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PUBLISHER’S NOTE



COLD HARBOUR was first published in the UK by William Heinemann Ltd. in 1990 and later by Signet. This terrific novel has been out of print for some years, and in 2011, it seemed to the author and his publishers that it was a pity to leave such a good story languishing on his shelves. So we are delighted to be able to bring back COLD HARBOUR for the pleasure of the vast majority of us who never had a chance to read the earlier editions.









FOREWORD



My reputation for novels of the Second World War since the unprecedented success of The Eagle Has Landed means that fans constantly write asking for more. Cold Harbour was firmly based in fact. Both British and German forces during the war assumed the identity of the enemy. Many German planes flew for the RAF and many British planes were operated by the Luftwaffe. At least two U boats were operated by the Royal Navy. So the idea of Cold Harbour, the secret base in Cornwall where the planes were Luftwaffe and the ships were Kriegsmarine, took shape. I’ve been asked again and again to produce a sequel – who knows?

JACK HIGGINS
 October 1996









1



There were bodies all around, clear in the moonlight, some in lifejackets, some not. Way beyond, the sea was on fire with burning oil and as Martin Hare lifted on the crest of a wave, he saw what was left of the destroyer, her prow already under the water. There was a dull explosion, her stern lifted and she started to go. He skidded down the other side of the wave, buoyant in his lifejacket, and then another washed over him and he choked, half-fainting as he struggled for breath, aware of the intense pain from the shrapnel in his chest.

The sea was running very fast in the slot between the islands, six or seven knots at least. It seemed to take hold of him, carrying him along at an incredible rate, the cries of the dying faded into the night behind. Again he was lifted higher on a wave, paused for a moment, half blind from the salt, then swept down very fast and cannoned into a liferaft.


He grabbed at one of the rope handles and looked up. A man crouched there, a Japanese officer in uniform. His feet were bare; Hare noticed that. They stared at each other for a long moment and then Hare tried to pull himself up. But he had no strength left.

The Japanese crawled forward without a word, reached down, caught him by the lifejacket and hauled him on to the raft. At the same moment the raft spun like a top, caught by an eddy, and the Japanese pitched headfirst into the sea.

Within seconds he was ten yards away, his face clear in the moonlight. He started to swim back towards the raft and then behind him, cutting through the white froth between the waves, Hare saw a shark’s fin. The Japanese didn’t even cry out, simply threw up his arms and disappeared. And it was Hare who screamed, as he always did, coming bolt upright in the bed, his body soaked in sweat.

 

The duty nurse was McPherson, a tough, no-nonsense lady of fifty, a widow with two sons in the Marines fighting their way through the islands. She came in now and stood looking at him, hands on hips.

‘The dream again?’

Hare swung his legs to the floor and reached for his robe. ‘That’s it. Who’s the doctor tonight?’


‘Commander Lawrence, but he won’t do you any good. Another couple of pills so you’ll sleep some more like you’ve slept all afternoon already.’

‘What time is it?’

‘Seven o’clock. Why don’t you have a shower and I’ll lay out that nice new uniform for you. You can come down to dinner. It’ll do you good.’

‘I don’t think so.’

He looked in the mirror and ran his fingers through the unruly black hair that was streaked with grey, although at forty-six you had to expect that. The face was handsome enough, pale from months of hospitalisation. But it was in the eyes that the lack of hope showed, no expression there at all.

He opened a drawer in the bedside locker, found his lighter and a pack of cigarettes and lit one. He was already coughing as he walked to the open window and looked out over the balcony to the garden.

‘Wonderful,’ she said. ‘One good lung left, so now you’re trying to finish what the Japs started.’ There was a Thermos flask filled with coffee by the bed. She poured some into a cup and brought it over. ‘Time to start living again, Commander. As they say in those Hollywood movies, for you the war is over. You should never have started in the first place. It’s a young man’s game.’

He sipped his coffee. ‘So what do I do?’


‘Back to Harvard, Professor.’ She smiled. ‘The students will love you. All those medals. Don’t forget to wear your uniform the first day.’

He smiled in spite of himself, but only briefly. ‘God help me, Maddie, but I don’t think I could go back. I’ve had the war, I know that.’

‘And it’s had you, angel.’

‘I know. The butcher’s shop at Tulugu finished me off. It also seems to have finished me for anything else.’

‘Well, you’re a grown man. You want to sit around this room and quietly decay that’s your business.’ She walked to the door, opened it and turned. ‘Only I would suggest you comb your hair and make yourself respectable. You’ve got a visitor.’

He frowned. ‘A visitor?’

‘Yes, he’s with Commander Lawrence now. I didn’t know you had any British connection.’

‘What are you talking about?’ Hare asked, bewildered.

‘Your visitor. Very top brass. A Brigadier Munro of the British Army, though you’d never think so. Doesn’t even wear a uniform.’

She went out, closing the door. Hare stood there for a moment, frowning, then hurried into the bathroom and turned on the shower.

 


Brigadier Dougal Munro was sixty-five and white-haired, an engagingly ugly man in an ill-fitting suit of Donegal tweed. He wore a pair of steel-rimmed spectacles of the type issued to other ranks in the British Army.

‘But is he fit, that’s what I need to know, Doctor?’ Munro was saying.

Lawrence wore a white surgical coat over his uniform. ‘You mean physically?’ He opened the file in front of him. ‘He’s forty-six years of age, Brigadier. He took three pieces of shrapnel in his left lung and spent six days on a liferaft. It’s a miracle he’s still around.’

‘Yes, I take your point,’ Munro said.

‘Here’s a man who was a professor at Harvard. A naval reserve officer, admittedly, because he was a famous yachtsman with connections in all the right places who gets himself in PT boats at the age of forty-three when the war starts.’ He leafed through the pages. ‘Every damned battle area in the Pacific. Lieutenant Commander, and medals.’ He shrugged. ‘Everything there is, including two Navy Crosses and then that final business at Tulugu. That Japanese destroyer blew him half out of the water so he rammed her and set off an explosive charge. He should have died.’

‘As I heard it, nearly everyone else did,’ Munro observed.


Lawrence closed the file. ‘You know why he didn’t get the Medal of Honor? Because it was General MacArthur who recommended him and the Navy doesn’t like the Army interfering.’

‘You’re not regular Navy, I take it?’ Munro said.

‘Am I hell.’

‘Good. I’m not regular Army, so plain speaking. Is he fit?’

‘Physically – yes. Mind you, I should think it’s taken ten years off the other end of his life. The medical board has indicated no further seagoing duty. In view of his age, he has the option of taking a medical discharge now.’

‘I see.’ Munro tapped his forehead. ‘And what about up here?’

‘In the head?’ Lawrence shrugged. ‘Who knows? He’s certainly suffered from depression of the reactive kind, but that passes. He sleeps badly, seldom leaves his room and gives the distinct impression of not knowing what the hell to do with himself.’

‘So he’s fit to leave?’

‘Oh, sure. He’s been fit enough for weeks. With the proper authorisation, of course.’

‘I’ve got that.’

Munro took a letter from his inside pocket, opened it and passed it across. Lawrence read it and whistled softly. ‘Jesus, it’s that important?’


‘Yes.’ Munro put the letter back in his pocket, picked up his Burberry raincoat and umbrella.

Lawrence said, ‘My God, you want to send him back in.’

Munro smiled gently and opened the door. ‘I’ll see him now, Commander, if you please.’

 

Munro looked out on to the balcony across the garden to the lights of the city in the falling dusk. ‘Very pleasant, Washington, at this time of year.’ He turned and held out his hand. ‘Munro – Dougal Munro.’

‘Brigadier?’ Hare said.

‘That’s right.’

Hare was wearing slacks and an open-necked shirt, his face still damp from the shower. ‘You’ll forgive me for saying so, Brigadier, but you are the most unmilitary man I ever saw.’

‘Thank God for that,’ Munro said. ‘Until 1939, I was an Egyptologist by profession, a Fellow of All Souls, Oxford. My rank was to give me, shall we say, authority in certain quarters.’

Hare frowned. ‘Wait a minute. Do I smell intelligence here?’

‘You certainly do. Have you heard of SOE, Commander?’

‘Special Operations Executive,’ Hare said. ‘Don’t you handle agents into occupied France and so on?’


‘Exactly. We were the forerunners of your own OSS who, I’m happy to say, are now working closely with us. I’m in charge of Section D at SOE, more commonly known as the dirty tricks department.’

‘And what in the hell would you want with me?’ Hare demanded.

‘You were a Professor of German Literature at Harvard, am I right?’

‘So what?’

‘Your mother was German. You spent a great deal of time with her parents in that country as a boy. Even did a degree at Dresden University.’

‘So?’

‘You speak the language fluently, I understand, or so your Naval intelligence service tells me and your French is quite reasonable.’

Hare frowned. ‘What are you trying to say? Are you trying to recruit me as a spy or something?’

‘Not at all,’ Munro told him. ‘You see, you’re really quite unique, Commander. It’s not just that you speak fluent German. It’s the fact that you’re a naval officer with a vast experience in torpedo boats who also speaks fluent German that makes you interesting.’

‘I think you’d better explain.’

‘All right.’ Munro sat down. ‘You served on PT boats with Squadron Two in the Solomons, am I right?’


‘Yes.’

‘Well, this is classified, but I can tell you that at the urgent request of the Office of Strategic Services your men are to be transferred to the English Channel to land and pick up agents on the French coast.’

‘And you want me for that?’ Hare said in amazement. ‘You’re crazy. I’m all washed up. Christ, they want me to take a medical discharge.’

‘Hear me out,’ Munro said. ‘In the English Channel, British MTB’s have had a very rough time with their German counterparts.’

‘What the Germans call a Schnellboot,’ Hare said. ‘A fast boat. An apt title.’

‘Yes. Well, for some contrary reason we call them E-boats. As you say, they’re fast, too damn fast. We’ve been trying to get hold of one ever since the war started and I’m happy to say we finally succeeded last month.’

‘You’re kidding,’ Hare said in astonishment.

‘I think you’ll find I never do, Commander,’ Munro told him. ‘One of the S.80 series. Had some engine problem on a night patrol off the Devon coast. When one of our destroyers turned up at dawn, the crew abandoned ship. Naturally, her captain primed a charge before leaving to blow the bottom out of her. Unfortunately for him, it failed to explode. Interrogation of his radio operator indicated that their final message to their base at Cherbourg was that they were sinking her, which means we have their boat and the Kriegsmarine don’t know.’ He smiled. ‘You see the point?’

‘I’m not sure.’

‘Commander Hare, there is in Cornwall a tiny fishing port called Cold Harbour. No more than two or three dozen cottages and a manor house. It’s in a defence area so the inhabitants have long since moved out. My department uses it for, shall we say, special purposes. I operate a couple of planes from there, German planes. A Stork and a Ju88S night fighter. They still carry Luftwaffe insignia and the man who flies them, gallant RAF pilot though he is, wears Luftwaffe uniform.’

‘And you want to do the same thing with this E-boat?’ Hare said.

‘Exactly, which is where you come in. After all, a Kriegsmarine boat needs a Kriegsmarine crew.’

‘Which is contrary to the rules of war enough to put the same crew in front of a firing squad if caught,’ Hare pointed out.

‘I know. War, as your General Sherman once said, is hell.’ Munro stood up, rubbing his hands. ‘God, the possibilities are limitless. I should tell you, and this again is classified, that all German military and naval intelligence traffic is encoded on Enigma machines, a gadget the Germans are convinced is absolutely foolproof. Unfortunately for them we have a project called Ultra which has succeeded in penetrating the system. Think of the information that would give you from the Kriegsmarine. Recognition signals, codes of the day for entry into ports.’

‘Crazy,’ Hare said. ‘You’d need a crew.’

‘The S.80 usually carries a complement of sixteen. My friends at the Admiralty think you could manage with ten, including yourself. As it’s a joint venture, both our people and yours are searching out the right personnel. I’ve already got you the perfect engineer. A Jewish German refugee who worked at the Daimler-Benz factory. They manufacture the engines for all E-boats.’

There was a long pause. Hare turned and looked out across the garden to the city. It was quite dark now and he shivered, for no accountable reason remembering Tulugu. When he reached for a cigarette, his hand shook and he turned and extended it to Munro.

‘Look at that and you know why? Because I’m scared.’

‘So was I in the belly of that damned bomber flying over,’ Munro said. ‘I’ll be just as bad when we fly back tonight though this time it’s a Flying Fortress. I understand they have a little more room.’

‘No,’ Hare said hoarsely. ‘I won’t do it.’

‘Oh, but you will, Commander,’ Munro said. ‘And shall I tell you why? Because there’s nothing else you can do. You certainly can’t go back to Harvard. Back to the classroom after all you’ve been through? I’ll tell you something about yourself because we’re both in the same boat. We’re men who’ve spent most of our lives living in the head. Other men’s stories. All in the book and then the war came and do you know what, my friend? You’ve enjoyed every golden moment.’

‘You go to hell,’ Martin Hare told him.

‘Very probably.’

‘What if I say no?’

‘Oh, dear.’ Munro extracted the letter from his inside pocket. ‘I think you’ll recognise the signature at the bottom there as being that of the Commander-in-Chief of the American Armed Forces.’

Hare looked at it in stupefaction. ‘Good God!’

‘Yes, well he’d like a word before we go. What you might call a command performance so be a good lad and get into your uniform. We haven’t got much time.’

 

At the White House, the limousine stopped at the West Basement entrance where Munro showed his pass to the Secret Service agents on the night shift. There was a pause while an aide was sent for. He appeared after a few moments, a young naval lieutenant in impeccable uniform.

‘Brigadier,’ he said to Munro, turned to Hare and saluted him as only an Annapolis man could. ‘It’s a great honour to meet you, sir.’


Hare acknowledged the salute, faintly embarrassed.

The boy said, ‘Follow me, gentlemen. The President’s waiting.’

 

The Oval Office was shadowed, the lamp on the desk which was littered with papers the only light. President Roosevelt was in his wheelchair at the window staring out, a cigarette in his usual long holder glowing in the darkness.

He swivelled round in the chair. ‘There you are, Brigadier.’

‘Mr President.’

‘And this is Lieutenant Commander Hare?’ He held out his hand. ‘You’re a credit to your country, sir. As your President, I thank you. That Tulugu business was quite something.’

‘Better men than me died sinking that destroyer, Mr President.’

‘I know, son.’ Roosevelt held Hare’s hand in both of his. ‘Better men than you or me are dying every day, but we just have to press on and do our best.’ He reached for a fresh cigarette and put it in his holder. ‘The Brigadier’s filled you in on this Cold Harbour business? You like the sound of it?’

Hare glanced at Munro, hesitated, then said, ‘An interesting proposition, Mr President.’

Roosevelt tilted back his head and laughed. ‘A neat way of putting it.’ He wheeled himself to the desk and turned. ‘To wear the enemy uniform is totally against the terms of the Geneva Convention, you understand that?’

‘Yes, Mr President.’

Roosevelt stared up at the ceiling. ‘Correct me if I get my history wrong, Brigadier, but isn’t it a fact that during the Napoleonic Wars, ships of the British Navy occasionally attacked under the French flag?’

‘Indeed it is, Mr President, and usually when sailing French ships taken as prizes of war and recommissioned into the British Navy.’

‘So, there is precedence for this type of action as a legitimate ruse de guerre?’ Roosevelt observed.

‘Certainly, Mr President.’

Hare said, ‘It’s a point worth making that in all such actions, it was customary for the British to hoist their own flag just before battle commenced.’

‘I like that.’ Roosevelt nodded. ‘That, I understand. If a man must die, it should be under his own flag.’ He looked up at Hare. ‘A direct order from your Commander-in-Chief. You will at all times carry the Stars and Stripes on this E-boat of yours and if the day ever dawns that you find yourself sailing into battle, you will hoist it in place of the Kriegsmarine ensign. Understood?’

‘Perfectly, Mr President.’

Roosevelt held out his hand again. ‘Good. I can only wish you Godspeed.’


They both shook hands with him and, as if by magic, the young lieutenant appeared from the shadows and ushered them out.

As the limousine turned down Constitutional Avenue, Hare said, ‘A remarkable man.’

‘The understatement of the year,’ Munro said. ‘What he and Churchill have achieved between them is amazing.’ He sighed. ‘I wonder how long it will be before the books are written proving how unimportant they really were.’

‘Second-rate academics out to make a reputation?’ Hare said. ‘Just like us?’

‘Exactly.’ Munro looked out at the lighted streets. ‘I’m going to miss this town. You’re in for a culture shock when we reach London. Not only the blackout, but the Luftwaffe is trying night bombing again.’

Hare leaned back against the seat, closed his eyes, not tired but aware of a sudden fierce exhilaration. It was as if he’d been asleep for a long time and was awake again.

 

The Flying Fortress was brand new and on its way to join the American 8th Air Force in Britain. The crew made Munro and Hare as comfortable as possible with Army blankets and pillows and a couple of Thermos flasks. Hare opened one as they crossed the New England coast and moved out to sea.


‘Coffee?’

‘No thanks.’ Munro positioned a pillow behind his head and pulled up a blanket. ‘I’m a tea man myself.’

‘Well, it takes all kinds,’ Hare said.

He sipped some of the scalding coffee and Munro grunted. ‘I knew there was something. I forgot to tell you that in view of the peculiar circumstances, your Navy has decided to promote you.’

‘To full Commander?’ Hare said in astonishment.

‘No, to Fregattenkapitän actually,’ Munro told him, hitched the blanket over his shoulders and went to sleep.
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As Craig Osbourne reached the edge of St Maurice, there was a volley of rifle fire and rooks in the beech trees outside the village church lifted into the air in a dark cloud, calling to each other angrily. He was driving a Kubelwagen, the German Army’s equivalent of the jeep, a general purpose vehicle that would go anywhere. He parked it by the lych-gate that gave entrance to the cemetery and got out, immaculate in the grey field uniform of a Standartenführer in the Waffen-SS.

It was raining softly and he took a greatcoat of black leather from the rear seat, slipped it over his shoulders and went forward to where a gendarme stood watching events in the square. There were a handful of villagers down there, no more than that, an SS firing squad and two prisoners waiting hopelessly, hands manacled behind their backs. A third lay face down on the cobbles by the wall. As Osbourne watched, an elderly officer appeared, wearing a long greatcoat with the silver grey lapel facings affected by officers of general rank in the SS. He took a pistol from his holster, leaned down and shot the man on the ground in the back of the head.

‘General Dietrich, I suppose?’ Osbourne asked in perfect French.

The gendarme, who had not noticed his approach, answered automatically. ‘Yes, he likes to finish them off himself, that one.’ He half turned, became aware of the uniform and jumped to attention. ‘Excuse me, Colonel, I meant no offence.’

‘None taken. We are, after all, fellow countrymen.’ Craig raised his left sleeve and the gendarme saw at once that he wore the cuff title of the French Charlemagne Brigade of the Waffen-SS. ‘Have a cigarette.’

He held out a silver case. The gendarme took one. Whatever his private thoughts concerning a countryman serving the enemy, he kept them to himself, face blank.

‘This happens often?’ Osbourne asked, giving him a light. The gendarme hesitated and Osbourne nodded encouragingly. ‘Go on, man, speak your mind. You may not approve of me, but we’re both Frenchmen.’


It surfaced then, the anger, the frustration. ‘Two or three times a week and in other places. A butcher, this one.’

One of the two men waiting was positioned against the wall; there was a shouted command, another volley. ‘And he denies them the last rites. You see that, Colonel? No priest and yet when it’s all over, he comes up here like a good Catholic to confess to Father Paul and then has a hearty lunch in the café across the square.’

‘Yes, so I’ve heard,’ Osbourne told him.

He turned away and walked back towards the church. The gendarme watched him go, wondering, then turned to observe events in the square as Dietrich went forward again, pistol in hand.

Craig Osbourne went up the path through the graveyard, opened the great oak door of the church and went inside. It was dark in there, a little light filtering down through ancient windows of stained glass. There was a smell of incense, candles flickering by the altar. As Osbourne approached, the door of the sacristy opened and an old white-haired priest emerged. He wore an alb, a violet stole over his shoulder. He paused, surprise on his face.

‘May I help you?’

‘Perhaps. Back in the sacristy, Father.’

The old priest frowned. ‘Not now, Colonel, now I must hear confession.’


Osbourne glanced across the empty church to the confessional boxes. ‘Not much custom, Father, but then there wouldn’t be, not with that butcher Dietrich expected.’ He put a hand on the priest’s chest firmly. ‘Inside, please.’

The priest backed into the sacristy, bewildered. ‘Who are you?’

Osbourne pushed him down on the wooden chair by the desk, took a length of cord from his greatcoat pocket. ‘The less you know, the better, Father. Let’s just say all is not what it seems. Now hands behind your back.’ He tied the old man’s wrists firmly. ‘You see, Father, I’m granting you absolution. No connection with what happens here. A clean bill of health with our German friends.’

He took out a handkerchief. The old priest said, ‘My son, I don’t know what you plan, but this is God’s house.’

‘Yes, well I like to think I’m on God’s business,’ Craig Osbourne said and gagged him with the handkerchief.

He left the old man there, closed the sacristy door and crossed to the confessional boxes, switched on the tiny light above the door of the first one and stepped inside. He took out his Walther, screwed a silencer on the barrel and watched, the door open a crack so that he could see down to the entrance.

After a while, Dietrich entered from the porch with a young SS Captain. They stood talking for a moment, the Captain went back outside and Dietrich walked along the aisle between the pews, unbuttoning his greatcoat. He paused, took off his cap and entered the other confessional box and sat down. Osbourne flicked the switch, turned on the small bulb that illuminated the German on the other side of the grille, remaining in darkness himself.

‘Good morning, Father,’ Dietrich said in bad French. ‘Bless me for I have sinned.’

‘You certainly have, you bastard,’ Craig Osbourne told him, pushed the silenced Walther through the flimsy grille and shot him between the eyes.

Osbourne stepped out of the confessional box and at the same moment the young SS Captain opened the church door and peered in. He saw the General on his face, the back of his skull a sodden mass of blood and brain, Osbourne standing over him. The young officer drew his pistol and fired twice wildly, the sound of the shots deafening between the old walls. Osbourne returned the fire, catching him in the chest, knocking him back over one of the pews, then ran to the door.

He peered out and saw Dietrich’s car parked at the gate, his own Kubelwagen beyond. Too late to reach it now for already a squad of SS, rifles at the ready, were running towards the church, attracted by the sound of firing.


Osbourne turned, ran along the aisle and left from the back door by the sacristy, racing through the gravestones of the cemetery at the rear of the church, vaulting the low stone wall, and started up the hill to the wood above.

They began shooting when he was half way up and he ran, zigzagging wildly, was almost there when a bullet plucked at his left sleeve sending him sideways to fall on one knee. He was up again in a second and sprinted over the brow of the hill. A moment later he was into the trees.

 

He ran on wildly, both arms up to cover his face against the flailing branches and where in the hell was he supposed to be running to? No transport and no way of reaching his rendezvous with that Lysander now. At least Dietrich was dead, but, as they used to say in SOE in the old days, a proper cock-up.

There was a road in the valley below, more woods on the other side. He went sliding down through the trees, landing in a ditch, picked himself up and started to cross and then to his total astonishment, the Rolls-Royce limousine came round the corner and braked to a halt.

René Dissard of the black eye-patch was at the wheel in his chauffeur’s uniform. The rear door was opened and Anne-Marie looked out. ‘Playing heroes again, Craig? You never change, do you? Come on, get in, for heaven’s sake and let’s get out of here.’

 

As the Rolls moved off, she nodded at the blood-soaked sleeve of his uniform. ‘Bad?’

‘I don’t think so.’ Osbourne stuffed a handkerchief inside. ‘What in the hell are you doing here?’

‘Grand Pierre was in touch. As usual, just a voice on the phone. I still haven’t met the man.’

‘I have,’ Craig told her. ‘You’re in for a shock when you do.’

‘Really? He says that Lysander pick-up isn’t on. Heavy fog and rain moving in from the Atlantic according to the Met. boys. I was supposed to wait for you at the farm and tell you, but I always had a bad feeling about this one. Decided to come along and see the action. We were on the other side of the village by the station. Heard the shooting and saw you running up the hill.’

‘Good thing for me,’ Osbourne told her.

‘Yes, considering this effort wasn’t really any of my business. Anyway, René said you were bound to come this way.’

She lit a cigarette and crossed one silken knee over the other, elegant as always in a black suit, a diamond brooch at the neck of the white silk blouse. The black hair was cut in a fringe across her forehead and curved under on each side, framing high cheekbones and pointed chin.


‘What are you staring at?’ she demanded petulantly.

‘You,’ he said. ‘Too much lipstick as usual, but otherwise, bloody marvellous.’

‘Oh, get under the seat and shut up,’ she told him.

She turned her legs to one side as Craig pulled down a flap revealing space beneath the seat. He crawled inside and she pushed the flap back into position. A moment later, they went round a corner and discovered a Kubelwagen across the road, half-a-dozen SS waiting.

‘Nice and slow, René,’ she said.

‘Trouble?’ Craig Osbourne asked, his voice muffled.

‘Not with any luck,’ she said softly. ‘I know the officer. He was stationed at the Château for a while.’

René stopped the Rolls and a young SS Lieutenant walked forward, pistol in hand. His face cleared and he holstered his weapon. ‘Mademoiselle Trevaunce. What an unexpected pleasure.’

‘Lieutenant Schultz.’ She opened the door and held out her hand which he kissed gallantly. ‘What’s all this?’

‘A wretched business. A terrorist has just shot General Dietrich in St Maurice.’

‘I thought I heard some shooting back there,’ she said. ‘And how is the General?’


‘Dead, Mademoiselle,’ Schultz told her. ‘I saw the body myself. A terrible thing. Murdered in the church during confession.’ He shook his head. ‘That there are such people in this world passes belief.’

‘I’m so sorry.’ She pressed his hand in sympathy. ‘You must come and see us again soon. The Countess had rather a fondness for you. We were sorry to see you go.’

Schultz actually blushed. ‘Please convey my felicitations, but now I must delay you no longer.’

He shouted an order and one of his men reversed the Kubelwagen. Schultz saluted and René drove away.

‘As always Mamselle has the luck of the Devil,’ he observed.

Anne-Marie Trevaunce lit another cigarette and Craig Osbourne said softly, ‘Wrong, René, my friend. She is the Devil.’

 

At the farm, they parked the Rolls-Royce in the barn while René went in search of information. Osbourne removed his tunic and ripped away the blood-soaked sleeve of his shirt.

Anne-Marie examined the wound. ‘Not too bad. It hasn’t gone through, simply ploughed a furrow. Nasty, mind you.’

René returned with a bundle of cloths and a piece of white sheeting which he proceeded to tear into strips.


‘Bandage him with this.’

Anne-Marie set about the task at once and Osbourne said, ‘What’s the score?’

‘Only old Jules here and he wants us out fast,’ René said. ‘Change into this lot and he’ll put the uniform in his charcoal burner. There’s a message from Grand Pierre. They’ve been on the radio to London. They’re going to pick you up by torpedo boat off Leon tonight. Grand Pierre can’t make it himself, but one of his men will be there – Bleriot. I know him well. A good man.’

Osbourne went round to the other side of the Rolls and changed. He returned wearing a tweed cap, corduroy jacket and trousers, both of which had seen better days, and broken boots. He put the Walther in his pocket and gave the uniform to René who went out.

‘Will I do?’ he asked Anne-Marie.

She laughed out loud, ‘With three days growth on your chin perhaps, but to be honest, you still look like a Yale man to me.’

‘That’s really very comforting.’

René returned and got behind the wheel. ‘We’d better get moving, Mamselle. It’ll take us an hour to get there.’

She pulled down the flap under the seat. ‘In you go like a good boy.’

Craig did as he was told and peered out at her. ‘I’m the one who’s going to have the last laugh. Dinner at the Savoy tomorrow night. The Orpheans playing, Carroll Gibbons singing, dancing, girls.’

She slammed the flap shut, climbed in and René drove away.

 

Leon was a fishing village so small that it didn’t even have a pier, most of the boats being drawn up on the beach. There was the sound of accordion music from a small bar, the only sign of life, and they drove on, following a rough track past a disused lighthouse to a tiny bay. A heavy mist rolled in from the sea and somewhere in the distance a foghorn sounded forlornly. René led the way down to the beach, a flashlight in his hand.

Craig said to Anne-Marie, ‘You don’t want to go down there. You’ll only spoil your shoes. Stay with the car.’

She took off her shoes and turned, tossing them into the back of the Rolls. ‘Quite right, darling. However, thanks to my Nazi friends, I do have an inexhaustible supply of silk stockings. I can afford to ruin one pair for the sake of friendship.’

She took his arm and they went after René. ‘Friendship?’ Craig said. ‘As I recall, in Paris in the old days it was rather more than that?’

‘Ancient history, darling. Best forgotten.’

She held his arm tight and Osbourne caught his breath sharply, aware that his wound was really hurting now. Anne-Marie turned her head and looked at him. ‘Are you all right?’

‘Damned arm hurting a bit, that’s all.’

There was a murmur of voices as they approached and found René and another man standing beside a small dinghy, an outboard motor tilted over on its stern.

‘This is Bleriot,’ René said.

‘Mamselle.’ Bleriot touched his cap, acknowledging Anne-Marie.

‘This is the boat, I presume?’ Craig demanded. ‘And what exactly am I supposed to do with it?’

‘Around the point and you will see the Grosnez light, Monsieur.’

‘In this fog?’

‘It’s very low lying.’ Bleriot shrugged. ‘I’ve put a signalling lamp in and there’s this.’ He took a luminous signal ball from his pocket. ‘SOE supply these. They work very well in the water.’

‘Which is where I’m likely to end up from the look of the weather,’ Craig said as waves lapped in hungrily across the beach.

Bleriot took a lifejacket from the boat and helped him into it. ‘You have no choice, Monsieur, you must go. Grand Pierre says they are turning the whole of Brittany upside down in their search for you.’

Craig allowed him to fasten the straps of the lifejacket. ‘Have they taken hostages yet?’


‘Of course. Ten from St Maurice, including the Mayor and Father Paul. Ten more from farms in the surrounding area.’

‘My God!’ Craig said softly.

Anne-Marie lit a Gitane and passed it to him. ‘The name of the game, lover, you and I both know that. Not your affair.’

‘I wish I could believe you,’ he told her as René and Bleriot ran the dinghy down into the water. Bleriot got in and started the outboard. He got out again.

Anne-Marie kissed Craig briskly. ‘Off you go like a good boy and give my love to Carroll Gibbons.’

Craig got into the dinghy and reached for the rudder. He turned to Bleriot who held the boat on the opposite side from René. ‘Pick up by MTB, you say?’

‘Or gunboat. British Navy or Free French, one or the other. They’ll be there, Monsieur. They’ve never let us down yet.’

‘So long, René, take care of her,’ Craig called as they pushed him out through the waves and the tiny outboard motor carried him on.

 

Rounding the point and facing the open sea, he was soon in trouble. The waves lifted in white caps, the wind freshening, and water slopped over the sides so that he was already ankle-deep. Bleriot was right. He could see the Grosnez light occasionally through gaps in the fog blown by the wind and he was steering towards it when suddenly the outboard motor died on him. He worked at it frantically, pulling the starting cord, but the dinghy drifted helplessly, pulled in by the current.

A heavy wave, long and smooth and much larger than the others swept in, lifting the dinghy high in the air, where it paused in a kind of slow-motion, water pouring in.

It went down like a stone and Craig Osbourne drifted helplessly in the water, buoyed up by his lifejacket.

It was intensely cold, biting into his arms and legs like acid so that even the pain of his wound faded for the time being. Another large wave came over and he drifted down the other side into calmer water.

‘Not good, my boy,’ he told himself. ‘Not good at all,’ and then the wind tore another hole in the curtain of the fog and he saw the light of Grosnez, he heard a muted throbbing of engines, saw a dark shape out there.

He raised his voice and called frantically. ‘Over here!’ and then he remembered the luminous signal ball that Bleriot had given him, got it out of his pocket, fumbling with frozen fingers, and held it up in the palm of his right hand.

The curtain of fog dropped again, the Grosnez light disappeared and the throb of the engines seemed to be swallowed by the night.


‘Here, damn you!’ Osbourne cried and then the torpedo boat drifted out of the fog like a ghost ship and bore down on him.

He had never felt such relief in his life as a searchlight was switched on and picked him out in the water. He started to flail towards it, forgetting his arm for the moment and stopped suddenly. There was something about the craft, something wrong. The paintwork for example. Dirty white merging into sea green, a suggestion of striping for camouflage and then the flag on the jackstaff flared out with a sharp crack in a gust of wind and he saw the swastika plainly, the cross of the upper left-hand corner, the scarlet and black of the Kriegsmarine. No MTB this but a German E-boat and as it slid alongside, he saw painted on the prow beside its number the legend Lili Marlene.

The E-boat seemed to glide to a halt, the engines only a murmur now. He floated there, sick at heart, looking up at the two Kriegsmarine ratings in side-caps and peajackets who looked down at him. And then one of them threw a rope ladder over the rail.

‘All right, my old son,’ he said in ripest Cockney. ‘Let’s be having you.’

 

They had to help him over the rail and he crouched, vomiting a little on the deck. He looked up warily as the German sailor with the Cockney accent said cheerfully, ‘Major Osbourne, is it?’


‘That’s right.’

The German leaned down. ‘You’re losing a lot of blood from the left arm. Better take a look at that for you, sir. I’m the sick berth attendant.’

Osbourne said, ‘What goes on here?’

‘Not for me to say, sir. That’s the skipper’s department. Fregattenkapitän Berger, sir. You’ll find him on the bridge.’

Craig Osbourne got to his feet wearily, fumbling at the straps of his lifejacket, taking it off, stumbling to the small ladder and went up. Then he went into the wheelhouse. There was a rating at the wheel, an Obersteuermann from his rank badges, Chief Helmsman. The man in the swivel chair at the small chart table wore a crumpled Kriegsmarine cap. It had a white top to it, usually an affectation of U-boat commanders, but common enough amongst E-boat captains who saw themselves as the elite of the Kriegsmarine. He wore an old white polo neck sweater under a reefer coat and turned to look at Osbourne, his face calm and expressionless.

‘Major Osbourne,’ he said in good American. ‘Glad to have you aboard. Excuse me for a moment. We need to get out of here.’

He turned to the coxswain and said in German, ‘All right, Langsdorff. Leave silencers on until we’re five miles out. Course two-one-oh. Speed, twenty-five knots until I say different.’


‘Course two-one-oh, speed twenty-five knots, Herr Kapitän,’ the coxswain replied and took the E-boat away with a surge of power.

‘Hare,’ Craig Osbourne said. ‘Professor Martin Hare.’

Hare took a cigarette from a tin of Benson & Hedges and offered him one. ‘You know me? Have we met?’

Osbourne took the cigarette, fingers trembling. ‘After Yale, I was a journalist. Worked for Life magazine amongst others. Paris, Berlin. I spent a lot of my youth in both of those places. My dad was State Department. A diplomat.’

‘But when did we meet?’

‘I came home for a vacation. That’s Boston, by the way. April, ’39. A friend told me about this series of lectures you were giving at Harvard. Supposedly on German Literature, but very political, very anti-Nazi. I went to four of them.’

‘Were you there for the riot?’

‘When the American Bund tried to break things up? Oh, sure. I broke a knuckle on some ape’s jaw. You were quite something.’ Osbourne shivered and the door opened and the Cockney appeared.

‘What is it, Schmidt?’ Hare asked in German.

Schmidt was holding a blanket. ‘I thought the Major might need this. I would also point out to the Herr Kapitän that he is wounded in the left arm and needs medical attention.’


‘Then do your job, Schmidt,’ Martin Hare told him. ‘Get on with it.’

 

Seated on the
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