for ten officers for a field
luncheon.

The
driver asked if they were going far, as he had to get extra fuel
allowance dockets and travel passes, if they were to leave Berlin.
Weinmann told him to get a full tank as they would be out most of
the day, and would reveal the destination in the
morning.

As
usual, even though it was wartime; the Royale had made the colonel
very comfortable. His favourite old room had been blown apart by a
near miss from a one-thousand pounder bomb; courtesy of the RAF,
only last month. Fortunately, the room was unoccupied at the time
and there were no hotel staff or guest casualties. Everyone had
been down in the basement cellars, assiduously sampling what turned
out to be some of the last of the finest French cognacs. This was
only taken to steady the nerves, of course.

The
Concierge informed the colonel that his bags had arrived and
delivered to his room. He had taken the liberty to get the
housekeeper to press his uniforms and to lay out his other items in
the appropriate drawers and wardrobes. He also told the colonel
that if he had any other needs then he was the man that could
organize them and was available at any time.

‘I can
see that you are going to be a useful person to know whilst I am
here, Herr Concierge. I would be grateful if you could prepare a
private meeting room for four others and me by four o’clock this
afternoon. It needs to be somewhere we won’t be disturbed or
overheard. You do understand what I am asking?’ Weinmann said with
a searching look at the Concierge.

He fully
understood as soon as the colonel had asked. You don’t get the
coveted job of Concierge by being slow. The job always went to
someone with quick wits and many contacts in the city; otherwise,
you would soon be looking for another line of work.
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