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‘A man cannot be too careful in the choice of his enemies.’

OSCAR WILDE


Author’s Note


In writing about the British Army in

Germany in 1944 it would be pointless to

avoid using the correct names of such large

commands as 21 Army Group and 30 Corps,

but I wish to emphasize that names of units

and persons are all fictitious.




CHAPTER ONE

The map on the wall said ‘Land Braunschweig and Regierungsbezirk Hildesheim – nur für Militärgebrauch’. This was the area my units covered and alongside was a street map of my headquarters town – Hildesheim itself. Useless, of course, as the lovely fifteenth-century buildings had been eighty per cent flattened by the U.S. 5th Air Force in a little under seven minutes. The heaps of rubble had erased the pattern of the streets but the remaining buildings had had paths beaten to them, and round them, by a flow of military vehicles. Our own target for tonight was what used to be 52 Hohensen and was one of the few usable blocks of flats.

It was June ’45 and my Field Security Section was in its third month of round-the-clock arrests of the usual mixed bag of Gestapo, Abwehr, SS and other odd bodies. Most days there was a ‘special’ – so designated by 21 Army Group. ‘Specials’ were generally picked up in the middle of the night as it was reckoned that the sudden rousing from sleep and immediate interrogation was likely to produce quicker results than a daytime arrest. Group were dead right, of course, but it did leave an odd period after dinner from about nine to midnight when you were sitting around tensed up while the rest of the world, civil and military, was settling itself down for the night.

The NCOs passed the time playing cards or listening to several hundred Vivaldi concerti, according to taste. I always sat around in my own quarters, a lavish suite on the first floor. In the early days I used to gaze vacantly over the town, but we soon rumbled that it was a dead give-away that there was going to be a raid that night, and now the curtains were drawn and a fire burned bright, but it wasn’t a bit like home. A superb Bechstein concert grand suffered my version of ‘My very good friend the milkman’ and offering no encouragement to further exploration, I was left to my own devices. A kind of ritual spread itself over this waiting time. Too tense to read, I generally sipped a whisky with all the phoney relish of a non-drinker trying to feel as other men are. After four years of tracking down and arresting Italians and Germans, of one shade of naughtiness or another, with gusto and no second thoughts, I knew that I was suffering the occupational hazard of identifying with the other guy. Doing it all in peacetime seemed more difficult than it should.

The object of 21 Army Group’s affection tonight was a Luftwaffe colonel. According to the records, he had given, or passed, the order for several recaptured RAF officers to be shot. We had kept tabs on him for several days. He looked, as usual, more like a tired grey-haired bank manager than a Luftwaffe colonel. He had a wife and daughter and a son in a Panzer division that got clobbered near Falaise.

I found I was having the same crazy thoughts that had started up a week or two ago. There ought to be some way of warning ‘specials’ to use their evening well. More than likely he was reading some book not worth reading or quarrelling with his wife. Using up the last few hours of freedom in some ridiculous ordinary human way. And I sat around doing the same. I could hear Jacko running my car engine and then revving up the light truck to get it warm. A knock, and the sergeant-major came in grinning and holding out my web belt, newly green blanco’d complete with Smith &amp; Wesson.

‘Signal just come in from 21 AG, sir – suspect may be armed.’

‘Wonder who the source was.’

‘Didn’t indicate, sir – just keeping us on our toes more likely. I rang 5 Division and laid on light for one-thirty, sir.’

All power and lighting was cut off at the power station at 11 p.m., except for the military circuits, and the army engineers generally laid on lighting for any buildings we were raiding. It impressed the local gentry and made things easier for us. We sometimes called on the real military for a few bodies to ‘stake out’ a building, but our little lot had pleaded unit celebrations tonight. In fact, the liars were off on their own private sport. Way back I had made the mistake of giving their platoon commanders a lecture on military co-operation with intelligence units, and had cited the case of Martin Bormann with much detail and photographs. They now carried out Bormann exercises deploying hundreds of troops twice a week, and with such enthusiasm and rivalry that I had not yet found the courage to tell them that he had been positively indentified in Caracas in early June. It kept them happy and in what the General called ‘a mood of alert aggression’. It did a lot too to save the lads from stretches in the glass-house as it was part of the long, grey period when the conquerors were hot against fraternization – for troops anyway – till Military Government had had first pick.

There was a good moon, but the glare of the headlights and the noise of the vehicles sounded absolutely indecent in the quiet still of the night. The block of flats concerned was more-or-less intact and the outside door was closed and locked. We had all done lock-picking courses with the Portsmouth police, but the sergeant-major was the only one who remembered how to do it. Rumour had it that he knew all about it long before we were sent down to Portsmouth. I think I was the only one who had faith in his innocence, apart from our recruiting branch who also knew that, in fact, he had specialized in drug and gun-running in his formative pre-1939 years.

With not much fiddling the door groaned open and right on the nail the lights went on. The next bit was mine; protocol and the niceties had vaguely got together so that the actual arrest was always done by me. I seemed to have spent a lifetime walking up the stairways of flats in the middle of the night. There was a marked difference between the performance in Italy and Germany. In Italy neither party took the matter in hand too seriously; it was all too obviously a mistake. But in Germany it was all very real. No movement as you traipsed up the stairs, but a miasma of cabbage and fear. You felt you were actually doing what you were doing – in earnest. The way they did it themselves. Maybe it was all this stuff about the Royal Family still ruling Hanover. Maybe they still weren’t used to the idea that it could happen to them.

There was no light on inside flat 17, so I gave the bell a good long jab and flipped up the button on my holster. The usual scufflings went on inside, and with much unlocking and unchaining, the colonel half opened the door.

‘Herr Lemke.’ The mister reassured him; it always did.

‘Ja.’

‘Oberst-Leutnant Lemke.’

The colonel bit dug home and he suddenly looked about ninety. Inside the hall we went through all the ritual dance of what it was all about. I agreed that I was sure he had always been correct and confirmed that it might have to do with the RAF officers at Poznan. He tried me out on how misguided they were, trying to escape again after recapture, and I played it back that we had two eye-witnesses to say that two were shot in the back peeing in a hedge while handcuffed, and the general chat sort of died. A long harangue by the lady colonel on democracy and British justice and at long last we had collected blanket and razor and that was that. Lady colonel asked when we would be back and the answer did no good for British justice. The colonel’s daughter, both in and out of a nightie, eyed me speculatively and, I felt, was considering some sort of swop for Dad and finally came down on the side of reporting me to her friend the Military Governor. I booked Lemke in the jail and decided he wouldn’t be difficult and left the interrogation till the morning. Jacko was waiting up for me like a real mother with hot milk and news of a Leica for five hundred Woodbines. I asked about the cat, who had apparently not yet had her kittens, and had disappeared early in the afternoon. The thought of bed was so good and I noticed it was clean sheet day. I really was tired and it was bliss to stretch my legs down the bed.

Nothing in my extensive training prepared me for the feel of my bare feet coming to rest on a tired cat and nine damp kittens.


CHAPTER TWO

Jacko and tea. And three messages on my signal pad. I wondered what VJ day was, but whatever it was, 21 AG was concerned that I should know today was it. Two SS men we picked up three weeks ago had escaped and laid out a major in the Military Police as they went, and my help would be appreciated. Finally, the new Deputy Director of Military Intelligence had reached the decision that webbing would be scrubbed and not blanco’d.

‘And Major Howe’s been on the blower several times already, sir.’

‘O.K., Jacko, buzz him for me now.’

Major Howe of Military Government had his diplomatic voice on, thick with insincerity.

‘Alors, tout va bien, mon Commandant.’

‘Cut it out, George – what are you after?’

‘Nothing me boy – nothing at all. I just thought you’d like to know I’ve got four brand new tyres for a Merc and they’re all yours.’

‘For what?’

‘For nothing – just appreciation.’

‘What appreciation?’

‘You know – justice, co-operation and all that.’

The word ‘justice’ rang all the bells and I knew where we were. ‘You mean the Military Governor isn’t getting justice and co-operation from his girl friend.’

‘Well, I wouldn’t put it like that exactly.’

‘How would you put it, George?’

‘Look – do it for me, pal.’

‘No.’

‘Well, come round now and just have a drink.’

‘I don’t drink.’

‘What – not even tea?’

‘Fair enough, George – in twenty minutes.’

Major Howe and I had sweated through a parachute course together and he was old enough to be my father and a bit to spare. He was now put out to graze in the quietness of Military Government. On his desk was a photograph of a lovely blonde woman set in a silver frame. This was George’s wife. She had left him years ago, but he got some sort of crazy satisfaction out of weaving a romantic fantasy round this woman and I was one of the few who had claims on his affection by saying the right word from time to time. Tea was being served in Meissen china and I remarked on this ladylike touch.

‘It was “beschlagnahmt” for me personally by the Burgermeister.’

‘Did he get those tyres as well?’

He looked up and seemed more serious than I had expected. ‘Forget the tyres old lad and the Military Governor for a minute.’

‘Hope my lot haven’t bugged your office or we’ll both be on the mat.’

‘You’re two men short right now, aren’t you?’

‘Three at the end of the month.’

‘How’d you like a fully trained, experienced man – four languages, the lot?’

‘How’d the Military Governor like a nice blonde with full security clearance?’

‘I thought we’d be able to talk.’

We got down to the white-slaving and I made out a clearance for a Fräulein Lemke and skipped over the bits that hurt. My lucky draw was an American CIC sergeant who had opted for his release in Germany and was looking for a job. I set up an interview for that afternoon.

* * *

You would have had to have some years in counter-intelligence to appreciate the man who marched into my office that afternoon. They say Isaac Stern is a violinist’s violinist; and Louis Berger was a spy-catcher’s spy-catcher. He was short, with a craggy red face and looked tough as old boots. He was a shade older than me – say thirty – and his eyes took in the room as if he might have to fight his way out. He wore his sergeant’s uniform as if he hated it. He didn’t sit till I asked him to.

He had opted for demob from U.S. counter-intelligence in Germany and had approached Major Howe to get alongside me. He had the languages and the training. He showed me two volumes of the Milice reference book in which there was an ‘M’ against his name as wanted dead or alive, and that was good enough for me.

There was a German underground movement down in the south of my area at Alfeld and I briefed him and arranged for him to start on the job in two days’ time.

After about ten days, there were signs that Berger was moving around. Complaints from the German police and local populace – the usual stuff. Berger had set up a furniture shop as his cover and wasn’t being too fussy where the stock came from. Neither was I. We didn’t have enough funds to be that fussy.

Like most people on intelligence work, I had a strong streak of feminine intuition – bells would ring and then I’d start looking round for what didn’t fit. I was stretched out in the bath when the bells rang this time and it was something to do with Milice handbooks. I came out of the bath with a rush like the sea-lions at feeding time. The ‘M’ wasn’t for ‘morte’ it was for ‘Mord’ – murder. The Milice didn’t use capitals, but the Kripo handbook did. He’d shown me the cover of one and the opened pages of the other.

I was in Alfeld within the hour and checked with my detachment the location of Berger’s shop. He’d also taken a house and on a Sunday afternoon, I guessed that’s where he would be. I went in through the kitchen window; there was no one on the ground floor and I moved upstairs. One bedroom door was closed and I guessed that would be it. I pointed the Smith &amp; Wesson sideways and put my foot on the door. The lock held – then sprang – and the door flew open. Berger was only half awake, in bed with a girl. We were both professionals and he must have known that it was more or less over. I had to listen to ten minutes of righteous indignation on how he was just building up an operations fund. It was worth the ten minutes because I didn’t know why he was wanted for murder and his reactions to what I had to say might give a clue to the set-up. He had worked for CIC all right because I’d checked. But I had a strong feeling that he wasn’t an American, and if he was on the Kripo books for murder, the odds were that he was an old boy from the Gestapo training school in Berlin. Probably done a little job on his own account and then laid low until the Americans came. The accent was New York or Chicago – I didn’t know enough to place it exactly – and then he got to the bit where we would share out the seven thousand quid between us and call it a day.

I felt almost sorry for him – it’s not easy making a pitch looking down the wrong end of a gun and it’s well nigh impossible when you haven’t got your trousers on and the other guy’s wearing a uniform. And then he was finished. I let him roast in silence for a bit. ‘That’s not what I want you for, Berger.’ He didn’t bat an eye, but he did close his mouth. The first line of natural defence that the real pro takes. I waited for him to ask what I did want him for. but he was silent – like a trap ready to spring. I had a small problem. Too much hurry and too little organization. I was on my own and the phone was down by the front door. The solution was embarrassing for all concerned. Embarrassing for them because I made them go downstairs as they were – stark naked – and with the front door open, they stood on the steps outside. There was plenty of sunshine and we drew quite a crowd.

Embarrassing for me because although he looked as red and raw as a badly plucked turkey, Berger knew that he was doing his Adam and Eve act in public because I’d boobed. I used one hand on the phone to get my local boys round. Berger and the redhead went in the back of the truck and one of the sergeants gave them a mixed bag of their clothes after checking them for contents.

‘Take them up to Hildesheim, Sergeant – in the town nick – our bit, and separate cells. Don’t let them talk on the way.’

‘Right, sir.’

‘Where’s Lieutenant Boyle?’

‘Up in the bedroom, sir.’

I called upstairs as I went and Blair Boyle’s big grin took the tension away.

‘Blair, I want you to go over the whole place. Every bit of paper to the Document Unit – check all local bank accounts that have increased in the last two weeks and check the garden. Get any bods you want from 5 Div but give MilGov a miss till I tell you.’

‘Can you give me any idea what we’re looking for?’

‘No, I haven’t a clue.’

I got back to Hildesheim from Alfeld late, about eleven, and there was a note to ring George Howe and a galley proof of tomorrow’s Hannoversche Kurier with a dirty great headline. Just one word – a long German word – it said ‘SIPPENBESTRAFUNG’. In English, it’s even longer, because it means ‘visiting the sins of the fathers on their sons’. In this case, for sons, you read daughters. The story covered my arrest of Colonel Lemke for ‘an alleged crime in the heat of war’ and went on to say how, out of revenge, I had ordered his daughter to be dismissed from her post as secretary to the Military Governor without even checking on her background. The writer understood that a complaint was to be lodged with the Control Commission, etc., etc., and there was a good picture of the colonel’s daughter, looking very blonde and very pretty, wearing white cotton stockings.

I phoned George Howe who sounded distinctly wary: ‘Have you seen tomorrow’s paper, old boy?’

‘Don’t old boy me, you bastard – what’s the big idea.’

‘The MilGov’s got the wind up – given her the push.’

‘What about the security clearance I gave you?’

‘There’s a question down in the House next week about the RAF officers and the old boy’s had second thoughts – so if it’s O.K. by you, I’ll dispose of the clearance and we’ll all go back to square one.’

‘And I’m left holding the baby – English Gestapo and all that crap.’

‘You know you don’t give a damn.’

‘I guess you’re right – but I’ll have to rake her in for a check now – just for the record.’

‘She’s not a bad kid.’

I didn’t follow it up because to Major Howe, DSO, every blonde in the world was the one in the silver frame. I had no idea how he felt about redheads, but I didn’t mention that his peace offering, Berger, was just about settling down for the night in George’s own nick.

Jacko came in with a cup of china tea. I’d never had the heart to tell him that I loathed the stuff, so I sat sipping it infrequently while we talked about the progress of the kittens. They now lived happily in a large cardboard box at the side of my bed. I gathered that Jacko felt that such a touch of domesticity right in my own bedroom would keep me on the straight and narrow. George Howe had once heard Jacko beating round this particular bush and had pointed out that I wasn’t even married and Jacko came out fighting and declared, ‘The captain isn’t interested in that sort of thing, sir!’ George didn’t look impressed.

There was a message beside my bed that Martin Bormann had just slipped through the hands of a 5 Div raiding party, but they were hot on the trail and would keep me informed. I was too tired to care even if it had been true. I looked at my pack of antaphrodisiac cats and switched out the light.


CHAPTER THREE

Next morning it was clear that the Hannoversche Kurier had done its job well, but arse about face. Injustice may have been exposed, but the pile of messages showed that the locals had not survived the Weimar Republic and the Third Reich without being nippy on their feet. If the English Gestapo could put it over on the MilGov, then they could be counted on to find jobs and rations, help wives jail husbands, annul marriages and give the Lutheran Bishop priority for his church windows. The Prussian colonels had met their match and the boys were in there pitching for me. There was a cool sort of signal from 21 AG via 30 Corps via the DDMI. ‘To CI officer Hildesheim stop Send full details Lemke affair to Judge Advocate’s dept 21 AG stop.’

I didn’t get around to Fräulein Lemke for about three days. The interrogation report on her father was on my desk. He had passed on the order from the OKW and had made no protest of any kind; he was already in a full interrogation camp in North Wales. The Lemke girl had been given a Fragebogen to fill in and she wasn’t a member of anything. I looked at it carefully and then gave her a good long look.

‘Have you got anything to add, Fräulein Lemke?’

‘My father didn’t kill those RAF officers – he couldn’t do such a thing.’

‘True enough, Miss Lemke – he just passed the order on to somebody else.’

‘An order is an order.’

‘Well, we’re here to talk about you right now. I see you were not a member of any party organization.’

‘That’s right.’

‘What kind of stockings are you wearing?’

‘Nylons,’ and then she suddenly realized the point of the question and she knew she had been exposed in her phoney piece of defiance.

‘Miss Lemke, when you posed for the newspaper photograph, you wore white cotton stockings which are part of the uniform of the BDM – you knew that all the German readers would get the point and you thought we wouldn’t. Were you a member of the BDM?’

‘No, never.’

‘Why did you wear the stockings then?’

‘I was angry about my father and losing my job and when it was suggested it seemed a good idea.’

‘Who did the suggesting?’

She hesitated, bit her lip and finally said, ‘The reporter.’

That would come in very handy. She was clean as a whistle politically; in fact, she must have had quite a tough time just because she didn’t join anything.

‘I’m sorry you lost your job – I’ll fix you up with another.’

I phoned Personnel at MilGov, but they weren’t going to touch her with a barge-pole. I tried the Arbeitsamt but the word had gone out there too. All they could offer was what they called ‘rehabilitation’ work which meant shifting bomb damage rubble and she didn’t deserve that, even if her old man was Colonel Lemke.

I rang the British Army Liaison Officer at the Hannoversche Kurier, but they were quite happy to let justice take a beating if it depended on them. I shoved the phone aside and looked at Fräulein Lemke.

‘How much did you get at MilGov?’

‘Two hundred marks a month.’ The General had obviously had a very good buy.

‘Fair enough – well, you’ll start here tomorrow in charge of the German household staff – same pay as MilGov and we’ll clear you with the Arbeitsamt.’


CHAPTER FOUR

During the next few days I had long talks with Berger, there was no point in making it a formal interrogation. He was in the business and he was clammed up tight about anything further back than when he joined me. The American CIC records were pretty scanty and he had an address in New York that didn’t exist so there was not much to go on there. The record said he was highly efficient and his work had led to the arrest of some quite naughty boys.

Berger wanted to know what he would get. I suggested it would be four to nine months and this seemed to set him back a lot. On the last days before he was to be tried he was desperate to do a deal and at the final talk he offered £5,000 cash paid into a Swiss account if I’d call it off. There was something out of proportion in the set-up; it didn’t worry me but it didn’t make sense.

After all, he was going to be done on civil charges, as it didn’t seem worth while trying to establish the evidence of how he had conned the CIC and George Howe – not to mention your humble servant – and if he’d murdered anyone it was surely a German, and we could hardly hold that against him. But Berger seemed to be fencing around like his life depended on it. Anyway, I’d got enough to fix him in the civil court, and when I got up to leave, he offered me the money, his mistress and his very nice Buick sedan. In fact, his money was with the Judge Advocate’s department, the Quartermaster-Sergeant had his name down for the mistress, and Jacko was checking over the Buick for me.

It didn’t seem a very difficult case, so I acted as prosecuting officer myself. Berger refused to testify, and refused to answer all questions despite a threat of contempt of court, but the evidence of theft and extortion was easy to establish. There was no jury and a Military Government Judge was summing up and it was quite clear that Berger was going to be found guilty. ‘… and in view of the fact that the accused not only carried out these unlawful acts, but claimed or purported to be a member of HM Forces, in order to bring pressure to bear on his victims, this Court finds the defendant guilty, and sentences him to six months’ imprisonment. Louis Alexander Berger, have you anything that you wish to say to this Court?’

Berger looked very pale, stood up, and looking at me not the Judge, said: ‘This Court has no power to try me. I am not a German citizen.’ The colonel who was acting as Judge looked over the top of his glasses, shuffled through his papers and pulled one to one side, and took several minutes to read it. ‘Mr Berger, you have not been tried as a German citizen but as an American citizen, demobilized from the United States Army. You were demobilized in Germany at your own request, and I have here a document from the United States Consul, at Hamburg, authorizing any Court in the jurisdiction of the British Military Government to bring you to trial with the status of a U.S. citizen voluntarily resident in the British Occupied Zone of Germany. You were offered the services of an officer from the Judge Advocate’s department of the United States Army, as entitled by the Veterans Administration Act. You were also offered the services of a German civilian lawyer. In both cases you refused these offers – unwisely in my opinion – and the sentence passed upon you by this Court will stand.’ And the colonel patted his papers into neat piles, and I bent down to do the same with mine. And the few people in the Court relaxed, and communally we sucked our teeth with the feeling that, if not well done, the job was at least done.

‘I am a Belgian citizen, and this Court has no power to try me.’

There was complete silence and slowly the colonel said: ‘You are claiming Belgian citizenship, Mr Berger?’

‘Yes.’

‘Where were you born, Mr Berger?’

‘Bruges.’

‘Well, Mr Berger, if this is the case, you have wasted the Court’s time in not making your position clear before these proceedings started.’ Without waiting for a reply from Berger, the Judge turned to me and said, ‘Well, Captain Bailey, what have you in mind?’

My legal knowledge was very thin and certainly only good enough to carry me through an open and shut case, but I’d read enough last chapters of detective stories to know what the ploy was – when in doubt ask for an adjournment.

‘Sir, I should like to ask the Court for an adjournment, so that certain inquiries can be made.’

‘Of course, and what period of time are you suggesting the Court should give you?’

‘Twenty-one days, sir.’ This caused two very raised eyebrows and a rather quizzical look.

‘Oh no, Captain – oh no. This Court will adjourn for seven days to allow further inquiries to be made.’

I put a call through to the Judge Advocate’s department at 21 AG, and they agreed to send me down as officer next day. But next day my visitors were David Law, a Military Intelligence liaison officer, and a Lieutenant Lemaire of the Belgian Sureté. We made ourselves comfortable and I doled out whiskies all round.

David Law raised his glass and with a broad grin said, ‘Well, my boy, looks like you’ve been conned twice over.’

‘Yep – time spent in reconnaissance is seldom wasted and all that.’

‘Well, fill us in and we’ll see if we can sort it out for you.’

I gave them what I knew and after we had kicked it around a bit, David said, ‘Well, if he’s Belgian or claims to be, the Belgian authorities can take it over, that’s why Frank Lemaire’s here. He may have conned you but he’s not worth wasting your time on. That O.K. by you, Frank?’

‘Sure and if we can establish that he was a collaborator we’ll fix him for that at the same time.’

David stood up. ‘Where is he? In the nick?’

‘Yes, he’s on his own. I’ve released the girl. She was Hungarian and I’ve handed her over to their repatriation team.’

‘Well, why not get one of your boys to take Frank down to see Berger.’

And that is what we did.

* * *

David settled back in his chair and looked at his refilled glass while he twiddled it around. He was my link with the MI6 liaison team and I’d wondered why he was bothering with friend Berger – but I knew I’d hear when he was ready. We talked for a while about mutual friends, and then he said casually, ‘Ever thought of staying on in the racket?’

‘No, never – at least not lately.’

‘Why?’

‘Oh, enough’s enough I suppose.’

‘Nothing more than that?’

‘Well, we are getting a bit like the Krauts, you know.’

‘How come?’

‘Well, all these bods I send up to 21 AG – we interrogate them, then you interrogate them, and then they just lie around Westertimke – no trial – they’ll just rot there till someone gets around to how much it’s costing the tax-payer.’

David grinned. ‘The Krauts are paying the costs, boyo – you’re sure it’s not more than that?’ And this time he wasn’t looking at me like an old mate, but like Major Law – on duty. ‘We’re moving you to Brunswick, Ted, and we’re seconding you to MI6 – you’re wasted here.’

‘When?’

‘Soon as you can – days, not weeks.’

‘What to do?’

‘CI officer.’ He saw the faint response and smiled. ‘Yes, you’re right, it’s a major posting – congratulations.’

‘Thanks, what shall I be doing?’

‘We want you to run the whole of the line-crossing operation across the border – line-crossers, agents, couriers – the lot.

‘What’s Bob Fraser going to do?’

‘Bob’s in the nick in Warsaw – went in six weeks ago.’ He leaned forward and he looked suddenly tired. ‘Ted, it’s a bloody shambles, the whole area is falling to pieces. There are thirteen identified Russian divisions around Magdeburg alone, armour, infantry, artillery – the works. Our people are completely demoralized. We haven’t a clue why the Russians are there. Plenty of rumours but nothing reliable. Every move we’ve made gets clobbered. The Americans are being cagey but they’re talking about an invasion in the autumn. The FO think it’s all a bluff, or just pressure for a deal. There’s a dozen well worked out theories, and just a few real facts could make a hell of a lot of difference. You can have what you want in people and equipment.’

‘Why me?’

‘First your experience, and second, it’s going to take original thinking to get this back on the rails quickly, and third – so’s you don’t get a big head – there’s nobody else we can spare.’

I needed to stand up so I did. I knew just what it must be like over in the Russian Zone – money running short, no instructions, cover stories falling apart and a strong inclination to fade away and go home to Mother.

‘Who’s taking over here?’

‘Mac.’

Captain MacEwen was ten times better an administrator than I was but my heart sank when I thought of my unmilitary professors and crooks being turned into real soldiers after escaping for so long. David guessed what I was thinking and managed a smile. ‘They’ll survive, my boy – if you’ve trained ’em right.’ And of course they would.

* * *

Two days later I was in Brunswick with those lovely crowns weighing heavy on my shoulders. I’d taken Jacko and the CSM along with me. I’d only been a major two hours when it dawned on me that guards would present arms in future, not just smack their rifles.

There was only one place with real guards for miles, 17 Div HQ three miles away. I didn’t know a soul there but it was only three miles. As I walked through the gates, they did it.


CHAPTER FIVE

It took three days to skim through the files and check the existing operation. It was well worked out and administered, over-administered if anything. Too many people in the know and it could take six months to find the leak. There was only one thing to do – start again from scratch. So I called to Jacko and we headed off to 21 AG at Bad Oynhausen. I drew $50,000 U.S. in small notes from David Law. He didn’t bat an eye or ask a question, and while we were waiting for it to come he asked if I wanted anything else.

‘David, there’s a leak somewhere and I haven’t got time to find it. I’m going to let all the old network die off. If any of them come back they’ll go to the Brunswick house and I’d like you to deal with them. But don’t send any of them back into my area, and make clear we’ve called it a day. I want ten line-crossers from the pool.’

David looked horrified. ‘Christ, Ted, we’ve only got about fifteen for the whole BAOR area.’

I interrupted: ‘David, I want four as cut-outs, you can have at least five bods back in three months’ time, so as to give this operation maximum security, even internally. I want an assurance that there will be no records kept here and nobody to know what’s going on except you. No questions asked. I just get the dope. If it works we carry on – if it doesn’t, you clobber me.’

David was silent for several minutes except for tapping his pencil on the edge of his desk, then he reached for the phone and before he picked it up he said: ‘It’s good sense, Ted – you’re quite right, but I must clear it with the DDMI.’

I nodded, and he lifted the phone and pressed the scrambler button.

‘I’ve got our friend here, sir, just over for a chat – no, the other fellow – that’s it, sir. He wants to make this a complete cut-out both inside and outside. I think he’s right. Will you agree to that, sir?’ He listened for a few minutes, nodding his head from time to time. ‘Thank you, sir. Yes, I’ll tell him – Roger.’

He plonked down the phone and leaned back. ‘It’s O.K., he agrees – says to give you a good mark. Two exceptions though – we’ve got to put Joe Steiner in the picture and you’ve got to give some sort of accounting for the money in due course.’

This was fair enough. Joe Steiner was in charge of all Russian Zone intelligence covering military matters – order of battle, weapons and so on. He was solid as a rock and we had worked together before.

‘Fine, David, there’s a few more things that I want.’

‘Shoot.’

‘I’m leaving the Brunswick house, I’m sure it’s blown. I want a house in the woods near Helmstedt, it’s called the Walderhof. Here’s the map reference and I’d like you to get NAAFI to take it over as a rest place. I want two radio operators. I’d like a German-speaking operator from Signals for the house and I want a genuine German operator for over the border.’
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