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Chapter 18

We and our allies were still having a rough time all over the
place, particularly in the Atlantic where the Germans had sunk
millions of tons of our merchant shipping. In North Africa we had
been pushed back deep into the desert and in the Far East and
the Pacific the Japanese had conquered almost everything. Our
backs were against the wall, Christmas 1942 was a very bleak
affair, although everyone tried to keep cheerful.

In reality, the tide was already turning. In the early part of
1943 the Germans lost many men at Stalingrad, we had begun to
gain ground in various sectors, particularly Italy, and even our
destroyers were beginning to take control of the Atlantic. The
RAF was in control of the skies around Britain, though this didn’t
stop the Luftwaffe from trying to penetrate our defences. Many
German pilots were shot down and the few lucky enough to bale
out were taken prisoner.

One day in February I was summoned by the CO to meet him
in his office at ten o’clock sharp and told that there were several
people who wanted to meet me. ‘I think it’s something to do with
some publicity they want to do to help the war effort,’ the CO
said.

Ten o’clock sharp I was at his office and only his secretary was
there. ‘Go on in, ma’am,’ she said, opening the door for me. I
expected to see the CO but there were only two people there.

‘Guten Tag, Frau Fraser,’ the Officer said.
‘Guten Tag,’ I replied, uncertain of what was going on. I asked
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in English and he answered in German: it was an interview to see
what the quality of my German was; later we would all speak in
French to see how good that was. Neither of the two men
identified themselves so it was all very disconcerting. We con-
versed for about half an hour, then, somewhat absurdly we all
suddenly began to speak French. My German, I confess, was a bit
rusty, but here I was in my element. The conversation finished
and I was told to go back to my normal duties.

A fortnight later I was ordered to report to the Air Ministry to
attend another interview, as they wished to test further my
spoken French and German. I was told it was unlikely I would be
returning to Pangbourne, whatever the results were; which deep
down was very distressing as I had been there for some time.
What was worse, I only had three days’ notice before I had to
report to the Air Ministry in London where I would be given my
new orders. Should matters be successful I had one big advantage:
I could live at home, but of course I was missing out on the
company I knew.

I had made wonderful friends at Pangbourne, especially Madge
and even the CO knew we were almost inseparable. Before my
departure he gave us both a twelve-hour pass and told us to enjoy
ourselves, which we did, visiting all our usual haunts, the cafés
and the pubs, as well as all the sections on the base to thank
them for their support. It was hard saying goodbye to Madge:
with tears in my eyes, I thanked her for bringing me back into
the world. It was down to her, in part, that I now felt I could cope
with anything.

The following day I was ordered to report to the Air Ministry,
but before doing so I was asked to call at the CO’s office to pick
up my travel papers. On arriving, his adjutant asked me to see
him on the parade ground as he was waiting there. Mr White
almost the entire company was assembled to salute me and wish
me the best of luck. Can you imagine how humbling and yet
uplifting that was? I was cheered off the station by everyone and
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then driven to the railway station in the CO’s car. I had a lump
in my throat the entire journey.

I arrived at the Air Ministry and was immediately taken to
meet my new temporary boss, Wing Commander Charles Drake.
He was affectionately known as Winco. I walked into his office
and saluted.

‘It’s I that should be saluting you, Flight Officer,’ he said. ‘Now
is it Alex or Alexandra?’ he asked.

‘I prefer Alexandra, sir.’
‘Then Alexandra it will be’
‘When we are alone we’ll use our Christian names, don’t you

think? Mine’s Charles, by the way.’ He reached out to shake my
hand. ‘So Alexandra. Why have you come to me?’ the Wing
Commander asked.

‘Orders, sir,’ I replied.
‘Charles, please,’ he said, gently reminding me. ‘I can’t tell you

how much all that formal stuff bores me.’
‘Sorry, Charles.’
‘Do you know what we do?’ Charles asked.
‘I haven’t a clue. I was told it was something to do with

translation.’
‘Well not quite,’ he began. ‘We interview captured prisoners,

deserters or any one connected with the Luftwaffe. We may be
required by any of the other services to assist them in matters of
the same kind. I’m told you have a degree in German and you’re
fluent.

‘I’m fluent in French, Charles. My German is a bit rusty, I’m
afraid.’

‘I think you’re being a bit hard on yourself, Alexandra. A bit
of practice and we’ll soon have you up to scratch. Come on, I’ll
treat you to lunch and I’ll let you buy me a drink. We will talk
over the formalities as we walk.’

He took me to none other than the Services Club and the
usual announcement was made as I entered, so that everyone
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rose to their feet and stared at Winco. He looked a little discon-
certed at the attention.

My God, is it like that everywhere you go?’
The waiter came and Wing Commander ordered a gin and

tonic for himself and a half of bitter for me. I really fancied cod
and chips and he, too, had a fish dish; despite all the water round
Britain, fish was still a bit of a luxury.

Winco began to explain what his unit did.
It’s quite a small team really. There’s me, you and just two

others. You will be given the rank of Squadron Officer, as from 8
a.m. tomorrow morning. Basically we’re required to visit areas
where Luftwaffe officers have been captured. At the moment
we’ve a flap on and we will be leaving for Presteigne in Radnor-
shire, where I’ll hasten to add, we’ve almost a riot situation, as
there are problems in the POW camp there. We’re going to assist
in sorting it out, in case we can glean something that will be
useful to us.

‘We’ll be staying for two, possibly three, days, so you will need
your normal changes of clothing. The rule is, you have to keep a
suitcase ready in the office, as we often have to leave at a
moment’s notice. Now where’s your suitcase now?’

‘It’s at my flat in Chelsea. It’s all packed and it’s only a case of
picking it up,’ I paused before asking,’ Charles, why have you
chosen me?’

‘It can be a difficult job and you have shown character,’ he
said, pointing to my ribbon. ‘You’re the first woman to have been
given the job, but initially you are only on six months’
secondment.’

‘What’s your background, Charles?’ I asked.
‘Me? I’m just a boffin. I was given this rank and uniform, as it

was fitting for the job I’m overseeing. I have never been in an
aeroplane or worked in the RAF. But I’m good at the job, I can
assure you.’

We had another drink with our meal and then left for Chelsea.
‘Would you like a quick cup of tea?’
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‘I’d love one,’ he replied and decided to keep the taxi waiting,
so I took it upon myself to invite the driver in so that he could
have one also. But, as with all drivers in those days, he refused to
leave his cab.

‘Never do that again,’ Winco said sternly. ‘One, they will know
what you have got inside. Two, he knows you work at the Air
Ministry and you may have secrets at home and, three, he will
know you are going away and the house will be empty.’

I felt well and truly told off. ‘One cup of tea, made with dried
milk and no sugar coming up,’ I said humbly.

‘Follow my lead,’ he commented as we prepared to leave a
few minutes later.

We entered the cab. ‘Sorry, we were a long time, cabbie. Kings
Cross please.’

We settled down in the cab and looked out at the busy city
streets. Charles spoke again.

‘What time does your husband get home then?’ he asked.
I twigged straight away.
‘He’s always in mostly before three o’clock, but his hours are

so unusual he sometimes doesn’t get until four.’
‘Mmmm, interesting.’
We arrived at King’s Cross and caught the LMS to Wolver-

hampton, travelling first class, and then changing for Shrewsbury
and finally to Presteigne. It was a long day and we were shattered
by the time our car arrived to take us to the camp, which by the
way was well into the hills of Radnorshire. Rooms were provided
for us, but as they were not expecting a woman, things were a
little difficult. I slept till ten in the morning and woke only when
I was asked what I would like for breakfast. I was surprised at the
choice, considering there was a war on and we were all rationed.

Charles came into the canteen for his breakfast and briefed
me. The camp was only for the Luftwaffe, German airmen, and
trouble had been brewing for some time, as the prisoners were
complaining about food and conditions and other matters. Charles
decided that he would take the lead in questioning and I would
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act as second string. Our section took command of the question-
ing, he told me, but we were subordinate in matters of camp
security.

Following breakfast we were taken to the interrogation room
to await the first officer. I was open-mouthed, as he walked in
accompanied by two guards and he was as surprised to see me.

‘Mein Gott!’ he exclaimed and put his hand out to shake mine,
which I took much to the guards’ consternation.

‘Ma’am, no physical contact with the officer, please!’ one of
the guards reprimanded me.

‘Why not?” I asked. ‘I know this officer . . . In fact, I shot him
down.’

The guards looked at me, astonished.
‘You talk to him,’ the Wing Commander told me.
‘I’m Squadron Officer Fraser and I’ve come to try and sort out

the difficulties and this is my commanding officer, Wing Com-
mander Charles Drake, and you are?

‘I’m Heidrich von Helmstedt. I’m the senior-ranking officer in
the camp,’ he replied with an educated East Prussian accent.

‘Tell me what the problems are?’ I asked.
He went into detail about how poor the quality of food was

and how there was insufficient to go round and that many were
going hungry. There were no Red Cross parcels and the mail
wasn’t getting through.

I felt a sudden surge of irritation against this aristocratic
German.

‘You’re grumbling about the quality and quantity of food! How
dare you? Don’t you realise that thanks to the Luftwaffe half our
country is starving. Our children have no fresh milk, no fruit, no
vegetables, little bread, no meat, no chicken and you have the
nerve to complain about your food. Don’t you realise we can’t
get our ships through because your U-boats keep sinking them?
Don’t you realise that so many of our factories have been bombed
by your air force that we can’t make bread and you have the
nerve to complain about quantity and quality. Let me make it
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clear, if the British public knew what you are getting to eat, there
would be a riot.’

Von Helmstedt was conciliatory; he was even a little shocked
at my forthrightness. I suggested we and the camp Commander
meet with the camp’s twelve Luftwaffe officers to see what could
be done. Winco concurred. Dialogue was best, he pointed out.
Afterwards, when Charles and I discussed the whole crisis, he
said he felt the camp had mismanaged a storm in a teacup and
quite frankly the affair didn’t warrant any outside help. He said
that I had had responded well, but advised me to be a little more
temperate in my language. ‘Play it cool, Alexandra.’

That evening I telephoned William to tell him about my new
work and that I had been promoted to Squadron Officer. I actually
think he was more pleased than I was; even more so when I told
him I was now staying at home and he would be able to see me
more often. I knew it was difficult as things were very busy at the
moment, with nightly raids on Germany and the Low Countries,
but at least we were making strides to cripple Germany’s manu-
facturing capacity. William had led a massive attack on industrial
plants at Essen and once again had put himself in mortal danger
to save others and won a Bar to his DFC and earned another trip
to London, which he invited me to. It was another grand affair
and another chance for him to meet the King. We had our usual
celebration dinner at the Services Club among friends and col-
leagues, but once again, we only had twenty-four hours together
and he was back on duty.

The next few months, for me, were boring; we just interviewed
pilots and airmen who had been shot down and baled out; it was
very routine stuff. In fact, we were assisting the other services as
things were so quiet. I longed for something to do to keep myself
occupied, if only to stop me worrying about poor William flying
all the time. Furthermore, I didn’t want to put too much pressure
on him by always telephoning him and complaining that I didn’t
see him.

We did have one break from our usual routine when we were
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called to assist in the interrogation of a U-boat crew who had
been captured as a result of destroyer action in the Atlantic. It
was interesting to note that the crew revealed how terrified they
were when they heard our sonar tracking devices. They also let
on about the chaos in the German Navy, where both organisation
and strategy left much to be desired. U-boats were being sent in
all directions and often they hadn’t a clue what they were
supposed to be doing.

I had been with Charles’s section for just a short while and
was transferred from secondment to being made a permanent
member of the team, with thankfully a glowing report about my
work and ability. As a result of this, when Charles was asked if
he could help the Americans with certain matters, I was immedi-
ately asked if I would go with him to Dorset to take part in some
operation and at the same time meet the other members of the
Section. The two I hadn’t met before were Flying Officer Donald
Bright, (known as ‘Duckie’ for obvious reasons) a former dentist
who spoke French, German, Russian, Spanish and Italian, all
fluently, and Flying Officer Sam Reason. You would have thought
he was German. I have never known anyone so perfect, without
a whisper of an error in his grammar or his Berliner dialect. On
several occasions when he had interviewed German prisoners, he
had been called a traitor as they thought he was a German
working for the British.

We arrived in Dorset late on a cold March evening and with
Winco driving we pulled up at the gates of the very large mansion
which was being used by the Americans as one of their head-
quarters. We were waved directly on as soon as the guard saw us
and as Winco began to drive on, I was so incensed, I shouted,
‘Stop the car!’

Charles was absolutely flabbergasted as he saw me get out and
storm back to the guard.

‘Are you bloody stupid?’ I shouted at the guard. ‘We could be
bloody Germans! You’re supposed to protect this area, not give it
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up to the enemy. Now check the bloody passes and tell your
command post we’re coming through.’

‘Yesss, ma’am,’ the shocked private replied.
‘There’s my ID,’ I shouted as I pushed it towards him at the

same time as Winco was reversing back. The others also took
their IDs out and handed then to the guard, who in turn dutifully
checked them.

‘I’m going to report this to the most senior officer I can,
because it’s bloody ridiculous,’ I said loudly.

‘Well done, Squadron Officer!’ Charles said as he drove to the
front of the building.

We got out of the car to be greeted by Captain Gerry Weins-
berger, who was the aide-de-camp for the newly appointed
General John Grisman, who in turn was responsible for the
project we were going to hear about.

The Captain took us into the building where we were invited
to wait in a beautiful entrance hall; the kind where, Mr White,
you could imagine all the guests being met as they arrived for a
weekend hunting party. The General himself came down the
magnificent staircase to greet us.

‘Good morning, Charles! Good of you to come.’ We all
acknowledged him as he continued. ‘Before we go upstairs I want
to take you into the dining room,’ he said with a smile.

The dining hall, such as it was, was enormous and had been
divided up into a large open-plan office at one end while, at the
other, there was a very large-scale model of the northern coast of
France from the Belgium border through Dunkerque, Calais,
Boulogne and Le Touquet in the north, to Dieppe, Le Havre and
Cherbourg in the south and almost fifty miles inland. The dining
room was restricted access and this time we did have to confirm
our identity before we entered.

‘Charles, I heard about your little show at the gate. Well done!’
he remarked. ‘I cannot stand sloppy security.’

‘It was Squadron Officer Fraser, not me,’ Wing Co commented.
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‘Good for you, Squadron Officer!’ the General added.
We were then taken to his office where he explained the

purpose of our meeting and what he required us to do and that
we were, in the short-term, to be part of a group which would be
preparing the ground for an invasion landing, as the first phase of
ridding Western Europe of Nazi occupation. ‘The project is secret
and your section has already been investigated as to its security
liability and we’re satisfied that your work will help us greatly.
The model you saw downstairs is an accurate copy of what’s on
the ground and all we have to do is fill in the blanks. We’ve got
to know where all the German fortifications are before we
attempt to land in France.

‘We’re receiving many pieces of information from our own
men, who are making regular sorties into France and receiving
written information from the Resistance organisations. However,
we don’t have sufficient personnel with the appropriate security
clearance to translate this information and that’s where you come
in.’

‘Well, young lady, do you think you can cope?’ the General
asked, turning to me.

I was just thinking, Oh my God, not another patronising
bastard!, When Winco spoke up for me.

‘General, the Squadron Officer here has already been awarded
the George Cross for Gallantry. She is an expert in both French
and German and has an MSc in Mathematics. I don’t think this
little job will be too difficult for her, SIR!’ he said, showing a little
anger and snapping out the word ‘sir’.

‘Your point is taken, Wing Commander,’ the General replied
somewhat embarrassed. ‘Do any of you know this area of
France?’ he asked, still feeling uncomfortable.

‘Yes, sir, I do,’ I replied. ‘I have lived in Le Touquet several
months a year for the last twenty years or so. So I know it very
well.’

The General seemed even more uncomfortable.
‘Now’, the General continued, recovering a little. ‘We’re pick-
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ing up four leaders of the Resistance movement by submarine
this evening and we only have a maximum of thirty-six hours to
interview them, and to find out exactly what they have got to say
and where everything is, before they are missed. We cannot
waste any time. There is a submarine waiting to take you now
and we have to catch the evening tide. You will be able to debrief
them on the Conqueror and when you get them back here. They
must not be given any information or I repeat any inclination,
about our invasion plans. The four of you will travel with me in
my car; it will be a bit crowded I know, but I’ll continue to brief
you on the way to Southampton, where the Conqueror is currently
berthed.

We were quickly whisked away in the General’s car and within
a couple of hours we were on board HMS Conqueror on our way
to somewhere between St-Valèry-en-Caux and Fécamp, a quiet
stretch of the Northern coastline. We laid off submerged about a
mile from the shore and waited until dark, slowly surfacing until
the conning tower was just visible, which enabled the Captain
and three others to act as lookouts for any signs of activity on
land. There was total silence on the boat as any noise of any
description could attract attention to us. The Captain’s worse fears
happened as the cloud level began clearing and the moon picked
out our boat like the last pea on the plate.

It was now getting close to the rendezvous time and the
Captain whispered his order. ‘Boat three feet and dinghy detail
forward’ and with that the submarine surfaced sufficiently to
allow the deck to be just clear of the water.

The forward hatch opened with a clang, terrifying most of the
crew, myself included. The dinghies were pulled out and the two
men allocated to each dinghy stepped in and within seconds they
were on the way to the shore; the hatch was closed and the boat
submerged a few feet, leaving the Captain and his men on
observation duty.

It was a precise operation and once again within a few minutes
the dinghies were returning with several men. Suddenly there
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was a smell of urgency about the boat. The Captain whispered
loudly, ‘Dinghy detail forward!’ the hatch was reopened; the
dinghies and the men taken aboard and the submarine sub-
merged. But there was one Frenchman missing, which caused
consternation to everyone, including ourselves.

Immediately the boat was underway, the men were searched
as a precaution; following which we began to question each in
turn as to the whereabouts of the fourth man. One of them
thought his group from the Pas-de-Calais region had been infil-
trated, or that some of his people had been captured by the
Gestapo.

‘I know he had hidden several sets of plans in the safehouse
but so far it has not been raided by the Gestapo,’ one of the
leaders explained in French, which I duly translated.

‘How do you know that?’ I asked
‘It’s being watched round the clock and I know it’s safe,’ he

said confidently.
The three remaining men had similar stories and from that

moment Winco and myself, were satisfied that the men were
who they said they were, but it had taken well over two hours to
get to that position. It was evident from the briefings that if,
which was now likely, some of the Pas-de-Calais group had fallen
into the hands of the Germans, it would only be a short time
before they had forced the information from them, which would
possibly lead to them knowing where the plans were hidden. It
was therefore a matter of great urgency to mount some sort of
operation to recover them ourselves.

Once their identity had been established and confirmed with
the mainland, we began to discuss the paperwork and maps they
had brought with them. Duckie, Sam and I translated all the
documents and discussed the meaning of all aspects of the draw-
ings which had been made on some of the maps; some of which
I would hasten to add were very primitive and obviously drawn
when the architect was on operations, but even they established
exactly where the fortifications were along a large stretch of
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coastline. In the meantime Winco tried to investigate what had
happened to the fourth member.

It took over twelve hours to make contact with the Pas-de-
Calais group and, yes, they had been betrayed and decimated by
the Gestapo. The second-in-command, Jacques Lafitte, had
escaped and confirmed they hadn’t found the radio or, worse,
any of the plans. Still, none of the group could go back to Calais
as it was too hot for them at the moment, but they were happy
to assist others if something could be done.

We landed back in Blighty where the Frenchmen were quickly
taken to HQ and shown the model of the area and for a few
hours helped out with any errors or ideas they had. Afterwards
they were able to relax and meet several other members of the
Free French forces, who were all feeling frustrated by their
idleness while they waited to be used against the Bosh. We were
not involved with the return journey and spent the rest of the
time helping to ensure the German fortifications were correctly
positioned.

Meanwhile, General Grisman and Winco were extremely
worried about the information the captured Resistance leader had
in his possession and it had also been established that most of it
was hidden in a house just off the rue Royale, one of the main
routes through Calais, between rue du Soleil and rue de la Mer
not far from the station and the port. They knew it would be
dangerous if the Germans got hold of this information as it could
put back a landing attempt for several months, if not years.

We were called into a meeting with the General and several
members of the Office of Strategic Services, known as the OSS – I
suppose today you would call it the American Secret Service, or
Special Forces – together with officers responsible for the organ-
ising of the French Resistance. It was an acrimonious meeting,
with the Americans almost accusing the Resistance of incompet-
ence and the Free French trying to explain the difficulties they
were having: there were just too many leaks to the Germans and
too many operatives being captured and shot and that we should



398

EDWARD EVANS

{Page:398}

look at our own organisations for leaks. The discussion centred
around whether it would be better to bomb the area in the hope
of destroying the house and the plans, or to send other members
of the Resistance into the area and try to get them back. The
problem was that it would take several days to organise an
operation like this and that several other Resistance units would
have to be involved: the more people involved, the more danger-
ous it would become for the operatives, and higher the probability
that the Germans would cotton on.

It was decided to send in a small special team to do the job.
They would be dropped by boat and make their way to Calais by
whatever means possible. The local Resistance leader would be
asked to meet them on the shore at an appropriate time. This
would be coordinated with two heavy bombing raids on Calais
and Boulogne, to act as both cover and diversion.

‘Do you know Calais, Squadron Officer,’ the General asked.
‘Yes, very well sir. But of course you know that, sir, you have

read my file,’ I said with a smile, trying to be humorous.
‘A straight yes or no will do, young lady,’ the General

remarked caustically.
‘Yes sir. Sorry, sir; but I am an officer, General,’ I replied, angry

at his ‘young lady’ remark. Winco looked at me, warning me
with his eyes.

The General looked at me, half angry, half amused. ‘We’re
going to have to do something quickly, by which I mean within
the next two days. So, Charles, if you and your officers would
like to make yourself at home for the next hour or so, I’ll call you
and tell you what we plan to do and we will take it from there.’
With that the General, called the meeting to an end and we were
unceremoniously shunted out of the office.

‘It’s because he’s new,’ I said rather sarcastically; hoping he
would hear. ‘He hasn’t learned what manners are yet.’

‘Come on, don’t be as bad as he is,’ Winco commented as we
made our way downstairs and went to the canteen for something
to eat.
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There was no food shortages here and it seemed they lived a
normal existence and quite frankly I wondered whether they
really realised a war was going on. Apart from our little exercise
there was no urgency about the place whatsoever and, as I had
found at the gate, there was no security to speak of.

The choice of menu was superb and was I actually enjoying
my meal until Winco chipped in. ‘Alex, I think he wants you to
go on this mission,’

‘Don’t be silly! How on earth could I be of use?’ I replied and
then it dawned on me. It would simply be to use my local
knowledge. ‘I’m not trained for this sort of thing and, quite
frankly, I wouldn’t want to do it.’

I didn’t even want to entertain the idea. I left the canteen and
walked around the grounds on my own. The place was beautiful
despite the enormous piles of sand bags around the entrances and
windows and the machine-gun posts round every corner. I sat on
one of the garden benches, which seemed to have been left to
remind everyone of more peaceful times, and drifted into
thoughts about my William and what he was doing at that precise
moment. I suppose I had drifted off into oblivion when I was
disturbed by an American corporal.

‘Squadron Officer Fraser?’ he asked.
‘Yes, that’s me,’ I replied.
‘General Grisman would like to see you, ma’am.’
‘I don’t want to see him, Corporal. If he wants to come and

see me, you know where I am.’
‘I can’t do that, ma’am.’
‘Yes you can, Corporal,’
‘Please, ma’am.’ He was becoming quite distressed.
‘OK, take me to him,’ I said impatiently. ‘Much against my

better judgement I would add.
‘Come on,’ I continued, to the very much relieved Corporal, as

I left my lovely garden seat and the brief moment of pleasure it
had afforded me.

We entered the General’s office and I was invited to sit down
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with my colleagues, who had been waiting for me, along with
various other officers.

‘Thank you for joining us, Squadron Officer,’ he said with a
hint of irony. ‘I’ll come straight to the point. We want to send a
six-man team to Calais to try and recover the plans. The operation
will be supported by the local Resistance and, because of your
local knowledge, Squadron Officer we would like you to assist
the team.’

‘No, I’m sorry, I can’t, sir. I’ve not been trained for such work
and . . .’I began.

I was interrupted by the Winco.
‘The Squadron Officer has already done more than most in

this war and I think it is totally unreasonable that you should
even think about it,’ he said angrily.

‘I also have many staff that have, done their bit, as you English
say, and I’m asking several of them to go, too,’ the General shot
back haughtily.

‘General,’ Winco said, showing his great annoyance. ‘Are you
familiar with the British decorations for bravery, because before
you say any more and offend all of us, I would suggest you look
at the one she wears on her jacket. It’s the King’s medal for
bravery, the George Cross. It’s the equivalent of the Victoria
Cross; every rank salutes it, including generals; so don’t tell me,
General, that all your staff have done what she has done. I would
suggest you look up the citation . . .’

There was a deathly silence and everyone in the room readied
themselves for an explosion.

‘I’m sorry. I’ve made a complete ass of myself,’ the General
replied to everyone’s astonishment. ‘I had no idea and I’m sorry
for the insensitivity.’

You didn’t expect that sort of comment from a general and
quite frankly Winco should have been told off for his insubordi-
nation. There was another strained silence.

‘Now where was I?’ the General remarked as if nothing had
happened. ‘Aah yes. We believe David LeClerc, the leader of the
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Resistance movement in the Pas-de-Calais has been taken by the
Gestapo and is being held in the basement, with one or two of his
lieutenants in the Hôtel de Ville in Calais, which is their head-
quarters. We don’t know the exact details yet, but it will only be
a matter of time before they are broken. It’s possible that they
won’t realise that the Resistance have been gathering intelligence
on Nazi fortifications and won’t take their questioning in that
direction. However, we can’t take a chance, so we must do
something within the next forty-eight hours . . . Now, if the rest
of you gentlemen wouldn’t mind waiting, I would like the Wing
Commander and Squadron Officer to join me outside of the
meeting,’

We both knew what the General was going to say to us as we
left the room and followed him into the garden and we were
correct. He spent the entire time telling us how vital it was for us
to go to Calais; my local knowledge would make the whole
operation easier for everyone. He finished by assuring us that,
although it was a very dangerous mission, no one would be pre-
warned we were going, except just one Resistance leader. ‘And of
course, Squadron Officer,’ he finished by saying, ‘you would be
protected by a captain and six men from the Special Forces.’

Both Winco and I laughed.
‘But the entire bloody German Army is over there, sir!’ Winco

commented.
The General was silent for a few minutes and then resumed

his sales pitch from another angle. ‘This really is an important
thing for your country, for the whole free world, and many
innocent lives will be saved if we can rid the area of the Germans,
once and for all.’ His voice was soft and gently persuasive. I
almost imagined he was trying to see me in a pair of nylons, like
some pin-up, the way he was behaving.

I suddenly felt a gear shift inside me. It wasn’t so much love of
England, but a love of France, of those wonderful holidays spent
on the beach at Le Touquet.

‘Your words, General, will never persuade me, but I want to
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see a free France. That is very important to me. I’ll go, but I
would like to speak to my husband before I do.’

‘No I’m sorry, that won’t be possible. We will, however, permit
you to write a letter . . . We must go back to the others; we have
a lot to do,’ the General went on, totally businesslike again, now
that I had agreed.

We returned to the office where he quickly announced I had
agreed to go and also the names of those going with me. Suddenly
Sam commented, ‘I want to go, too. My German is better than
anyone’s round here and I think I would like to help, Alex.’

The General had no objection and the two of us were whisked
away, with hardly a minute to say our goodbyes and for Winco
to wish us the best of luck. I think the worst moment was when
we were asked to put our affairs in order and for me to write the
letter to William.

This is the letter, Mr White. I’ll read it to you. It’s very short
but it was the most difficult thing I have ever had to write. What
it cost me in tears I can never tell.

Darling,
I wanted to see you, but I wasn’t allowed to; I wanted to hold

you, but I’m not allowed to; I wanted to talk to you, but I wasn’t
allowed to; so all I have left are my dreams of the moment when
our eyes met for that first time, when we kissed for the first time
and when we made love for the first time.

If it ends now, I want you to know my life has been fulfilled
and that I have loved you since those moments and I’ll love you
for ever.

Alexandra.

We were quickly taken to what I presumed were the HQ of
the OSS and briefed on what was to take place. We were each
given typical French clothing; several hundred French francs,
given a short lesson in how to handle a firearm and how to
behave if caught. I was even handed, Mr White, a cyanide pill as
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an alternative to being tortured or worse. The mere fact we would
be in civilian clothes would mean that, if we were caught, we
would be shot as spies. Sam and I were both given pistols with
silencers together with German and French identification papers.

Within twelve hours we were once more on Conqueror heading
toward the French coast. We knew exactly what we had to do; it
was simply a matter of going to the rear of 5 rue de la Mer,
retrieving the papers and returning as quickly as possible. We met
the rest of the team the moment we arrived on board; they were
all members of the American Special Forces and would not be
wearing civvies. Security was left to Captain Len Mayerling, but
the actual responsibility for obtaining the papers rested jointly
with Sam and me, although I was actually senior to him. We
would say what we wanted to do and the Captain and his team
would suggest the most practicable and military way of doing it
possible.

Mr White, once more this was like going out to bat. Once you
were at the crease and off the mark, your nerves went and you
were no longer worried. Here I was at the crease facing the first
ball and there was no time at all to become nervous.

We felt the submarine begin to slowly surface and once again
the Captain told the dinghy detail to go forward. We could sense
the air of expectancy amongst the crew.

‘Good luck, miss!’ one of the ratings said to me as I made my
way to the foot of the conning tower. ‘Thank you. That’s nice of
you,’ I said with a smile.

The boat stopped surfacing for several minutes as the lookouts
checked and double-checked before the captain finally quietly
ordered the boat to surface and the dinghy detail to launch the
dinghies. We climbed up the conning tower and onto the casing,
making our way towards the dinghies. It had been agreed by the
Captain that the Conqueror would lie off the rendezvous point
between 10 and 11 p.m. each and every day for the next six days.
We were ordered into the three dinghies: Sam and me with the
Captain in one and the others in the two remaining. It wasn’t
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very pleasant as there was quite a swell and we had four or five
hundred yards to paddle before we reached the shore. I turned
round to see the Conqueror disappearing beneath the surface and
for the first time felt afraid as I realised we were now on our own.
We all continued to paddle like mad and I was wondering how
on earth we were going to be able to land with the swell as it
was. The Captain of the Conqueror had made contact with the
Resistance on the land and I was thankful to see him when we
actually hit the shore. I was soaking wet and already fed up.

The men had been well briefed, as, the moment we landed at
a deserted point near a village called Hardelot, he led us into the
nearby woods and then through the fields towards Calais. The
dinghies had been well hidden and we had all been issued with
weapons, ammunition and equipment and within about ten
minutes we were well on our way. We parted company with our
guide after about an hour and then we were well and truly on
our own. I already began to recognise many of the landmarks and
it was now left to me to guide the party to their destination.

It was decided to travel at night and rest up in the daylight.
We were approximately fifty miles from Calais and, unless we
were unlucky, we had two days to get there and the same to
return, leaving two days to find the paperwork.

We walked in total silence with Sam and I frequently exchang-
ing nervous smiles; the Americans were alert to every movement,
every sound, ensuring we were alone. We walked at the side of
the road, never on it, keeping to the hedgerows in the darkness.

The occasional German truck or car passed with its comple-
ment of officers or soldiers en route to some late duty, causing us
all to fall to the ground like nine pins hit on a strike. We waited
two or three minutes after each vehicle had passed, still in total
silence, to ensure the sound of any vehicle didn’t mask another
coming in either direction. It was longwinded, but the safest thing
to do.

A little past midnight we heard another lorry approaching and
we all fell to the ground again. Sam broke the silence. ‘I’ve got a
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plan,’ he said to the Captain. And before we could stop him, he
ran into the road and began waving. The driver of the lorry
braked hard, stopping some ten yards in front of him. The
passenger in the lorry got out cautiously, pointing his rifle at Sam.

‘I’m Major Franz Metz,’ Sam shouted in perfect German. ‘I
need to get to Calais urgently. I have some important information.
Here are my identity papers. Hurry please; I do not want to be
seen on the road.’

The passenger walked closer, still pointing his gun.
‘What have you got on the back?’ Sam asked.
‘A gun crew, sir,’ he replied, adding, ‘They have just finished

their duty and are going to Boulogne.’.
‘How many are you? Sam asked.
‘Six.’
‘Six what?’ Sam yelled.
‘Six men, sir,’ the passenger said, pointing the gun away.
‘I have another officer with me, Captain Shultz. Come,’ Sam

said, directing me to stand up. I was shocked as I stood up and
walked to the lorry.

He then turned his attention to the passenger. ‘Don’t ask
questions but we need to get to HQ as soon as possible. You get
in the back with the others and we’ll sit with the driver. Schnell!’
he roared.

The passenger scurried to the back, followed by Sam; however,
when the covers were pulled back it revealed six other men and
two women.

The latter appeared to be French, women who were obviously
collaborating with the Germans. The soldiers were shocked at
being caught with the women in the back.

Sam took his opportunity. ‘Raus!’ he shouted. ‘All of you get
out!’ The soldiers got out of the lorry very sheepishly, leaving
their weapons inside.’

‘What is this? He yelled at them and then shouted to me to
bring the driver.

I got the driver back out of the cab and took him to join the



406

EDWARD EVANS

{Page:406}

others. The moment he had them all out, Sam drew his pistol and
aimed it at the driver. ‘Now!’ he shouted to the rest of our team.

A look of absolute surprise appeared on the faces of the men
as the Special Forces officers came out of the bushes. Two of the
Germans turned and ran and were shot; the others immediately
put their hands up.

The Captain turned to Sam. ‘Yep, you have got us transport,
but now we’ve to kill these six people, dispose of the bodies and
then get rid of the lorry. Do you appreciate the problems you
have caused me? No you bloody don’t!’ he said quietly.

One of the soldiers could speak some English and knew what
his position was and began to plead. He wouldn’t tell anybody;
he wouldn’t do anything. Please let him go.

For me it was terrible. I had been in that position before and I
knew what was going through their minds. Two more soldiers
made a run for it and were also shot and then the girls started to
scream.

‘Shoot them!’ the Captain ordered. ‘Shoot them all!’
‘You can’t do that; they’re unarmed,’ I protested
‘Are you bloody stupid? There’s a war on. It’s kill or be killed,’

he said as his men finished them off.
All the bodies were put back into the lorry; the women with

their pretty dresses were thrown in last, on top of the men,
exposing their legs as they fell. The blood from their wounds was
running down their legs like open veins. What had they done to
deserve this? They were only collaborating to survive. What else
had they got to give the Germans? I was thinking as I got in the
lorry and sat there sick to my stomach at what we had had to do
and sitting among the results of what we had done.

We drove on to the outskirts of Calais, with Sam, the Captain
and one of his men acting as the driver and the rest of us in the
back. I couldn’t say a word and every time I looked down and
saw the women I wanted to cry. What had they done to deserve
it? I kept thinking again and again.

The Captain had seen an area of woodland where it looked
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safe for us all to hide up for the night. There appeared to be some
rundown sheds at the edge of the wood and he ordered the driver
off the road and for two scouts to check the area out. Within a
few minutes, it was as expected: the area was clear and we were
told to collect our stuff together and make our way as quickly as
possible with the two men. Two others were detailed to take the
lorry miles away and destroy it; we would wait for them to rejoin
us. The orders were if they became separated they should either
return to the rendezvous point and wait for us, or find some
alternative way back.

The lorry drove away and was soon out of sight as we quickly
went into one of the old huts, but as we entered, some of the
roof fell in, making a hell of a din. I was worried it would wake
up the entire area. The captain sent one of the men to the
outskirts of the wood to reconnoitre the area and also to mount
guard as it was on slightly higher ground and therefore had a
better view of the surroundings. It was obvious that the area had
not been used or even visited for years so at least we all felt pretty
safe, even so we were only allowed to talk in a low voice as
sounds carry along way during the night.

‘Look, Sam,’ the Captain began. ‘In future, before you do
anything, we have to discuss it first. I know we’re nearer to where
we need to be and a day early, too. But the lorry could have been
full of crack troops and the mission would have failed before it
got off the ground. As it is, we have nine dead people on our
consciences and the possibility that, if they’re missed, someone
will suspect something’s afoot. They may not suspect it’s a special
operation, but they will think it’s the Resistance and there will be
reprisals. More dead people! What’s more, two of my men are
going to have to traipse for miles without any sleep. You need to
think and then share you thoughts. This isn’t a game!’

Sam nodded. ‘Sorry!’ he said quietly.
‘You weren’t to know,’ the captain commented, a little more

kindly. ‘Now everyone, get some rest; we’ve a lot to do
tomorrow.’
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Sleep for the moment was out of the question. I kept worrying
and trying to rationalise what we had done and to what degree I
was culpable by the mere fact of being there. I could not get the
women’s faces out of my mind. At least it was quick, I continued
thinking; they wouldn’t have suffered. But I knew that of course
they would have. I had seen it in their eyes; even if it was only
for a few seconds they would have suffered the most unimagin-
able terror.’ My troubled mind was overtired and I drifted off to
sleep as rain began to fall. I was woken up in the early hours of
the morning by the unexpected return of the two men who had
disposed of the lorry.

They reported back to the Captain that they had crashed the
lorry into an oncoming personnel carrier killing the driver and
had quickly set fire to them both. They were disturbed by a
German outrider on a motorbike who stopped to investigate the
crash. The moment he got off the bike they shot him too and put
his body on the fire. They took the bike and hid it in some shrubs
some distance away. The Captain changed the lookout and we
drifted back to sleep feeling a little more relaxed.

Apart from the lookout, we had all managed to keep out of
the rain and have some rest, but now it was time to make the
appropriate plan of attack. It was decided that we, Sam and
myself, would walk into Calais, a journey of at least three miles,
and make our way to the rear of rue de la mer. Hopefully we
would make it there unhindered before the curfew clicked in,
which was just before dark; the Americans would as far as possible
be keeping an eye on us.

We set off, allowing ourselves two hours to do the journey,
arriving just off the place du Théâtre about thirty minutes before
curfew. You couldn’t help feeling that everyone had their eyes on
you and you couldn’t help thinking you are drawing attention to
yourself. Was I walking and talking naturally? Did I even look
French?

My thoughts were suddenly interrupted by a shrill command.
‘Halte! Ihre Papieren, bitte! Schnell!’
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My heart skipped a beat as I turned to see a French police
officer and a German soldier. ‘Moi, monsieur?’ I replied in French.

‘Yes you!’ the German shouted. ‘And you!’ He snapped at Sam.
We had been stopped by the police for a routine identification

check. Both Sam and I slowly took out our papers and gave them
to the German with the French policeman looking us up and
down. He began to question us.

‘What was our business in Calais? Where did we live?’ I nearly
died, but after some minor questioning they seemed to be satisfied
and we were allowed to go and made our way to the railway
station, where we thought it would be easy to get a cup of coffee
at the little café there. As we sat there, the same policeman and
German walked in and again asked for our papers.

‘But you just checked them!’ Sam protested.
‘Ihre Papieren, bitte!’
‘I’m Major Franz Metz,’ Sam whispered to the soldier as he

gave him his papers. ‘Take me outside now and don’t do anything
silly or I’ll cause you some real problems.’

The soldier nodded. ‘You stay there!’ he ordered me.
Sam went outside and pretended to be in trouble showing his

French papers and his SS major’s I/D which was inside them. He
tore into the German for almost blowing his cover. Next time you
ask me for my papers, I’ll have you shot, soldier. Don’t salute me.
Now go on back in and check everyone else’s papers.’

‘Jawohl!’ came the sharp reply.
‘Idiot!’ Sam said as they parted company and returned to me.
We quickly drank our coffee and then scurried along to the

rue de la Mer via a maze of little streets and terraces; we had had
a few minutes to get there to avoid breaking the curfew. Eventu-
ally we found number five and with the aid of Sam’s knife we let
ourselves in. There was no time to waste and we began the search
straight away, to catch the last of the fading light. We didn’t dare
light the lamps as it was impossible to tell when the house was
last used and obviously we didn’t want to draw attention to
ourselves. Soon the light vanished and we gave up our search.
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We decided to sleep until dawn and lay down on a bed fully
clothed.

An hour or two later we were disturbed by noises downstairs.
I nudged Sam as he was sleeping next to me.

‘Ssssh!’ I said with my hand over his mouth. ‘There’s some-
one or something downstairs!’ I whispered the moment he woke
up.

We both took our pistols and fitted the silencers and made our
way to the top of the stairs, well away from each other in case
our weight made the floors creak. I looked over the stairs and in
the darkness I could just make out a figure starting to climb the
stairs. I quickly retreated into a one of the bedrooms, while Sam
stayed put. I could hear my heart beating as I held my breath, not
wanting to risk the slightest sound. The intruder was now at the
top of the stairs.

‘Don’t move a muscle!’ I heard Sam say in French as he held
his gun to the back of the man’s head.

Then within split seconds I heard Sam grimace as he was
disarmed and his mouth covered to prevent him screaming. I
heard another man begin climbing the stairs and moving quickly,
I was terrified and pointed my gun at the area I thought they
were in. I was shaking with fear and if the gun had gone off I
doubt whether it would have hit anyone.

‘It all clear, Captain.’
It was the Americans!
I groped my way back to the head of the stairs. Suddenly the

clouds uncovered the moon and I saw the Captain and two of his
men. The Captain was grinning. Sam looked sheepish.

‘Have you found the plans yet?’ the Captain asked. ‘We got
worried.’

‘No, it was too dark. We were going to search at first light,’ I
explained.

‘Right, we’ll all get some shut eye. By the way Sam, you don’t
wait till you see an assailant; you shoot and ask questions after-
wards. Never mind, you’ll learn.’
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We woke up at the crack of dawn and straight after eating
some of our emergency rations, we began searching the house.
We looked everywhere, but to no avail. Perhaps the enemy had
already found them, or they were just too well hidden. Suddenly
we were disturbed by the arrival of a fifth American officer, in
fact the radio operator.

‘We’ve just heard that the two Resistance leaders and A.N.
Other, have been taken to the Hôtel Princesse at Boulogne, It’s
an old hotel which has been taken over by the Military and the
Gestapo,’ the officer said immediately he entered.

Captain Mayerling thought for a moment. ‘If we don’t find
these papers soon, we will have to think of ways to talk to
LeClerc. That, of course, would mean springing him out of jail!
Where the hell is the Hôtel Princesse in Boulogne anyway?’ the
Captain added despairingly, ‘and where do we start?’

‘It’s right on the seafront,’ I replied. ‘It was very glamorous
before the war started. As to where we start, I think we should
go there and take a look at what’s feasible. That is, if we can’t
find these papers now.’

‘There you are, Sam,’ the Captain pointed out in a sardonic
tone, ‘we’ve had a discussion and now we’ll be setting off to
Boulogne immediately. I’m pretty sure we’re not going to find
these papers unaided. It’s probably our only chance to complete
the mission.’

The Captain sent his radio operator back to join the others and
gave him some coordinates for them to meet us as soon as
possible, but in any event before 10 p.m. Sam actually suggested
that he and I would be better travelling alone, as we were dressed
in civvies and could catch a train as our papers had been good
enough so far. The Americans would make their way by whatever
means possible.

‘OK, we will make contact with you at the station before
curfew and if we’re not there you’ll have to make your own way
back to the rendezvous point,’ the Captain concluded; an hour
later Sam and I were at the station booking office.
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‘Deux billets pour Boulogne, s’il vous plaı̂t, monsieur. Troisième
classe,’ I asked and the thick card-like tickets were handed over.

We had very little time to wait as the Calais to Paris via
Boulogne arrived within minutes. It was actually a wonderful
service and we were walking out of Boulogne Station within
twenty-five minutes.

‘It was the right decision, Sam,’ I said in French as we began
walking to the seafront, via the town centre, in order to get our
bearings.

I knew Boulogne well, as it was the largest town near to Le
Touquet and we had often gone on excursions there as well as it
being our port of entry. We eventually arrived at the seafront, to
find that the Hôtel Princesse had been almost fenced off. The
beach was hardly a beach at all anymore, owing to the large
number of defensive obstacles that had been erected there and no
civilian was allowed to use it. However, just in front of the Hôtel
Princesse was an area of beach which was still used for its original
purpose and only Germans with their wives or their French
mistresses were allowed to use it. It was midday when we arrived.
There was a gentle breeze blowing and it happened to be the
beginning a three-week spring heatwave allowing the men and
women to rush into the sea like lemmings; their giggles and
laughter could be heard a hundred yards away.

The Hôtel Princesse seemed impenetrable. We wandered
around as inconspicuously as we could, trying to spot a weak
spot, but eventually, somewhat disconcerted, it was time for us to
go to the station to meet the Captain; We entered the station café
chatting in French and sat at a little table pretending to be a
couple of newly-weds, all the while thinking, however, how on
earth we were to get into the hotel and find out where they were
holding the three prisoners. Suddenly we were interrupted by a
German officer.

‘Major Metz, I believe,’ the officer announced.
We looked up in absolute astonishment as we saw Captain Len

Mayerling take his hat off and join us at our table. He could speak
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fluent German! We didn’t like to tell him that he had inadver-
tently blown our cover to the French people around us, who
must have now considered us to be some kind of German agents.
However soon afterwards, the Captain took us to a small hotel,
one where we could get an evening meal and as we walked in to
the reception we were greeted by a little smiling Frenchman, but
the moment he saw whom he thought he was dealing with he
became only businesslike and the smiles vanished.

‘I want you to give my colleagues your best rooms and your
best attention and I’ll be back in the morning. This is Major Metz
and this is Captain Schultz. They have no luggage with them, but
they are under my jurisdiction. Do you understand?’

‘Bien sûr, monsieur!’ the little man replied.
We had a peaceful night. I detected that the Frenchman was

definitely anti-German, and it was here I made my biggest mis-
take; a mistake which could have put everything in jeopardy.
Captain Mayerling came to collect us as arranged at approxi-
mately 10 a.m. and as we paid the account and were about to
depart I could not resist giving the Frenchman a knowing wink.
He looked at me curiously for a moment and then smiled. ‘Bonne
journée, madame, messieurs,’ he said in a much friendlier tone. The
moment I had winked I realised how dangerous that could have
been. I really didn’t know where his allegiances lay.

We walked around the Hôtel Princesse trying to find a route
in, but still believed it was impossible. Then we all walked to the
sea front and spent a few minutes watching the pretty young girls
and their officers, some swimming, some paddling and others
playing on the beach It was almost reminiscent of my times at Le
Touquet: there were the striped umbrellas and changing tents and
even a man selling ice creams. We were watching all the fun and
excitement when our attention was drawn to a somewhat portly
German officer who came out of his tent accompanied by his
good-time girl. They both ran down the beach, with her scream-
ing and skipping with delight as they both jumped into the sea
and began to swim out. There was a fair swell and, as the young
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woman stopped swimming and stood up to her waist in the sea,
she was almost covered by the waves each time they came in.
The German was showing off and swam right out, only stopping
to encourage her to follow him. He continued swimming out and
once again stopped and paddled for a while, waving his arm
towards his petite amie.

‘I know a way I can get in!’ I said excitedly. ‘Next time he
waves I’ll pretend his life is in danger. Play it by ear, Sam,’ I said
hurriedly.

The German swam a little further out and repeated his pleas
for his friend to follow him, but she refused and I could see that
some of the onlookers were concerned.

‘I’m going. Hold my stuff,’
I raced to the entrance to the beach, taking my clothes off as I

did so, and the moment I arrived at the security point I was
already down to my knickers and had a simple vest on.

‘He’s in danger!’ I yelled in French. I was followed by Sam in
his perfect German who explained to the shocked guard what the
situation was as I ran down the beach and dived into the sea,
passing the young lady who was on her way back to the beach.
The German officer was at least two hundred and fifty yards out,
which was stupid if you were not a good swimmer, but in fairness
he was quite good. I really made a spectacle as everyone was
standing up watching my attempts to ‘save’ him. I must have
looked good as I was a strong swimmer and front-crawled my
way to the German, who was a little surprised when he saw me
arrive.

‘Are you all right, sir,’ I asked in German.
‘Of course!’ he answered pompously. ‘Why?’
‘I’m so sorry, sir. I saw your arms waving and I thought you

were in difficulty. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to embarrass you,’ I
said, putting all my newly acquired feminine wiles into play.

He burst out laughing as he gently doggy-paddled. ‘Well,
Fräulein, that was a very courageous gesture and I appreciate it,’
he said, bursting into laughter again.
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‘What’s your name?’ he asked as we began to swim gently
back to shore.

French, German. French, German? I thought, worrying what
it should be. I plumped for French. ‘Yvette Tessier,’ I replied

‘Were did you learn to speak German like that, mademoiselle?
He asked.

‘At the Sorbonne, sir,’ I replied modestly.
‘Well, Miss Tessier, it isn’t everyday an intelligent and an

attractive woman tries to save my life. I want to buy you lunch
back at the hotel.’

‘That would be very nice, but I’m wearing what I had on and I
don’t think they will allow a poor soaking-wet French Girl into
such an establishment,’ I said, still trying out my girlish charm.

‘Don’t worry, mademoiselle, I’ll see to that,’ he added as we
reached the shore.

He got to his feet and suddenly announced, laughing at the
top of his voice, in a way only portly German officers could do,
‘This little girl tried to save my life,’ and as I got out of the water
he held my hand up and laughed again as my sea-soaked knickers
French wartime vest clung to my figure like cellophane. A gallant
young officer came rushing to my aid and gave me a large towel
to cover me.

‘Merci, monsieur. C’est gentil!’ I said in my perfect French
Mr White, I should have been used to it by now, but I actually

received a round of applause from the people on the beach. It
really made me feel uncomfortable and I once again apologised to
the officer. ‘I’m really sorry if I have embarrassed you,’ I said and
turned to go and get my clothes back from Sam, who had
gathered them up and now stood waiting for me rather
awkwardly.

‘Where are you going?’ the officer shouted
‘To collect my clothes and get these dry,’ I replied.
‘No, come with me. I’ll organise that for you,’ he roared. ‘It

isn’t every day you are saved by an angel.’
‘Can my boss bring my clothes? Please, sir,’ I asked.
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‘Of course he can, my dear,’ he replied, signalling the guard to
allow Sam through the checkpoint at which Captain Mayerling
took the opportunity to slip through as well.

‘Wait there!’ the officer said, raising his eyebrows and cocking
his head as if to say, ‘And who are you?’ Sam twigged instantly.

‘Major Metz, sir!’ he snapped and clicked his heels, which
threw the officer a little.

‘Come, ma belle française,’ the officer said, taking me by the
hand and almost pulling me into his tent. There he invited me to
take my clothes off, gave me a towel and promised to give me a
robe to put on.

‘Turn away, please, sir. This isn’t fair; you’re taking advantage
of me!’ I said as girlishly as I could. He turned away, but as I was
busy drying, he kept taking a peep.

‘You’re looking,’ I said laughing and he would turn away for a
few seconds and we would repeat the exercise. ‘I’ve no dry
underwear; I can’t get dressed like this.’

‘Don’t worry! You can come up to my room and I’ll get you
some new clothes.’

‘Now you can’t do that. I’ll just dry these out and will be on
my way. I have a lot of work to do, you know.’

‘I’ll not hear any more of this nonsense. You will come to my
room. I have to repay you somehow. Not many people round
here would do that for me.’

‘Sir . . .’I paused for a second. ‘I don’t even know who you are.’
‘General von Rettenburg,’ he replied, standing up straight,

clearly proud of both his rank and pedigree.
‘Enchantée, monsieur!’ I said in French, holding out my hand to

shake his. He took it immediately and pulled me towards him. He
tried to kiss me but I slipped his grasp. ‘Come now, general, you
hardly know me and it wouldn’t be fair to take advantage of me,
would it?’ I asked.

The General smiled, showing his teeth. ‘Of course not, Miss
Tessier. You must put this on!’ And with that he gave me his
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bathing robe. It was far too big for me but at least I must have
looked pretty, as it stirred his cockles even more.

‘Help me on with it, please, sir,’ I asked. He held it out and I
slipped it on.

He was still wet from the sea and I saw another opportunity to
play the coquette.

‘General, you’re sopping. Let me help you,’ I said, taking up a
fresh towel. I started at his feet and slowly began to rub in
between each toe, then the ankle, the calf and the thigh . . .

He was putty in my hands, literally weak at the knees. He got
dressed and told me to follow him. As he opened the flap of the
beach tent, with memories of Alice and me exiting our beach hut
in our new costumes came flooding back. I thought I would be
mischievous and the moment I made my exit I too went ‘Ta-da’,
making all present chuckle.

‘Follow me, Miss Tessier!’ the General said as we left the
beach.

On the way we passed the little French girl who had been in
the sea with the General; she was a lovely little thing with dark
hair and a Mediterranean tan to match, which was covered by a
very attractive red-and-black swimsuit. I did feel sorry for her as
she did have a living to make, but there again I had a job to do
and what is the cost of losing a bit of money against the possibility
of saving thousands from tyranny?

‘General, will you please give my boss, Major Metz, and his
colleague permission to come in and wait for me,’ I asked, almost
pleading.

‘Of course; Werner, give Major Metz and his colleague the
appropriate passes and one for Miss Tessier here,’ the General
ordered.

‘Yes, sir!’ the Lieutenant replied and proceeded to take Sam
and the Captain into the hotel.

I followed the General through the revolving doors, much to
the astonishment of all the guests.
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‘This young lady saved my life!’ the General bawled as we
entered, causing all present to clap me including my two col-
leagues who were sitting waiting for their passes. The General led
the way up the stairs with me trailing behind, barefoot and
beautiful in my giant bathrobe.

He led me to his quarters and as he opened the door, I was
dumbfounded.

‘Comme c’est beau!’ I exclaimed when I saw the elegance of the
rooms. It was sheer opulence.

I ran across the room and jumped onto his bed, lying spread-
eagled. The General just stood staring at me, ‘drinking me in’ as
they say.

‘Stop it, General, you’re embarrassing me!’ I said coyly.
‘There’s something about you I just can’t put my finger on,’

the General said a little strangely. My heart skipped a beat,
thinking he was worried about my motives.

‘What do you mean?’ I asked, taking the bull by the horns.
‘You have such a mischievous boyish quality and you are very,

very beautiful. It’s strange. I have only known you a few minutes
and already I want you, and what is even stranger, it’s not just
for sex; I just seem to want you near me.’

‘General, we shouldn’t be talking like this. You’re naughty.
You’re trying to lead an innocent young lady like me astray,’ I
said, trying not to let him get too serious.

‘I’m not, I’m not!’ he said, raising his voice almost pleading his
innocence.

‘General . . .’ I began but was soon interrupted
‘My name is Friedrich . . . Please call me Friedrich.’
‘That’s a lovely name, Friedrich . . . Now, what about allowing

me to get dressed?’ I asked, smiling, beginning to tempt him again
as I walked over to him. Still wrapped up in his robe and slowly
but surely gliding over the floor to peck him quickly on the cheek.
He tried to grab me but I was too agile and slipped under his arm.

‘General, you have only just met me and we still don’t know
one another. I can’t just sleep with you. What would you think
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of me and what would my mother say?’ I added, making him
laugh again.

He asked me my dress size and phoned the reception and
spoke to Werner and within a few minutes we were interrupted
by a couturière, who brought in a selection of dresses and under-
wear to try on. The General allowed me to choose one and he
chose the other. I must be honest, the German officers seemed to
like their women dressed as whores and the dress he chose was
just that – whorish – but it was for the cause. It was bright red
and trimmed with black, with a long slit up the left leg; very
similar colours to that worn by the little girl on the beach. Thank
God, William couldn’t see me. The other one, which was my
choice, was much more tasteful. Friedrich chose all the under-
wear and silk stockings and when the lady had gone he took
great pleasure in dressing me, in the red dress of course.

Where are your shoes?’ he asked gently. I shrugged. The
General picked up the phone. ‘Werner, order me twenty pairs of
shoes suitable for this lady.’ Within less than a minute the hotel
porter came up to the room and measured my feet and within
fifteen minutes another lady arrived with a large number of pairs
of shoes for me to try. Even William doesn’t spoil me like this, I
thought, which brought a smile to my face.

‘You look beautiful when you smile,’ Friedrich said, still unable
to take his eyes off me. He bought me three pairs of shoes. It was
almost like that day when William had chosen everything for me,
though I hated myself for even thinking of the comparison. The
woman left us alone and I couldn’t just leave things at that, war
or no war; he had bought me all these things, so I simply went
over to him and kissed him. I knew that would satisfy him and it
did. I must admit I felt a little like a French whore, when I saw
myself in the long Louis Quinze mirror as I passed it on the
landing on my way to a very late lunch with a general; but he
liked it and that’s all that mattered.


