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By
August 1943, the Germans were finally convinced that Churchill had
persuaded the Allied Command to strike through the Balkans, the
“soft underbelly” of Europe. The attack, they believed, would come
up through Greece. It was a brilliant Allied deception and so far,
it had worked. Hitler had taken the bait.

On
orders from the high command, it’s now up to special agent and
demolitions expert MAC WINGATE to lead an “invasion” of Crete-to
destroy Nazi aircraft and U-boat pens and become a deadly decoy in
the dangerous game of War.
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“Commander
Ewen E. S. Montagu to Colonel Olaf Erikson 13 August ’43. Operation Mincemeat
unqualified success. But Winston feels more work needed. Perhaps
another poke at the hornet’s nest. Is that explosive Yank who tore
up Albania still healthy? We can settle details when I reach Cairo,
Thursday next. I suggest the code name:
Minotaur.”

Signal from Commander Ewen
E. S. Montagu, British Naval Intelligence
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One

 


As dusk fell on the evening of
April 29, 1943, the HMS Seraph surfaced off the Punta de Umbria.
Lights of a Spanish
fishing village winked in the gloom less than half a mile across
the waters, while Commander N .L. Jewell saw to it that the long
box of “optical instruments” was placed carefully down on the
still-wet deck.

With a soft, sharp
command, Captain Jewell cleared the conning tower of crewmen,
leaving himself alone on the deck with his Number Two and
Lieutenant Jaspers. Jewell turned to his Number Two and directed
him and the lieutenant to open the wooden box. Working swiftly on
the gently pitching deck, the two officers pried up the lid. For
just a moment the three British naval officers gazed down at the
body of “Major Martin,” the corpse in full dress uniform which they
had transported from the Scottish port of Holy Loch.

Then, swiftly, the three
men pulled the stiff, unyielding body from its casket and out onto
the deck. Captain Jewell checked to make sure the “Major’s”
briefcase was still securely chained to his wrist. It was. Jewell
stood up and held Lieutenant Jaspers’ flashlight as the other two
officers managed to fit a Mae West life jacket over the stiff
shoulders of the uniformed corpse.

When the grisly task was
completed, the two officers stood back. The skipper clasped both
hands together and bowed his head reverently. Jaspers and Number
Two followed their captain’s example. Jewell prayed for the
departed soul of the cadaver which Naval Intelligence had taken from London’s
St. Pancras Mortuary, his words soft, barely audible. The committal
ceremony completed, Jewell stepped back and nodded. Number Two and
the lieutenant shoved the stiff body into the dark waters. Jewell
watched. “Major Martin’s” body drifted out of sight toward the
Spanish coast—and into the unsuspecting hands of the German Abwehr
agents that British Naval Intelligence had every reason to believe
would be waiting.

Satisfied, the skipper
turned and pulled himself swiftly up the metal ladder to the
conning tower, his officers on his heel. A second later the hatch
slammed shut; powerful diesels commenced their mutter—and the lean,
gray submarine turned about and slipped beneath the waters of the
Mediterranean.

 


Mac Wingate crouched behind a
boulder shouldering up out of the sand and waited patiently for
Sergeant McCauley and the others to finish stowing the rubber life
raft under the bluff. The radio tower was supposed to have been
visible as soon as they reached the beach. But so far Wingate saw
no sign of it. Corporal Sweeney emerged from the darkness
and dropped
beside Wingate. A moment later McCauley appeared, with the three
other men—panting slightly, and with grim, tense expressions on
their darkened faces—following close behind.

McCauley—a massive,
towering redhead—turned to Wingate. “All set, Captain.”

Wingate nodded. “OK, then.
Let’s go.”

The going was difficult up
the steep bluff. But Wingate’s men had been well trained, and in a
short time they were standing on a narrow dirt road on the bluff
above the beach. This road wound along the coast and was the only
road, Wingate had been informed, of which the Greek island of Kos
could boast. Wingate peered around at the bleak, rocky landscape.
The tower of the German radio transmitter was still nowhere in
sight. There was enough of a moon for it to have been visible had
it been in his line of sight.

McCauley had been looking
about for it also. He glanced at Wingate. “Typical, ain’t it,
Captain?”

“Yes. Typical. But it’s a
small island, Sergeant. We’ll find it.”

“Yes, sir, Captain.”

A slight smile on his lean
face, Wingate turned to the others and pointed down the road. “That
way,” he told the men. “Let’s see if we can keep out of trouble
until we get to that transmitter.”

Keeping well to the side of the
road, the six men set off, Wingate and Sergeant McCauley in the
lead. The men were in full combat gear, their faces
blackened commando style. Wingate had insisted on his men being
issued paratrooper jackets and trousers, especially the prized jump
boots with their thick rubber soles and heels. The deep pockets of
each man’s jacket and trousers were bulging with the small plastic
Lewis bombs fashioned by Sergeant McCauley, and each man’s
bandolier was bulky with extra 9 mm clips. Fragmentation grenades
hung from their web belts. Their weapons were Sten Mark II
submachine guns, fitted with silencers and canvas hand
guards.

Wingate drifted a step or
two in front of the sergeant as they proceeded down the moonlit
road. The captain’s features were sharp, his dark eyes keenly
alert, his black hair straight and somewhat untidy-looking as it
extended below his helmet. Though he was a few inches shorter than
Sergeant McCauley, who was more than six feet tall, he was just as
powerfully built and carried himself in such a way as to give the
impression of even greater height and agility. While the big
redhead pounded along heavily a few strides behind him, Wingate
glided through the moonlit darkness with an ease bordering on the
uncanny, as if there were no more substance to him than to the
shadows cast by the rocks overhanging the narrow road.

Strung out behind them in
single file were Corporal Ed Sweeney and Privates
Lubbock, Kowalski,
and Murphy. Each man was struggling manfully to keep up with
Wingate and the sergeant.

Well down the road ahead
of Wingate, the lights of an approaching truck bobbed into view.
Wingate held up his hand to halt the others. They froze.

“Into the rocks and stay
down,” Wingate snapped.

A moment later a heavy German
troop carrier halted on the road less than ten feet from their
crouching figures. While the truck’s powerful motor idled noisily,
two German sentries dropped to the ground. A burly SS
Scharführer
climbed down from the truck’s cab and gave the sentries their
orders.

Wingate’s German-American
father had insisted that in his household German as well as English
would be spoken. As a result, the German language had become a
second mother tongue for Wingate. Now he listened intently to the
German sergeant and learned that the British submarine that had
dropped Wingate’s men off earlier had been spotted. These sentries
were part of a beefed-up patrol that had been ordered out as a
result. There was a chance that the British commandos—as the German
sergeant called them—might already have landed, so the sentries
were warned to stay alert. The two sentries nodded and saluted
smartly, clicking their heels in true Prussian fashion.

The truck moved off. The two
Germans glanced for a moment out over the wrinkled, gleaming surface of the
Mediterranean, then marched off in opposite directions.

As soon as the sentries
were out of earshot, Wingate glanced at his luminous-dial
wristwatch. It was 0130. They had little more than an hour to find
that radio transmitter before the submarine returned for them. It
would be waiting offshore at 0300; but it would not wait long,
especially with this German reception committee getting ready to
roll out a bloody carpet.

“We’ll stay in the rocks,”
Wingate told McCauley. “And cut inland.”

The big sergeant nodded, then
turned and spoke softly to Sweeney. As the word was passed along to
the others, Wingate—grateful for the secure grip of his jump
boots—began
clambering inland over the rocks. Soon the road was out of sight
behind them. The narrow cusp of a moon hanging over their heads
gave them precious little light, and the men found the going tough.
Ahead of Wingate loomed a serrated ridge. From his briefing, he
recognized the formation and knew that from this spine of black
rock, he should be able to spot the radio tower.

But the ground over which they
struggled—a maze of cliffs and canyons—grew more rugged with each
step they took, while the ridge toward which they were heading hung
tantalizingly in the night sky just out of reach. Wingate’s small
flashlight gave only meager help. Up and down, back and forth, they
threaded their way through the gloom, stumbling more than once into
each other or into sharp outcroppings of glass-smooth volcanic
rock. Then, almost magically, they found themselves at the base of
the ridge. Wingate spotted a narrow goat trail and they followed it
to the crest. A moment later, standing in a narrow, brush-filled
pass, they looked down at the island—and the dark waters that surrounded it.
Wingate could not be sure, but he thought he could make out the
coastline of Turkey crouching massively at the edge of the sea’s
horizon.

The radio tower was just
below them, close upon the road they had been forced to abandon.
Less than a mile to the right of the radio transmitter’s building,
the darkened village of Andimakhia sat close upon the coast
overlooking the sea. To the right of that village was where the
British sub commander was supposed to have dropped them.

Wingate glanced at his
watch. They still had enough time, but just barely.

Following the same goat
path, they clambered swiftly down the rocky slope. With the radio
tower beckoning them on, they stumbled swiftly through the
cactus-filled gullies and over razor-sharp rock. More than once the
men commented on the protection their thick, rubber-soled jump
boots afforded them.

A wire fence materialized
out of the night ahead of them. McCauley brought out the wire
cutters. In a minute they were through the fence, moving crouched
along the sparsely grassed compound, the steel tower now looming
high into the night sky over their heads. Each man had his
assignment, and with a nod Wingate sent them on their way, Sweeney
in the lead. They were after targets of opportunity for the
placement of their Lewis bombs. There was no doubt they would find
plenty, Wingate realized, as he glanced swiftly over the compound.
Trucks and staff cars cluttered the motor pool; a small gasoline
supply dump was visible near the compound entrance.

Wingate and McCauley
hurried to the radio tower and busied themselves setting the
charges. With a silken cord brought with them for this purpose they
wrapped their Triton blocks about the tower’s steel feet. The two
men made sure their electrical blasting caps were firmly screwed
into the main charges and that the wires were secured to the
blasting caps. Trailing their wires, the two men carefully backed
into the darkness until they reached the protection of a small shed
close by the compound fence.

Kneeling by the fence,
Wingate busied himself attaching the four wires to the Hell Box he
had taken from his pocket. From the sound of the motor purring
within the shed, Wingate realized they were using the generator
shed for cover. It would have to be blown as well.

“Put a couple of Lewis
bombs inside this building, Sergeant,” he said. “Use the half-hour
fuses.”

The sergeant pushed open
the door to the generator shed and disappeared inside. Wingate
finished wiring the Hell Box, set it down and glided out from
behind the shed toward a gasoline truck parked nearby. As he
slipped behind it, he almost fell over Sweeney.

“Where are the others?”
Wingate asked.

“Right behind me,
Captain.”

Wingate waited until the
rest of the raiding party had gathered around him. So far, so good.
They had raised no alarm. Then Wingate heard the sound of feet
running across gravel toward them, and mingled with it the squeak
of leather and the clink of gunmetal.

“Oh, hell,” said Sweeney. “Here
come the krauts. They must have found that sentry
I
knifed.”

Wingate peered through the
night. He could make out the dim figures of at least half a dozen
helmeted Germans.

“Take care of them,
Sweeney,” said Wingate.

“Yes, sir.”

As Sweeney and the others
opened up on them, Wingate slipped back through the darkness to the
generator shed.

“What the hell’s going
on?” McCauley asked Wingate as he bolted from the shed.

Snatching up the Hell Box,
Wingate glanced at him, a sardonic smile on his face. “This is no
longer a surprise party, Sergeant.”

Ignoring the small arms
fire erupting on the other side of the shed, Wingate calmly checked
the four wires one last time, then gave the handle of the Hell Box
a quick, clockwise twist. The night shrouding the compound exploded
into daylight. The clapboard side of the radio building and the
intricate tracery of the steel tower stood out sharply as all four
caches of Triton blocks detonated in unison. A great ball of fire
rolled into the night sky, obliterating the stars. The tower lifted
delicately, turning almost like a dancer, before it slammed down
through an armored personnel carrier, slicing it as neatly as a
meat cleaver a brisket. The adjacent side of the communications
building rose off the ground, then collapsed inward as if a great,
invisible fist had punched it. It became kindling as the roof
lifted and peeled back.

Wingate peered from around
the shed. The Germans had been pinned by the murderous Sten fire
from Sweeney and his men. In the light of the flaming radio
building, he could see the Germans sprawled on the ground. Only a
few were returning the raiding party’s automatic fire, and they did
so sporadically, without enthusiasm. Soon even that feeble return
fire was silenced.

Starting to duck out from
behind the shed, Wingate saw a German soldier stumble out of the
radio building. One arm was on fire and he was beating furiously at
the flames. To have emerged from that inferno was an amazing feat,
and Wingate felt no pleasure as Sweeney’s men cut the man down.
After that, the compound went still, the only sound for a moment
that of the roaring flames. Suddenly, coming from the darkness
beyond the blazing shack, Wingate could hear Germans shouting
commands. In a moment, this compound would be alive with still more
krauts.

“Let’s get out of here!”
Wingate called to Sweeney, as he and the sergeant darted across the
compound toward him. “Anyone hit?”

“Murphy got winged in the
shoulder,” the corporal reported. “But nothing serious, Captain.
This was a piece of cake.”

“It’s not over yet,
Corporal,” Wingate snapped. “All right. Move out!”

“Along the road? We
planted a lot of bombs, sir. They should be going off pretty damn
soon.”

“No. Go along the shoreline.
Stay in under the cliffs, and get the raft ready. McCauley
and I will
follow.”

Sweeney saluted smartly
and moved off into the darkness with the three others. As Wingate
watched them go, he was satisfied that Murphy’s wound was not
seriously hampering him. He turned to McCauley.

“That bomb all set to go
in the shed, Sergeant?”

McCauley grinned. “It’ll
go off, Captain, and when they least expect it.”

“Let’s move out,
then.”

As they followed after
Sweeney, Wingate saw one of the sprawled Germans roll quickly over.
There was a huge Walther in his fist. Wingate shouted a warning to
McCauley as he dove to one side. As the German fired, Wingate
struck the ground. The Walther’s slug snicked past his cheek. He
rolled over once more and came up firing. Two 9 mm slugs turned the
German’s face into an explosion of bone and gristle. As Wingate
regained his feet, he looked swiftly around him. Every still German
body had suddenly become a possible menace.

“Keep moving, Sergeant,”
Wingate said. “We’ve overstayed our welcome!”

As they trotted through
the gate, Wingate glanced at his watch. They still had fifteen
minutes to rendezvous with that submarine. It always amazed him how
short a time he needed to plant bombs. It seemed to take a hell of
a lot longer than it actually did.

They were just reaching
the beach when the night behind them erupted once again. Wingate
glanced back as the planted Lewis bombs detonated. In rapid
succession, truck after truck went up until the entire motor pool
was as bright as day. Then the gasoline storage area went, sending
a brilliant ball of flame plunging into the night sky, encased in a
black, roiling funnel of smoke. A second later a withering tongue
of heat brushed them. Both men turned their faces away and hurried
off down the beach after Sweeney and the others.

“Mission accomplished,”
said
McCauley.

“So far.”

Wingate knew they still
had to make a successful rendezvous with that British submarine.
Only when they had accomplished that would he be willing to agree
with Sweeney that this raid had been a piece of cake.


 


 


Two

 


The bluff was still a good
quarter of a mile down the beach when the night ahead exploded in
gunfire. Streams of tracer plunged down upon the beach, ricocheting
into the night. Firing from positions along the edge of the
escarpment, the Germans were able to pour a devastating fire down
upon Sweeney and his small party. Their only hope was to stay close
under the cliff.

As Wingate and McCauley
took cover, McCauley cried, “Hear that ripping sound?”

“Yes,” replied Wingate. “The
krauts are using an MG-42.”

Both men had encountered this
fearsome German machine gun in North Africa. The machine gun’s
mean, tearing, incredibly rapid whickety-whick-whick-whick
ripped the silence
of the night to shreds, drowning out completely the feeble
answering fire from Sweeney and his men.

Abruptly the wicked snarl
of the MG-42 ceased. For a moment Sweeney’s crew continued to fire;
then they too were quiet as an eerie silence fell over the
beach.

“Hell, Captain,” McCauley
said. “If we try to get that life raft out of there, those krauts
will cut us to pieces.”

“One of us will have to
get in the rocks behind those emplacements and knock them out,”
Wingate replied. “The krauts won’t be expecting anyone to show up
on their rear. They probably think they’ve got the entire raiding
party trapped below them.”

Suddenly both men spun
around. Heavy German boots were running toward them over the beach
from the direction of the demolished radio transmitter. As the
MG-42 erupted again further down the beach, Wingate realized what
was up: a pincers, if the Germans could pull it off.

In the briefing for this
raid, Colonel Holloway had identified this German unit as a
detachment of the 4th SS Polizei Panzer Grenadier Division,
recently sent to beef up the island, which had been held by the
Italians. Holloway had characterized the division as a ragtag group
recruited from uniformed civilian police and Allgemeine SS
reservists. Wingate shook his head grimly. This was beginning to
look less and less like a piece of cake—and it was time to test
Holloway’s description of these SS as “ragtag.”

“Keep down, Sergeant,”
Wingate said. “I’ll drift back and let this squad get between us.
When I open up, help me finish them off. We’ll see who surprises
who.”

Keeping low, Wingate
darted back along the beach toward the oncoming SS. When he reached
a cluster of blackened, sea-worn rocks, he ducked behind them and
was just in time to see the first of the SS sweep into
view.

They were keeping close to
the surf, since the going was easier on the hard-packed sand. As
they passed him, he counted seven in all. Most of the soldiers
seemed outrageously out of condition and were laboring unhappily to
keep up the pace. All but one of them carried cumbersome
bolt-action rifles. The one exception was the German officer in the
lead. He was obviously in better condition than his men and was
carrying a submachine gun.

He would have to be the
first to go, Wingate realized.

As soon as the Germans
passed him, Wingate looked back up the beach. Satisfied that no
more Germans were coming, he slipped out from the rocks and took
after the German squad. He drifted out toward the surf, eventually
running straight up, aware that in the darkness and with the
rattling snarl of the MG-42 ahead of them, there was little
likelihood the squad members would hear him coming up behind them.
He closed the gap steadily, then brought up his Sten. Firing from
the waist, he caught the German lieutenant with his first burst.
The rest of the squad spun just in time to take Wingate’s second
burst. At almost the same moment, from the shadow of the bluff came
McCauley’s rapid fire. The last two Germans staggered into the surf
and collapsed. Wingate splashed into the shallow water and sprayed
the still struggling soldiers to make sure of them, then turned to
McCauley, who was running up to join him.

“We’d better get moving,”
Wingate told the sergeant. “Those Germans on the bluff might have
seen this.”

“Just what I was thinking,
Captain.”

After a hard scramble up
the bluff, the two men reached the road, darted across it, then
worked their way higher into the rocks, keeping parallel with the
road. Once they were behind the German emplacements, they caught
sight of an SS squad pouring from the bluff farther down the beach.
This was the second arm of that pincer movement Wingate had already
done his best to discourage.

Wingate took out a grenade
and studied the disposition of the German force below him. Up and
down the bluff, pockets of German troops were pouring rifle and
automatic fire down upon Sweeney’s beleaguered force. The machine
gunner had so placed his MG-42 that it was on a projecting finger
of land, enabling him to keep Sweeney’s men effectively pinned
against the bluff.

“Try not to destroy that
machine gun,” Wingate told McCauley. “We’re going to need it. You
take the Germans on the left side of the machine gunner,
I’ll take those on
the right.”

“Now?” McCauley took out a
grenade also.

“Now.”

Both men pulled the pins
from their grenades and tossed them at the German positions. As the
grenades bounced silently into their midst, they unlimbered their
Stens and clambered swiftly down out of the rocks. The grenades
detonated as they reached the road. By that time Wingate had
expended his clip. He was slamming another one into his weapon when
McCauley’s shout warned him. The machine gunner was manhandling his
weapon around so he could fire on them.

Wingate flung himself to
the ground, slammed back the Sten’s cocking lever and loosed a
stream of fire at the German gunner. The Kraut peeled back from his
weapon. When another German attempted to grab the weapon’s butt,
Wingate’s next burst took him out also.

Wingate glanced back at
McCauley.
The sergeant was crouched beside a small armored personnel carrier,
struggling to force a clip into his Sten.

“Cover me!” yelled
Wingate.

“I can’t! This fucker’s
jammed!”

“Use your
grenades!”

Jumping up, Wingate dashed
across the road toward the intended MG-42 through an almost
palpable storm of fire. The torso of a dead German caught Wingate’s
toe. He sprawled forward over the torn body, the muzzle of the machine gun
less than a foot from his head. Reaching up, he grabbed the weapon
and glanced back. McCauley was dashing from the protection of the
personnel carrier to charge a pocket of Germans, his Sten held over
his head like a club. The grenades he had thrown ahead of him were
detonating murderously among the Germans. In a moment the big
sergeant was towering over two terrified SS, flailing savagely down
at them with his inoperative Sten.

“Here!” cried Wingate,
tossing McCauley his weapon. “Catch!”

McCauley turned, reached up and
plucked the weapon out of the air. Tucking the butt into his side,
he fell to one knee and began spraying about him with a cold,
judicious deliberation. Wingate hauled the MG-42 around and began
directing its metallic hail along the bluff at the remaining
pockets of German resistance. He swept the muzzle back and forth,
stitching a series of dust spurts through the torn bodies and patches of
moonlit brush, the steady throbbing against his shoulder imparting
a momentary comfort in the midst of this hellish piece of
war.

McCauley slumped down
beside him. “Look, Captain!” He was pointing out to sea.

Wingate turned and saw the
conning tower of a British submarine lifting out of the
Mediterranean, moon-flecked rivulets of water pouring from its
sides. As Wingate watched, the entire deck of the underwater craft
surfaced and began to move toward the beach.

“He’ll be sighted!”
McCauley cried. “Doesn’t he see the fire all along this
bluff?”

“Sure, he does,” replied
Wingate. “He sees it. But maybe he doesn’t care. He might even be
thinking of trying to help.”

“You’re right, Captain. At
least he’ll be a diversion.”

Wingate began to lift the
machine gun’s bipod. “Give me a hand! We’ve still got to stop those
Germans on the beach. And give me some help with this
feed.”

McCauley helped Wingate
reposition the MG-42, but Wingate found it difficult to make out
the flanking detachment of SS that should have been coming up the
beach to finish Sweeney. Where the hell were they? They were down
there somewhere, but where? They seemed to have vanished. And there
was no fire coming from Sweeney and his men on the beach below
them. Wingate studied the beach intently for a moment, then settled
on a rocky area a few hundred yards down the beach.

“Get ready, McCauley.
I think I found the
bastards.”

He sighted down the barrel
and pumped a few rounds into the midst of the dark patch.
Instantly, cries erupted from the rocks. A few Germans broke out of
them and headed for the protection of the bluff.

Smiling grimly, Wingate sent
another series of bursts into the rocks, each time flushing a covey
of unhappy SS. When he had emptied the rocks, he followed the
Germans across the moonlit beach. He kept firing until the gun went
silent with a heavy clunk as the bolt drove home on an empty chamber. Wingate glanced
at the sergeant. But McCauley was holding up an empty cartridge
case. There were no more belts.

That was when Wingate saw
the headlights of approaching trucks.

“You better hustle down
there,” he told McCauley. “Get Sweeney and his men into that life
raft before that submarine’s skipper thinks we’ve all bought it.
I’ll hold off these krauts coming up now.”

“Captain, you better go down
there and let me cover you and Sweeney.”

“That was an order,
Sergeant! Haul
ass!”

“Yes, sir, Captain!” the sergeant said, saluting
smartly. He handed Wingate back his Sten. “Good luck,
sir!”

As McCauley dropped from sight
below the lip of the bluff, Wingate took out his pocket flashlight
and signaled the submarine. There was an immediate response from the
conning tower. After exchanging identification signals, Wingate
told the sub his men would soon be in the water. The sub flashed
back a single word: Hurry.

Wingate pocketed the
flashlight and turned his attention back to the oncoming trucks. He
had five grenades; these together with his six remaining Lewis
bombs comprised his only offensive threat. Wingate smiled coldly,
stuck a ten-minute pencil fuse in each Lewis bomb, then raced along
the edge of the bluff toward the oncoming trucks, planting the six
bombs among the dead SS as he went. Then he relieved two dead
Germans of their submachine guns and ducked behind the personnel
carrier. He placed the extra submachine guns on the ground, his
five grenades right alongside them. Below him on the beach, he
could hear McCauley’s voice barking authoritatively at Sweeney and
his men.

The high, German trucks
rounded the last curve, looming with sudden menace in the darkness.
When the first truck swerved to avoid a dead German in the road,
the rest slammed to a halt. In the dim moonlight Wingate caught the
outline of an armored car hugging close behind the lead truck. He
had no doubt the armored car’s cannon would be able to reach the
submarine or at the very least wreak havoc on his men and their
flimsy, air-filled life raft.

As soon as the trucks ground to
a halt, SS poured from the rear of each and swiftly fanned out,
moving cautiously in the darkness. Wingate could hear their cries
of anger and dismay as they picked their way over the
torn and fragmented
bodies of their comrades. Wingate held his position and listened as
the few wounded Germans scattered about in the darkness began to
call weakly, pathetically, for “Wasser.”

The driver of the armored
car cut sharply out from behind the first truck and drove toward
the armored personnel carrier. Wingate could not have been more
pleased. He pulled the pin from a grenade and tossed it along the
ground toward the oncoming car. He followed this with a second and
then a third. The second grenade bounced down the middle of the
road and disappeared under the armored car. Another glanced off the
right fender, then vanished in the darkness. Not a single German
had seen or heard any of the grenades.

The night was split by
three titanic blasts. Two grenades detonated under the armored car,
lifting it off the ground. Its gas tank went, and the entire car
was engulfed in flames. The car swerved wildly, erratically, then
shot off the road. SS threw themselves out of its path. An instant
later, it plunged off the bluff. The car exploded when it struck
the beach, detonating its ammunition.

Wingate knew this might
cause complications for McCauley, but he had no time to worry about
them. The third grenade had blown alongside the lead truck, which
was now aflame. Its blazing canvas top lit the area brilliantly. At
once Wingate was spotted. He tossed his remaining grenades at the
Germans, then—as the fragmentation grenades exploded among them—he
took up his Sten and cut a fearful swath through their ranks. The
return fire was heavy, and soon Wingate had expended his clip.
Snatching up one of the submachine guns, he continued his
fire.

By this time the SS had
found cover, and their return fire was sporadic, dispirited.
Wingate cut down his own rate of fire and peered into the darkness.
He could see no movement, but he knew the Germans were inching
steadily closer. Abruptly the lead truck’s gas tank blew. In the
sudden flaring light, Wingate caught a glimpse of two SS in the
rocks above the road, leaping from crag to crag in an effort to
outflank him. Wingate emptied the MP-40 at the scurrying figures,
snatched up the remaining submachine gun and darted out from behind
the personnel carrier. Keeping low, firing as he went, he raced for
the lip of the bluff.

He reached the edge of the
bluff before he was ready. His right foot plunged into space and he
pitched headlong. He felt himself turning completely. His shoulder
struck first. His legs swung heavily over. A powerful blow on the
back of his head momentarily stunned him. He felt the submachine
gun slip from his grasp. He was lying on his back, his eyes wide,
staring stupidly up at the helmeted Germans peering down at him
from the top of the bluff.

He waited for them to fire
down at him. But they didn’t. Through the roaring in his ears,
Wingate could make out dimly an officer’s excited guttural command.
At







































tmp_5e2fce028058b5f809323336213f47a9_5AzTGr_html_m4bf46b15.jpg
BuLGARIA

CRETE, 1943 i






tmp_5e2fce028058b5f809323336213f47a9_5AzTGr_html_2a1b54f9.jpg
PICCADILLY
PUBLISHING





tmp_5e2fce028058b5f809323336213f47a9_5AzTGr_html_m152b9c2e.jpg
BRYAN SWIFT

MAC WINGATE 3:
MISSION CODE:

PICCADILLY
PUBLISHING

2020






cover.jpg
MAGWINGATE

MISSIIIN CODE'= MINUTﬂllll ‘






