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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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