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Ted Allbeury was a lieutenant-colonel in the Intelligence Corps during World War II, and later a successful executive in the fields of marketing, advertising and radio. He began his writing career in the early 1970s and became well known for his espionage novels, but also published one highly-praised general novel, THE CHOICE, and a short story collection, OTHER KINDS OF TREASON.  His novels have been published in twenty-three languages, including Russian. He died on 4th December 2005.

For more information and a complete list of titles, please visit www.mulholland.co.uk

   
THE SPECIAL COLLECTION

Ted Allbeury

[image: Logo Missing]

www.mulholland.co.uk


First published in Great Britain in 1975 by

Peter Davies Ltd

This edition published in 2013 by Mulholland Books

An imprint of Hodder & Stoughton

An Hachette UK company

Copyright © Ted Allbeury 1975

Copyright © David Allbeury 2013

The right of Ted Allbeury to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead is purely coincidental.

A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library

ISBN 978 1 444 78190 8

Hodder & Stoughton Ltd

338 Euston Road

London NW1 3BH

www.hodder.co.uk


Also by Ted Allbeury
   
A CHOICE OF ENEMIES
 
SNOWBALL
 
PALOMINO BLONDE
 
THE JUDAS FACTOR

And many more …

For more information and a full list of titles, please visit

www.hodder.co.uk


With this, my fourth novel, it is time that I acknowledged my indebtedness to those who got me into the writing game and kept me at it.

I must start with the person who kidnapped my small daughter Kerry in November 1970 so that to this day I don’t know where she is. It was in this desert of unhappiness that I started on a book which became A Choice of Enemies. My business partner and friend Roger Coombs read it, and sent it to the man who became my first literary agent, Peter Janson-Smith. He liked it and offered it to Derek Priestley of Peter Davies Ltd. He bought it immediately and encouraged me to write more, and his constant encouragement and helpful advice led to Snowball, Palomino Blonde and now this book. Recognizing a beginner’s problems, manuscripts were read in days, and the offers were always generous.

Last, but genuinely not least, my wife Grazyna, who types it all, makes it possible for me to have the time to write, and who got me back in the world again.


PART ONE


CHAPTER ONE

There were two pistols lying on the green baize table-top and the armourer-sergeant watched the tall man as he stood looking from one to the other. One was a Luger PO8 and the other a Walther MP. Both were 9 mm parabellum cartridge types and the fine film of oil that covered them had marked the green baize.

For a month the tall man had been shooting 98s at 25 metres with the Walther. In the same month he’d been shooting 95s with the Luger. He preferred the Luger. It had a better feel as it lay in his hand. It even looked more like a gun should look than the blown-up version of the Walther PP. But he knew from past experience that the Luger had too many stoppages. Mud and sand seemed to have what could literally be a fatal attraction for Luger mechanisms. It said a lot for the Luger that he even hesitated in his choice, yet as any gunman will tell you, firing on a practice range is one thing and doing it for real is another. Then, ‘feel’ matters a lot. Without any hesitation he reached forward and touched the Walther. ‘I’ll take this one, sergeant.’

He had fired another forty-eight rounds after the pistol had been recalibrated and the acrid stench of cordite seemed to go with him as he walked up the basement steps to the street. He walked slowly across Green Park, down towards Hyde Park Corner, and then he turned into the back streets that lead to Shepherd Market. The man standing in the foyer of the Curzon Cinema bent down to release the door-lock. As he opened the door he said, ‘Morning, captain, Major Franks is already in there.’

There was a still picture on the screen of the front page of the previous day’s copy of the Berliner Tageblatt, and a voice on the sound system was saying crisply but with a slight lisp, ‘Und hier sind die heutige Nachrichten zu Deutsch …’ As he slid into the comfortable seat alongside Franks he said, ‘Why does that stupid bastard always say “zu” instead of “auf”?’

Franks laughed softly. ‘Mainly to annoy you, I think.’

They settled down to hear recordings of the morning’s news bulletins as broadcast by the radio stations in Berlin, Hamburg and Munich. They were shown two current German news-reels and news-reels from occupied France and Holland. After a long but currently popular version of Die Lustige Witwe in rather poor colour, there was a short pause, and the speaker system announced that they were to be shown a film made two months previously by special order for the Führer’s private viewing. There was no commentary to the film, just a pleasant piano accompaniment as twenty or so very pretty girls did callisthenics. Most of the girls were blondes and all of them were naked. The new 300 mm Schneider telelens lingered lovingly and unashamedly on jiggling breasts and youthful bellies. When the film finished the speakers crackled again and a man with a fruity Berlin accent retailed three of the latest dirty jokes circulating in Germany. All were political and one was funny.

Going from the darkness of the cinema into the bright December sunshine they shaded their eyes as they looked for a taxi. It was the 20th of December 1944 and Captain Felinski was parachuting into Germany in four days’ time.

The first approach to Felinski had been made in May, and they’d spent almost a month before that, checking through the SOE and MI6 records for suitable candidates. There had been three ‘possibles’ but Felinski’s Russian and Polish had outweighed some missing qualifications.

Despite his name, Felinski was third-generation English. His great-grandfather was a victim of that fateful year 1830, when the revolution in Paris had decided the fate of France. The hatreds of that revolution blew their seeds to Brussels and broke up the uneasy kingdom of the Netherlands, and there had been flames enough to spare for Polish officers and landowners to fling their hopeless challenge to Tzar Nicholas and the Russian Empire. It was a year before the flames were stamped out, and with them the last vestige of Polish liberty.

From 1831, Paris became the intellectual capital of the Poles. Stefan Felinski was not an intellectual and he had brought his wife and small son to England, where his talents as one of the finest horse-breeders and trainers in Europe were used on a farm in East Anglia. At the end of ten years he had bought a farm and developed the most successful breeding establishment for work horses in the four counties. His son had added another thousand acres to the farm by the time his grandson was born. Stephen Felinski was twenty-one on the day the Germans invaded Poland in 1939, and he’d joined the British Army the day before war was declared.

In Central Intelligence Records they had thousands of simple punched cards and in May 1944 something remarkably like a large knitting needle had been pushed through the holes in a data check card, and when it was lifted its catch was three record cards of men with a long list of vices and virtues that would make them suitable subjects to be dropped in enemy territory and sustain themselves with minimum help until the war with Germany was over. The Joint Intelligence Committee’s estimate was that that would be in another seven months.

When British Security decides on such an operation, once the man has been selected, his briefing, training and support are relentlessly efficient. The first approach to Felinski had been oblique. He was given two weeks at the British Embassy in Stockholm as an adviser to King Gustav’s royal stables on a breeding and training plan for the next ten years. The King was also receiving advice from German and American experts at the same time. It was a pleasant, civilized interlude but it left Felinski puzzled as to the real purpose of the two weeks’ jaunt. His knowledge of horse-breeding was very limited.

Immediately on his return to London he was asked if he would be willing to be dropped into Germany on a special mission. There had been no hesitation and he’d reported at Ringway, just outside Manchester, the same evening. He didn’t make a good parachutist despite the extra days that they tacked on to the standard course, but they came to the conclusion that he was competent enough for what was going to be a single operational drop.

There were two days in a dentist’s chair while his fillings were removed and replaced with their Germanic equivalents. An appendix scar was checked and a barely visible operation scar on his rib-cage was cut and resewn with continental stitches. And finally his hair had been cut en brosse.

From that point he had lived in the two rooms of a basement flat in Lancaster Gate where everything – plumbing, furniture, carpets, décor, switches, appliances and utensils – were all German. He was forbidden to listen to any radio stations other than Berlin, Hamburg and Munich. Each day he received two German newspapers, one day old, from the Lisbon Embassy. He was probably the worst informed of His Majesty’s Intelligence officers. He was allowed no contact with English-speaking people outside a handful of service personnel.

On the top floor of the Peter Robinson store at Oxford Circus there were long corridors with doors to small offices which were air-conditioned and heavily sound-proofed. It was here that the specialists of Security Signals transmitted and received the radio traffic to agents in enemy-occupied Europe. And it was here that Felinski was trained to use a Morse key, and a code based on the date and the letters of the first two lines of a song by Charles Trenet called ‘II pleut dans ma chambre’. When they had seen his lack of skill with a soldering iron they had pulled the small transceiver apart and converted most of the soldered joints to crocodile clips. The girl who was going to handle his traffic worked hard with him to improve his operating technique and worked even harder trying to decide whether she was in love with the man or the glamour and danger of his assignment.

For the last three months he had spent an hour each day at Drury Lane Theatre in which there was a row of shops in the auditorium where he purchased his food and supplies at current German prices using the appropriate coupons. His food was limited to the standard German rations. Much time was given to the details of his cover story, and in the studio backstage there was further intensive language tuition.

Twice a week he attended briefing meetings at one of MI6’s cover addresses. This was usually the MGM offices in St James’s Street where girls in twin-sets and pearls acted as lion-tamers to some of the security services’ wilder elements. At the first of these meetings he’d been handed photographs and maps of the dropping zone together with the dossier of the man who was to give him cover in Germany. When he opened the packet of photographs he had recognized the German expert he had met at the Swedish royal stables. Baron von Leder was an internationally famous horseman and had led the German team at equestrian events all over the world, including the Olympics. His horsemanship and charm had made him friends all over the world, and this popularity had allowed him to stand clear of the Nazis and still survive. He never discussed them favourably or unfavourably, either in public or private. Although he had admired their courage he had been dismayed by the ineptness and insecurity of the group who came to be known as the 20th of July plotters. When Hitler had hung them from meat-hooks in Berlin he had shuddered at their fate but not for a moment did he turn from the path he had chosen. And in England the plans and the training went on, and for the first time Felinski was given an inkling of what his mission would be in Germany. At that meeting the DDMI, the Deputy Director of Military Intelligence, had, without any intention of humour, said drily to Felinski and the others, ‘And if you get yourself killed before the surrender we shall have wasted our time.’
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