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Prologue

In the heart of war, under the relentless pressure of survival, the best in human nature can emerge. In this story, we witness it unfold across two of World War II’s most pivotal locations: Germany and England, just before the world would change forever on D-Day, June 6, 1944. It is a fight to the death, where a few can alter the fate of millions. Here, we meet Captain Max Becker, a man who embodies the rare qualities that can tip the balance. Captain Becker is no ordinary soldier. Fluent in both English and German, and with years spent navigating both countries, he is uniquely positioned to play a key role in the success of the D-Day operations. As a trained P-51 pilot, Becker thrives in the chaos of war, turning near dis- asters into triumphs, all while operating under the constant threat of a war that spans continents and minds. Yet Becker’s true strength lies in his character. In the face of extreme challenges, from working undercover in hostile territory to facing ruth- less enemies with deep cover in London—he relies on a personal code that guides him through the darkness. Duty, honor, and country are his guiding principles. He does what is right, even when the cost is high. He takes calculated risks, supports his team, and never loses sight of his mis- sion. Rick Taylor This is not only a story of war but of the very essence of what it means to be human in the direst of times. And for those with an interest in the world of intelligence, Becker’s story offers a glimpse into the high-stakes game of espionage, the tradecraft, the tactics, and the resilience that make great spies successful. But beyond all the tools of the trade, Becker proves that success begins with understanding people—learning their languages, their cultures, and their hearts—and always staying true to the ideals that can guide you through the darkest days. John H. Nugent Retired Intelligence Community FROM OUT OF THE SHADOWS As strange as it may seem my interest in Birdcage Walk, a prominent London street leading to Buckingham Palace, dates back to 1959. I was a Cadet at St. John’s Military School in Salina, Kansas at the time. I loved St. John’s, and I wanted a military career when I graduated. I saw a magazine article about The Coldstream Guard in London whose mail- ing address was number 10 Birdcage Walk. I really wanted to be a member of that illustrious military unit. I sent them a letter in 1959 at the age of 14 requesting information about how I could join their unit. To my surprise they replied. Unfortunately, they had to decline my request due to my age and the fact that I was not a British citizen. To say the least, I was disappointed. Not to be denied I later joined the US Army whose uniform was not nearly as impressive as the Coldstream Guard’s. I looked like Beetle Bailey with a Pill Box fatigue hat. As fate would have it, my duties in the Army, later overseas business, and the CIA took me to London many times. Almost every time I was in Lon- don, I would go to St. James Park, across from Birdcage Walk. I would sit on a park bench and enjoy the beautiful scenery, the breathtaking cul- ture and mentally recount the impressive history of London in war and peace. While I was sitting in the park, I realized that I wanted to write a book about the incredible wartime efforts that took place within a few Rick Taylor miles radius of where I sat. I knew then that I would bring Birdcage Walk to life in a historical wartime novel that I felt compelled to write. Today, the book has been written. In recent years I became associated with some great people who had a similar background to mine in the Intelligence community. About twenty or thirty ageing Spooks started meeting monthly to share our experiences in the Intelligence Community and Clandestine Services. We nicknamed the group “Spooks r Us.” The restaurant manager wasn’t sure how to take this questionable group at first. I think he was afraid that we might wire explosives to his car ignition if the service was not up to snuff. Over the months he has calmed down, but I wish that he would stop wearing a flak jacket. Around New Year’s 2023, I knew it was time to write the story that I had been mentally working on for so long. So, I picked up my pen and started to write. The story flowed nicely, and I spent 4 to 10 hours a day for over two months scribbling my thoughts. I find that I can be more creative when I handwrite my work, especially at night when the phone wasn’t driving me crazy. I had no sooner started than our group of dubi- ous characters had our monthly meeting. I had mentioned my new book as a passing comment, but the response and encouragement took me by surprise. To my surprise four members of our group came out of the shadows and insisted that they be allowed to help me by reviewing and editing the final draft. Besides becoming excited at the possibilities, I knew that their comments would be based upon decades of actual experience in the field of intelligence. It is hard for me to express well deserved gratitude to these men who have served this country from the silent shadows and contributed to this book. My story about the World War II deception efforts prior to D-Day will be much better thanks to them. I want to thank John Nugent, Dick Thompson, and Gordon Frisch for their assistance with this book and most of all, for their serv- ices to this country. Most of all let’s not forget those 140 heroes of the CIA clandestine services who died in the service to this country and are only remem- bered by their stars on the CIA Memorial Wall. Should you ever have the golden opportunity to view those stars on the Wall of Honor, I cordially and fervently request that you pause a Birdcage Walk moment in quiet honor and reverence of those highly dedicated men and women who chose to not come out of the shadows… This book is dedicated to those 140 true heroes of this country. To these unsung and unknown heroes, I stand at attention, salute, and say, “Thank you and Godspeed.” “I have the watch!”




Chapter 1

At 350 knots and 8000 feet above enemy terrain, the silence was deafen- ing! His ears seemed to be stuffed with cotton. But he knew that wasn’t the case. Ironic phenomena to Captain Max Becker, experienced Army Air Corp fighter pilot, who was trying to clear his head after a German anti-aircraft shell burst close to his aircraft. He could barely hear the air rushing by the cockpit canopy. A slight bit of dizziness. His mind was elsewhere… like where can I crash land! Then there was another deafen- ing flak burst nearby. He felt some “thuds” on his fuselage. The smoke cleared, at least most of it. Max could now see the skyline. The horizon was changing… fast. Dizzy and unbalanced… Captain Becker was trying to clear his head after another German anti-aircraft shell burst close to the aircraft, again ripping into the fuselage and cockpit, and nearly tearing his Merlin engine off its mounts. More smoke… heavy. He knew he was going down… now the cold air was rushing loudly by the cockpit canopy. His aircraft was barely under control. Both hands on the stick… he couldn’t stop the shaking. He knew that he was heading down in an area of Hol- land that was heavily fortified by the Germans. Going down! Think! Think! His mind refocused! He came back to a sudden alert- ness. Rick Taylor Muscling the vibrating stick, Max got control of his P-51D photo reconnaissance aircraft and started to plan his crash landing…. “Gotta’ get away from them… and subsequent escape and evasion.” He wasn’t too sure where he would go, but he was not inclined to check into some German Luft Stalag. “A depraved thought… brought a slight smile. The Stalags were not listed in the Michelin Guide for a reason. Ok, cut the comedy!” As the vibrating aircraft glided westward to its forced landing area, Max was still shaking off the effects of the flak burst. Too much smoke… not enough power. Another flak burst went off well behind him. Both flak bursts definitely rang his bell, and he was struggling to regain his full mental awareness. His semiconscious mind started thinking about what got him here in the first place. Oblivious to his surroundings he had a flash-thought of his grandfather Heinrich Becker who served as an infantry soldier under Bismarck until May 1871 when he and his wife, a schoolteacher, immigrated to the USA. He went to work for Tennessee Coal, Iron and Railroad as a foundry worker and by 1907 was assistant manager in the metallurgy department. In 1886, he had a son, Bruno, who followed the family tradition after high school and went to work for Tennessee Coal. His mother had insisted that he go to college but he really wanted to be with his family and friends at Tennessee Coal. The family retained and honored their strong German roots and traditions. A proud, resilient bond to their Homeland. German was the language always spoken around the house as a part of that tradition. In 1908, Bruno Becker took a wife also of German descent. She gave birth to a daughter, Krystal, in 1911, and a son, Manfred, an identity which had been Americanized to “Max” in 1913. Despite their German heritage, they were proud Americans. Hard-working and very proud. Bruno vol- unteered to join the American Army but was rejected due to his age and having a wife and two kids at home. The two older Beckers had decided that Max would be the first of their clan to go to college. Max excelled in school due to his almost photographic memory and was awarded a scholarship to MIT. Multi-talented and motivated. He graduated in the top five percent of his class in Chemical Engineering. After college, 21 years old, he also went to work for Tennessee Coal, Iron and Railroad and was sent to the Berlin office in 1934, making excellent business-use Birdcage Walk of his German language capability. Max adapted well and quickly… as expected. He was responsible for coordinating the orders and shipments of high-quality steel products as well as large quantities of nickel, copper, aluminum oxide and chromium to Krupp Steel and the Minis- ter of War Production and Armament. In August 1938, he saw that war was inevitable and asked for a two-year sabbatical leave to return to the U.S. to complete his master’s degree. A smart strategic decision on his part. Instead of pursuing academia, he joined the Army Air Corps and took his pilot training at Randolph Field near San Antonio, Texas. He enjoyed his time in Texas and as a “top graduate”, he flew the highly sought pursuit aircraft in the States until he was reassigned by the War Department to intelligence training at Fort Holabird, very much against his will. His strongest “macho” drive was to become the best fighter pilot in the growing Army Air Corps, not being buried into the world of espionage and back-alley meetings. Little did he know what future professional and personal adventures were meant to come. And what vitally consequential roles he would face… severe challenges as a “Spy”. Though somewhat frustrated, once he got into intelligence training, he found it interesting and very challenging. He excelled and was selected to become a part of the secret group collecting data on the Third Reich in advance of the invasion of Fortress Europe. In August of 1943, he was personally recruited by Colonel William J. “Bill” Donovan to join the Office of Strategic Services (OSS). One of the younger devel- oping “spies” at 30 years old, Max’s experience in Germany and familiar- ity with the orders for steel and raw materials made by the Reich was invaluable. Max made estimates of what potential war-materials Hitler was producing and where it was delivered and stored, based upon his time in Berlin. He was also the trusted in-house pilot for the highly secret small group of OSS personnel, especially Colonel Donovan, with whom he came into almost daily contact. After months of pestering Colonel Donovan to get a combat posting overseas, Max was assigned to the 7th Photographic Group (Special Reconnaissance) out of Temps- ford, England, as its Special Aerial Intelligence Officer to gain specific sensitive information for Colonel Donovan. Rick Taylor Colonel Donovan selected Max to accomplish an “immediate” (highly classified) specific reconnaissance missions over Normandy, Pas- de-Calais; the primary target being the Amsterdam docks and harbor area. He had been to Amsterdam on holiday several times and was famil- iar with the beautiful countryside, and this finite target composite. His personality and high energy didn’t harmonize with the simple “recon” missions… Max was frustrated at his current situation. His pri- mary duties were still as a combat pilot but also fit into accepted and required knowledge of combat tactics, enemy aircraft, and verification of enemy aircraft engagements, which often described a downed enemy aircraft. He was still not satisfied as a Recon pilot. He wanted to mix it up in dogfights with the Germans, not just take travel pictures of Fortress Europe for Eisenhower. If he couldn’t fly the cherished P-51 Mustang in the challenging combat theatre, then he was considering a transfer to the “Brits” in hopes of joining their mission array flying the Spitfire. After all, in his mind, the Spitfire had the same Rolls Royce Merlin engine and was just as worthy and proven as his beloved Mustang. But he also soon realized that dream was not going to come to fruition. This “immediate” sortie was his first recon-mission since joining the 7th Reconnaissance Group just two days ago. The pre-invasion work- load was staggering. He had only met the commanding officer and some of the unit clerks since being assigned to the unit. The CO gave him a quick check ride, area orientation, and sent him into the lion’s den to be devoured by the war. So, into the fire he went with some trepidation… but committed. Max had not even met his executive officer or other pilots. They were so shorthanded and under great pressure to get updated photos of the Holland, Normandy and Pas-de-Calais areas for the upcoming invasion that most pilots flew three or four “rough” mis- sions a day… no milk runs! “Hey…HEY!” Max verbally blasted himself “Get my head out of my ass and back in the game… here and NOW!… or I’m gonna’ die!” He suddenly snapped out of his mental fog and focused on the reality of the situation…he was going to crash!! Where the hell am I? I gotta’ pick a place to put this crate down… maybe near the beach? His thoughts Birdcage Walk started to come quicker. Look… look for an open field… Dammit look! Make a decision…NOW! He could see that he would not make the coastline and would have to land about a mile or so short. A long strip of grassy field inside a wall of trees caught his attention. It appeared to be about 1,200 feet long and plenty wide enough for him to land. There was no hope for the engine. So, fixing the damage and flying his Mustang home was out of the ques- tion. He decided to land gear up and use that huge air scoop on the bot- tom of the P-51 to slow him down some before it ripped off. He would be landing into the north wind which will help with his stall speed of 95 knots. The airspeed was dropping now.. engine seizing… we’re done! He saw an old farmer’s barn on the south end, from the appearance, prob- ably abandoned. The barn is where he will hide until it gets dark. It’s 0818 hours, and sundown came about 1915 hours this time of the year. He could leave the barn about 2200 hours and be on the beach by 2300 hours plus or minus a few German soldiers. In the meantime, he could remove the film canister for the trip back. They were important to the real Spooks back in London. “Now,” he thought he had a plan for escape and evasion … Plan A! He was getting lower and slower… maybe too slow. Easy does it… gen- tle on the stick. No landing gear. Bank right… more… no…easy… he had to maneuver for his landing headed north. As he forcefully opened his canopy, he focused on his surroundings and what problems he would encounter getting to the beach. Coming down fast… ease the nose up. Still had 170 knots… engine hasn’t blown yet. Check the field. Where to now? He was excited to see about a dozen fishing boats with sails on the beach slightly to the southwest of his landing area. He quickly surveyed the woods and for any German sentries and machine gun emplace- ments. Time’s running out. Make a decision… NOW! Seeing no imped- iments, he had his route planned now, and his attention quickly focused on the forced landing. He knew it would be tricky, and he hoped nobody would see him land or crash into the trees at the end of the pas- ture. All he needed was for any Germans in this area to see him crash land and pounce on him. So much for Plan A if they did. Max was getting concerned about whether he could actually get to his preferred landing area. He was extremely low but still had over 160 Rick Taylor knots of airspeed. Dropping to 150. He eased back on the stick to slow the descent as 120 knots was the best glide speed. He raised the nose of the Mustang trading a little speed for altitude which was a good tradeoff he thought. The P-51D responded, and he could see that he would make the clearing…barely! The sleek, roughed up fighter hit first with a bouncing bump. Another bump…no flare. Too low… no landing gear… strange sight picture for an experienced pilot. That was followed by a very hard impact that jolted Max severely as the air scoop on the bottom grabbed the ground, briefly pitching forward and slowing him down before it ripped off. He was sliding sideways… swerving… losing control on the grass as the Mustang raced for the trees at the end of the clearing. He was relieved to see the aircraft slowing, but would it be enough to stop in time or would it slam him against the trees? NO BRAKES! He had visions of being crushed between the aircraft and the trees. The dead engine was barely hanging on; propeller would be of no help. The fighter was skidding sideways and slowing as it approached the tree line. Too close. Duck my head… NOW! The aircraft jolted and stopped as the wings hit the trees on either side, then spun 180-degrees, but the main fuselage was between them undamaged. WE’RE STOPPED! Any fire? Donno’… GET OUT! Becker was relieved and quickly jumped from the cockpit in fear it would catch fire. Lotsa’ smoke… no flames yet. As he was leaping from the aircraft, his left arm caught on the sharp canopy railing… “DAMMIT… that HURT!” He was already looking for German soldiers. He quickly ran… then hobbled a bit into the woods for cover. He looked around the clearing and particularly into the trees. He focused on the old barn at the other end of the clearing. It still looked like a good place to hide until it was dark. Now he noticed the pain in his arm… lower wrist… a bleeding cut. He pulled his glove tighter over the bloody scratch. “Not time to worry about a scratch”, he mumbled. His eyes slowly scanned the tree line watching for any movement in the area. Max slowly went in and out between the trees, staying low around the tree line until he reached the barn. He remembered his E& E training… slow but sure.. stay in the shadows. Listen…No noise. Carefully, he opened the side door and looked in. Still no noise, rather quiet. To his surprise, it seemed to be in very good shape with electricity and various boxes containing aircraft Birdcage Walk fuel and oil filters and other aircraft parts. It was obvious to Max that this farmer’s barn had been converted and had been used to support German observation planes. There was still a lot of farming equipment and supplies, but the aircraft servicing parts were new. There was an above-ground gas tank just outside the large front door. That had to be for refueling aircraft and not the farmer’s tractor. “I sure hope these clowns don’t show up now,” thought Max. “That would screw up my Plan A, not to mention the rest of my very short life.” Max went inside further and looked around. He enjoyed being out of the damp wind in the shelter of the barn. No time to relax yet… stay alert. He was enjoying the safe crash landing… but he admonished himself again, “Gotta’ think ahead now… NOT BACK!” “Owww!” a sudden reflex by Max. That wrist was hurting a little more now, and blood was dripping down his glove. Max gently pulled off the glove and found a three-inch light gash in his left hand and wrist. Still bleeding but not bad. He pulled off his neck scarf and tore off a strip of the silk to wrap his wrist, then pulled the wet glove back on to hold the bandage in place. “I’ll treat that later with alcohol but there was no time right now. Let’s get set up here and devise a plan to get to the sailboats on the beach.” Max’s mind was racing. Max was scared and he knew it! The barn’s interior looked like it had been used on a regular basis. That means he had to get the hell out of there after dark before any farmers or other workers returned. Hopefully, he had time to rest while he was staying in the barn. Safe here? Not hardly!!… he would be cap- tured quickly in broad daylight. Think!… still in enemy territory. Becker was rummaging through the barn for anything that would help his trip back across the English Channel when he heard the sound of a small plane circling around the clearing. Max muttered to himself, “Shit! There goes Plan A.” The small aircraft had German markings and was lining up for landing. He quickly backed up against the barn wall in the shadows… no moving now. Just watch. See what’s coming… any more surprises?




Chapter 2

After a few minutes, he heard the plane’s engine still getting nearer. He waited another few minutes to listen… “What’s happening out there?” Max went to the big barn doors to get a better look at the small plane about to land. He could see it clearly now. It was a Storch. It touched down on the smoother grass area, no problems. And it appeared in good condition even after the dirt-landing. Max remembered from his intel training, “The Germans produced a limited number of small observa- tion aircraft mainly used for low altitude reconnaissance and courier duties.” As he recalled, it only carried one or two passengers and the pilot. Now, it came to mind, “The Storch was a great short field aircraft with about a 200 nautical mile range and a cruise speed of 70 to 95 knots. “Man, that is slow,” thought Max. “It could get me to England… barely. Eureka! I now have a Plan B,” he thought. As the Storch approached the barn, Max concocted a plan to shoot the two Germans, refuel the aircraft and fly to England. He could be back at his airbase in time for supper. He felt his pistol for reassurance… it was still holstered under his left arm. It was a standard issue Colt M1911 a 45-caliber pistol. Max could see that the plane had been shot up some, but he could not see any serious damage. Just then, he saw the pilot start to get out. Max Rick Taylor pulled out the pistol with his shaking hand. Max told himself that he had to control his fears. “STAY CALM, MAX!” The pilot struggled to get out, then collapsed and fell to the ground. From this distance, Max could see that he was a high-ranking officer.. maybe a full colonel in the SS, and he had been wounded in the left arm, lower right chest, and looked like he had a deep scalp wound. Max was sure that this guy was not long for this world. From what Max could see he had to be bleeding internally. He turned his attention to the pas- senger, who was clearly visible from this angle. So, he moved to the left side of the Storch still in good cover should he be fired at. The passenger was also in an SS uniform but was obviously shot up and unconscious. Max slowly approached the two Germans with his gun drawn, ready to shoot. He could see the SS markings on the downed passenger’s uniform… and the rank of a Colonel. “Maybe a high-ranking German Luftwaffe pilot?” Max asked himself. Yes, the colonel was alive but face down. He silently moved to the other German still in the Storch. There was no movement…he was dead! He had a 30-caliber hole in the middle of his head. No other wounds were visible. Looked like he had the rank of Captain, as best as Max could remember about Nazi rank insignia. Anyway, a dead SS Captain. Max moved back to the colonel to see what his condition was. He noted that next to his head was a pair of heavy lens glasses that were badly broken. “How in the hell did this guy get authorization to fly with this level of vision?” thought Max. “He must be very high up in the SS to be able to ignore regulations.” Max went to the colonel to ask how he felt as if he couldn’t tell from all the blood on his uniform and head. In his perfect Berliner accented German, Max firmly addressed the officer, “Colonel, how bad are you wounded? You appear to have several wounds.” The colonel turned slowly toward Max and tried to focus. Finally, he responded in a steady but weakened voice, “Is that you, Captain Bock? Are you OK?” After a hesitant pause, Max recognized an opportunity to get some great intelligence from this senior Nazi official. “What a fantastic piece of luck!” His plan formed quickly. Max responded, “Yah, Mein Oberst… Birdcage Walk Yes, sir, my Colonel! I got banged up a little and I was hit in the throat by flying aircraft debris. My voice is a little raspy and painful to talk, but otherwise, I am good, sir.” Quick thinking, Max! Then he remembered his bleeding wrist, “And I think I must have been wounded in my wrist.” “That’s ok for now. Wonderful, my son.” Obviously ignoring any wounds of Max, now Captain Bock, the Colonel ordered, “Come over here, Captain. I doubt that I can make it. My time is limited. Our oper- ation in England must go on. You must carry on for me. It is critical to the Third Reich,” he said with obvious pain and discomfort. Mumbling in a strained voice he continued, “Listen closely, Captain. You must replace me in London. Verstehen?? Do you understand? I had planned to send you to London in September, but you must go now. You already know a great deal about the operation, but there is a lot for me to pass on to you.” He stopped due to the pain. “Captain, go get my personal brief- case and the other bag. There is a syringe and a few bottles of morphine and Scopolamine that I use for interrogations. Give me one half cc injec- tion of morphine so I can continue my briefing on your new mission. Do it now… Mach schnell, bitte!” Hurry up, please. Max stood and started toward the Storch. Again, the Colonel mandated, “Hurry up, please. And get the first aid kit in the front cockpit to treat your hand- wound… I noticed you’ve been bleeding. We don’t want to get our doc- uments messy with your blood, my Son. Bandage it carefully.” Max answered loudly as he rushed away, “Ja, mein Herr.” Yessir! Max smugly cajoled himself, “This Colonel is sharp. Don’t under-esti- mate his observation skills… but this small wrist wound may turn out to be a blessing.” “Well, here comes Plan B or is it C?.” A slight smile came over his face as he recovered the briefcase and the small first aid kit. He measured his thoughts, “Careful, Max… let’s do this right… think it out clearly.” Max did as he was told and gave Colonel Bodner the injection. Slightly more than a cc. This relaxed the colonel. “Did you fix your wound?” The colonel asked abruptly, then without any answer from Max, told him that he needed to take a short nap before the briefing. He quickly went to sleep. Rick Taylor Wait, Max thought, Oh, no… he’s dying. “Colonel, stay awake, Sir!” Max tried to keep him awake to no avail. But he could see the Colonel was still breathing… very shallow. Max looked through the two briefcases and found a real treasure trove of Top-Secret documents, well over 30 pages. He found a SS code book, along with photos of “marked” places in London and an air recon- naissance photo of the northeast coast of England, plus other planning documents and several administrative orders, it appeared to Max. There was a circle drawn around a forest-encircled grass field, near the London area, much like this grass field one here. That had to be their planned destination in England. He also found a vial of scopolamine, the truth drug he could use for interrogations. Max paused to digest what has taken place with this “happening”… stepping back carefully, he sat on a haybale, checked that his cut wrist had stopped bleeding, and then did his best to memorize all of this information in case he wasn’t able to keep the original documents. He was confident… but not 100%. Max knew his total recall was very good, but with this volume of information could pose some limitations. The information contained in these documents had to be vital to the war effort. He knew he would have to record some cryptic notes… very carefully and covertly. Yes, he realized he was really in the spy-business now. No doubts. “Not really what I wanted”. Max lit a fire to keep the colonel warm. Time passed quickly… 30 minutes… then an hour. He flipped through the documents and read some very carefully… a tremendous amount of covert administrative plans and maps, dozens of names and places mentioned. The colonel was still asleep when Max had completed his initial review of all the secret documents and photos, 48 pages plus some maps. He partly whispered, “A spy’s treasure chest and dream come true… but only if these doc- uments are delivered in time to the right people.” Another challenge. He knew that he had to get out of his flying suit. He went out to the Storch and examined the condition of the dead Captain Bock’s uni- form. Other than a few minor bloodstains, it was good to use again. And he quickly surmised that the blood stains would fit deftly into his plan for “wounded credibility” of a dedicated German pilot. He tried to pull the body out of the aircraft … too heavy, and he got Bock’s legs caught in a cramped position. “Awkward… Dammit … just Birdcage Walk do it! Pull him out.” Max was feeling his spent energy from crash-land- ing his aircraft…tired… no rest… but he could not stop. Keep trying! Finally, with great difficulty he removed the body and uniform. Max pulled the dead body over to a drainage ditch behind the barn. He grabbed a shovel from the back of the barn and shoveled some dirt and hay over the body. Wasting energy? I’m tired. No… this has to be done right… hide the body now. He dug a much deeper grave. He went back into the barn with all of Bock’s official and personal items in his pockets. These would be needed if he was challenged by some wandering German soldier… cannot take a chance. He laid out the three forms of identification – the SS member’s identification card, SS Bock’s paybook and SS service record. All three were in good shape. Only minor wear and tear… realistic use. He had to alter at least one form to identify with him. The service record and SS ID card had a photo. That was a problem. “Okay, let’s fix it.” He looked around the barn for materials that could possibly help him make the document alterations. He heard a noise behind him, and he quickly turned with his pistol tightly gripped in his hand. Cold fear ran through his body as he looked for the source. “Please don’t be a Ger- man!” he thought. He heard the noise at the same time he saw two rats running for cover. Relieved, Max sat down on a bale of hay to recover his composure before resuming his efforts. His nerves were at an edge… a sharp edge now. Max kept his eyes moving… need to keep ahead of this “game”. He thought again… a DEADLY game. Max found a bottle of what appeared to be … some medical solution likely…for the horses or cows. Then almost by accident, sitting among a large cast of dirty farming cans and materials, he found a can of Renia glue… “Ah, a good label from Cologne”. All he needed now was a sharp knife or razor blade. Almost immediately, he saw a shaving razor next to a wash basin. He was in business! He thoughtfully examined the three documents. He only had one usable photo but needed two. Then it struck him, he could burn parts that had photos and claim that they had been burned when the Storch was attacked and caught fire in the cock- pit. “OK,” he thought. But how do I show a fire when there wasn’t one, and why didn’t I have my uniform burned?” He thought and decided to go look in the Storch. Once he got up to look in the area where Bock sat, Rick Taylor he saw a briefcase on the left side of the floor. He pulled it out and examined the contents. He found several secret documents of some value to Headquarters and other routine documents. “I’ll add these later.” Then it struck him. The idea of fire damage can work perfectly. He went into the barn and located some greasy rags and wrapped them around a stick. He added a little coal oil and then went back to the Storch. He lit the rags which immediately gave off a bright flame and lots of black smoke. He stuck the burning oily rag just under the control panel in front of Bock’s seat. The burning rag left a strong black smoke residue on the panel. He then put it on the floor where Bock’s briefcase had been. The small fire burned or melted everything close to it and left the black smoke residue needed. Satisfied, he extinguished the fire and returned to the workbench and carefully examined the documents. He summoned a positive thought “Smart move, Max… now let’s see if this works.” Slowly… easy… carefully. Yes. Very delicately, he took the razor blade and cut his photo off his mil- itary ID card. The photos were essentially the same size, and of course they all have the same bland background everyone uses. He then cut Bock’s photo off his SS ID card, making sure to leave a portion that had part of the stamp on it. He had to stop and relax. This was nerve-racking but necessary if he was to escape possible capture and execution. He looked over at Bock’s smoldering briefcase. It was badly burned and still smoldering. He turned his attention to the documents once again. He found a rather large Easter candle in the back of the barn. Max lit the candle which gave off a hot and sharp focused flame, and it gave off a beautiful pine tree odor. Max then turned his attention to the pay record… again, slowly, surely, and very carefully, he burned off the upper left-hand quarter which had Bock’s photo on it. The rest could remain untouched. He shook his head slightly and smiled. Thinking he doubted if the Germans would pay him anyway. He then turned to Bock’s service record. This required the partial burning of the first three pages and most of the rest. Then the big one! The SS membership ID card. This had to be perfect. Perfect! A sloppy job would blow up in his face in the form of torture and execution as a spy. Another deep breath and then some relief. He carefully slid his cut- down photo under the remaining stamp. Ahhhh, it fits perfectly. Max Birdcage Walk removed the photo enough to put glue across most of the area where the new picture would be placed. Once in place, he carefully pushed down on the photo, fully distributing the
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