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I would like to express gratitude to the friends and family who have allowed me to include them in this book.

Thanks also to disgraced President Richard Nixon who inspired me to record all my conversations. Exchanges included here are accurate to the nearest syllable.
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In February of 1994 I was clearing my desk in advance of retirement. I was fifty-seven years old and had enjoyed a moderately successful career with the Bedfordshire Constabulary. As I packed away a pamphlet entitled Known Pickpockets in the Luton Area I received a phone call.

‘Hello?’ I said.

‘Can I speak with Alan Stool?’

‘Speaking – and it’s Stoob.’

‘Mr Stoot, this is Simon Wiesenthal – the most famous Nazi Hunter the world has ever known – speaking. Is this a good moment?’

‘Not exactly,’ I replied. ‘I’m just packing up my things and moving to Bournemouth.’

‘I know,’ he replied. ‘That’s why I’m calling. Come to Vienna and meet me. It’s important. You will find a return ticket in your jacket. Goodbye, Mr Stoop.’

I checked my breast pocket. There, nestled between a Bic biro and two glucose tablets, was a return ticket to Vienna International Airport. I dialled 1471, the last-call return service which had come into general use the year before.

‘Good morning, Simon Wiesenthal’s office, Simon Wiesenthal speaking, how may I help you?’

‘I don’t go anywhere without Edame,’ I said.

‘What is Edame?’

‘Edame is my wife, Mr Wiesenthal.’

‘Fine – I’ll arrange it. See you tomorrow.’

That evening my retirement party passed me by. What did Simon Wiesenthal, the finest Nazi Hunter of all time, want from me? What could I possibly give the man who tracked down Adolf Eichmann, put the fear of god into all surviving Nazis and had an institute named in his honour? I may have helped throw the book at local recidivist George ‘Eggs’ Benedict but that was small beer by comparison. In the night I was sick with nerves.

The next morning we caught a cab to Luton Airport, flew to Vienna, checked into our hotel, took an afternoon nap and got ready. At 3pm we found ourselves face to face with a legend.

‘Good of you to come over, Mr Stoon,’ he said and embraced me. He felt thin and quite religious.

‘It’s Stoob – and wonderful to meet you, Mr Wiesenthal.’

‘And this must be Edame,’ he said before kneeling down to kiss her hand, overbalancing and crashing into a filing cabinet. Edame often has that effect on men.

‘The reason I bring you here today is simple,’ he said, recovering his poise. ‘I am a sick man. The doctors have given me only fifteen years to live. That may seem like a long time to you. Truth be told it seems like a long time to me too, especially as I am already eighty-three. But I have so much work to do and I don’t think I can cram it all in, so to speak.’

He winked at Edame.

‘I have been watching you, Stoot. I have spies everywhere. Your superiors have been impressed by the expertise and insight you’ve shown in the areas of hiding and hunting, and the psychology of being on the run.’

He paused and scratched an elongated ear.

‘I know you are planning a move to Sidmouth.’

‘Bournemouth,’ I interjected.

‘Whatever. The point is – don’t. Why waste your talent?’

‘What do you propose?’ I asked.

‘Do you know how many Nazi war criminals there are at large in Great Britain?’ he enquired.

‘I don’t,’ I said, ‘But I can find out for you if you like.’

‘248!’ he exclaimed. ‘248. Including 193 in Bedfordshire alone.’

‘Bedf—’

‘I need someone – the world needs someone – to carry out my work in the UK. Britain is the new South America, Bedfordshire its Paraguay. There are Nazis everywhere, Alan, elderly wizened ones emerging from drains and cul-de-sacs, seeking out cheap plastic surgery in Houghton Regis, integrating into the community. You must find them.’

We left confused. Wiesenthal himself had seemed confused, befuddled even. Were these the ramblings of a scattered mind wrung dry by obsession and kosher gin? Back home I visited the local library, principally to borrow a book about retirement activities for ex-policemen. Our daughter Tina works there. She’s 6'1" and was crowned Bedfordshire Schools High Hurdles Champion in 1982. I brought up the meeting with Wiesenthal.

‘It’s true, Dad,’ she said, towering over me. ‘We did it at school. Apparently boatloads of Nazis landed in Brighton in the late sixties then caught the Thameslink to Bedford.’

‘You mean the formerly-titled Bed-Pan line, so-named after the Bedford to St Pancras link?’

‘Yes,’ she replied. ‘How’s Tom?’

Tom is our son. He’s forty-two and stuck in the past. More on him later.

The next time I saw Tina she handed me a folder. What I saw shocked me. She’d used A4 paper to photocopy A5 documentation. I’ve rarely seen such waste. But the contents were fascinating. Clearly Wiesenthal, despite seeming half-crazed and with only fifteen years to live, knew what he was talking about. I picked up the phone.

‘Good morning, Simon Wiesenthal’s office, Simon Wiesenthal speaking. How can I help you?’

It was him.

‘You were right,’ I said.

‘Ah, Stooq.’

I didn’t bother correcting him.

‘I knew you’d come round,’ he panted.

‘I want the job,’ I said. ‘I want to be Britain’s Premier Nazi Hunter.’

‘I’m pleased,’ he replied.

There was a long pause.

‘You know that for many of us this is personal.’

I nodded. After a while I realised he would not have heard my nod so I said the word ‘yes’ into the receiver.

Another pause.

‘Do you care enough?’

This was the elephant down the phone line. I thought hard. Was hunting Nazis a job for a goy? Could a gentile fulfil such a role with the same venom, vehemence and vigilance as a card-carrying Jew?

Unbidden I am transported back seventy-three years, to an apparently ordinary afternoon playing with my toys while my parents listen to the wireless. The regular programme is interrupted by a message from Neville Chamberlain. My father seems particularly agitated. Chamberlain ends with the words, ‘I have to tell you now that no such undertaking has been received, and that consequently this country is at war with Germany.’

Fast-forward to 1941. I am stood at Leighton Buzzard Station with my mother. My small suitcase is packed. Mummy doesn’t have one. I don’t understand why.

‘Take care, brave little Alan,’ she says, stifling her tears. ‘This is for your own good.’

When I return nothing is the same.

‘Yes,’ I told Wiesenthal. ‘I do care enough. Hitler killed millions but decimated the lives of many more besides. I was evacuated during the war, the only southerner in a northern town. I won’t go into detail but it wasn’t pleasant. In addition I was born left-handed, am short for my age and had to wear glasses for many years. I may not be Jewish but I identify with the outsider. And like any decent person I believe what the Nazis did to be beyond dreadful.’

‘Did – and are doing to this day, Stoov,’ said Wiesenthal. ‘I appreciate your honesty. Yours are the words of a thoughtful man. You have conscience and integrity. I wish you well in your quest. The job is yours. All I ask in return is your eternal vigilance. Any questions, call me. I’m here most days. If I’m out just leave me a message or send me a fax. Actually a fax is preferable. I love faxes, they’re completely brilliant.’

Edame and I cancelled our plans to retire to Bournemouth, I converted Tina’s old room into a study and embarked upon my second career – that of Britain’s Premier Nazi Hunter.

I have always kept a diary. As I write this I am in my seventy-sixth year. When you reach my age it’s easy to forget small details, big news and, on occasions, the names of your own children, Tina and Tom. If you add alcohol – as Edame and I have been known to do on occasion – your life can quickly descend into a haze of hogwash until one day you wake up dead. This is why I keep a diary.

Six months ago a publisher approached me and asked if I wanted to write a book about Nazi Hunting.

‘No,’ I said. ‘I’m too busy looking for them. Plus I could die any moment and the book would be left unfinished.’

‘OK,’ they said and went away.

Then they came back.

‘Alan?’ they asked.

‘Yes,’ I replied.

‘Do you keep a diary?’

‘Yes.’

‘Could we publish one of your diaries instead?’

‘OK.’

‘Thanks, Alan. What about the one from last year?

‘That’s a good one. Lots happened. Knock yourself out.’

Alan Stoob, January 2013
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	Edame Stoob	Wife

	Tom Stoob	Son

	Tina Conti	Daughter

	Marco Conti	Son-in-law

	Haden Conti	Grandson

	Houdini Conti	Granddaughter

	Bob Scalp	Neighbour

	Nigel Hitchin	CEO, British Nazi Hunting  Association

	Interpol Steve	Steve (works for Interpol)

	Heinrich Snuff	Bad Nazi

	Felix Pump	Bad Nazi

	Stefan Cuntz	Good Nazi

	Dr Moshe Grossmark	Physician

	Detective Constable
   Mike Moomin	Bedfordshire policeman

	Potato George	Edame’s ex-boyfriend

	George Michael	Popular singer

	The Griffin	Nazi Nemesis




– The history of man is the history of crimes, and history can repeat

(Simon Wiesenthal)

– The past is the future

(Gary Lineker)
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Wake with a mouth like Hitler’s bunker. Edame and I drank an entire bottle of Sainsbury’s Basics port to usher in the New Year. Not sure I like port. It was, after all, Hitler’s tipple of choice. While Edame sleeps it off I give the study a clear-out. There are Post-Its everywhere, newspaper cuttings and endless printouts of Nazi sightings. I make two piles: one of possible leads and one for Monday’s recycling. As I do I come across my last-ever letter from Wiesenthal, congratulating me on ensnaring Boris Boot, the Prannock of Potsdam, back in 2005.

You have undoubtedly blossomed into Britain’s finest Nazi huntsman.

It says.

Until last year I would have put Arthur Pob ahead of you but since your audacious swoop on evil Boris Boot in Flitwick Town Hall you are now firmly entrenched in the number-one spot. Who could have known that Nazi hunting would so quickly establish itself as the career of choice for ex-policemen in the UK.

How glad I am that you and Edame are back on track. It is vital you have stability in your personal life. This is of course true of any job but in particular the emotionally demanding role of Nazi Hunter. You are a credit to the industry, Alan. Stay vigilant and stay in touch. Send me a letter or even better a fax. Have I ever told you how much I enjoy receiving faxes? They’re incredible.

Inspired anew by Si’s words I sit at my desk and create a fresh document in Word for Windows entitled Alan Stoob’s Key Targets for 2012 by Alan Stoob. Using the bullet point tool I list my top three most wanted: Heinrich Snuff (The Truncheon of München), Silas Pilsner (The Schweinhund of Schleswig) and The Nibble Sisters, Myra and Valerie. I print off the list and circle Snuff, who according to the latest Interpol intel was spotted only last Thursday strangling a cat outside Biggleswade Station.

I then slip on the weighted pants Edame bought me for Christmas and start the year as I mean to go on by speed walking round the block. What it says on the box is true; once removed you feel as light as anything. I experience some mild chafing but the instructions state this should pass. After applying nappy rash cream I return to my desk to find an email from local business, Pete’s Hams.

Dear Alan

It is with great regret that I must inform you we are unable to continue sponsorship of your vital work tracking down Britain’s surviving Nazi war criminals in the Bedfordshire region. Our business has fallen dramatically in the past year, principally because people keep buying sausages online. You may have noticed we’ve had to slash our prices to compete with the likes of Amazon, Walmart and eBay.

All of us at Pete’s Hams hope we can still count on your business.

Wishing you every success for 2012.

Regards from Pete of Pete’s Hams

PS Love to Edame.

I didn’t expect that from Pete, we’ve always bought our chops there. I pull up my sponsorship spreadsheet and amend accordingly. Deep down I know why Pete has withdrawn his support. I suspect it’s the same reason Radio Rentals, Somerfield, Café Gnob, NATO and the UN have done the same: the Whipsnade Incident. Briefly I feel despondent until Edame enters on the dot of eleven with a kiss on the cheek and a hot Ribena in my Britain’s Premier Nazi Hunter™ mug.

‘I hope you’re not frettings too much about Whipsnade,’ she says.

‘Course not,’ I reply. ‘Onwards and upwards, my love. 2012 is going to be Alan’s year.’

‘You are the loveliest, most handsome Nazi Hunter I know!’

‘More handsome even than Arthur Pob?’

‘Don’t be the silly billies!’

I look deep into her pale Dutch eyes.

‘Listen, Edame, about last ni—’

She puts a finger to my lips.

‘There is more than one ways to be a man, Alan Stoob.’

Heartened, I dedicate the afternoon to researching Wolfgang Schnitzel, the Helmet of Hanover. Sources claim he is hiding out in the rabbit holes of Luton Hoo, though this remains unconfirmed. It is sickening to learn he once broke his daughter’s arm so she would fit in a suitcase. Therefore I am glad for the distraction of a phone call on the office line. It’s our son Tom.

He arrives ten minutes later plugged into his Sony Walkman and heads straight for his old room. Emerging shortly after clutching a bag of cassettes and the life-sized ET given to him by his ex-girlfriend Susan back in 1987, he hops on his Grifter and is gone. One of the tyres is completely flat. He looks terribly out of condition. His increasingly unpredictable behaviour is troubling all of us. In light of the withdrawal of Pete’s Hams we may not be able to keep his Toddington flat on for much longer.

Spend the rest of the afternoon brainstorming fundraising ideas by myself. Following the failure of last year’s T-shirt campaign (‘Nazis – they’re not for everyone’) I am drawn to the idea of a calendar. I jot down the word ‘Alan-dar’ before breaking off for a small sherry with Edame. She has taken Tom’s fleeting appearance badly. To cheer us up I unwrap the Bergerac video box set she bought me for Christmas. John Nettles is clearly the finest actor of his generation, though Edame refuses to believe he dyes his hair.

Before retiring I print off mugshots of my three principal targets for the year and pin them to the wall.

Edame and I end the evening with an intimate massage. She asks if she can call me John. I don’t reply.

*  *  *

Last night I dreamt I cornered Jurgen Moof, the Plasterer of Paris, and was throttling him with my bare hands. I awake clutching a filled sock. I don’t tell Edame, she would only make a quip about Derek Boone, Britain’s least successful Nazi Hunter of the past decade.

I leave my shapely wife reading her large print copy of Fifty Shades of Grey and prepare myself a kosher breakfast of gefilte fish and scrambled egg with matzah. Despite my gentile status I find orthodox Jewish fare helps focus the mind.

In the study the red message light flashes urgently.

Alan. Nigel here from the British Nazi Hunting Association. Hope all is well, old chap. This is merely a courtesy call to remind you that the position of Britain’s Premier Nazi Hunter is up for renewal later in the summer. This means putting in a solid performance in the first half of the year. No time to live off past glories or get hung up on failures. In other words, let’s not dwell on Whipsnade. At 74 you’re entering your prime as a hunter. Remember, Wiesenthal did some of his finest work in his early 80s, notably securing the arrest of evil Truma Smung. All of us here at the BNHA are rooting for you. Frankly none of us want Herb Derb in the position.

Thanks, Alan. Oh, and love to Edame.

If Whipsnade taught me anything it is never to run low on my blue inhaler. With that in mind I dig out my repeat prescription chit and circle Ventalin (asthma), Clopidogrel (angina), Naprosyn (arthritis) Magnesium Hydroxide (constipation) Loperamide (diarrhoea) and Citalopram (anxiety and clinical depression).

At the surgery they greet me warmly, particularly Dr Grossmark who bounds out of his consultancy room and implores me to ‘nail that Jerry bastard’.

On the 62 bus home a woman tells her friend she has broken a nail. ‘It’s like the worst thing in history,’ she says. I lean forward and politely remind her of the Holocaust.

Back home I find a note lying on the mat. Could be my first big lead of 2012.

TESCO’S LEAGRAVE THURSDAY 11AM

PETFOOD AISLE

COME ALONE

A FRIEND

I ask Edame if she saw anyone come to the house but she claims she was too engrossed in her book to notice. I study the handwriting. It is written with the precision of expression and the kind of efficiency one would normally associate with a German or (at a stretch) an Austrian. The Rs lean backwards indicating sociopathology or a strong wind. The ink is blue meaning the scribe is a man. The nib is a fountain, ergo the messenger is over fifty, wealthy or pompous. The paper is of high quality and smells like the beaches of Aberystwyth. I dust the letterbox for fingerprints but all I find are traces of saliva left by Goebbels, our Labrador, who died suddenly in 2007.

I suggest to Edame we visit Tesco’s later in the week. She is a creature of habit. I could have anticipated the response.

‘But you know we always shop at the Sainsbury.’

‘What if we get there and I can’t find a banana?’

‘Anyway it say “come alone”.’

I handle all of Edame’s objections but the truth of the matter is I want her there for moral support. My supermarket agoraphobia has worsened considerably since Whipsnade. Dr Grossmark says I should have her with me whenever possible (‘The world doesn’t need a Nazi Hunter with panic attacks, Alan’).

After dinner I take the note to local handwriting specialist Edgar Mopp. Edgar isn’t in but his wife Maud has a look and says she believes it to be ‘the work of a man – or a woman’. Something of a wasted journey.

Edame and I pass the evening watching two more episodes of Bergerac. I remain transfixed by Nettles’ effortless charisma, which is so much more pronounced than during his Midsomer Murders era. It must be the confidence of youth. A profound sadness washes over me. Nettles is Edame’s sex-in-a-lift crush – i.e., if they ever get trapped in a lift together they have my blessing to make love. Considering changing mine from seventies daytime television doyenne Mavis Nicholson to Denise Welch off Loose Women. Not that I could do much about it even if we were stuck between floors for a month.

Bob from next-door pops round. He says he’s come to feed the cat while we’re away. We tell him we’ve never had a cat and we’re not going anywhere. He looks confused and extremely tired. I invite him in and he snoozes on the sofa. We let him out at midnight, just like we would the cat we’ve never owned.

*  *  *

Wake in surprisingly good mood. Today is Tuesday. Hermann Goering died on a Tuesday.

Begin the day with stretching routine in Tom’s old room. Midway through a lunge my hip pops out. Thankfully I am able to force it back in by ramming it against the hostess trolley, just in time for my 9am conference call with Interpol.

I am faced as ever with the rigmarole of their phone system (‘If you’ve captured an internationally-renowned serial killer press one; if you’re on the run for a crime you did not commit press two …’). Truly the whole organisation is a shower, yet whenever I try to complain they shut down their customer service department. Last Friday the whole of Interpol took the afternoon off to go ten-pin bowling.

The conversation begins with the news that one of their agents has tracked Hitler’s missing testicle to a leisure park outside Boulogne. It’s hard to tell whether they’re pulling my leg so I play along. After the usual sexual badinage it’s down to business.

I learn that:



	Mathias Wengl’s new name is Roderick Smoof and he runs a gastropub in Caddington.



	Evil Alois Purlang, the Muppet of Mannheim, was recently spotted scavenging for leftovers at the rear of Pizza Express, Bedford Town Centre.



	Boots of Harlington has reported that Hertz van Rental, the Badger of Bottrop, purchased a Foley all-silicone catheter last Tuesday.





They end by telling me an especially foul joke about a hamster. I force myself to laugh but truly they revolt me. Plus they insist on rhyming Edame with ‘arm’ and not ‘army’. If it wasn’t for local Nazi leads I would sever all contact with them in a heartbeat.

No sooner am I off the phone to Interpol than my former colleague Detective Constable Mike Moomin appears at the door. I ask him about the Pinkerton case (‘Too early to call but we’re pretty sure we know who threw shit at the mayor’) and we engage in small talk. When I ask him in he tells me his isn’t a social call.

Instantly my brain switches to overdrive.

What does he mean?

Has something happened?

Is it Edame?

‘I’m sorry to have to tell you, Alan, that at 1400 local time we apprehended a Mr Thomas Stoob shoplifting a plastic sword from the 99p shop. We arrested him and are letting him off with a caution. I know you could do without this, especially after Whipsnade.’

I pick Tom up at Dunstable police station. Poor lad looks glummer than Rudolf Hess at a bar mitzvah so I administer a Werther’s Original. I know they’re German but so was Johnny Weissmuller and he is our favourite Tarzan. In the car I ask him what he wanted the sword for. He claims he ‘just felt angry’, is ‘very sorry’ and ‘could I come and stay for a few days?’ I tell him it would be lovely to have him around.

Once home Tom goes straight to his old room and locks the door. The deafening sound of what Edame identifies as The Thompson Twins is accompanied by the sweet aroma of marijuana. As the former self-proclaimed Constable of Dunstable I cannot condone the inhalation of class B drugs but it’s his only solace.

Dinner in silence. Tom sits there with his Walkman on, chasing potato waffles round the plate. Edame barely touches her salad. A solitary tear rolls down her porcelain Dutch cheek. She dabs it with a radish before draining her wine. I feel like I’ve failed our boy. Perhaps I was too busy with the force when he was young. We both place a hand on his formless shoulder as he struggles with the Ice Magic.

The mood is lightened when our grandson Haden pops round. He’s wearing his trousers so low I can see his pants (thankfully they’re clean). Haden and I leave Edame and Tom to re-runs of Tales Of The Unexpected and retire upstairs to Stoob HQ. Haden shows me the Nazi hunting website he’s constructed at my behest. It includes a short history of National Socialism, an updated list of the five most wanted Nazis in Bedfordshire and a contact page with my phone and fax details. The site even has music, though I’m not sure the theme from Jaws is an appropriate choice.

I offer to pay him. He says he doesn’t want money (a relief), announcing instead he would like to accompany me on my next Nazi hunt. I’m a little shocked by this and tell him that at the grand old age of fifteen his vigilance levels are unlikely to be fully developed. He reminds me he will be sixteen in two weeks’ time and that at 6'4" and 132 pounds he is more than capable of looking after himself. His height is definitely an advantage though his lack of bulk remains a concern. He looks like Peter Crouch on a grapefruit diet. Before leaving he changes the tune on the website from Jaws to the theme from Schindler’s List.

The day ends with the sad news that Ludvig Froop, Belgium’s foremost Nazi Hunter, has died after a long battle with the local council. The Gent of Ghent will be sorely missed.

*  *  *

Feel so vigilant today I wake before five. Must be the prospect of meeting my mystery informant. Only visited the bathroom three times in the night. The last time that happened Michael Foot was leader of the Labour Party.

We start the day by lighting a candle and observing a minute’s silence in memory of our dog Goebbels, who died five years ago to the day. Tom joins us. He and Goebby were very close. Tom is inconsolable. I breakfast alone.

After the washing up, during which Edame insists on humming the theme to Bergerac, we leave Tom to arrange his collection of Whizzer and Chips in chronological order and head to Tesco’s and my 11am appointment.

We arrive early. Early is reassuring, as is the presence of a blue inhaler in my pocket. We load up on a few staples before I leave Edame by the prunes and head off to meet the stranger.

The aisle is empty. I stroll cautiously towards the pet food section and wait. A few lonely-looking ladies stoop to pick up huge bags of cat litter but otherwise there is little activity. To kill time I run through the top ten Nazis I’ve hunted. I’ve read that reminding oneself of past successes boosts confidence. Just as I reach Edith Tongue, the Harlot of Hamburg, I notice a message scrawled in bold letters on a jumbo pack of animal bedding.

I SAID ALONE

FLITWICK BOWLS CLUB MONDAY 10AM

NO EDAME THIS TIME

A FRIEND

I tell Edame the mystery informant was a no show and we finish our shop. It is only when we return home that I reveal the truth. Rapidly she spirals into one of her Dutch furies, calling me a ‘bloody idiots’ and shrieking abuse. At one point she even suggests we get plastic surgery (‘just like Nazis!’) to avoid detection. I understand where she is coming from, though I don’t see why she needs breast augmentation – or me a penis extension. When I challenge her she hurls the Britain’s Premier Nazi Hunter™ mug at my head. I duck just in time. China fragments litter the floor. It’s like Kristallnacht. Tom comes downstairs in tears and asks if we’re going to get a divorce.

I should never have taken Edame along. It was a mistake. But since Whipsnade my confidence has been fragile, my self-belief shot to pieces as if by a trained SS assassin. We sweep up the mess and Edame apologises. She rarely gets angry but when she does it’s over in a flash. We hug and she massages my bunions before starting dinner.

My daughter Tina and her husband Marco arrive for a summit meeting. Tina is wearing heels which allied to her coat-hanger shoulders means she blocks out most of the light. She towers over the rest of us including Marco, who is whippet thin and alert, endlessly checking his phone.

The four of us discuss Tom, who remains upstairs listening to Bananarama. Marco says he is happy to go and knock some sense into him. We all agree this is a bad idea. Edame pulls out Tom’s psychiatric notes and reads.

Thomas Douglas Bader Stoob is a 42-year-old man suffering from an acute case of arrested development triggered after his ex-girlfriend Susan Clawfoot broke off their relationship in 1988. Tom is suspended in the past and unable to face up to the reality of his current situation. His symptoms include petulance in the presence of adults, on-off regression and remaining in his room compiling miscellaneous tapes of ’80s music then sending them to Susan.

‘They were so good together,’ says Tina. ‘It’s just a shame she moved to New Zealand in 1991, got married and had four children.’

Midway through our conversation Tom appears in his Metal Mickey pyjamas and asks if anyone has a spare TDK D90 he can borrow.

After dinner I retire to my study to write a letter to David Baddiel because I read he was once voted Britain’s sixth Sexiest Jew.

Bob shows up at 11 and tells me how sorry he is to hear about the death of my brother, Horace. I inform him that I have never had a brother and was born an only child. He says he feels faint and asks if he can have a glass of water. We show him to the spare room. Before we can fetch a blanket he’s spark out.

Woken at 3am by the phone. Wagner plays down the line. Soon a whispering Germanic voice sings strange words to the strains of ‘Close To You’ by The Carpenters.


Why do Nazis suddenly appear/

Every time you are near/

Just like Mengele/

They wish to stay/

Close to you.



My home-made phone tracer suggests these calls are coming from the Houghton Regis area. It has all the hallmarks of my nemesis, The Griffin, but for now I have no proof.

*  *  *

Wake with a sore throat and an erection. The latter passes in no time, the former lingers. Forced to gargle with warm brine. Not the best start to the day.

Bob is still fast asleep. I greet him with a cup of tea. He looks confused and asks whether it’s true the president has been shot. Prior to Gladys’s death he was as energetic and bright an eighty-six-year-old as you were likely to meet. Bereavement has knocked him sideways. Apparently this kind of fatigue-amnesia is common after the death of a spouse. I just hope Edame and I go at the same time, ideally on a luxury cruise round the Caribbean, all drinks included.

Over breakfast Edame reveals she is lunching with her old boyfriend, Potato George. She always tells me on the day of their meeting, perhaps to spare me weeks of fretting. Although they broke up in 1959 he’s always on the scene, waiting for me to slip up. I feign indifference but inside I’m dying. This is made worse when Edame hums the music to ‘Private Dancer’ by Tina Turner throughout the morning. If George were a real potato I’d mash him.

The moment she leaves I am seized by a terrible fear. I recognise it instantly as separation anxiety triggered by my evacuation to the Yorkshire Dales in 1940 and the dreadful events that ensued. Seventy years on and the psychic wound is still gaping. Even though I understand why I feel this way, when it comes there’s almost nothing I can do to stop it.

In an attempt to distract myself I switch on Escape To The Country. Aled Jones has certainly filled out since his choirboy days. He must be at least a B-cup. I wonder whether Simon Wiesenthal ever sought comfort in daytime television. Perhaps he’d become engrossed by the big game between Haifa Tel Aviv and Eilat FC or dip into Old Jews Tell Jokes, though I doubt it. Perhaps all it takes for evil to flourish is that good men watch daytime TV.

Then a thought strikes me: Wiesenthal would never be diverted from the pursuit of Nazis, whether his delinquent son had stolen a plastic sword or his wife was out with her ex, because for him it was personal. He was a Jewish man on a mission born of personal experience. What am I? Just a goy. Si carved out a unique career chiselled from hatred, passion and the overwhelming desire to right a wrong. I’m just an old man who made a fool of himself at a safari park.

How much do I hate Nazis? On a scale of 1–10 I’d say a 9. Many are utterly despicable but some, for instance Albert Speer, have redeeming qualities. Even Hitler liked dogs, though he did shoot his German Shepherd, Blondi, before taking his own life. Assuming that he’s dead of course. A recent sighting places him living rough in the Ampthill area, though this is unconfirmed.

It’s not that I don’t like Jews. I admire them immensely: Jackie Mason, Sasha Distel, Benjamin Netanyahu, Albert Einstein, George Cohen, Woody Allen (especially his early stuff), Golda Meir, Peter Falk, my former colleague Detective Sergeant Eli Goldman, Simon and Garfunkel, Sacha Baron Cohen, Stephen Spielberg …

Where the hell is Edame?

By now I know the signs. I’m slipping into a full psychological meltdown. There’s nothing else for it. I call Beryl.

‘You’ve reached the voicemail of Beryl Tant, psychotherapist and masseuse. Please leave your message after the tone.’

‘Hi Beryl!’ I say, self-consciously upbeat. ‘Alan here, hunter of Nazis. Sorry to call but I’ve got myself into a bit of a state. I know it’s not our appointment day but I was wondering if we could have a quick chat? I’m feeling pretty wretched, actually. Tom’s got himself into trouble, people keep mentioning Whipsnade, Edame’s out with Potato George and apart from everything else I haven’t been able to get it u—’

‘Alan,’ a voice interrupts, ‘this is Beryl.’

‘Beryl!’ I blurt. ‘I was just leaving you a message. Hope you don’t mind me call—’

‘I heard your message, Alan. I’m sorry you’ve been experiencing some challenges today but as you know this is my rest day. Let’s explore these issues during our next session.’

‘OK Beryl,’ I reply. ‘I suppose all I wanted was a few words of reassur—’

She hangs up.

I pop my head round Tom’s door to see if he fancies a chat but he’s solemnly reading an old copy of Look-In so I exit. Downstairs I flick through Cycling Weekly but am unable to concentrate so I slip on the weighted pants and head for the door.

The gentle rhythm of my step helps (‘exercise improves your mood by releasing endolphins’ according to Edame) as does the fresh Dunstable air, though the chafing is worse this time. It seems I’m oversensitive to both small slights and slight smalls.

After half an hour I am calm enough to seize hold of my thoughts. How can it be that after so much time, so many pills and talking cures, I remain prone to such anxiety? I’d like to blame Hitler for ripping me from the family teat and depositing me with cruel and sadistic strangers, as well as for the seismic loss I faced upon my return. But if Beryl has taught me one thing it is to assume responsibility for one’s own troubles. Still: fuck you, Adolf.

When I return Edame is home. I ask how Potato George was. She says he’s depressed because he has to wait nineteen months for a new hip. This cheers me up. An afternoon nap followed by three chapters of Feel The Fear And Do It Anyway by Susan Jeffers and the cloud has almost lifted, though after today I realise I am not yet ready to come off the anti-depressants.

Having lost most of the day to my mood I work through dinner. As ever I am sidetracked by nonsense from the general public (‘Is Cher a Nazi? At no point during “If I Could Turn Back Time” does she mention killing Hitler.’) There is also a message offering a no-win-no-fee for Nazi Hunters injured in the line of duty.

We end the evening watching a film called Trading Places. Janet Leigh’s daughter, Jamie Lee Curtis, is very fetching. The bit where she removes her bra is completely exciting.

In bed I asked Edame if I can call her Jamie Lee. She doesn’t reply.

*  *  *

The day I am supposed to meet my mystery informant at the bowls club and the ground is thick with snow. My attempts to reverse the car out of the drive end in failure. Bob comes out to help but slips and cracks his knee on the bumper. Edame takes him in and gives him a hot Ribena. He falls asleep immediately. I hope the mystery informant understands the weather is preventing me from making it out to see him. Assuming of course it’s a him. It could yet be a trap from the evil daughter of Heinrich Slaughter.

By late-afternoon the snow is thawing and the roads clearing so I take the Stoobmobile for its annual MOT. With money tight I decide not to bother with a full service. I wonder what Si would make of such a choice. It’s hard to believe the great man would have compromised on the reliability of his primary method of transport. On reflection I shrug this off. I doubt he would think it was worth servicing a P-reg Vauxhall Omega. Besides, his elevated profile meant he received more funding than I could ever dream of. Rumours abounded of him paying for lap dances with petty cash.

Outside the garage I call Edame to see how Tom is. She says he seems OK and is upstairs playing Buckaroo. Mid-call my phone beeps. It’s a text message from a secured number.

DON’T WORRY ABOUT THIS MORNING, WEATHER WAS JUST AWFUL, WASN’T IT? I DON’T SUPPOSE YOU’RE FREE NOW, ARE YOU? IT’S JUST I’VE GOT THE DOCTOR’S TOMORROW AND DIALYSIS ON WEDNESDAY.

SAME PLACE?

TO REITERATE COME ALONE.

THE SAME FRIEND AS BEFORE.

I text Steve at Interpol to see if he’ll cover a cab. He agrees so I flag down a people carrier on Dunstable High Street. Ten minutes later the driver drops me outside the front entrance of Flitwick’s premier bowling association.

The gate is padlocked, the road cloaked in silence, the late afternoon cold and misty. I wish I’d worn an extra pair of cotton trousers. I hear a distant cough. In the dusk all I can see is smoke pouring forth from the chimneys. I hug myself for greater warmth. Another cough, this time louder. I make out the silhouette of a man walking unhurriedly towards me. He is wearing a homburg. Panicking, I fumble for my blue inhaler but it slips through the pocket lining. Before I can withdraw it the man is standing before me. He looks well over a hundred.

‘Who are you?’ I ask.

‘A friend.’

His cut-glass accent and impeccable manner reminded me of the late Sir Alec Guinness. Was it possible he was a Nazi imitating an Englishman?

‘Are you a Nazi imitating an Englishman?’ I ask.

‘Do I look like a Nazi?’ he replies.

‘Bit,’ I say.

‘That’ll be mother. She was born in Nuneaton.’

He removes his hat, exposing a thick thatch of white hair, slightly off centre. A wig, perhaps.

‘I need to know more if I am to trust you,’ I tell him. He looks down at his shoes, a pair of expensive Grenson Derbys.

‘Very well, Mr Stoob,’ he says, eventually. ‘I am what is known as an independent agent. I sit between Interpol, Mossad, M15, the Bundestag, the FBI, NATO, the UN, the EU, the Red Cross, the Belarusians and Dunstable Downs. I am not affiliated to any one of these organisations. I am everywhere and I am nowhere. I am a floater, if you will.’

‘A floater?’

‘If you will, Mr Stoob. Nobody knows my identity, my past, my present, my political leanings or my proclivity for strong cheese and cold sausages, and that is how it shall remain. I have contacts both high and low, names and faces you would recognise, yet none would recognise me. I have access to intelligence the likes of which you could only dream. I have seen files you didn’t know existed on computers you couldn’t envision from countries that dare not whisper their own name.’

‘Oh,’ I say, both impressed and bemused.

‘I am happy to provide you with certain data, Mr Stoob. I have watched you from afar and am suitably impressed, particularly within the context of your waistline. But please don’t ask who I am or I will lose patience and our arrangement shall be terminated.’

My waistline?

‘You look very old, if you don’t mind me saying.’

‘I have seen combat, Mr Stoob. Both wars.’ He gazes off into the distance. ‘Thankfully I have been blessed with longevity.’

I looked down at his shoes once more and catch my own reflection. He set his eyes on me.

‘I have information that could help you in your quest.’

‘What sort of information?’

‘Nazi information.’

‘Ooh, that could be handy.’

‘Mr Stoob, are you aware that your life is in danger?’

‘Of course it is. I’m seventy-four.’

‘I do not appear to be making myself clear. There are men out there who are, shall we say, out to terminate you.’

‘They want me dead?’

‘I can see you are not Britain’s Premier Nazi Hunter for nothing. Take this.’

‘What is it?’

‘It’s an aspirin. Helps thin the blood. In fact take one a day. They are ideal at your age. Also take this.’

‘What is it?’

‘The address of evil Heinrich Snuff, The Truncheon of München.’

I examine the piece of paper.

‘This address – it says Harpenden. But that’s … in Hertfordshire. I don’t understand.’

‘It is true that a great number of Britain’s Nazis are resident in Bedfordshire, Mr Stoob. But not all. Those with the grandest ideas have been known to move outside of the mother county. Catch Snuff and he may lead you to The Griffin.’

‘Catch The Griffin and I could …’

‘Discover the location of the ratline that continues to bring surviving Nazi war criminals from Germany to the Chilterns?’

‘Exactly. Hold on, I thought the Nazis arrived in Brighton by boat then caught the Thameslink up to Bedford?’

‘They used to, Mr Stoob, but the ticket inspectors wised up. Now there is a state-of-the-art underground passage linking Bremen with Biggleswade.’

‘I see.’

‘Crafty bunch, the Nazis.’

‘So I hear. How do you know all of this?’

‘Like I say, I’m a floater.’

‘A floater.’

‘Like I say. Now I leave.’

‘So soon?’

‘I need a wee, Mr Stoob. At my age when you need to go there’s no messing around.’

‘Thank you so much, Mr Informant.’

‘Vorsprung Durch Technic.’

The elderly man nodded in acknowledgement, turned and hobbled off into the night. Within seconds he had disappeared from view.

I stared back at the piece of paper.

20 Park Mount, Harpenden, Herts.

For now merely an address, in time perhaps my salvation. I memorise the data before swallowing it. It doesn’t go down smoothly and I suffer instant heartburn. As ever I am thankful for pocket Gaviscon.

On the bus home I text Haden excitedly to tell him of the meeting. He replies ‘BOOK’. When I ask what ‘BOOK’ means he says it’s the predictive text version of ‘COOL’. ‘Yes BOOK’, I write. He texts ‘ROFL’. I reply ‘Harris?’ but never hear back.

Edame claims she’s ‘over a moon’ when I tell her my news but she barely looks up from her new book, Riders by Jilly Cooper. Her face is flushed and her slacks partially unbuttoned.

I knock on Tom’s door. He says he is pleased for me (‘well done, Dad, especially after Whipsnade’) though his smile doesn’t reach his eyes. He adds that he wishes he could assist in hunting down Bedfordshire’s surviving Nazi war criminals. I reassure him that such a day will come but for now we need to concentrate on getting him better. He tells me he’s written a song on the guitar and asks if he can play it to me. The song is called ‘I Don’t Like Change’, has one chord and only four words (‘I don’t like change’). After five minutes I make my excuses and leave.

Confused by the earlier ROLF and BOOK conversations I find something online called the Senior Citizen Texting Code. It includes BFF (Best Friend Fell), BYOT (Bring Your Own Teeth) and LMDO (Laughing My Dentures Out). I print it out and stick it on the monitor.

Haden pops over after rugby practice. Shockingly his trousers are lower than last time. He also appears to have grown an inch and lost a stone. I give him an in-depth account of my mysterious meeting. He is fascinated and reminds me of his request to join the next hunt. He also helps me create a Twitter account. I send my first tweet (‘Hello everyone. Stay vigilant. Regards Alan’) but nothing happens. Immediately I follow some of my favourite people including Bradley Wiggins, Sir Alan Sugar and Stella Rimmington. I also follow David Baddiel and with Haden’s help ask him whether he received my letter. He doesn’t reply.

*  *  *

Today I slide effortlessly into my seventy-sixth year. To celebrate Edame gives me a foot massage and a state-of-the-art lumbar support for the car. I would happily have forgone the fancy cushion and doubled-up on the massage. That said, Which? magazine claims the one she got me is the best in the price range.

Fun card from the Simon Wiesenthal Centre that moos when you turn it upside down. Classy one from the Kinnocks featuring a portrait of Aneurin Bevan. Nothing again from Boutros-Boutros Ghali. Still no idea what I’ve done to upset the man.

Morning spent in the study. Edame keeps popping in to plant small kisses on my cheek. She’s so kind and loving but in the end I am forced to padlock the door. The price of hunting Nazis is constant vigilance and a strong work ethic.

I check my emails. Along with the usual timewasters (‘I work by myself and suspect that I might be a Nazi, should I invade Poland?’), there are a handful of messages which independently place evil Heinrich Snuff in the nearby town of Harpenden, tallying with the tip-off I received from my mystery informant. I open my Britain’s Premier Nazi Hunter™ leather-bound diary, mark next Saturday with a circled ‘H’ for hunt and add ‘Haden?’ in the margin.

My plan to spend a quiet evening watching World At War has been hijacked by Edame, who has arranged a family gathering. The gang arrives in a whirl of noise and gifts. My daughter Tina gives me The Best of Lord Haw-Haw on tape and a pair of foot alignment socks; her husband Marco hands over a crate of grappa (I don’t drink grappa); Haden and his younger sister Houdini buy me a Gripmate Dexterity Aid and some angled chiropody scissors. Tom comes downstairs and says he would have got me something special but he’s not allowed in the 99p shop anymore. He looks plump, balding and woebegone.

It’s a typically boisterous Stoob family evening. Houdini bosses everyone around using her pink wand and puts a spell on her brother Haden to keep his bedroom tidy. He fishes in his pocket, only to remove two fingers which he waves in her face. Houdini responds by punching him in the thigh with an impressive upper-cut. He winces. Houdini smiles, innocently twirling her dark curls.

Edame has prepared a lavish Dutch spread of bitterballen, stroopwafels and patat. The wine flows, most of it straight into Marco’s mouth.

‘Why don
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