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PROLOGUE 
 
 

Royal Military Police in Berlin 
The Olympic Stadium Berlin, made famous by the 1936 Olympics, 
had been refurbished after the war and in 1966 part of it was a secure 
area housing the British Military Government, British Berlin Brigade 
Headquarters as well as various support units, including the Royal 
Military Police. 247 (Berlin) Provost Company RMP, were 
responsible for General Police Duties, border patrols and 
controlling checkpoints, whilst Berlin Detachment Special 
Investigation Branch of RMP was a separate detective unit and 
operated mainly in plain clothes.  Although both RMP GPD and SIB 
were Corps of Royal Military Police, they were separate Branches of 
RMP with their own hierarchy. For ease of recognition, members of 
the two branches of military police usually referred to RMP or RMP 
GPD for uniformed units and SIB for the plain clothes detectives. 

After the second world war Berlin had been split into four 
‘Sectors’, controlled by the military might of one of those four 
powers; United States of America, the United Kingdom, France and 
the Soviet Union. Being part of an occupation force, RMP Berlin 
were funded by the Berlin Senate and did not want for equipment of 
any kind, their vehicles, all of German manufacture were painted 
black rather than the usual Army Green and front and back there 
were white reflective plates bearing the words ‘Military Police in red.  
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Blue revolving lights and two tone martin horns were fitted as well 
as state of the art Telefunken vehicle radio telephones.  Inside the 
Control Room which RMP call the Duty Room, was a high desk the 
complete length of the room, with a raised platform behind the desk 
where the duty personnel sat, looking down on those who dare 
approach the desk.  There were a multitude of telephones and two 
radio telephone systems, one for general use and one specifically for 
the Berlin Military Train travelling from West Germany through the 
Eastern Zone ‘Corridor’ to Berlin. One wall of the Control Room 
was covered by a large scale multi coloured street map of Berlin. 
Behind the desk was a small corridor giving access to two police 
cells, no longer used for prisoners, instead one was used as an 
armoury or secure storage for weapons used by those on duty, the 
other was available for use as deemed necessary and included a bed 
and locker for use by the shift supervisor.  The Control Room was 
manned by a Desk Sergeant assisted by another military policeman, 
usually a senior Corporal.  The Berlin civil police were represented 
in the Control Room and various other personnel, including German 
and Russian Interpreters were available in a room nearby. A typical 
shift of police personnel included four mobile patrols, each 
consisting of two men. Two of these were armed and patrolled the 
Sector border between West and East Berlin, known as the ‘Wall’ 
and Zonal Border between West Berlin and East Germany, known 
as the ‘Wire’, whilst the remaining two were available for normal 
police duties and in good British tradition were normally not armed.  
In addition to these mobile patrols, Military Policemen or 
Policewomen of the WRAC, Women’s Royal Army Corps Provost 
carried out duties at Checkpoints Bravo, controlling access to the 
one hundred and sixty Kilometre Autobahn Corridor to Helmstedt 
in West Germany, and Checkpoint Charlie, controlling access to 
East Berlin. Armed Military Policemen were also on duty at the East 
Gate controlling access to the military part of the Olympic Stadium 
and the Tiergarten Guardroom, near the Reichstag, controlling 
access to the Russian War Memorial close to the Brandenburg Gate.  
A normal twelve-hour shift for the Military Police in Berlin 
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comprised of eighteen Military Policemen plus interpreters and a 
Duty Driver.  At this time, only 21 years after the end of the war, the 
British authorities were still an occupation force and in control of 
the British Sector of Berlin, however, there was a general policy of 
building up the Berlin civilian authorities including police, giving 
them more authority whilst being aware that the Military had the 
final say. Although German Deutschmarks were the currency in 
West Germany and amongst the German population of West Berlin, 
so called BAFS or more correctly British Armed Forces Special 
Vouchers in pounds sterling were the currency of the British 
occupying forces and of no use to a potential enemy.   
 

Crash of the Yak-28P Jet Fighter Interceptor 
Where this day differed was in the events that transpired when 
shortly after 1500 hours, an armed Yak-28P Jet Fighter Interceptor 
took off from Finow Airfield, Eberswalde, in the Soviet Occupation 
Zone of East Germany.  This strategically based Soviet Air Force 
Base was only 50 kilometres North East of the RAF Base at Gatow, 
in the British Sector of West Berlin, and regularly sent out sorties, 
which crossed West Berlin territory.  The plane was fitted with a new 
Top Secret ‘Spin Skip’ Radar System and electronic counter 
measures, of immense interest to the Western Allies.  The aircraft 
was piloted by Captain Boris Vladislavovitsch Kapustin with 
Weapons Officer Senior Lieutenant Yuri Nikolayevitsch Yanov in 
the front seat. The plane was flying South West towards Berlin when 
technical problems developed and they lost an engine. The stricken 
aircraft, almost out of control, raced at low level over built up and 
densely populated areas of West Berlin. Allied communications 
intelligence experts at the Teufelsberg listening station were 
monitoring the radio calls from the aircraft and their ground 
controllers. According to eye witnesses the pilot fought gallantly to 
gain altitude, but at low level and unable to steer properly his options 
were limited.  

The listeners on the Teufelsberg heard the pilot ask his Weapons 
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Officer, ‘Where to Yury’. Rather than eject, these brave airmen took 
the decision to steer the stricken aircraft in the direction of ‘Lake 
Stößensee.’  About 1536 hours, the aircraft crashed into the lake near 
to the Freybrücke, a bridge on the Heerstrasse, one of the main 
arteries through West Berlin. An eye-witness to the crash, Frau Ruth 
Stἄrtzel, a member of ‘Stößensee Segler Verein e.V.’ related, ‘I was 
on the lawn of the sailing club, by the water and saw the Soviet 
fighter come very low over the bridge parapet, it was gliding, 
noiselessly, very slowly and crashed into the water where the sailing 
boat is now.  I thought it would explode so I threw myself to the 
ground but there was no explosion.  It was a Soviet plane, I thought 
it was a Mig.  I called the emergency services but they seemed not to 
believe me and it was a long time before anyone arrived.  Everyone 
around here was calling in so eventually they did believe it.’  

Both airmen were tragically killed and for their heroic self-
sacrifice, they were hailed as heroes by Willy Brandt, the Mayor of 
West Berlin, and subsequently posthumously awarded the Soviet 
Medal of the Red Banner. The crash site was only three kilometres 
from the border with the Russian Zone, and had they have reached 
the border, the secrets of the aircraft would have been lost to the 
Allies.  The bodies of the two Airmen were subsequently recovered 
and handed over to the Russians, with full military honours being 
presented by the British Forces. There is now a plaque on the bridge 
commemorating the heroic actions of the Russian Aviators, which 
undoubtedly saved the lives of many West Berliners.  

 

Greatest Intelligence Coup of the Cold War? 
The crash site was only two kilometres from the Olympic Stadium 
housing the British Military Government and Headquarters of the 
British Forces in Berlin.  The crash of the Russian aircraft developed 
into one of the most spectacular intelligence coups of the cold war. 
Armed Russian Troops made an incursion into West Berlin in order 
to recover their downed aircraft and protect their secrets.  British 
Forces and Intelligence Agencies desperately wanted to learn those 
secrets and went to extreme lengths to do so.  This included delaying 
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tactics whilst experts from the Royal Aircraft Establishment at 
Farnborough were flown in to oversee the removal of parts in order 
that they could be spirited back to Farnborough for examination and 
later returned to the aircraft.  The methods used were pure James 
Bond, with aircraft engines being suspended under motor launches 
and towed to a jetty further up the lake, for transportation by road 
to RAF Gatow and a waiting aircraft. Although the bodies of the 
two Airmen were returned the following day, the salvage operation 
and delaying tactics ended at midnight on Wednesday 13th April, 
more than 7 days after the crash. The Salvage barge with the remains 
of the aircraft sailed to the water border with the Russian Zone and 
were handed over to the Soviets.  The complete operation was 
carried out under the direct gaze of the Russian Forces. The Russian 
representative, General Vladimir Bulanov, complained that parts of 
the aircraft were missing, in this he was absolutely correct, some 
parts showed signs of having been sawn off. However, he received 
the answer that they were probably still on the lake bed and had not 
been found, this was said with a straight face and was very difficult 
to disprove.  
 

Conspiracy Theories 
There is still some mystery attached to the events leading to the crash 
of the Russian Aircraft. Conspiracy theorists suggest that the aircraft 
had bullet holes in the cockpit and that the Pilot was attempting to 
escape to the West when he was shot, also that the ejection seats 
were not fitted with explosive charges. There is no evidence of this 
is in the public domain and witness observations support the theory 
that the two Airmen died a heroic death and richly deserved the 
thanks of West Berliners and their posthumous award for gallantry.  
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1 OLYMPIC STADIUM WEST BERLIN 
 
 
The Cold War was at its peak in 1966, the Allies and the Soviets 
stared frostily at each other across the Berlin Wall and western 
politicians and the military expected this to be the place which would 
spark a third world war and consequently, the world watched Berlin 
and events there with baited breath.    

Wednesday the 6th April was a beautiful sunny Spring day in the 
British Sector of Berlin, but it was no different to any other in the 
Royal Military Police Control Room in the Olympic Stadium. The 
Duty Sergeant, Bob Standing, calmly surveyed his empire. Bob was 
an experienced Senior NCO in his mid-thirties, he was just under six 
feet tall, stocky build and with dark hair. Like many of the senior 
ranks he was married and had children, in his case two, aged 6 and 8 
years old, and was in married quarters in Dickensweg, not far from 
the Olympic Stadium.   He was a Sub Aqua enthusiast and Captain 
of the RMP Water Polo Team, they had great facilities for this at the 
Olympic indoor swimming pool within the military compound.  Bob 
had the reputation of being a heavy drinker when not on duty, but 
also of being an all-round ‘nice guy’.  He had been in the unit for 
almost two years and enjoyed the twelve-hour duty shift system 
employed for all duties. Decision making came easily to him which 
was a great help in the Control Room where a clear quick mind was 
an asset. 
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The Desk NCO, Corporal Steve Vance was writing 
conscientiously in the Daily Occurrence Book, an official document 
noting all incidents and occurrences. As Desk NCO he was 
responsible for answering the various telephones and radios and 
recording full details of incidents. Steve Vance was an experienced 
NCO with three years of service and had arrived in Berlin a year 
earlier; he was therefore quite familiar with the area, Military Police 
deployment and methods. 
The uniformed German Police representative, PM or more properly 
Polizei Meister Hermann Mier was seated at the end of the long desk, 
he was reading Der Spiegel magazine and chuckling to himself, he 
was in his early fifties, balding and slightly overweight.  His ruddy 
complexion bore witness to his after duty hobby of bowling and the 
many Schultheiss beers which seemed to be associated with the 
sport.  He had been working in the RMP Control Room for some 
five years and was now looking forward to retirement. 

The two members of Standby Patrol Number One were 
drinking coffee in the Rest Room opposite, they had just returned 
from a patrol of the married quarters area. The second Standby 
Patrol was in Theodor Heuss Platz, a large square once known as 
Adolf Hitler Platz, then Reichskanzler Platz before being named 
after the first Federal Chancellor.  The patrol was checking permits 
at the NAAFI shopping centre, their duty vehicle, a Volkswagen 
Minibus was parked prominently outside with one member of the 
patrol standing beside the vehicle where he could monitor the radio. 
Theodor Heuss Platz was an important venue for British Servicemen 
and their Allies. The buildings around the square were very 
substantial with four or five storeys. Not only was the NAAFI 
Shopping Centre located there but also the TOC H Book Shop, the 
Army Kinema Corporation Jerboa Cinema and the British Forces 
Hotel, Edinburgh House. That particular day had been relatively 
incident free, a Road Traffic Accident in the morning and a few 
minor offences involving NAAFI ration cards and that was all. Then 
at 1539 hours all hell broke loose.   

Hermann Mier’s phone rang, he answered in German, looked 
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strangely at Bob Standing and in broken English said, ‘There has 
been an unfall on the Freybrucke, a flugzeug has hit a car!’   

‘What on earth are you talking about,’ said Bob, ´You mean to 
tell me that there has been a traffic accident between a plane and a 
car on Freybrucke?’  

‘Ja, there has been an accident with a plane.’   
Bob turned to the wall map, studied it for a few seconds and 

then turned to Corporal Vance and said, ‘Call Standby Two at the 
NAAFI, they have a straight run down the Heer Strasse, task them 
to get there ASAP, priority signals authorised.’ 

Corporal Vance picked up the handset to one of the 
Telefunken radio sets and called ‘Alpha Two this is Zero, urgent 
message, over.’   
Standby Patrol Two replied immediately, ‘Alpha Two send over.’ 

‘Alpha Two this is Zero, proceed immediately to the 
Freybrucke, report of a serious accident involving a vehicle and an 
aircraft which is believed to have crashed into the Stoessensee, 
priority signals are authorized.’ 

The NCO started the vehicle, called his partner and turned on 
the blue revolving light, once both NCOs were aboard, the vehicle 
commander turned on the martin horns and they slowly cut across 
the traffic to get to the east going lane of the Heer Strasse, where the 
driver floored the accelerator.    

Bob in the meantime was briefing the other patrol; ‘take an 
Interpreter with you!’ was his last Instruction.   

The crew of Standby Patrol Number One left their coffee 
standing on the table, called one of the duty Interpreters from the 
room across the corridor and hastily left the building. They climbed 
into their shiny black Volkswagen Minibus, started the engine, 
turned on the blue light, and shortly afterwards the sound of their 
two tone horns could be heard, gradually getting fainter as the patrol 
vehicle sped out of the Military Police lines.   

‘Call RAF Gatow,’ said Bob, ‘Perhaps they have information 
about a downed plane; I will brief the Duty Officer.’ 

‘It sounds a bit far-fetched to me, let’s wait until we have a 
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Situation Report from the Standby Patrols before we get excited,’ 
commented Warrant Officer Class Two Dave Richardson, the unit 
Duty Officer for the day. WO2 Richardson had a small moustache 
and ruddy complexion. He was shorter than the average Military 
Policeman but had gained a wealth of experience in his 18 years in 
RMP and was known as a calm reliable Warrant Officer.   

‘Gatow can’t confirm at this time,’ said Corporal Vance, just 
then the radio spluttered into life,  

‘Zero, this is Alpha Two, Sitrep over.’ 
‘Alpha Two, this is Zero, send Situation Report over,’ answered 

Corporal Vance. 
  ‘Zero this is Alpha Two, it would appear that about 1535 hours, 
a military aircraft, believed to have Russian markings crashed into 
the Stoessensee near to the Freybrucke, a German lady who was 
driving her Volkswagen Beetle across the Bridge was scared by the 
noise and crashed into the bridge parapet, she sustained minor 
injuries, there is no sign of the aircraft or the pilot except some oil 
and minor pieces of wreckage floating on the water, over.’   

The Assistant Provost Marshal or APM then came onto the 
Radio Net.  He had obviously been monitoring the radio traffic from 
his office within the nearby London Block, housing the HQ and 
British Military Government. 

‘Zero, this is Alpha One Four, put Major Incident Plan Echo 
into effect, over.’   

Whilst Corporal Vance answered the call, Bob Standing went 
next door to one of cells where the Duty Sergeant’s secure locker 
was situated.  He opened it, removed a folder and returned to the 
Control Room.   

He laid the folder on the desk, quickly read the instructions and 
said, ‘This one seems to involve just about everybody,’ with that he 
picked up his telephone and, starting with number one on the list, 
started calling those persons who needed to know about the 
incident.  
  By this time Major Mike Green, the Officer Commanding or 
‘OC’ of the Military Police unit, his Second in Command, Captain 
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Julian Foster, and the Regimental Sergeant Major – Warrant Officer 
Class One Jim Booth had all joined the Duty Officer in the Control 
Room.  

‘I’ve sent the APM’s driver to pick him up,’ said Bob.   
‘Right,’ said the OC, ‘we will set up the Incident Room here, I 

want you to go to the scene and look after things there until we can 
get set up there.  The issue of arms is authorised, preferably SMGs. 
The Infantry Quick Reaction Force is on its way to provide a cordon 
and I will send more NCOs as soon as they have assembled and been 
briefed.  The engineers will look after the diving operation; do we 
have any qualified divers?’ 
  ‘Yes Sir, your driver Corporal Fielding is pretty good,’ replied 
Bob.  

‘Right, he can join the dive team as liaison,’ replied the OC.  
‘I will appoint a temporary driver for you, Sir,’ interjected the 

RSM. 
Bob Standing grabbed his briefcase and went into the cells, 

opened the arms locker and removed a Browning 9mm automatic 
pistol for himself and four Sterling Sub Machine Guns with full 
magazines for the Standby Patrols, which he put into a small sack.  
He grabbed a web belt with pistol holster attached and put it on, 
holstered his pistol.  Bob made an entry in the Arms Book and 
swiftly went outside where the Duty Sergeant’s Volkswagen Variant 
estate car was parked. He climbed in, started the engine, turned on 
the radio and blue light and was on his way.  He turned on the martin 
horns to warn traffic and sped towards the rear West Gate and true 
to form the electric barrier had been opened by the duty Security 
Policeman by the time he arrived.  He sped along the roads, passing 
the famous Olympic bell tower and on towards the Heer Strasse, a 
few minutes later he was at the Freybrucke. One of the Standby 
patrols was on the bridge, interviewing witnesses but stopped on 
seeing the Duty Sergeant.  A member of the patrol pointed out the 
crash site to Bob and on looking down from the massive steel bridge 
he saw emergency vehicles lining up on the Havelchaussee, a road 
running directly alongside the lake and underneath the bridge.  A few 
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vehicles were also visible on the Pichelswerder side of the lake, but 
the roads there were really just tracks and not suitable for a large 
scale operation. Bob saw that he could walk down to the 
Havelchaussee using steps alongside the bridge pier, but he needed 
to have his duty vehicle with  him, so he drove back towards 
Scholzplatz and turned right into Am Postfenn, which led down him 
down to the Havelchaussee and the waterside. On reaching the 
junction the road had been cordoned off by the second Military 
Police patrol and the German Police, ambulances and the Fire 
Brigade were already in attendance. Bob noted that the river was 
quite wide at this point, where it was known as the Stoessensee. The 
Havelchaussee was a secondary road running along the river bank 
and provided good access to the water and the crash site.  On the 
opposite side of the Stoessensee Lake was the Pichelswerder Nature 
Reserve.  Luckily both sides of the river were green areas but the 
Chaussee had the easier access. Bob checked that the cordon 
extended past the bridge and as he approached the river bank he 
detected an ‘oily’ smell in the air, which he assumed was from 
escaping aviation fuel.   

A Captain from the Queens Own Highlanders approached 
Bob, who saluted, the officer returned the salute and with a hint of 
a Highland accent said,  

‘I am Captain Sutherland; my Quick Reaction Force is to 
provide a cordon.’    

‘Best to cover both banks Sir; I will get one of my officers to 
brief you as soon as they get here,’ replied Bob, who noted that the 
officer and his soldiers were fully armed and looked very war like.  It 
seemed as though only five minutes had passed but was probably 
about a half hour, when the first of the Military Police 
reinforcements arrived, heralded by the repetitive two tone martin 
horns.  The APM and OC arrived in their respective Opel Kapitan 
Staff Cars, complete with entourage.  The Military Police Mercedes 
Unimog four-wheel drive truck with emergency equipment pulled 
up, immediately followed by Volkswagen Mini Buses and Auto 
Union DKW Jeeps, full of grim faced armed Military Policemen.  
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The Duty Officer arrived in his Volkswagen Variant whist the unit 
Second in Command and RSM had been left behind to man the 
Control Room. All was now set to deal with whatever might arise.  
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2 KARLSHORST EAST BERLIN 
 
 
General Boris Kalinnikov was an experienced military officer, rather 
on the portly side but his height and military bearing made this 
almost unnoticeable.  He was known as an officer who liked to have 
a good time and was not opposed to sharing a bottle or two of Vodka 
with his friends. He was having a good day, well, that was until his 
aide Major Aleksandr Borodin came in looking rather grim.   

‘What is the matter Sasha?’ asked the General.   
Sasha was tall, lean with dark brown hair and came from a good 

family, ‘General, Finow Control reports that one of our planes has 
crashed in West Berlin, it’s a Yak-28P fitted with the Top Secret 
‘Oriol-D’ Radar Interception System.  NATO calls this Spin Skip 
and would love to get hold of it for evaluation purposes, this is their 
big chance.’   

The General walked over to the window and stared out for a 
few moments, he then turned to Sasha and said, ‘Call KGB, tell them 
that I wish to have a meeting in my office in one hour, they should 
be prepared to brief me on the situation and outline their plan for 
recovering the Top Secret Radar unit.’  

Sasha returned to his office, took out his internal telephone 
directory and called the KGB Station Chief, Nikolai Golovanov, a 
Deputy Chief of Intelligence. Nikolai was small in stature, balding 
and wore horn rimmed glasses, his thin lips gave him a gaunt 



A Wolf in Berlin – Operation Red Comet            P a g e  | 14 

 

appearance but his mind was razor sharp.  He had been a successful 
Field Intelligence Officer for many years and ran his Directorate 
with an iron fist. He was in all senses a ‘Spy Master’.  On receiving 
the call from Sasha summoning him to brief the General, he was 
already aware of the plane crash and had ordered that his staff 
immediately get up-to-date on the facts surrounding the crash, the 
crash site, the British response, the units available to respond quickly 
and Agents in West Berlin available to assist.  He also wanted 
technical details of the Oriol, meaning ‘Eagle’ Radar System, 
especially the most sensitive parts.  His Intelligence Analysts and 
Field Staff fully briefed him within 40 minutes of receiving Sasha’s 
call.  When he made his way to the General’s office he was fully 
prepared and had formulated a plan. 

The KGB Chief was shown into the Generals office and found 
that there were also the usual representatives from the Soviet Air 
Force and Army present.  The General asked the Spy Master to begin 
his briefing and Golovanov firstly explained the known 
circumstances of the crash and indicated the crash site on the wall 
map, marking it with a large map pin. He then said,  

‘We now know that the aircraft has crashed into water and 
therefore it is quite likely that unless it broke up on impact, the secret 
radar system could be intact and therefore recoverable by the 
Western Allies.’   He briefly explained the ‘Oriol-D’ radar system and 
why it was so far in advance of anything known to the West.  He 
went on to explain how it was fitted to the aircraft and produced 
photographs and plans to complement his explanation.  Golovanov 
indicated a box fitted to the bottom of the main set and explained 
that this was the heart of the unit and the technology that would be 
of greatest importance to the west.  This unit was only the size of a 
large book and was normally removed from the aircraft when not in 
the air.  To make de-installation an easy matter, the unit fitted on a 
rail and two clips retained it in place. A single plug fitted into the side 
carrying the power and communications cables.  The ease of removal 
was not only for security reasons when not in use but also for quick 
removal in the case of an accident.  In this case, the crew were dead 
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and therefore, this secret unit could be intact and had to be 
recovered. 

‘We have a slight problem with that,’ stated the General, ‘If we 
just march into West Berlin we will cause a serious incident which 
could lead to armed conflict.  As much as we want that unit, the 
plane and our dead comrades back, we cannot risk war over this!’ 
The Deputy Chief of Intelligence then laid out his plan for the 
recovery of the unit,   

‘As you know, we only have two legal ways of entering West 
Berlin, the guard for Spandau Prison and the guard for the Soviet 
War Memorial in Tiergarten.  The Spandau Prison guard is only 
changed once a month, with each of the four powers taking over the 
prison for one month.  This does not fit in with our needs in the 
current situation, however, the guard for the war memorial changes 
over daily at 1800 hours and fits in perfectly with our needs.  

‘It is my intention to replace the Commanding Officer of the 
Tiergarten Guard with an officer from my Directorate, he will have 
forty armed soldiers at his disposal with legitimate, although limited 
access to the British Sector of West Berlin.  Rather than deploy to 
the war memorial as normal, they will go off-route and deploy to the 
crash site where they will provide a security cordon for our downed 
aircraft.  Rather than risk a shooting war I think the British will 
concede some of our demands giving us a real chance of negotiating 
the aircrafts recovery by Russian Forces rather than by the Allies.’ 
The General smiled and asked,  

‘Do you really think the British are just going to stand by and 
allow our troops to take over security duties for the aircraft?’ 

‘Probably not,’ replied the Spy Master. ‘But it will give them 
food for thought, they don’t want an armed conflict any more than 
we do, they might just back down and allow us immediate access to 
the aircraft.’ 

‘What if they don’t?’  asked the General. 
‘Then at least we will have a presence at the crash site and can 

see what they are up to,’ replied Golovanov.  ‘I am also proposing 
to activate a ‘Sleeper’ Code Name ‘Sandman’ who is employed 
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within the British Forces Berlin Headquarters. I have ordered the 
Stasi HVA to assist, ‘Sandman’ will make contact one of their local 
cells and work alongside Stasi Agents gathering intelligence in West 
Berlin.  Together they would formulate a plan for the recovery of 
the Oriol radar unit.’ 

The senior officers present discussed the plan and in line with 
the General’s enthusiasm for it, they agreed to implement it 
immediately.  Before the meeting broke up, the General turned to 
his Spy Master and said,  

‘Nikolai, please do not allow this to get out of hand, I don’t 
want to have to explain to Moscow how we started a shooting war 
in West Berlin, it would not do my career plans any good whatsoever 
and consequently, yours as well!’ 

Golovanov, nodded respectfully and replied, ‘Don’t worry 
Comrade General, I will be sending my best man to coordinate 
recovery of the component from the crash site and there will be 
multiple cut-outs with our Agents in West Berlin, there will be no 
fall out.’ 
  With that, Golonanov hurried back to his office and briefed his 
protégé, Lt Col. Mikhail Turgenev who had helped formulate the 
plan.  He finished the briefing by telling Mikhail,  

‘For the purposes of this operation you should wear the rank 
of Major General in the Motorised Infantry, this will not only give 
you good standing at the crash scene but make you higher in rank 
than the War Memorial Guard Commander, pick two of our officers 
to assist you.’ 

Once Mikhail had left the room, he pressed a button on his 
desk intercom and said,  

‘Ask Major Polzin to come and see me.’ 
Ten minutes later, Major Vasily Polzin, knocked on his door and 
entered.  Major Polzin was a very successful KGB Field Agent who 
had been operating in Berlin for four years. He was six-foot-tall with 
a slim athletic build and had light brown hair.  He spoke almost 
accent free German and English and outside of the KGB 
Directorate he was only known by the Code Name ‘Alexander’. 
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‘Sit down Vasily, I need you to go back into West Berlin to brief 
Agents there on our need to recover a top secret component from 
one of our aircraft that crashed in the British Sector this afternoon, 
you will coordinate its recovery and bring it back.’ 
The KGB Chief then fully briefed Vasily on the crash of the soviet 
jet fighter interceptor, the plans for supervising the crash site and 
how to disconnect and remove the vital component of the top secret 
‘Oriol-D’ interception radar system.  Nikolai Golovanov then 
discussed with him the arrangements for him to enter West Berlin 
and the contact who would assist him in his mission.  
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3 THE RUSSIANS ARE COMING 
 
 
Mikhail Turgenov, now wearing his new rank of Major General, 
joined his driver and two KGB assistants in the Gaz 69 Field Car 
and drove swiftly to the barracks housing the War Memorial Guard. 
Mikhail was an imposing man, tall and well-built with fair hair and 
blue eyes. His stature and presence ensured that others took notice 
of what he had to say, he was not a person to suffer fools gladly.  On 
his arrival the Guard were being inspected by their Officer 
Commanding.  Mikhail took the Commander aside and briefed him 
on their mission and handed him written orders, placing Mikhail in 
overall command of the operation.   
The Guard OC, Major Dmitry Anokhin had been looking forward 
to his 24-hour spell of duty at the War Memorial in Tiergarten, West 
Berlin, it was a plum assignment and often there was the possibility 
of obtaining western goods through barter with the Military and 
German Police.  Dmitry thought he knew all of the senior officers 
of the Motorised Infantry in Berlin and therefore, rightly, suspected 
that this officious General was in fact KGB.  This caused him 
concern, a wrong move on his part and he could find himself 
guarding political prisoners in Siberia, or worse still, joining the 
prisoners.  He was therefore very respectful, and ensured that he 
understood the mission ahead.  He was also concerned that to all 
intents and purposes, they were intending an armed incursion into 
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the British Sector of West Berlin and although, according to the 
General it was a bluff, all it took was one soldier, Soviet or British, 
to lose his nerve and fire his weapon and there could be a lot of 
casualties, not to mention the political fallout that would follow.   

‘This has the possibility of being a shit day,’ mused Dmitry.  He 
stood by whilst the General briefed his troops and ordered them 
onto their buses, Dmitry sat up front in the lead bus, next to the 
driver.  The two busses followed the Field Car out of the barracks 
and they quickly covered the short distance to the border with West 
Berlin at Sandkrugbrucke, a bridge spanning the River Spree.  The 
tension in the bus was palpable, normally the guard were cracking 
jokes and generally in a jovial mood as guarding the War Memorial 
was a pleasant duty, this time the soldiers were lost in their own 
thoughts. As they passed through the barrier, the Royal Military 
Police Wall Patrol was there as usual to escort the Soviet Guard the 
two kilometres to the war memorial.  The military police vehicle, an 
Auto Union DKW, pulled in front of the Russian convoy and with 
blue light and martin horns ensured that they were not held up.  They 
passed the Reichstag and shortly afterwards slowed down as they 
approached the Royal Military Police Tiergarten Guardroom, which 
was the check point at the entrance to the War Memorial.  As 
normal, the RMP NCO manning the check point pressed a button 
on his control panel, turning the traffic lights at the junction to red, 
giving the convoy priority to turn left into the War Memorial 
grounds.  The RMP vehicle turned left into the check point and 
pulled over to allow the busses to pass as the barrier to the War 
Memorial was opened. However, the Soviet vehicles did not follow; 
instead they continued to the next junction and turned right into the 
Strasse des 17 Juni.  They now had a clear run for the twelve 
kilometres to the Freybrucke.  Essentially this was the main artery 
through West Berlin and although it changed names a few times and 
there were a few round-a-bouts, it was almost a straight road for its 
entire length. In this respect, Hitler had done a great job, this road 
had been built with the intention of moving troops quickly; and 
today the Soviets were taking full advantage of it. 
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Shortly afterwards, the Military Police escort vehicle passed the 
convoy with martin horns blaring and one of the RMP NCOs held 
a traffic baton out of the window and waved it up and down in an 
attempt to stop the Russians.  Following orders, the Soviet drivers 
took no notice and kept on at the same speed.  The police vehicle 
attempted repeatedly to stop the Soviets and even got in front of 
them and slowed down, but the Soviet vehicles just moved out as if 
to overtake.  Golovanov signalled to the escort vehicle that they 
intended going straight ahead.  

Corporal Frank Ellison, the Escort Commander picked up the 
radio telephone, contacted the RMP Control Room and gave an 
urgent situation report.   

He was told to, ‘Wait Out,’ whilst those in the Control Room 
quickly discussed the situation. Only a few moments later, they 
received orders to Escort the Russian vehicles to their destination, 
presumed to be the crash site. 
  The Escort Vehicle took up position in front of the Russian 
busses and, signalled the Soviets to follow.  Everyone knew where 
they intended going and by this time most of West Berlin was on a 
heightened state of alert. The escort vehicle used its blue light and 
horns to ensure that the Soviet vehicles were not stopped at any 
junctions on the way and upon arrival at Scholzplatz, a Military 
Policeman on traffic duty directed them down Am Postfenn towards 
the Havel, where they were directed to a parking area which was 
cordoned off by armed British Troops. 
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4 CODE NAME SANDMAN 
 
 
The Soviet Agent known by the Code Name ‘Sandman’ had been at 
the British Military Headquarters Berlin for three years already, due 
to his special skills, it was likely that he would stay for a few more 
years. As a ‘Sleeper’ Agent for the Russians he was not normally 
involved in intelligence gathering which could put him at risk of 
discovery.  He carried out his normal work to the best of his ability 
and as briefed, he sought promotion to a position where he would 
be of use to his Russian Masters.  He eagerly awaited the day when 
he would receive the code word activating him for a special mission, 
where his particular talents and position could be put to the best use. 

Although to all outward appearances, Sandman was British 
through and through, his family had immigrated to the UK from 
Russia during the revolution and in order to fit in, they had changed 
the family name to the anglicised form.  

Sandman had grown up British and his family were modestly 
well off, allowing him extra tutoring at school which resulted in him 
being able to go to a good university.  He had always secretly been 
intrigued by his family roots and despite his families support for the 
Russian Tsar, whilst at university he gravitated to those who had left 
wing tendencies.  He came to the notice of a KGB recruiter and in 
his gap year, was able to travel through Europe, funded by his new 
friends.  It was whilst in the Bavarian Forest, that he met with a KGB 
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Agent and was spirited across the nearby border into 
Czechoslovakia, where he attended Spy School, learning the trade 
craft required for a successful Sleeper Agent. Afterwards he re-
appeared in Bavaria, continued his travels as if nothing had 
happened, before returning to UK to pursue the career path 
suggested by his handlers.  

Sandman in his cover role, had just been briefed on the downed 
Soviet aircraft and hoped that he would be required to assist at the 
scene, when he received the telephone call he had long been waiting 
for.  The caller did not identify himself and spoke perfect English.  
The content of the call was completely innocuous but included his 
‘Activation Code’ and coded information regarding the date and 
time for a meeting at a pre-arranged location.  He then continued his 
work as if nothing had happened.  Inside he was excited, he knew 
this must have something to do with the downed Soviet aircraft and 
so, at last, he would have an intelligence mission to accomplish. 
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5 SCENE OF THE CRASH 
 
 
Sergeant Bob Standing stood on the lakeside and surveyed the scene, 
the bank was crowded with German Police and Fire Brigade Rescue 
vehicles.  There was not much evidence of anything untoward on 
the water other than a few pieces of debris and an oil slick.  He spoke 
to the NCOs from Standby Patrol Two who had finished 
interviewing German witnesses with the aid of an Interpreter.  

‘It seems fairly certain that it’s a Ruskie, Sarge,’ commented one 
of the NCOs, ‘one of the witnesses was on the bank fishing, he saw 
the red star and almost crapped himself, he was one of the Hitler 
Youth who defended this bridge at the end of the war, a close 
encounter with a red star on the side of a plane was the last thing he 
ever wanted to see again.’   

Bob returned to the waterside where a diver was just emerging 
from the water, the diver who was dressed in a dry suit removed his 
mask and spoke to the Engineer Officer in charge of the dive team, 
‘It’s a Russian military aircraft, two crew, both still in there, we will 
need the heavy gear, and it’s broken into three large pieces.’   

A salvage barge has been arranged and is on its way,’ replied the 
Officer.  

WO2 Dave Richardson approached and said, ‘Bob, we seem to 
have a little problem, the Wall Patrol went to escort the Russian 
Guard from Sandkruger Bridge to the War Memorial for changeover 
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but the Russians went off route. It seems they and a Russian Staff 
Car are on the way here, your Wall Patrol is escorting them.’  

‘Great, that’s all we need, forty armed Russians,’ replied Bob, 
‘Better get some instructions from the APM or OC; I want clear 
guidelines on this one.’   

By the time the Russian buses and Staff Cars arrived, the black 
and orange salvage barge was being moored at the crash site and 
green aluminium assault boats were ferrying people and equipment 
out to it. The motorised barge was fitted with derricks and a large 
crane.  

Bob Standing received his Instructions from the OC and went 
around the Military Police NCOs ensuring that they were aware of 
the orders regarding access to the site. The APM himself had been 
down to brief the Officer in charge of the Infantry cordon.   

It was at this point that Bob heard a commotion nearby; a 
General of the Soviet Army and his entourage were attempting to 
push their way through the line of British soldiers. He was a big man 
with piercing blue eyes and from the number of medals on his chest 
he was obviously a man to be reckoned with, ‘Oh Shit,’ mumbled 
Bob under his breath, ‘World War Three and its only Wednesday.’   

Captain Sutherland the Cordon Commander arrived on the 
scene quickly having been summoned by the cordon commander; he 
spoke to the Russian officer, who introduced himself as Major 
General Mikhail Turgenev, he spoke perfect English with only a 
slight accent.  

‘I insist that we have immediate and unrestricted access to our 
aircraft and its crew,’ demanded the Russian Officer.  He then 
barked an order in Russian and armed Russian soldiers left their 
buses and formed up behind him.  He gave further commands and 
closely followed by his soldiers, he moved forward attempting to 
breach the cordon, but the British soldiers of the Quick Reaction 
Force stayed firm and did not give ground. The armed Russian 
soldiers faced them and the tension in the air could have been cut 
with a knife, orders were given and rifles were cocked and safety 
catches removed. Both sides had their war faces on and the situation 
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was rapidly deteriorating. The QRF Commander was joined by the 
Assistant Provost Marshal who spoke to the Russian General, calmly 
assuring him that they could observe the salvage operation and that 
the aircraft and its crew would be handed over in due course. The 
General was also informed that a Russian-speaking Liaison Officer 
would be provided to assist them. This seemed to have the desired 
effect and both sides seemed to relax a little.  

A short time later they were joined by Major Christopher 
Thomas, a rather pompous officer from HQ Berlin Brigade, who 
saluted and introduced himself as the Liaison Officer appointed to 
look after the Russians. ‘You can safely leave this with me now!’  He 
said, dismissively.   

As the Military Policemen and OC of the QRF Cordon turned 
away, Bob Standing was heard to mutter, ‘What a berk, Colonel 
Blimp is alive and well and living in Berlin.’   
He was quickly admonished by the APM; however, there was a slight 
smile on his face.  
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6 ON THE SALVAGE BARGE 
 
 
Down on the barge members of the Dive Team were being briefed.  
This included Corporal Mike Fielding, a flamboyant RMP NCO, six-
foot tall, with dark hair and rugged good looks. Mike Fielding swam 
like a fish and was therefore a very successful water polo player who 
had taken up scuba diving some years before.  He was a veteran of 
many underwater searches and an obvious choice as dive team 
liaison.  

The salvage barge was a large purpose built steel vessel with 
rusty black hull and orange superstructure.  A large crane was fitted 
to the deck and numerous aluminium assault boats and work 
vessels were tied up alongside.  

The dive team leader had paired Mike Fielding with an 
experienced Royal Engineers diver named Murphy, who introduced 
himself by the nick name ‘Spud’. Surface markers had been laid with 
safety lines going down to the aircraft, which by this time had been 
identified as a Russian Yak-28P Jet Fighter Interceptor with two 
crew members.  According to their briefing, the aircraft had lost 
power to an engine and whilst attempting to land in the Soviet Zone 
the pilot had lost control.  Rather than eject, the pilot and his crew 
had bravely steered the aircraft into the Stoessensee rather than crash 
into a built up area killing civilians. As one element of the dive team, 
Mike and Spud Murphy prepared their diving equipment and after 
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final checks slipped under water into an eerie dark world where 
visibility was only inches.  They followed the safety line down to the 
aircraft and by feel realized they were by the cockpit.  The canopy 
was still in place but damaged and with the aid of an underwater 
search light they could just make out the bodies of the pilot and 
weapons officer.  They checked the lake bed in the immediate 
vicinity and then Spud signalled that they should return to the 
surface. Both immediately ascended using the safety line and climbed 
onto the barge where the rest of the Dive Team was assembled.   

‘A few things you need to know,’ said the Dive Team Leader, 
Staff Sergeant Rob Foster, Royal Engineers.  ‘This is not an ordinary 
salvage operation; it seems that this aircraft has some special features 
which our side are interested in. Some Boffins are on the way from 
the Royal Aircraft Establishment, Farnborough. Intelligence are in 
control of this operation and we will be carrying out delaying tactics 
to buy time for the Boffins, so rather than ask too many questions, 
just do as you are told and don’t be too keen to bring things up to 
the surface.’   

That evening two civilians were escorted down to the salvage 
barge, they were introduced as David Jones and Bill Evans, 
specialists in aircraft salvage. David Jones was in his early forties, 
with a receding hairline and a paunch. He was fairly short in height 
and this just emphasised his being overweight.  He wore small 
round glasses in the style of John Lennon; however, you had the 
feeling that he had been wearing them a few years longer than the 
famous Beetle. His colleague Bill Evans was in his mid-fifties, with 
a mane of white hair.  He was tall and spindly; he was an untidy 
looking individual with checked shirt and corduroy trousers. Bill 
had half frame glasses and was every inch an academic. Bill Evans 
was obviously the head ‘Boffin’ and although he consulted with 
David Jones, it was he who made the various requests for 
information. Bill Evans had been with the Royal Aircraft 
Establishment at Farnborough for more than thirty years, as one 
of RAE’s foremost experts in Radar he had jumped at the chance 
of flying to Berlin and examining a Russian aircraft.  At his request, 
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detailed sketches were prepared by the divers and the covert 
operation to remove parts of the aircraft started. Without the 
Russians seeing a thing, important parts, including the engine were 
removed, spirited further along the lake attached to strops beneath 
assault boats and taken ashore at the British Berlin Yacht Club, 
then on by road the short distance to RAF Gatow and a waiting 
plane. After examination at the RAE in Farnborough they were 
brought back to Berlin and returned to the crash site in the same 
manner.  

It was on day three of the salvage operation that a troubled 
looking Bill Evans asked to see the Assistant Provost Marshall and 
was taken to HQ Berlin British Sector. 



A Wolf in Berlin – Operation Red Comet            P a g e  | 29 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
7 THE ICE CELLAR 
 
 
It was the early hours of the morning following the crash and Major 
Vasily Polzin KGB, known by the codename ‘Alexander’, waited in 
the shadows of an abandoned house beside the single track giving 
access to the Eiskeller, or Ice Cellar in English. He was dressed in a 
warm green parka which, like the rest of his clothing had been 
purchased in West Berlin. He had crossed the border many times 
and this section of the border between the British Sector of West 
Berlin and East Germany, deep in the Spandau Forest, was a virtual 
island of the British Sector inside East Germany.  A single track gave 
access to the compound where a West Berlin Police Post had been 
established. Either side of the track was East German territory and 
it was on this track that an RMP patrol had been captured by the 
East Germans and held for a few days. 

Alexander waited until as arranged, the border security lights 
were turned off when the guards in their watch towers could see that 
no patrols were in sight; he then stepped out onto the track and 
hurried across an open field and into the forest.  He walked silently 
on forest tracks for about one mile until he reached a crossroads 
where his Stasi contact, Hans was waiting. Hans was a small man, 
lean but muscular and had jet black hair, he was in his mid-thirties 
and had a prominent scar on his forehead. He had small beady cruel 
eyes and the aura of a man to be feared. He was dressed as a hunter, 
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and carried a loaded shotgun, not just for hunting wild boar. They 
shook hands and then got into a Volkswagen Beetle that was parked 
nearby.  Alexander had been this way many times and knew his 
contact well, they exchanged pleasantries and he climbed into the car 
and they drove off to a secluded hunting lodge in the forest. The 
Lodge, at a place known as Devils Break, was just outside of a Nature 
Reserve and as cover, Hans, was the gamekeeper who controlled that 
area. Visitors were not welcome and signs to that effect were placed 
on the access road. The Lodge itself was a virtual fortress having 
been built for a rich aristocrat, it was built around a square courtyard 
and the low buildings had living quarters, garages and stables, with 
access through a centre gated archway. Alexander had a meal of 
venison stew which Hans had prepared for him earlier and then slept 
for a few hours. He briefed Hans on the downed aircraft and gave 
him plans and photographs. They then discussed the forthcoming 
operation and how to recover the most sensitive part of the plane.  
Only in full daylight did Alexander take the Volkswagen and 
continue his journey to meet another agent in the American Sector.  
Hans changed his clothing, took his Mercedes 220 out of the barn, 
locked up the hunting lodge and drove off. 
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8 WILMERSDORF SAFE HOUSE 
 
 
Sandman entered the Champagne Lady Night Club on the 
Kurfurstendamm well before midnight and went upstairs.  He was 
too excited about the impending meeting to notice the girl cavorting 
in a giant champagne glass just inside the club.  He made himself 
focus; being aware of the danger he was in coming to a meeting.  His 
position within the headquarters would have warned him of any real 
danger but his training kicked in.  He went upstairs and ordered a 
whiskey at the bar, all the time checking for counter-intelligence 
agents.  Just before midnight he took his drink to one of the Séparés, 
a cubicle with table and comfortable bench seats which was partially 
screened off from its neighbours. 
Exactly at midnight he was joined by a very pretty lady, dressed in 
see through white blouse, black brassier, with navy blue mini-skirt 
and black stockings.  She had fair hair, an ample figure and was in 
her early thirties, any man would have termed her to be very sexy.  
She asked him for a light for her cigarette, holding it the wrong way 
round, he suggested that she take one of his and offered her one 
from a silver cigarette case, which had one cigarette in it.  She 
nodded, smiled, and sat down beside him and quizzically asked, 
‘Sandman?’  

‘Yes,’ he replied, ‘what do I call you?’ 
‘Call me Erika,’ she replied, ‘I would like a champagne cocktail, 
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then we will dance a little and get to know one another.’ 
Sandman went to the bar and ordered her cocktail and a beer 

for himself; he was served quickly and took the drinks back to the 
Séparée.  Sandman took Erika onto the dance floor where they 
danced close together. She was very convincing as a tart enticing a 
male to part with his money.  She kissed him and they stayed on the 
dance floor for three songs before returning to their cubicle. They 
ordered more drinks and after almost two hours, Erika said, ‘Let’s 
go to my place.’ 

Sandman paid the bill, which was anything but cheap and arm 
in arm they went down the stairs and left the club. The walked across 
to the central reservation where Erika had parked her car, a light blue 
Volkswagen Karmann Ghia.  They got in and for the sake of 
appearance kissed and cuddled for some time before driving off. 

‘Where are we going?’ asked Sandman. 
‘Wilmersdorf, we have a Safe House there,’ she replied and 

drove off down Kurfurstendamm. Erika was very security conscious 
and made a number of what seemed to be pointless turns, all of the 
time checking her rear view mirror.  Only when she was satisfied that 
they were not being followed did she go off in the direction of 
Wilmersdorf, where eventually they pulled up at a large secluded 
house which had large grounds enclosed by a wall.  Sandman opened 
the gates for her and Erika drove onto a gravelled parking area.  She 
parked the car and knocked on the front door of the house, which 
was opened by a giant of a man, totally bald, wearing a suit and tie.  
Sandman noted that he was obviously wearing a pistol in a shoulder 
holster.   

He greeted Erika and said, ‘Hans is waiting for you in the 
lounge. 

‘I suppose his name is Igor,’ commented Sandman. 
‘No, it is actually Viktor,’ replied Erika, not seeing the pun.  
Erika led the way into the living room, where they were greeted 

by a man wearing a suit and tie, he stepped forward, held out his 
hand and said, ‘Hello Sandman, my name is Hans,’ He referred to a 
photograph in a file and said, ‘You have not changed much, you are 
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now part of my cell, you know Erika and Viktor.’  Sandman studied 
Hans, he was a small man, lean, and with jet black hair, his most 
prominent feature was a scar on his forehead. Sandman felt that this 
man was looking straight through him with cruel dark eyes and he 
judged that this was not a man to double-cross.  Hans then asked 
‘Sandman’ a number of questions, apparently to absolutely confirm 
his identity, before finally accepting his credentials.   

Hans then told Sandman, ‘I am in charge of the local 
intelligence cell, we have a number of operatives who can be relied 
upon, but you will only meet them when or if the need arises, we 
also have a number of Safe Houses but their location is on a need to 
know basis.  You are now part of this cell and I am your Controller.  
Unless there is a need for operational reasons, myself, Erika and 
Viktor are the only members of the cell that you will meet, we take 
security very seriously. What I can tell you is that the cell is active on 
the fringes of the Berlin black market gangs, giving us access to the 
local criminal element, and very useful for an Intelligence Agent.  
Hans then briefed Sandman on the ‘Oriol-D’ Radar interception 
system and showed him photographs and diagrams showing how it 
was fitted into the Yak-28P .  Once he was satisfied that Sandman 
would be able to brief someone on the removal of the unit, he 
informed him that as a matter of urgency, they needed to identify a 
person who could recovery the secret unit. They were still discussing 
how best to achieve this when a car arrived outside and Viktor let 
someone in. A short time later, Viktor opened the door and spoke 
softly in German.  Sandman saw that a woman in her mid-twenties, 
slim and with dark hair was standing beside Viktor.  Hans excused 
himself and went out. 

Sandman asked, Erika, ‘How long have you been in Berlin.’  
‘Always,’ she replied, ‘I was born in Koepenick near the Great 

Muggelsee, in East Berlin.” 
Hans returned and said; ‘We have had a bit of luck, one of our 

girls picked up some information in the Champagne Lady, it seems 
that a soldier by the name of Mike Fielding was boasting that he was 
diving on the crashed Soviet plane today.  We know this soldier, he 
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has a German girlfriend and both of them are heavily involved in 
selling black market NAAFI stores and as a result of their illegal 
activities they live the high life and like to spend money, this makes 
them good prospects for us to approach, we can coerce them to help 
us.’  

‘How shall we play it?’ asked Sandman. 
‘I have sent the informant back to the club so that we can use 

her to identify the soldier and his girlfriend and we will follow them 
to where they are staying and recruit them, simple as that.’ said Hans 
smiling. 

‘What do you want me to do?’ asked Sandman. 
‘You and Erika go back to the club, the soldier and his girlfriend 

will be identified to Erika, you should ensure that you can identify 
him when you see him again at the crash site, just keep an eye on 
him and report back on what he is doing.  This is an opportunity 
that we can’t pass up but we need to monitor if he is playing by our 
rules.’  

Sandman and Erika returned to the Champagne Lady and went 
upstairs, ordered a drink and sat at the bar.  After a few minutes the 
girl that Sandman had seen at the Safe House approached Erika, 
greeted her with an embrace and then went off. Erika turned to 
Sandman and said ‘Let’s dance.’ 
The song ‘Soul and Inspiration’ by the Righteous Brothers was being 
played and so they danced nice and close.  As they moved about the 
dance floor, Erika indicated a couple sitting in one of the booths and 
said ‘That’s them.’ 

Sandman took note that the soldier was tall, dark haired, 
muscular and with rugged good looks. His haircut was cut neat and 
short in typical ‘squaddie’ style.  He would have little difficulty 
recognizing the man again. 

Erika had been told to keep Sandman happy and so after 
another drink and dance she pressed herself hard against Sandman 
and could feel his erection, she then said, ‘Shall we go to my place; I 
think you would like to fuck me.’ 

‘Sandman was a bit taken aback by her directness, this was not 
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how it was done in the Officers Mess, but this was now his chosen 
lifestyle, and so he replied, ‘Yes I would, how far is it to your place?’ 

‘It’s walking distance, about four minutes, come, let’s go.’ 
They left the club and walked down the Ku’damm and into one 

of the streets off to the left.  They stopped at an apartment block 
and Erika let them in and led him up to the second floor, where she 
opened the door to her apartment.  ‘Would you like a drink?’ she 
asked. 

‘Whiskey if you have it,’ he replied. 
Erika indicated the couch and said, ‘Sit on the settee,’ she 

poured two whiskeys, handed him one, and sat beside him.  They 
toasted ‘Success’ and sipped their drinks, whilst she fondled his cock 
over his trousers.  He had his arm around her so with his drink in 
one hand he fondled her breast with the other.  She then stood up 
and took her blouse and skirt off, tantalizingly slowly, followed by 
her black brassier and knelt on the floor in front of him. She expertly 
undid his belt, removed his trousers and underpants and caressed his 
cock which was now pulsing with blood. She bent her head forward 
and slid his penis into her mouth, sucked it hard and massaged it 
with her tongue whilst fondling his balls.  Sandman was holding her 
breasts in his hands and writhing in passion, and when she judged 
the time was right, which was not very long at all, she stood up, took 
of her black lace panties and mounted him, guiding his penis into 
her.  It wasn’t necessary for him to do anything other than lay back 
and enjoy the ecstasy as she pumped up and down on him until he 
had his orgasm and went limp. They enjoyed a cigarette, sipped their 
whiskies and got dressed.  This had been nothing less than raw sex 
and neither of them was under any allusions to the contrary, but 
Sandman hoped there would be lots more of it. 

Sandman kissed Erika goodnight, let himself out and walked 
back to where he had parked his car on the Ku’damm. He was feeling 
elated and thought to himself, ‘I like this new line of work.’ 
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9 RECRUITING THE ASSET 
 
 
The soldier and his girlfriend left the club just before 2 am.  They 
were staggering slightly and went over to a fairly new Mercedes 230 
SL and drove off.  Unknown to them, they were immediately 
followed by a black Mercedes saloon.  They drove east up the 
Ku’damm and turned off into Uhlandstrasse, where they parked 
outside an apartment block.  They stayed in the car for a few minutes 
kissing and cuddling and failed to see the two men melt into the 
shadows nearby.  They eventually got out of the car and arm in arm, 
walked over to the entrance door and opened it with a key.  As they 
were about to step into the foyer of the block, they were grabbed 
from behind, a hand placed over their mouths and a voice whispered 
to the man. ‘Don’t make a sound, there is a gun pointing at your 
back.’ 

Both the soldier and his girlfriend froze; they were too 
frightened to do anything other than obey.  All four went inside and 
on command; the girl led them upstairs to her apartment and opened 
the door.  Once they were safely inside, Hans ordered the couple 
into the living room, where the other man, Victor, who was dressed 
completely in black, closed the curtains. Both he and Hans were 
holding automatic pistols in a very threatening manner.  The couple 
were told to sit down on the settee, which they did without a sound. 

Hans put his pistol away but his henchman stood by the door 
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with his pistol ready for use.   
Hans sat on a chair in front of the couple and asked the girl her 
name, she answered ‘Heike Schmidt:’ 

‘and you are a hostess at the Champagne Lady’ commented 
Hans, ‘and you?’ asked Hans looking at the soldier. 

‘Mike Fielding,’ he answered reluctantly. 
‘and you sell NAAFI goods on the black market,’ stated Hans. 

Fielding looked completely dumbfounded and just nodded. 
‘Do you make a lot of money?’ asked Hans. 
‘Yes, more than my pay,’ answered Fielding. 
‘Where do you keep your stock?’ demanded Hans. 
‘Who are you people?’ asked Fielding sheepishly. 
‘You are in no position to ask me questions, unless of course 

you want the military authorities to know all about your illegal 
activities, where do you keep your stock?’ 

Fielding did not reply. 
Hans walked over to the girl and viciously slapped her face; the 

girl fell to the floor crying. 
Fielding rose from the settee to protect his girlfriend but the 

man in black stepped forward pointing the pistol at his head and 
Fielding sat back down.  

Hans removed a wicked looking flick knife from his pocked, 
operated the mechanism to open the blade and held the point of the 
blade against Heike’s cheek and drew blood, ‘shall we start again, 
where do you keep your stock?’ 

‘Down in the cellar,’ answered Fielding grudgingly. 
‘Which unit are you with?” asked Hans. 
Fielding remained silent. 
‘You can either work with me, make even more money and be 

allowed to continue your black market activities, or I will cut your 
girlfriend’s face and ensure that she will never be seen as pretty again 
and I will ensure that your activities become known to your 
superiors, and that the German Police arrest your girlfriend, which 
will it be?’ 

‘Don’t hurt her anymore; what do you want me to do?’ asked 
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Fielding 
‘That’s the right decision,’ stated Hans. “So what is your unit?” 

asked Hans again. 
‘Military Police,’ answered Fielding. 
‘Give me your ID,’ ordered Hans 
Fielding took out a small folder which contained his Army 

Identity Card and his Royal Military Police Warrant Card. Hans took 
the folder, laid it down on a table, took out a small camera, 
photographed the open folder and handed the folder back to 
Fielding. He then photographed Fielding and his girlfriend.  

‘What is your job?’ demanded Hans. 
‘I’m a Corporal, the OC’s staff car driver, that’s the Officer 

Commanding,’ explained Fielding. 
‘What were you doing today?’ asked Hans. 
‘I am a hobby sub aqua diver and was roped in to dive on a 

crashed Soviet plane.’ replied Fielding. 
‘Yes, that’s what I want to talk to you about and where you can 

make a lot of money,’ commented Hans smiling as he folded the 
knife and put it away in his pocket. 
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10 THE DIVE SITE 
 
 
The following morning Mike Fielding was at the crash site bright and 
early, despite a slight hangover from lack of sleep and perhaps a little 
too much alcohol.  He and Spud checked their equipment and were 
briefed on their tasks by the dive team leader.  They slipped into the 
murky water of the lake and followed the safety line down to the 
aircraft. Visibility was limited by the algae suspended in the water 
and touch was the main sense in use by the divers. The bodies of the 
crew had been removed the previous day and so the planes canopy 
was resting on the lake bed.  Mike Fielding made his way to the rear 
cockpit and as briefed by Hans, quickly removed a metal cased 
component from below the Weapon Officer’s console.  He slipped 
it into his dive bag and then moved on to carry out the task for which 
he had been briefed.  Spud Murphy was nearby but neither could see 
exactly what the other was doing and relied on their underwater 
search lights for location. Before returning to the surface at the end 
of their dive, Mike indicated that they should search nearer the 
Pichelswerder shore line.  This they did but before they returned to 
their designated search area, Mike Fielding secreted the recovered 
component on the lake bed behind a wooden piling near to a jetty.  
At the end of their dive they left the water and reported their 
successful delay tactics. 

Late that night, Mike Fielding returned to the lake, but this time 
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he was on his own and drove onto the Pichelswerder nature reserve 
and parked his car in a grove of trees some distance from the water, 
away from prying eyes.  He put on his black neoprene wet suit and 
fitted his weight-belt and carrying his fins, mask and snorkel, he 
silently made his way down to the water. He quickly located the jetty 
and, when he was sure no one was about, he put on his mask and 
entered the water where he put on his fins. He could see the lights 
from the salvage barge but there was no one watching the area he 
was interested in.  He slipped silently underwater and swam to where 
he had left the aircraft component that he had taken from the 
downed aircraft.  It took him a few minutes before he found the part 
and he then silently returned to where he had entered the water, 
removed his fins and got out.  There was no-one about so he made 
his way back to the car and got dressed.  He drove away from the 
area and no one was any the wiser. He stopped off at a telephone 
booth and called the number which Hans had given him, he 
confirmed that his mission had been a success and that he would 
carry out phase two in the morning. 

The following morning, on his way into work he stopped at the 
BP petrol station at Scholzplatz, near to the married quarters. He put 
fuel in the car and paid with the petrol vouchers used by British 
Forces.  Before leaving the petrol station he went into the toilet 
beside the petrol station and locked the door.  He took out the metal 
component removed from the aircraft, applied sticky tape and stuck 
it under the sink top.  Mike fielding left the toilet and returned to his 
car and drove towards the road.  Before leaving the petrol station car 
park he put his hand out of the window and drew it across a metal 
post supporting a sign, leaving a white chalk mark.  He then drove 
down the Heer Strasse towards the crash site and his last day of 
diving with the team. 

Sandman had been briefed by Hans and had been watching the 
petrol station for some time, making sure there was no trap being 
laid for him.  He watched Fielding leave the petrol station, started 
his engine and drove in, checking the chalk mark on the way.  He 
topped up his tank, paid with a petrol voucher and went to the toilet 
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where he recovered the aircraft component and returned to his car. 
All he needed now was to get it out of West Berlin but that could 
wait, the secret unit was now in the right hands and all he needed to 
do was keep it safe until someone could get it across the border.  The 
heightened state of alert would not last for long once the aircraft was 
handed back. He left the petrol station and immediately turned right 
into Am Postfenn and drove into the Berliner Forest.  He turned off 
onto a track to an abandoned sand quarry not far from the 
Teufelsberg.  The so called Devils Mountain was man made using 
the debris from wartime Berlin.  The area was secluded and after 
making sure no one was observing him he entered an abandoned 
building, found a wall cavity inside a cupboard and secreted the 
aircraft component.  Satisfied that it would not be found 
accidentally, he drove back towards the Olympic Stadium. 
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11 A WOLF MOVES TO BERLIN 
 
 
I’m known as Wolf, actually it is Anthony Wolf but no one calls me 
Anthony, a few people call me Tony, mainly my parents, everyone 
else just calls me Wolf.  I am average height and build for a Military 
Policeman, that is to say just under 6 foot and fairly trim.  My fair 
hair and blue eyes are my only distinguishing features.  Average 
appearance is a good thing to be when you are an Investigator in the 
Special Investigation Branch. I transferred from RMP General 
Police Duties to SIB three years ago and so now I am considered a 
senior Sergeant, serving with Munster Detachment SIB in Oxford 
Barracks. The fact that SIB Investigators wear civilian clothes was 
very appealing to me, it gives Investigators a head start when dealing 
with soldiers of any rank, they look warily at a man wearing a three-
piece suit and carrying a briefcase.   

I got involved in Operation Eastern Comet three days after the 
crash. On that Saturday morning I was duty SIB Investigator and in 
the early hours of the morning the RMP Duty Room had called me 
as an alarm had gone off at the NAAFI Club, York Barracks.  We 
had been plagued with a spate of burglaries and so I got ready, 
climbed into my trusty army green Hillman Husky estate car and 
drove to Loddenheide where York Barracks was located.  An RMP 
patrol was parked outside the entrance to the NAAFI Club and the 
NCOs were talking to a man dressed in civilian clothes.  



A Wolf in Berlin – Operation Red Comet            P a g e  | 43 

 

I recognised one of the military policeman; Corporal Taylor, 
who grinned at me when I approached and said. ‘You are going to 
love this one Sarge, the evidence certainly points the finger straight 
at the perpetrator,’ with that Corporal Taylor and his colleague, 
Lance Corporal Simms, burst out laughing and the civilian with them 
put a hand over his mouth to stifle a laugh. 

I was completely mystified as to the source of their mirth so 
asked, ‘OK what’s the story?’ 

Corporal Taylor regained his composure and said, ‘This is 
Mister Sidney Raynor, the Manager of the NAAFI Club,’ 

I shook hands with him and he said, ‘Call me Sid.’ 
Corporal Taylor then continued; ‘the alarm went off at 0125 

hours; we came over to check it out but couldn’t see anything wrong.  
We called Mister Raynor and asked him to come in to open up so 
that we could check upstairs.  The Club is on three floors and we 
checked out the lower floors and didn’t find anything, it was only on 
reaching the third floor that we found that someone had attempted 
to break in via the rear window.’  

‘Is anything missing?’ I asked. 
‘On the contrary,’ replied Corporal Taylor grinning, he left 

something behind, not just a finger print, the finger as well.’ 
‘Come on, let’s go and have a look,’ I suggested. 
Sid Raynor led the way up to the second floor which was the 

cafeteria and bar with Flipper machines and a couple of one armed 
bandits. ‘Those machines have been broken into a couple of times 
already,’ commented Sid. 

Corporal Taylor led me over to a window at the rear of the 
room, overlooking the Barracks. The window was a standard 1950s 
German tilt and turn metal framed window with opening sections 
below the tilting transom. Where this differed to UK style windows 
was that the tilting transom was inverted, the hinge being at the 
bottom with the wide opening at the top with a tilt retaining 
mechanism. One of the lower windows was slightly open, with the 
upper transom window tilting outwards. I could see that there were 
drops of blood dripping down the outside of the glass and frame 
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below the ‘V’ where a finger which had been torn off at the knuckle 
was wedged.  

I was astounded and exclaimed, ‘Well that’s a first for me, and 
it’s almost as good as when a burglar lost his military ID card at the 
crime scene.’ 

I examined the window and noted a footprint on the outer sill 
and blood spots on the drainpipe beside the window.  The marks 
indicated that the perpetrator had climbed the drainpipe from inside 
the Barracks, and then clambered onto the window sill and with his 
right hand held onto the open transom whilst reaching through to 
open the catch of the window below.  He had slipped, ripped off his 
finger but somehow managed to stop himself falling three floors to 
the ground.  He had abandoned his plans to enter the building and 
climbed back down the drainpipe. 

I took photographs and asked the Manager for some ice and a 
towel. I carefully removed the finger, placed it in a plastic bag, and 
covered it with the towel and then ice.  It seemed a waste of time but 
routine dictated that I took fingerprints and samples of the blood 
drops.  I then packed up, thanked the Manager, Sid, for his assistance 
and followed the RMP patrol to the RMP Duty Room which was in 
that Barracks. 

I entered the Duty Room and whilst Corporal Taylor went off 
to get me a cup of tea, I phoned the British Military Hospital and 
spoke to the duty Sister; I asked if a patient had been brought in with 
a missing finger, she confirmed that they had indeed admitted a 
patient with a missing digit. I told Sister that I had recovered the 
missing appendage and would bring it to the hospital. 

After drinking my tea, I drove to the BMH and went in to speak 
to the Sister, who was at Reception with the Doctor.  I showed the 
Doctor the recovered finger and although he examined it, he stated 
that he would be unable to reattach it, but he was kind enough to 
provide me with a glass and preservative in which to keep it.  I 
attached an exhibit label and got the Doctor to sign the label and to 
put the time beside the date. He provided me with the details of his 
patient who had been admitted for the night. I recovered the 
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soldier’s blood spattered clothing and shoes matching the marks on 
the window sill of the NAAFI Club and asked the Doctor not to 
release him without contacting the SIB office. 

I drove back to Oxford Barracks, parked up and went into the 
unit; I had only just got inside the door when the RSM grabbed me.  
WO1 O’Connor is a large, swarthy faced man, who seems to have 
been in SIB since the time of Genghis Khan. He told me that the 
OC wanted to speak to me straight away. The RSM knocked on the 
door of the Officer Commanding the SIB unit, opened the door and 
informed the OC of my arrival. My mind raced, I couldn’t think of 
what I might have done wrong. 

‘Come in!’ commanded Captain Robinson, who, like the 
majority of SIB Officers had come up through the ranks and knew 
the problems faced by his Investigators first hand. 

I walked smartly into the OC’s office, and came to attention 
out of deference to the Officers rank and skill.  

‘Relax young Wolf, take a seat.’  
The OC came out from behind his desk and together we sat in 

arm chairs facing each other and now I was more than just puzzled. 
The OC looked at me, smiled and said. ‘To tell you the truth, I 

don’t know what this is all about, but there is a flap on in Berlin and 
the local Detachment has asked for an experienced Sergeant to assist 
them.  You have been nominated by HQ SIB BAOR, apparently you 
have spent time in Berlin.’ 

I replied, ‘That’s correct Sir, my Father was in the RAF and we 
were stationed at RAF Gatow when I was a lad, so I know Berlin 
fairly well.  This all sounds very Walter Mitty, could be quite 
interesting, what happens now, Sir?’  I asked. 

‘Hand all of your cases over to the RSM for reallocation,’ he 
replied.  

I then asked, ‘who is going to brief me on the task?’  
‘SIB Berlin,’ answered the OC, ‘You will be travelling up on the 

military train through the corridor, and will be met at the station 
when you arrive. They will arrange to put you up in a military hotel 
called Edinburgh House and give you a full briefing.’ 
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I left the OC’s office and went to the office I shared with 
another Senior Investigator, collected all of my case-files and the 
exhibits recovered that night and took them to WO1 O’Connor; the 
RSM took them, held the glass jar containing the finger up to the 
light, shook his head in a knowing way and muttered, ‘they will never 
learn.’  He then shook my hand and simply said ‘Go and get packed, 
I will arrange documentation and transport, you will be going 
through the corridor to Berlin on the military train so you will need 
to wear uniform. I’ve got you on the Military Train from 
Braunschweig near Hannover today; you need to report to the 
Movements Office by 1430 hours. I’ve prepared the Movement 
Order, go and pack, Gerhardt will collect you from the Sergeant’s 
Mess in an hour and get you to Braunschweig in time, he will have 
your documentation, have fun!’ 

I left the RSM’s office rather bemused and walked over to the 
Sergeants Mess, where I saw the Mess Manager and asked, “Jim, I 
have to pack and get on the road and don´t have time for breakfast, 
would it be possible for someone to make me a quick cup of tea and 
a bacon sandwich?’ 

Jim smiled and replied, ‘No problem Wolf, I will send it up to 
your room, how long will you be away?’ 

‘I have absolutely no idea,’ I replied and went off to shower, 
pack, put on uniform and have breakfast, all in one hour. I didn’t 
quite make it; Gerhardt our civilian driver came in to find me.  We 
loaded my case into the Hillman Husky and off we went to 
Brunswick as the Brits call it. Gerhardt was in his early fifties and 
entertained me during the journey with his war stories, but from the 
enemy perspective. We got to the Station in Braunschweig well in 
time and when went in inside, I immediately saw a representative of 
the Movements Staff. He told me to report to the Movements Office 
on platform three. At the office my details were checked by a clerk 
who made out my Berlin Travel Order.  Never having come into 
contact with any Russians I was quite surprised to see both the 
British Union Jack and Russian Hammer and Sickle flags at the top 
of the document, which was in both languages. Once I had the BTO 
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I was advised to be back at the office for 1530 hours and was given 
a voucher for food.   

I went into the Station Gaststaette, it was the usual German 
cafeteria, a lot more comfortable than those on British railway 
stations.  I sat down near the window and the waitress came over to 
take my order.  She reminded me of Brunhilde from the Wagnerian 
opera the Nibelungen, she was tall, built like a wrestler with massive 
arms but a pretty face and blond hair in plaits, not the girl to take on 
in an arm wrestling contest.  She gave me the menu and I decided 
on a hearty goulash soup with crusty roll and coffee.  I gave 
Brunhilde the food voucher and a tip in cash, she seemed very 
pleased.   

I was back at the Movements Office well in time to see the 
Berlin Military Train pull into the platform, it was impressive to say 
the least, shades of the British Raj.  The rugged looking train, known 
as ‘The Berliner’, was run by the Royal Corps of Transport whose 
crest was prominently displayed.  The train was gleaming in dark blue 
livery but what impressed me most were the large Union Jack Flags 
painted on the side with the words ‘Eigentum der Britischen 
Rheinarmee’. I speak German quite well and knew this meant 
Property of the British Army of the Rhine. In due course I was called 
forward to board the train and was allocated a window seat in a 
carriage near to the Dining Car. My Berlin Travel Order and Identity 
Card were taken from me and I was handed a sheet of paper giving 
the itinerary for the train. Although I had brought a book to read, I 
had no real interest in reading it, this journey was all very new to me 
and was quite exciting.  Before leaving the station armed soldiers 
boarded the train and took up position at each of the train access 
doors. The train left the station and I watched as the Soldiers fitted 
wooden stakes and wedges to block the doors from being opened 
from the outside. Before crossing the border into East Germany we 
stopped for a while at Helmstedt, to change engines and take on an 
East German Train Guard. Once slowly underway we passed though 
the border.  I don’t know what I expected but the reality was that 
the border looked impenetrable, even the train line had a massive 
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iron gate with barbed wire.  There were more layers of barbed wire 
than I had ever seen before, to make it an even more frightening 
place, there were concrete posts, tank traps, mine fields and guard 
towers with East German Border Police holding AK47 assault rifles.  
Ten minutes after passing the border the train halted at Marienborn 
where the Officer Commanding the train, his Warrant Officer and a 
Russian Interpreter left the train to present the passenger 
documentation, the place was crawling with armed Russian soldiers 
and this was my first close up view of the potential enemy.  Apart 
from the uniform and weapons carried they were no different to our 
soldiers. It was almost forty minutes before we left Marienborn 
Station and thirty minutes later we went through Magdeburg and had 
a great view of the famous twin towers of the cathedral and later a 
prison for political prisoners, very drab and depressing.  As we left 
Magdeburg we crossed the Elbe River and saw a bridge which had 
been blown up during the war. At times the train was reaching a 
hundred and sixty kilometres an hour but was very smooth.  At 
Kirchmoeser we passed a Soviet training area and had a good view 
of a Russian tank workshop and a radar installation, I am sure the 
Secret Squirrels were busy taking photographs.  Coffee and a lunch 
box similar to the type you get on an RAF flight were served.  It was 
actually pretty good but I couldn’t help wondering if the officers 
were eating a slap up three course meal in the Buffet Car. At Werder 
we saw an engine shed where the Kaiser’s personal train engine had 
been housed and also a Soviet Artillery Camp, again the Intelligence 
guys would have been busy. At Potsdam we saw the partially ruined 
Potsdam Palace and stopped for fifteen minutes whilst the train 
engine was detached and searched and the East German train guard 
left the train.  The Russians being satisfied that we were not 
smuggling East Germans into the west, we got underway and a 
couple of minutes later we went through the border into West Berlin 
at Griebnitzsee, here the border was every bit as forbidding as the 
one at Helmstedt.  Shortly after passing through the border we could 
see the brightly lit city of Berlin and an illuminated Radio Tower, so 
different from East Germany, where the countryside was quite 
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pretty, but the houses and other buildings were drab, damaged and 
showed signs of neglect.  This was all so different from West 
Germany that the contrast was astounding.  The three and half hour 
journey through the one hundred and twenty miles of corridor really 
brought home to me what it meant to be going to the divided city of 
Berlin!   

On arrival at Charlottenburg Station in West Berlin I left the 
train and went outside where I was immediately approached by an 
elderly German who held out his hand and said, ‘Sergeant Wolf, I 
am Kurt, the SIB driver, I am to take you to Edinburgh House.’ 

I shook hands with him and he could see my confusion, he then 
explained, ‘the red hat stands out quite well!’ I had forgotten that I 
was wearing uniform. 

Kurt took my suitcase and led me out to a black Volkswagen 
Variant estate car which was quite a step up from a shabby green 
Hillman Husky.  On the way to the Edinburgh House Hotel on 
Theodor Heuss Platz, Kurt played the tour guide and pointed out 
various landmarks, including the Eifel Tower like structure called the 
Funkturm or Radio Tower that I had seen from the train, the 
impressive ‘Messe’ Exhibition Centre and the Radio Free Berlin 
radio station.   

I walked into Reception, where a serious looking, matronly lady 
was on duty, and booked in.  As soon as she had checked my identity 
she turned to a letter rack on the wall behind her and took out a 
sealed envelope which she handed to me, saying, ‘This was left for 
you Sergeant.’  I was allocated a single room on the first floor 
overlooking the square. The room was simply furnished with a single 
bed, bedside table with reading lamp, a built in wardrobe, a desk with 
chair and a small toilet and shower room en-suite. There was a large 
window leading out to a very small balcony, you could just about 
stand on it. I unpacked my suitcase, sat at the desk and opened the 
envelope, the note inside simply said ‘You will be collected at 2200 
hours, casual civilian clothes,’ I checked my watch, it was already 
2030 hours, I thought it a little unreasonable to expect me to turn up 
for a briefing having just arrived, however, I wasn’t there for a 



A Wolf in Berlin – Operation Red Comet            P a g e  | 50 

 

holiday.   
I showered and put on casual clothes as instructed. Thirty 

minutes later I left Edinburgh House in search of food.  I walked 
around the square, finding the SKC Jerboa Cinema nearby. I noted 
that they had two evening performances and were currently showing 
a ‘Carry On’ film; perhaps I would get a chance to see it, probably 
not.  There was also a Toc H Book Shop and NAAFI Shopping 
Centre.  I carried on round to a Schnell Imbiss or roadside food stall.  
The smell of Currywurst, a spicy sausage covered with a tomato 
sauce, curry powder and paprika won the day with a side order of 
chips with mayonnaise.  I allowed myself a cool bottle of Schultheiss 
lager and all was right with the world. I ate this feast sitting outside 
at a table overlooking the busy square. As soon as I was finished I 
took the direct route back through the rose garden in the middle of 
the square, where there was a memorial block and an eternal flame 
with the words Freiheit, Recht & Frieden or Freedom, Justice & 
Peace. By this time, it was five minutes to ten, so I decided to wait 
outside of Edinburgh House for my contact and lit a cigarette.  
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12 THE BRIEFING 
 
 
Precisely at 2200 hours a black Mercedes pulled up outside of 
Edinburgh House.   

At first glance I thought it was a taxi, until the driver called out, 
‘Are you Sergeant Wolf?’  

‘Just call me Wolf,’ I answered and was told to climb in the 
front passenger seat. The driver had dark receding hair and was 
dressed in casual clothing, probably of German origin.  

‘Pleased to meet you Wolf, welcome to the divided city, I am 
Staff Sergeant Chris Jennings, SIB Berlin; we’ll go to the office 
before we discuss anything.’ 

We shook hands and he drove off, continued around the square 
entering Reichstrasse in the direction of Neu Westend. I closely 
followed the route as I knew I would shortly need to find my way 
around and it was some years since I had left Berlin. We turned left 
at the Westend Klause, obviously a very popular Gasthaus, which I 
mentally noted for later. We passed a TOC H Club on the left and 
then the famous Olympic Stadium appeared dead ahead.  On 
reaching the square in front of the Stadium, we turned right.  I 
immediately saw what appeared to be a train station marked by an 
illuminated blue sign depicting a white ‘U’.  

Chris saw me looking and said ‘That’s the U Bahn underground 
railway system, just like the Tube in London but newer and more 
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efficient. It’s a pretty good way of getting around and fairly safe, even 
at night.’ 

We turned left and I noted that there were two rows of fences 
to the left with rather large dogs running loose between the fences.  
‘Ammunition Compound,’ commented Chris.  

Ahead, I saw an illuminated control point with red and white 
barrier. “That’s East Gate, the main entrance to the military part of 
the Stadium but we are not going in there,’ with that, Chris turned 
right into a car park with very high banks and a single large building 
with two entrances. He parked the car near to the left hand entrance 
and we both got out.  

I saw a sign showing that this was the SIB Office, in English 
and German. Chris pulled out a key and opened the door, we then 
went up to the first floor where again Chris used his keys to open a 
door. I followed him inside and along the corridor where a large 
room was well lit.   

On entering I was introduced to the three men drinking coffee 
there. They were; Captain Max Rogers, Officer Commanding SIB 
Berlin, dressed very sportily in checked shirt and tweeds, WO1 Dick 
Holmes, the SIB Detachment Warrant Officer, very dapper in dark 
three-piece suit, white shirt, Metropolitan Police tie and elegant 
handkerchief flowing from the top pocket, and Staff Sergeant Sam 
Richards, from the Intelligence Section next door.  Sam was also 
dressed in tweeds and could have been on his way to a ‘shoot’.  He 
seemed a little old for a Staff Sergeant, probably end thirties, he was 
quite tall, almost bald and wore thick rimmed ‘Buddy Holly’ style 
glasses. 

I was a little over awed by the reception committee, especially 
at this time of night and this must have showed, the OC, Max Rogers 
stepped forward, smiled and said, ‘Welcome to Berlin Sergeant Wolf, 
I know it’s been a long day for you, we appreciate you coming at 
such short notice. We thought it better to have your briefing tonight 
rather than have you around here initially during the working day, 
being seen by everyone.  I am only here to welcome you, the RSM; 
WO1 Holmes and Staff Sergeant Richards will be running the show, 
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if you have any problems or concerns at any time during this 
operation he should be your first point of contact, saying that my 
door is open to you anytime of the day or night.  The RSM will 
ensure that you have all the contact numbers that you need.’ The OC 
stepped forward, shook me warmly by the hand and left the building. 

Chris Jennings handed me a cup of coffee saying, ‘Standard 
NATO OK?’   

I sipped the coffee and confirmed that milk with two sugars 
was fine. 

Warrant Officer First Class Holmes lit a cigarette, took a long 
thoughtful drag, expelled the smoke and began. ‘Firstly the briefing 
will take place downstairs in the secure conference room. Before we 
go down there I want to ensure you know the layout here. You may 
think that you are on the first floor, in fact this is the ground floor, 
where you came in would normally be the basement but as you saw, 
it’s been excavated. This block butts onto the RMP Lines inside the 
secure Stadium area. To save walking all the way around we have 
converted a window into a door with opening security grill. It gives 
direct access to the RMP Lines near to the Sign Writer’s Shop. 
There’s a bell push to request entry.’ Chris Jennings took me to the 
door and opened it so that I could see where it led.  

The RSM handed me a key and said, ‘This is for the garage 
downstairs, Chris will show you around after the briefing,’ he then 
handed me a folder and said, ‘you will need to read this, normally 
everyone working in Berlin gets an orientation briefing so that they 
know the rules and regulations which apply here.  There´s no time 
for you to attend a briefing so this folder is the next best thing, we 
have added maps and the rules of engagement as they apply to 
Berlin, I suggest you read that as soon as you can, right, let us go 
down to the Conference Room.’ 

We followed WO1 Holmes out to the main staircase and down 
the stairs.  Chris Jennings locked the door to the Offices and 
followed behind.  As we reached the exit door, the RSM turned to a 
nondescript, grey painted flush metal door.  No hinges were visible 
and the only thing showing that it was in fact a door was a keyhole 
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covered by a swinging plate. Painted in black on the door was a 
picture of a lightning bolt and the words ‘Vorsicht Strom’, warning 
electricity. 

WO1 Holmes opened the door and switched on a light.  I saw 
that there was a short corridor and another metal door; this one had 
lug closures similar to those on a ship. This door was also opened 
giving access to a long Corridor with three doors.  We followed the 
RSM into the first room which was obviously a conference and 
operations centre.  There were no windows at all; one wall had a 
large scale map of Berlin and an area covered by a blue curtain.  
There was a long counter down one side with telephones and a 
Telefunken Radio Telephone.  There were chairs set out in rows and 
a lectern to the side.   

‘Make yourselves comfortable,’ commanded the RSM, standing 
by the lectern, ‘Sam Richards, our tame secret squirrel is our liaison 
on this operation, which is joint SIB and Intelligence and has the 
Code Name Operation Red Comet.  The operation is supported at 
the very highest level, Mister Wilson himself is given a situation 
report daily, therefore the APM Berlin and PM BAOR are closely 
monitoring what we do. The Classification of this briefing is Secret, 
I will now ask Sam Richards to take over the briefing.’ 

The Military Intelligence operative moved up to the lectern, 
switched on a spotlight and opened the curtains revealing a large 
noticeboard. I saw that the words ‘Firebar’ were prominently 
displayed with various photographs and the outline of a plane. 

Sam Richards picked up a telescopic pointer, indicated one of 
the photographs and said, “Last Wednesday, the 6th April, about 
1530 hrs, a Russian Yak-28P  two seat Jet Fighter Interceptor 
crashed into the Stoessensee beside the Freybrucke.’ He indicated 
the position on the wall map and also a photograph of a sleek 
looking plane with Russian markings. He then continued, ‘this plane 
was virtually unknown to us and is fitted with a very sophisticated 
radar system which we call Spin Skip.  We think that this is an 
interception radar compatible with the AA-2 ‘Anab’ air-to-air missile 
system fitted to the aircraft. Spin Skip means that it can see up and 
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down as well as forward.  This is way in advance of anything we 
have.  This type of plane has been given the NATO Code Name 
‘Firebar’ and only came into service two years ago. The Russians 
were rather keen to get their secret radar back and one of their 
Generals and Guards from the War Memorial were sent to retrieve 
it. They were headed off at the pass and we managed to retain 
control of the site. For us this was essential as we needed to learn all 
about the plane’s advanced features and especially the Spin Skip 
technology in order to counter it. We had experts brought over from 
the Royal Aircraft Establishment Farnborough.  Under their 
direction we recovered the various parts that we were interested in 
and had them taken to Farnborough for examination.  We even 
managed to have the engines taken away for examination by slinging 
them under a boat. Following examination, the items will be returned 
to the plane, which we still have control of and we are using delaying 
tactics to keep it for a few more days. The bodies of the crew were 
brought up and have already been handed back to the Russians. We 
have already learnt a lot from the aircraft, so what are we doing here?  
When the experts examined the main radar module they noted that 
something appeared to have been removed.  Something about the 
size of large book had been fitted below the instrument console and 
is missing. We know this as on day one divers made sketches of the 
plane, including the instrument and weapons consoles.  We initially 
concentrated on engines and the main radar unit, it was not until 
yesterday afternoon that the Boffins realised that there was 
something missing from inside the plane, the part has been removed 
and a cable had been unplugged and left hanging. I don’t think we 
need to speculate what this item was for, it will suffice that it is 
missing and was part of a Top Secret system. Are there any questions 
at this time?’ 

‘What makes you think that the item was even fitted for the 
flight?’ I asked, 

‘We don’t know for certain,’ replied Sam, ‘however, the Experts 
tell us that the sketch plan of the cockpit interior made on Day One, 
showed that some type of unit was fixed below the main radar unit, 
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the sketch even shows where the cable was plugged in. It would be 
highly unusual to leave a cable of that particular type hanging and 
unshielded, it is live and would cause a safety hazard. Therefore, it 
seems almost certain that a component has been removed from the 
plane without authorisation.’ 

‘Could it have been lost during the recovery operation and 
dropped onto the bed of the river?’ I asked.  

‘No, divers only removed components requested by the 
Boffins,’ countered Sam, ‘there would have been no need 
whatsoever to detach the missing component from the main radar 
unit prior to the experts asking for it.  Just in case, grid searches of 
the crash site have been carried out a number of times, I think Mister 
Holmes should take over now. But I should tell you that we also 
have other Agents working on this but they should not interfere at 
all with your Investigation, we will ensure you know what you need 
to know, as they say, on a need to know basis,’ with that, Sam moved 
away from the Lectern and sat down. 

WO1 Holmes moved to the lectern and continued, ‘We were 
informed of the RAE Experts suspicions and at the request of HQ 
Berlin carried out an initial covert investigation. We were able to 
establish that any member of the Dive Team would have had the 
opportunity. However, only one of the dive team really comes into 
the frame, a Military Police NCO, Corporal Fielding.’  WO1 Holmes 
handed me a file with photographs and documents. 

‘Fielding is single and lives in the RMP accommodation, next 
door, or at least that is where he keeps his uniform, he seems to 
spend nights elsewhere.  He has the reputation for being a bit of a 
wide boy and a big spender.  Only the RAE experts were aware of 
what was happening and tasked divers to bring up items without 
them knowing exactly what they were bringing up.’ 

‘So what you want me to do is actually a rubber heels job, go 
under cover and covertly investigate Fielding.’ I stated. 

‘Absolutely right,’ answered the RSM, living in Edinburgh 
House is a perk allowing you freedom to come and go as you please 
without raising suspicion. One last thing, you are to report in at least 
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once a day with Chris Jennings, especially after returning from any 
night operation, this is for your own safety and to ensure that we are 
up to speed.’ 

I replied, ‘I understand, Sir.’ 
‘I will wish you a good night, or whatever is left of it after Chris 

has sorted you out with a weapon and vehicle.’ with that WO1 
Holmes and SSgt Richards left the conference room. 

‘I am to be your contact, handler and also your backup,’ said 
Chris, ‘If you need backup call me, if necessary via the RMP Duty 
Room’, he handed me a card and continued, ‘firstly here are all the 
contact telephone numbers and radio channels we will use, any 
questions on these?’ 

I looked through the list and replied, ‘No, they are self-
explanatory.’ 

Chris went over to a table and picked up a flat wooden box, 
which he handed to me.  I opened it and found a small automatic 
pistol, two magazines and a cleaning kit. “Have you handled a 
Walther PPK before?’ asked Chris. 

‘No,’ I replied, ‘Just the standard Browning 9mm.’  
‘In that case I had better acquaint you with it; this is a Walther 

PPK which stands for Polizeipistole Kriminalmodell or Police Pistol 
Detective Model.  This model has been in service since 1931; Hitler 
used one of these to kill himself in his bunker. It takes a 7.65 mm 
round, you have two magazines and can load 7 in the magazine and 
one in the chamber, I recommend loading seven in the magazine 
only. With the spare magazine that gives you 14 rounds in total,’ he 
then handed me a small leather holster with belt clip, ‘You can wear 
it outside but you will find its hidden better if you wear the holster 
on the inside of your waistband. Let me show you how to 
disassemble it.’ With that Chris expertly stripped the pistol and put 
it back together again.  I copied him, finding it a quick and easy 
exercise after the Browning 9 mm. 

‘Right, bring it along, you can fire it next door,’ Chris then led 
the way out of the Conference Room and into the indoor range next 
door.  The range had four booths with counters and side screens.  
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There were what appeared to be loud speakers on the side of each 
of the booths; the range was about fifteen metres long with a white 
screen at the end. Chris placed a box of ammunition on the counter 
and said, ‘Load up and let me know when you’re ready.’ 
I loaded the two magazines, placed cotton wool in my ears and said, 
‘Ready.’ 

‘Watch and shoot,’ came the command from Chris.  The lights 
were turned off and a hidden film projector started up, it was an 
armed bank robbery in progress.  I cocked the pistol and pushed the 
safety catch to the off position. One of the Robbers ran across the 
screen, I raised the pistol, went into the crouched two handed firing 
position, and fired two shots.  The film froze and I could see where 
the two rounds had hit was illuminated.  It was a nice tight group 
but slightly off target.  The film started again, another of the bandits 
tried to fire in my direction, again I fired and the film froze.  My two 
rounds had both hit the bandit in the chest. 

‘That’s good shooting, if you were a German Policeman you 
would have aimed to hit the knees and elbow.’ 

I then noted that these areas were marked in white on the film, 
I walked forward and looked at the screen, noting that it comprised 
of two rolls of paper, one rolling across the screen, the other rolling 
upwards.  There was obviously a sound activated switch on the 
booth which stopped the film when the shooter fires, lights behind 
the screen did the rest, very clever and good fun.  

‘Clean the pistol and fill the magazines, I will get the arms book 
for you to sign.  I suggest that you keep the pistol in a safety box at 
Edinburgh House Reception when not needed.’ 

I stripped and cleaned the pistol, filled the magazines, signed 
the arms book and put the pistol, magazines and holster into the 
wooden box, which I put inside a small cotton sack provided by 
Chris. 

‘Let’s sort you out with a vehicle,’ Chris turned off the lights 
and locked the doors. He then led the way outside and opened up 
the garage next door.  It was a very large garage and contained a 
number of vehicles.  ‘I would suggest the Volkswagen Beetle, what 
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do you think?’ 
He was indicating a Volkswagen Beetle 1300 cc, beige in colour 

with black and white British Forces Germany number plates. 
‘That will be ideal, unobtrusive and reliable,’ I replied. 
‘Let me show you its features,’ said Chris, with that he opened 

the dashboard compartment revealing a Telefunken Radio 
Telephone. He then opened the front bonnet where the car had a 
storage compartment, inside a folding shovel and a warning triangle 
were located. Not so obvious was a soft case with a pair of 
binoculars, a compass, and a map case with maps of Berlin and a 
long cloth cover containing white Berlin civilian number plates. The 
plates had bolts with butterfly nuts at the back.  You can change 
plates in a few seconds; the plates are registered with the Berlin 
Police.  Don’t forget to have BFG plates on the car when you go for 
fuel.  I have provided you with sufficient fuel coupons for a couple 
of weeks, you can only fill up at BP Petrol Stations; the nearest one 
is on Scholzplatz off the Heer Strasse,’ he took the map and showed 
me the quickest way to get there. 

I noted a black BMW motor cycle at the back of the garage, 
‘What’s the score with the motor cycle?’ I asked, it’s not as 
comfortable as a car but it could come in handy for surveillance,’  

‘It’s there for use, as are any of the other vehicles; just let me 
know if you need to change, just in case, the keys are in that 
cupboard together with the work tickets. Chris pointed to the 
cupboard and then handed me an envelope containing 
Deutschmarks, BAFVS and a NAAFI ration card.  You will need 
Deutschmarks but BAFVS are the only currency in use at the 
NAAFI, TOC H, SKC Cinema and within any of the Barracks.  The 
ration card will give you access to the NAAFI and of course you can 
purchase cigarettes, coffee and booze there, all of which are duty free 
and rationed.  As a senior rank you can also buy cigarettes and booze 
in the Sergeants Mess without a ration card but you probably want 
to keep out of there.’ 
  “I would offer to take you for a drink; unfortunately, we can’t 
be seen together until the covert part of the Op is over,’ stated Chris. 
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‘No problem, I replied, ‘once the case is finished you can buy 
me a few.’  We shook hands, confirmed the time for contact the next 
day and I drove off in my newly acquired Volkswagen Beetle.  This 
was definitely one up from what I was used to in Munster. 

I remembered the route and had no problem finding my way 
back to Theodor Heuss Platz and parked the car in the car park at 
the rear of Edinburgh House.  I went into Reception and asked for 
a security box and was given the key to one situated in the room 
behind the Reception desk.  I went in, closed the door and secured 
the box containing the Walther pistol, magazines, cleaning kit and 
box of ammunition.  I checked my watch, saw that it was past 
midnight but I was wide awake, I needed a night cap. The bar at 
Edinburgh House was closed but I noticed a bar open on the 
opposite side of the square.  I walked across to the small Gaststaette 
called the Linden Klause, and went in.  There were still a few 
customers, there was a friendly intimate atmosphere and the barmaid 
was absolutely gorgeous, fair hair and showing just the right amount 
of cleavage to get the patrons drinking more, but it was her eyes that 
made me stop dead in my tracks, they were sparkling brown with a 
depth that made me think of a forest pool, I noticed that although 
she was wearing makeup, it was lightly applied and accentuated the 
effect of her eyes, she caught me staring and smiled radiantly.   When 
I got my composure back I ordered a Schultheiss Beer and a 
Schnaps, downed the Schnaps in one and sipped the beer and got 
into conversation with the barmaid who told me that her name was 
Karin.  The last of the customers were leaving and Karin just 
brought me another beer over and smiled.  She locked the door, 
turned off most of the lights, poured herself a glass of wine and 
joined me at the table. 

‘What is your name,’ she asked. 
‘Wolf,’ I answered. 

She seemed a bit puzzled and said, ‘that is a German name.’ 
‘Perhaps,’ I replied, ‘Wolf is my family name but everyone just 

calls me Wolf.’ 
‘What is your real name?’ she asked. 



A Wolf in Berlin – Operation Red Comet            P a g e  | 61 

 

‘It’s Anthony or Tony but only my parents call me that, 
everyone knows me as Wolf.’ I replied. 

‘Then I will call you just Wolf as well, why are you here in 
Berlin?’  she asked. 

I am just visiting from Muenster and staying at the Edinburgh 
House,’ I replied, pointing across the square. 

‘How long will you be staying,’ she asked. 
‘I don’t know exactly, until they don’t need me anymore,’ I 

replied. 
We finished our drinks and Karin then said, ‘Come, let us go 

for a walk, it’s a nice night.’ She then started to turn off the lights 
and lock the doors.  

We walked slowly and I took her hold of her hand, she 
squeezed my hand and smiled at me, I almost turned to jelly.  We 
walked, holding hands and talking, getting to know one another.  I 
saw that we were walking towards the radio tower which was 
illuminated and looked a bit like the Eifel Tower.  Karin explained 
to me that we were walking past the Berlin Exhibition Grounds and 
that the radio tower was called the Funkturn and was one hundred 
and fifty metres tall and came into use for broadcasting in 1926; the 
locals had nicknamed it ‘the Lanky Lad’.  She pointed out the Free 
Berlin Radio Station on the opposite side of the road and we started 
walking back.    
  We arrived back at the Linden Klause and Karin took me down 
Lindenallee and opened up the door giving access to the apartments 
above the gaststaette, she grabbed my hand and said, ‘Come, we can 
have a goodnight drink.’ 

We walked up to the first floor where she opened the door to 
an apartment which had a name plate ‘Blaschke’ on it. As we went 
in a female voice asked in German, ‘Is that you Karin?’ 

Karin replied in German, ‘Yes, Mutti, I have brought a friend 
home, good night.’ 
Karin then led me into the kitchen, opened the refrigerator and took 
out a bottle of wine and poured two glasses, giving me one.  She lit 
a candle and put it on the kitchen table and we sat down on the 
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corner bench.  We toasted each other and sipped our wine, it was all 
very romantic, so I kissed her and she responded enthusiastically.  I 
placed my hand over her breast and felt that her nipples were hard; 
I therefore put my hand under her blouse and fondled her breasts. 
We continued petting for a while and then she said, ‘I think you must 
go, I would like you to stay but my parents are here.’ 

‘Can I see you again? I asked 
‘I would like that,’ she replied, ‘I work in my parent’s pub most 

nights except Tuesday when I have a day off.’ 
Reluctantly I got up to go, took down her telephone number, 

kissed her goodnight, and left.  Crossing the square to Edinburgh 
House I could have been on a cloud, I was smitten with her.  The 
events of the day were a distant memory and I had no trouble getting 
to sleep, dreaming of Karin. 
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13 IDENTIFYING THE TARGET 
 
 
I woke up early the next morning, showered and had breakfast, 
which I must say was pretty good.  The breakfast room was almost 
full; it was obviously a popular place to stay.  I went into the lounge 
with a cup of tea and got out the file I had been given. The most 
difficult part of surveillance is the initial contact and identification of 
the target.  Once you have the seen the target for a little while it’s 
easy, you can identify them at a distance from mannerisms, style of 
walking, posture etcetera, irrespective of what they are wearing. 
Therefore, I needed to pick up Fielding and identify him; this would 
lead on to vehicles used, places frequented and personal contacts. 
From the file I learned that Fielding was employed as the OC’s Staff 
Car Driver. He had been seconded to the aircraft crash dive team 
but was now back on his normal duties. The vehicle he used was an 
RMP black Opel Kapitan which was parked up in its own dedicated 
parking spot outside the RMP Duty Room when not in use. 
Corporal Fielding normally collected the OC from his house in the 
morning and drove him wherever he needed to go during the day 
and also ran errands for members of his family.  He took the OC 
home, usually sometime between 1700 and 1800 hours.  He was also 
required to drive the OC evenings when there were official functions 
or social occasions and to church on Sunday, how convenient, I 
thought.  I had a photo of Fielding and there was a note in the file 



A Wolf in Berlin – Operation Red Comet            P a g e  | 64 

 

that he had been seen driving a blue metallic 1963 Mercedes 230 SL, 
as this was my dream car I knew exactly what this looked like.  Of 
course on a Sergeants salary I would never be able to afford one.  
Just at that moment the Concierge attracted my attention and said, 
‘Sergeant Wolf, there’s a call for you.’   

I went over to his desk and he indicated a private booth with a 
telephone in.  I picked up the receiver and found that it was Chris 
Jennings from the SIB Det.  ‘I thought I would just give you an 
update on Fielding,’ he said.  He then continued, ‘Fielding will be 
driving the OC over to East Berlin tomorrow, they are scheduled to 
go through Checkpoint Charlie at 1000 hours. We have arranged a 
normal mini-bus tour which we can use to follow them over, if you 
want. It might be useful to see if Fielding makes any contacts over 
there.’   

‘Good idea,’ I confirmed. 
‘You will need to wear uniform but the Intelligence guys will 

provide you with a hat and jacket as the trip is covert, we will collect 
you at Edinburgh House at 0900 hours in the morning.’ 

I then asked Chris, ‘Can you check for me if the OC RMP had 
any plans for Fielding today or this evening.’  

‘Give me five minutes,’ he replied.   
I waited near the telephone booth and a short while later Chris 

called back, ‘Fielding is taking his boss to Saint George’s church for 
a service starting at 1100 hours this morning and dropping him off 
home afterwards, after that he is free to do as he pleases.’ 

‘Thanks Chris, that helps a great deal, hopefully I can get an ID 
on him today, I will call you later this evening to let you know how 
it went.’ 

I had a couple of hours to spare so I drove to West End and 
checked out Saint Georges Church and the Olympic Stadium for 
suitable places to park up.  Whilst waiting I read up on the stadium 
in a travel guide I had found in the car. Build for the 1916 games 
which were cancelled because of the first world war it was completed 
for the 1936 games and it was very impressive, the Third Reich 
certainly knew how to build. 
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By 0930 hours I was parked up on the square in front of the 
stadium which was used as a car park.  From my position I could see 
any vehicle going to, or coming from the military area of the stadium, 
other than to or from the Spandau area.  As it was unlikely that 
Spandau would be of interest and according to Chris the West Gate 
of the Stadium was closed, I was confident that this position was 
OK. I started reading the briefing file that the RSM had given me, it 
detailed the various sectors, political situation, locations of interest 
and rules of engagement.  The maps gave me an overview of 
geographical locations which could be used for orientation and the 
Sector and Zonal borders were marked with telephone points and 
manned police locations which might be of interest, a very 
interesting document and I decided that I needed to keep it with me 
as a reference document. 
  About 1030 hours, I saw the Military Police staff car coming 
from the East Gate and driving in the direction of the officers 
married quarters, it was not possible to positively identify Fielding, 
but that would come later. I then drove the short distance to Saint 
Georges Church and parked up where I had a good view of the 
entrance.  Just before 1100 hours the Military Police Staff Car pulled 
up in front of the church and the driver, who from his photograph 
I identified as Corporal Fielding, got out, held the rear door open for 
his boss and saluted.  Once the Officer Commanding the Military 
Police unit and his wife had walked into the church, Fielding parked 
the car nearby and got out and lit a cigarette. The service lasted ninety 
minutes; and having observed him for the whole time, I was 
confident I could recognize him at a distance. Fielding collected the 
OC RMP and his wife from outside the church and drove off.  
Following him would prove nothing at all and possibly compromise 
my vehicle, I therefore decided to return to the parking area in front 
of the Olympic Stadium where I had a good view of cars going to 
and leaving by the East Gate control point. 

Twenty minutes later Fielding drove the vehicle back towards 
the military lines without his passengers.  I reckoned that it would 
take Fielding at least 30 minutes to park up and get changed so I 
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went into a nearby Schnell Imbiss and order a bottle of Fanta and 
plate of chips with mayonnaise.  I took my drink and plate of chips 
outside just in case. 

I moved the car closer to the main road and waited, but I had 
a long wait, it was not until 2050 hours that evening that anything 
happened.  At that time, I saw a dark coloured Mercedes 230 SL, 
driven by a blonde lady, driving in the direction of the East Gate. 
Although due to the lighting I couldn’t tell if it was blue, this was the 
first one I had seen going towards the military lines and had to be 
worth checking out.  I saw it coming back only about five minutes 
later so started my engine and followed.  The blonde was not a fast 
driver and it was fairly easy to keep the vehicle in sight.  Initially 
traffic was sparse so I kept well back, trying to keep one vehicle 
between us and followed the Mercedes past Edinburgh House.  I 
followed in the direction of the Funkturm radio tower and over the 
Stadt Autobahn.  Traffic increased so I moved up until I was almost 
behind the vehicle but still with one car in between.  After ten 
minutes we parked up on a major road called the Kurfurstendamm. 
This was obviously where all the night life was, it was lit up like 
Piccadilly Circus.  The Mercedes parked on the centre strip of the 
two lane Ku’damm and I found a parking place on the roadside and 
quickly found a position to observe the occupants of the Mercedes.  
A couple got out of the car and walked over to a night club, which 
to say the least was heaving with people.  The man was similar in 
appearance to Fielding but it was not a positive ID, but they were so 
distinctly dressed that I had no worries of finding them in the club.  
The blonde had a bee-hive hair-do and was wearing a very short red 
mini-skirt, white shorty jacket and thigh length white boots.  He was 
wearing black, trousers and light brown leather jacket. 

I checked out the Mercedes, it was blue metallic, so I noted the 
registration number.  I picked a position from which I could see the 
vehicle as well as the club and just observed.  The Club was called 
the ‘Champagne Lady’ and featured an enormous shallow bowled 
champagne coupe just inside, on the ground floor.  The oversized 
glass was full of liquid with bubbles and with a very pretty girl, almost 
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wearing a bikini, and cavorting in the liquid which was lit alternately 
pink, blue, yellow and red.  It looked very inviting and more than 
one male patron was attempting to join her in the glass. This perhaps 
had something to do with the fact that the material of the girl’s bikini 
was of a very flimsy fabric and her nipples were standing out like 
acorns.  A second girl, dressed in a similar manner was about to join 
her.   

It was just before midnight when I entered the club. The band 
was playing ‘Substitute’ by the Who.  I bought myself a beer and 
walked around. The place was packed; this was one of Berlin’s most 
sophisticated hot spots and from the price of the beer, was making 
a good deal of money.  The music was loud and the lights dim. The 
clientele was obviously mainly well to do trendy types; this was 
obviously not a normal squaddie haunt.  I went up the wide central 
staircase to the first floor where a live group was playing.  Plush 
seating groups were occupied by groups or couples, champagne 
seemed to be the drink of choice.  There was a small crowded dance 
floor and the blonde and her companion, were dancing in the middle 
of it.  I sat at the bar and watched them using the mirror behind the 
bar.  At the end of the dance I saw them walk over to a seating group 
where two other couples were sitting.  It was definitely Fielding with 
the blonde, she was very attractive if a little tarty, early twenties, dark 
eyes with large false eye lashes, she had large breasts and was not 
afraid to show what she had. In the style of Mary Quant, her blouse 
was see through and she was not wearing a bra.  She was well 
proportioned but no more than five foot seven inches tall, with legs 
that men drool over. With her mini skirt and boots and other 
attributes she stood out in a crowd. I would have no problem picking 
her out at a distance. Fielding looked exactly like his photograph, 
mid-twenties, about six foot, well built, probably works out, rugged 
good looks, a bit like Rock Hudson, you could see how the blonde 
would be attracted to him, lucky sod!  They were drinking wine and 
from their appearance, plenty of it.  They were very animated, 
talking, hugging, occasionally kissing intensely and interspersed with 
time on the dance floor.  They seemed to be fans of Nancy Sinatra, 
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dancing to ‘These boots are made for walking’ very fitting and the 
girl really showed off her boots.  They danced the Hully Gully, the 
Twist and the Mashed Potato; they were having a great time, I, on 
the other hand was not. I chatted to some of the girls but my job 
was to watch the targets, so that’s what I did.  The bar mirror was a 
great asset, allowing me to sip my drinks, eat the peanuts and other 
nibbles provided on the bar but keeping one eye on Fielding and the 
girl at all times. They occasionally talked to the other two couples 
but were mainly interested in each other.  I followed Fielding to the 
toilet but he made no contact with anyone else.  Then again, in the 
present circumstances why would he want to? 

About one in the morning they called for the bill. I finished off 
my beer and left the Night Club and quickly went back to my car 
and prepared to follow the Mercedes.  I switched the car radio on to 
the American Armed Forces Network and listened to the Beach 
Boys.  About ten minutes later Fielding and the girl returned to the 
Mercedes.  Fielding got in the driver’s seat but it was a good few 
minutes before the vehicle was started up, it didn’t take Einstein to 
work out why.  I followed the vehicle up the Ku’damm and right 
into a road called Uhlandstrasse, where they parked outside of a large 
thirties style apartment block and went in. The apartment block had 
four storeys and once was quite an imposing building, now it was a 
dirty grey colour and there were scars on the facia left over from 
wartime.  I waited a few minutes and tried to follow but the door 
was locked.  I crossed the road to a position where I could see the 
front of the block.  At this time of the morning there were no lights 
on in the apartments, so it was quite easy to see that they went to an 
apartment on the third floor to the right of the central staircase.  I 
then checked the name plates and noted the names listed for the 
third floor.  That’s it, I thought to myself, time to hit the sack.  I 
drove slowly back to Edinburgh House and called Chris from 
Reception, apologising for the time, and quickly brought him up-to-
date and asked him to have the registration number of the Mercedes 
checked out. I then went up to my room but before I turned in, I 
made some notes of the events that night in my Army Book 466 
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Police Notebook, normally just referred to as an AB 466. I was 
whacked and drifted off to sleep the moment my head hit the pillow.  
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14 EAST BERLIN TOUR 
 
 
Reception called me at 0630 hours, I was not a happy teddy bear but 
a shower and some breakfast would fix that.  One good thing about 
hotels is that they have unlimited hot water.  I certainly took 
advantage of it that morning.  I dressed casually for breakfast and 
elected to have a full English breakfast rather than the continental, 
despite the marvellous bread rolls and pastries on display.  A few 
glasses of orange juice put me in the right frame of mind.  I went 
back to my room and completed my notes from the night before.  I 
then dressed in normal dress uniform but without jacket or hat. 

At 0900 hours I met Chris in Reception, he seemed to have 
joined the Royal Engineers according to his uniform.  H then said, 
‘I saw the blue Mercedes this morning, Fielding drove it in to work 
this morning and I was behind him on the way to the East Gate.’ 

I replied, ‘That makes sense, I left him at Uhlandstrasse and he 
had to get in this morning to take the OC on the tour.’ 

Chris handed me a uniform jacket and black beret.  I saw that 
I was to be a Sergeant in the Royal Corps of Transport. I put the 
jacket and beret on, checked myself in a full length mirror and 
walked outside with Chris.  The mini-bus was parked outside and 
from its markings was from the RCT.  Our Intelligence contact, Sam 
Richards was sitting in the back, he was in the Royal Engineers today 
and there were two other soldiers in the front, dressed in the RCT 
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uniform and apparently Corporals.   
After saying hello to Sam he introduced me to the two 

supposed RCT Corporals, they were in fact Intelligence NCOs, Rick 
Davis & Ben Simpson, Ben was the driver.   

Sam explained ‘These two guys will be the ones out of the 
ground, whilst we stay out of the way.’   

I noted the vehicle was also fitted with a Telefunken radio and 
the radio traffic could be heard quite distinctly.  ‘We are monitoring 
the RMP Net in case Fielding uses the radio; his Call Sign is Alpha 
One One,’ commented Sam. 

‘Come on young Ben, off to Checkpoint Charlie,’ commanded 
Sam. 

We pulled out into the traffic and took the second right onto 
Kaiserdamm which leads all the way to the Brandenburg Gate but 
changes names a few times.  We went past the Siegessaule Victory 
Column and on towards the Brandenburg Gate. Just as the gate came 
into view we turned right and passed the famous Berlin 
Philharmony, so many famous places in one short drive.  We passed 
signs to Potsdamer Platz and saw the Berlin Wall and the remains of 
the bombed Anhalter Bahnhof railway station.  We turned left into 
Friedrichstrasse and there was Checkpoint Charlie.  The wooden 
control booths were in the middle of the road with a parked US 
Military Police vehicle.  We stopped at the RMP window and handed 
the NCO our documentation.  He checked our documentation, 
came outside and checked our vehicle, confirming the registration 
number.  He handed our documentation back, smiled knowingly at 
Chris and stated that we are noted to be out by 1800 hours.  With 
that we drove slowly towards the border past a sign telling us that 
we were ‘leaving the American Sector’, marked by a white line on the 
road.  Ahead of us the border crossing was certainly imposing, 
updated from time to time to get rid of any possible method of 
escape at that point.  The watch towers were manned, barbed wire 
on top of the wall and a concrete block slalom to stop vehicles going 
straight through.  The barrier was raised to allow us in and we 
negotiated the slalom at walking pace, allowing the VOPOs to see 
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inside but having no contact with them. Chris explained that the 
Volks Polizei or Peoples Police were not permitted to have any 
contact with us; we only dealt with the Russians.  Eventually we were 
stopped by a Russian soldier who checked our documents and 
visually checked the interior of the mini-bus and the occupants.  He 
seemed satisfied and waved us on.   

Sam then explained that these so called flag tours usually had 
the same route or at least mainly went to the same places.  We could 
expect to go to the imposing Pergamon Museum, the magnificent 
Soviet War Memorial at Treptower Park and Alexander Platz, 
probably for lunch.  We will park up on Unter Den Linden, which is 
the road that leads to the Brandenburg Gate on the eastern side as 
nearly all vehicles go that way.  We drove on the short distance to 
Unter Den Linden and parked up outside a café, and waited. The 
difference between East and West Berlin was immense; the Eastern 
sector of the city was shabby, dismal and ill repaired.  From our 
position we could see the Brandenburg Gate but from the other side.  
There had been no great investment in the buildings or streets and 
the famous hotels, restaurants and cafes of the pre-war era were not 
a shadow of their former elegance. 

Ten minutes later we saw the Military Police Opel Kapitan staff 
car pass by with three occupants.  We followed at a distance. ‘You 
can keep a look out for the Stasi surveillance team; they often put 
one on vehicles on the tour.’ commented Sam.   

We followed to the Pergamon Museum and watched as the 
Military Police Commander, Major Michael Green RMP alighted 
from his staff car. He was almost six foot tall and tending towards 
being paunchy.  With him was his second in command, Captain 
Julian Foster. He was mid-thirties, lean and average height.  He was 
a new arrival to Berlin and perhaps that was the reason for the tour. 
The two officers walked off in the direction of the museum entrance 
whilst Corporal Fielding stayed with his vehicle.   

‘OK,’ said Sam, ‘we need to keep this natural so we will leave 
Ben and Rick here to monitor Fielding, we three will do the tourist 
bit but stay together and near the entrance.’  The building was 



A Wolf in Berlin – Operation Red Comet            P a g e  | 73 

 

impressive but the lack of maintenance was obvious and I was a bit 
worried that masonry might fall. I am not an architecture buff and 
the exhibits in the museum were all of an architectural nature, mainly 
pieces excavated by the Berlin Museums including the frieze of the 
Pergamon Altar from which the museum got its name.  I was actually 
quite glad when after an hour, the two officers returned to the staff 
car.   We likewise returned to our bus and followed, Ben informed 
us that Fielding had gone for a coffee but nothing untoward had 
occurred.   

We followed and shortly afterwards pulled over and parked.  
‘They’re going into the open air market.’ said Chris, ‘they probably 
want to stock up on Jenna Crystal or Praktica Cameras.’  

Sam then explained, ‘we get twelve West Marks to BAFSV £1.  
Changing West Marks to East Marks in West Berlin you would 
normally get four to one, but if you paid in West Marks the vendors 
in East Berlin will give you an exchange rate of twelve to one, 
equivalent to an exchange rate of one hundred and forty-four East 
Marks to BAFSV £1.  That makes shopping or eating out in East 
Berlin an absolute pleasure and extremely good value for money.  It’s 
technically illegal but it’s tolerated by both sides, after-all, the 
Western Allies want the goods and the East Germans want the 
western currency, a good deal is one where everybody benefits.’ 

The two Military Police officers disappeared into the market, 
Fielding stayed with his car and we adjourned to a nearby Kiosk for 
a drink.  The two officers returned about forty-five minutes later 
carrying a number of parcels wrapped in brown paper and tied with 
string.  Fielding helped them pack the parcels in the boot. 

We then followed them to Alexanderplatz, where the two RMP 
officers walked off towards a good restaurant, as I now knew, they 
could afford it!  Fielding locked the staff car and walked towards a 
nearby Gaststaette named after the square.  Rick & Ben followed 
him, we locked the mini-bus and went to another Restaurant, and 
there were plenty to choose from.  We chose a table where we could 
keep an eye on the bus and ordered a beer and the menu. Sam 
suggested that we try Solyanka, a typical East German dish with its 
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origins in a Russian recipe of left-over soup.  We ordered it and were 
not disappointed.  There was everything in it, sausage, smoked pork, 
pickles, peppers, tomatoes and sauerkraut. We finished off with 
coffee, paid the bill and returned to the mini-bus. 

Rick & Ben entered the Gaststaette Alexander Platz, the main 
restaurant area was dimly lit and would best be described as shabby 
chic, it had seen much better days.  Fielding was sitting alone near a 
window, sipping a beer and reading the menu.  Rick and Ben sat 
towards the rear of restaurant where they had a good view of the 
complete establishment.  There was a sullen looking barman dressed 
in white shirt, dark trousers and long brown leather apron.  He was 
built like the proverbial brick shithouse with a bald head.  He could 
obviously pick up beer kegs easily, empty or full. There was another 
patron in the restaurant, sitting behind Fielding.  He was dressed in 
a beige wind-cheater and was also sipping a beer.   

‘Did you see the guy sitting in the Wartburg parked out front?’ 
asked Ben.   

“Yes, I clocked him; this guy is possibly his partner,” replied 
Rick.   

A waitress then came out of the corridor beside the bar counter; 
she came over and asked Rick and Ben what they would like.  Both 
ordered beers and half chickens with potato salad.  

Ben appeared to be playing with a packet of cigarettes; he was 
in fact taking covert photographs with a miniature camera.   

The waitress was pretty with an oval face, fair hair tied up in a 
bun, early to mid-twenties, slim and wearing the normal waitress 
garb of black dress, white apron and tie around money bag.   

When she brought the food Rick flirted with her and asked her 
name, she was quite coquettish and said she was called Anna and 
lived in Friedrichshain near the Ost Bahnhof. After she had returned 
to her duties, Ben noted that Fielding had finished his plate of food 
and when Anna was near to him, he nodded to her, and she replied 
with an almost imperceptible movement of her head.  She turned 
around and walked out into the corridor by the bar.   

Almost immediately Fielding got up and walked to the corridor 
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which had a sign indicating that the toilets were situated there.  Ben 
got up and followed, as he entered the corridor he was just in time 
to see Fielding walking down the corridor and Anna coming the 
other way.  As they passed each other there was slight contact and 
Anna wrapped something into her apron. She then walked through 
to the kitchen.   

Ben followed Fielding to the toilet and careful not to make eye 
contact, nodded politely to him as he took his place at the urinals. 
The toilet was very old fashioned, smelt of stale urine and probably 
had not been updated since the war.   

Fielding returned to his seat and Ben returned to his a few 
minutes later. Ben confirmed to Rick that there had been a brush 
pass, Rick answered that the suspected Stasi Agent had apparently 
not seen anything. 

Ben asked for the bill which Anna promptly brought to the 
table.  After paying and leaving a very generous tip, Rick and Ben 
got up to leave at which time Ben noted that Fielding was asking for 
his bill. 
  On joining the others at the mini-bus, Rick commented that, 
‘Fielding is just paying his bill; he seems to have passed something 
to the waitress in that Gaststaette, her name is Anna.  They ignored 
each other but later contrived a brush pass in the corridor to the 
toilets, a small package was passed over, and she hid it in her apron 
and then went into the kitchen.  I have a photograph of her but not 
of the brush pass, it was too quick and difficult to observe.’  

‘Well done both of you.’  said Sam, Chris and I also 
congratulated the team.  

‘Could it have been the aircraft component?’ I asked. 
‘Almost certainly not’ replied Rick, ‘it was a small package or 

even an envelope.’ 
We observed Fielding return to the staff car and shortly 

afterwards the two RMP officers joined him in the vehicle.  The 
suspected Stasi Agent from the Gaststaette joined his comrade in the 
vehicle outside, and they followed the Military Police vehicle when 
it drove off.  For the sake of normality, we drove to the Soviet War 
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memorial at Treptower Park.  It was certainly an imposing place with 
ornate Central Avenue bordered by large statues, leading up the 
immense main memorial statue.  The soviets like things on a grand 
scale and this memorial certainly fits the bill. We took the tour and 
then returned to Check Point Charlie, we didn’t need to stay with 
the staff car, as we had everything that we needed.  
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15 TARGET LOST 
 
 
We booked back into the West at 1715 hours and I was dropped off 
at Edinburgh House 30 minutes later.   

Before I left the mini-bus, Chris said “I think we need a full 
briefing in the office tomorrow, I will confirm with the OC but 
probably 1030 hours, by which time we can have the photo of the 
girl developed.  Will you be staying on him this evening?” he asked.   

‘Yes, I just want to get out of this uniform and I am going to 
change to the motor cycle, the Beetle is just a little bit too slow,’ I 
replied. 

I went up to my room and changed out of the uniform, putting 
on casual clothing and my leather jacket.  I went down to the car 
park and opened up the Beetle.  Although the Beetle was 
comfortable and shielded me from the elements it was probably no 
match for the Mercedes with Fielding driving, that was my 
reasoning, however, the truth was that I just liked motor cycles.  

I was just driving up Hans Braun Strasse towards the East Gate 
Barrier when the blue Mercedes driven by Fielding came out through 
the barrier.  I watched in my rear view mirror as the vehicle turned 
left towards Ruhleben and Spandau rather than right as I would have 
expected.   

I made a loud involuntary exclamation of ‘Shit,’ as I turned 
using the hand brake and gunned the engine.  I skidded on the 
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cobbles as I took the left turn but was able to get control.  I had 
done the advanced driving course but high speed driving was never 
envisaged in a Volkswagen Beetle. I hurtled down Ruhlebenerstrasse 
mainly keeping to the middle of the road, overtaking everything on 
my side and forcing vehicles coming towards me to give way.  I used 
every ounce of acceleration I had but in a Volkswagen Beetle that is 
not very much, that was the last I saw of the blue Mercedes, not that 
I gave up.  I followed the major road into Spandau and screamed to 
a halt in front of the Rathaus or Council Offices.  I got my maps out 
and studied them, that didn’t help at all, he could have gone in any 
direction and half of Spandau was a forest.  I had to just face it; I 
had made a mistake and lost the target.  Searching the area was a 
waste of time; I had no idea which way he might have gone. Standard 
Operating Procedure was to go back to known places, so Ku’damm 
and the Champagne Lady Night Club it was. I saw from the map 
that I could take a short cut to the Heerstrasse and up past 
Edinburgh House where I was staying.  I kept my speed down, there 
was nothing to risk life and limb for.  I got onto the Ku’damm and 
parked on the middle reservation.  I went into the Champagne Lady 
and the same girl was cavorting in the glass with a crowd of men 
leering at her.  I looked around downstairs but there was no-one I 
recognized.  I went upstairs and bought myself a beer and sat down 
at the bar. The music was loud; the dance floor crowded but again 
there was no-one I recognized.  I stayed in the club until after 
midnight, checking downstairs every so often, but no one of interest 
was about.  On leaving I drove to Uhlandstrasse and checked the 
apartment where I had seen Fielding and the girl, the lights were off 
and the Mercedes was not parked on the street.  Dejected I drove 
back to Edinburgh House.  I had managed to grab some bar food 
whilst in the club so I was not hungry, but I was feeling sorry for 
myself.  I went up to my room, got undressed and got into bed but 
sleep would not come.  The events of the day played on my mind, 
especially losing the target, I was not looking forward to the briefing 
in the morning. 



A Wolf in Berlin – Operation Red Comet            P a g e  | 79 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
16 SPANDAU REDEZVOUS 
 
 
Mike Fielding drove to a Gaststaette near to the British Military 
Hospital or BMH in Spandau.  He parked the Mercedes and went 
inside, where he saw Hans sitting at a corner table and went over and 
sat down. 

‘How did it go?’ asked Hans, signalling the waiter to bring a 
beer for Fielding. 

‘I did as you wanted, but I am not happy about it,’ replied 
Fielding. 

‘Did you put the article where I suggested?’ asked Hans. 
‘Yes, it was put there and I made the chalk mark as you wanted.’ 
‘Here are a thousand marks as agreed,’ said Hans, 

surreptitiously passing over an envelope which Fielding quickly put 
into his jacket pocket. 

‘Now that we have worked together successfully, perhaps we 
will be able to work together again in the future? asked Hans. 

‘No way, I just want to be left alone to do my own thing,’ 
replied Fielding. 

‘It doesn’t work that way,’ answered Hans, smiling. 
‘I did what you wanted, it was a one off!’ countered Fielding, 

‘If you push me I will inform my boss, I am not a traitor,’ said 
Fielding getting agitated. 

‘OK, let’s stay friends, you do your thing and we will leave you 



A Wolf in Berlin – Operation Red Comet            P a g e  | 80 

 

alone, enjoy the money, you did a good job, perhaps you will change 
your mind when you need more money.’  With that Hans held up 
his glass of beer, Fielding did the same and they clinked their glasses 
together. 

They finished their beers and as they were about to leave, Hans 
asked, “Could you give me a lift to Nordhafen, I’ve got a lock up 
there, that’s where my driver will pick me up.’ 

‘No problem at all.’ replied Fielding, relieved that it was all over. 
They walked out to the Mercedes and climbed in.  Fielding 

started the car and drove out of the car park towards the Nordhafen 
or North Harbour of Spandau and following directions from Hans, 
entered an industrial area which was deserted at night.   

‘Just park up over there by the water, that building is where my 
lock up is,’ commanded Hans. 

Fielding was starting to feel very uneasy, he just wanted to drop 
Hans off and get the hell out of there. He pulled up near to the water 
and Hans opened the door and got out.  

He turned back to face Fielding and said, ‘You should have 
accepted my offer, I can’t afford to leave any loose ends.’  With that 
he pulled a silenced Makarov pistol from his waistband, aimed it at 
Fielding’s forehead and pulled the trigger.  The noise of the gun 
firing was not audible for any distance.  Fielding slumped back in the 
seat, blood beginning to seep from the wound in his forehead. 

Victor, Hans’ compatriot from the Wilmersdorf Safe House 
stepped out of the shadows and opened the driver’s door, searched 
through Fielding’s clothing and removed the envelope of cash, he 
turned off the car lights and wound the driver’s door window down 
a little. He then put the automatic shift into drive and with a stick 
pushed down on the accelerator.  The Mercedes lurched forward 
over the edge of the quay and into the water, quickly sinking out of 
sight.  

‘Just the girl to get rid of and we have it tidied up,’ commented 
Hans. 
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17 TARGET AWOL 
 
 
The following morning, I was up early, had a good breakfast and 
drove to the Olympic Stadium, getting in to the SIB office at 0900 
hours. I paid my respects to the RSM, grabbed a coffee and joined 
Chris Jennings in his office. There were also two SIB Sergeants there 
who I had not previously met; they were introduced by Chris as 
Adrian Crawford and Dave Cooper.  I was quietly sipping my coffee 
and bringing Chris up-to-date when the RSM shouted out that we 
should join him in his office.  Chris and I grabbed our coffees and 
went into the RSM’s office.   

As soon as we were seated the RSM said, ‘Fielding is missing, 
he didn’t turn in for work this morning, another NCO had to collect 
Major Green and bring him in to work, what do we know?’ 

I then quickly brought him up to date and he said, ‘The Boss is 
briefing Major Green, our briefing is set for 1030 hours, in the 
meantime you two take the Interpreter and go checkout that 
apartment in Uhlandstrasse, if Fielding is there arrest him and bring 
him back here, get back as soon as you can.’   

Chris and I went down to the car park where Chris had parked 
his duty vehicle, a black Volkswagen Variant estate car.  Karl the 
Interpreter joined us a few minutes later.  A small man, overweight 
with dark receding hair and glasses, Karl had been with SIB for ten 
years and no-one knew the system better than him.  Within 15 
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minutes we were parking the vehicle outside the apartment block, 
Chris would not have made better time if he had been using blue 
light and martin horns. I pointed out the entranceway and suspected 
apartment and Karl went to work.  The door was locked so he 
pressed all of the bells, the first person to answer via the intercom 
was ordered to open the door, a buzzer sounded and we were in. We 
walked up to the third floor pressed the bell on the door but without 
result. There was a name plate on the door showing the occupant to 
be ‘Heike Schmidt’. The door to an adjacent apartment opened and 
an elderly lady peered out, said something in German and closed her 
door again.   

‘She says that, “the girl sleeps late!” said Karl, at that we 
hammered on the door and kept the bell pressed.  After a few 
minutes we heard movement inside the apartment.  The door 
opened and there stood Fielding’s partner, not quite so pretty with 
her hair in curlers.  She was wearing a see through pink baby doll 
nightdress edged with fur, very revealing and she was not wearing 
anything underneath and was barefoot. She was obviously still half 
asleep when we invited ourselves into the apartment after 
introducing ourselves and showing our ID.  Chris and I immediately 
searched the apartment but Fielding was not there and the bed only 
showed signs of single occupancy.  We joined Karl in the living room 
where the girl and Karl were sitting in armchairs, Karl was checking 
her ID and noting down the details.  She had not bothered getting a 
wrap of any sort and her breasts and pubic region were clearly visible.  
She was obviously a natural blonde and although she was quite 
pretty, it was a little early and we had other priorities.  I went back 
into her bedroom and collected a dressing gown which I took to her.  
She put it on giving a rather intentional display of her wares whilst 
doing so. I saw Karl gulp for air; poor guy was getting hot under the 
collar.  We confirmed that she was Heike Schmidt, a twenty-four 
years old Night Club Hostess who had been residing in 
Uhlandstrasse for the last six years.   

Her English was excellent so I asked, ‘Were you at the club last 
night?’ 
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‘No,’ she replied, ‘it was my day off and I stayed at home to 
cook a meal.’ 

‘Did you see Corporal Fielding yesterday? I asked. 
‘Only in the morning when he left me to go in for duty,’ she 

replied.  He was supposed to come here last night for the meal I had 
cooked, but he did not come, that’s the first time he has ever missed 
a date with me, so I am a little bit worried,’ she replied.  

‘How long have you two been together?’ I asked. 
‘Just six months,’ she replied. 
‘Who owns the Mercedes?’ I demanded. 
‘I bought it for Mike but it is registered in my name, we were 

thinking of registering it as a BFG car to get the petrol ration but 
Mike said it was not a good idea,’ she explained.  

Do you know where Mike Fielding is now?’ I asked. 
‘I have no idea at all where he could be, it is not like him at all.’ 
I then continued, ‘We are also worried about him and need to 

speak with him, it would help us if you could come to the SIB office 
in the Olympic Stadium to make a formal statement, say about 1100 
hours? 

She confirmed that she would attend the SIB Office later that 
morning for interview and so I gave her directions to get there by U 
Bahn. We then left the apartment and whilst walking to the car, saw 
but didn’t take any notice of the two men standing on the pavement 
just down the street. We drove back to the office, getting there just 
in time for the briefing. 

We all gathered in the Briefing Room and after a quick 
Introduction by Captain Rogers and WO1 Dick Holmes, I brought 
everyone up-to-date, Sam Richards from Intelligence interjected and 
put a slide depicting a waitress up on the screen, ‘this is Anna 
Schmidt, who works as a waitress in Alexanderplatz, East Berlin. 
Fielding passed something to her with a brush pass, it can’t just be 
coincidence that her name is Schmidt the same as Fielding’s 
girlfriend.    

‘Heike Schmidt is coming in later, we can ask her about it, I 
replied. 
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‘I think we have a problem,’ said the OC, ‘Fielding is now 
officially AWOL, Wolf lost him on the way into Spandau and he 
missed a date last night with his girlfriend, he hasn’t left Berlin by 
any of the Checkpoints, so we have to assume that something has 
happened to him.  We have circulated the vehicle description to all 
patrols and to the German Police but nothing to-date.’ 

‘We need to carry out a search of Spandau, including the forest, 
Fielding could be injured.’ I offered.  

‘Good idea,’ remarked the OC, ‘liaise with RMP and get one 
underway as soon as possible.’ 

I turned to Chris and said, ‘Could you interview Heike Schmidt 
when she comes in?’ 

‘Sure, leave it to me,’ answered Chris. 
Sam Richards then said, ‘I would like to sit in on that interview.’ 
‘That’s fine with me,’ answered Chris, ‘are you interested in the 

Intelligence aspect or do you just want to see what she will be 
wearing for this interview?’ 

Sam just laughed out loud and said, ‘cheeky bugger.’ 
I went through to the coffee room, opened the window and grill and 
stepped through into the RMP lines. I walked into the RMP Control 
Room and introduced myself, Bob Standing, the Desk Sergeant led 
me to a room opposite where the RMP OC, 2IC and RSM were 
seated at a large table drinking coffee.  

The RSM, Jim Booth indicated that I should pour myself a 
coffee, which I did, he then asked, ‘Any news of Fielding from your 
side?’ 

‘No,’ I replied, unfortunately I lost Fielding in Spandau last 
night, I couldn’t keep up with him in the Beetle. We interviewed 
Heika Schmidt this morning, she is Fielding’s girlfriend, but she has 
no idea where he might be, she confirms that he missed a date with 
her last night.’ 

‘Yes, your boss did tell us that a Wolf lost its prey last night, 
you should have asked me, I could have given you something a little 
faster than a Beetle.’ said the RSM smiling.  

I then said, ‘We can’t rule out that something untoward has 
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happened to Fielding, therefore we think that a full scale search 
needs to be initiated.’ 

‘Yes, we have come to the same conclusion, Fielding is 
normally quite reliable. The RSM will co-ordinate the search,’ the 
OC informed us, ‘please keep me informed of developments as they 
happen, this is one of our NCOs, leave no stone unturned, use every 
available resource we have, call in all off duty personnel and I will 
arrange for one of the local Infantry units to assist.’  With that he left 
the room followed by his 2IC.   

The RSM turned to me and said, ‘the name is Jim Booth; I 
know they call you Wolf but what is your actual name?’   

I replied, Wolf will be fine, I never use anything else.’ 
‘OK young Wolf, let’s find Fielding and hope he’s all right,’ said 

Jim Booth smiling. 
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18 TIDYING UP LOOSE ENDS 
 
 
Hans and his cohort Victor watched the SIB Investigators leave the 
apartment block in Uhlandstrasse and drive off.  They waited near 
the entrance door until someone came out; they kept the door open 
and went inside.  The two Stasi agents made their way up to Heike 
Schmidt’s apartment and using a key they had taken on their last 
visit, let themselves in.  They found Heike in the kitchen drinking 
coffee; she was open mouthed in shock at their sudden appearance. 
Without preamble, Hans turned the radio volume up, and Victor 
swiftly took hold of the girl. Hans pulled a gauze pad from his bag 
and forced it over her mouth and nose, the girl kicked out, fought 
and tried to scream but she quickly become unconscious.  Victor put 
his large hands around her neck and manually strangled her until he 
was sure she was dead, they then carried her body into the lounge 
where the curtains were still drawn. Hans took off her dressing gown 
cord and tied it around her neck.  Victor then held her up whilst 
Hans stood on a chair and tied the other end to the curtain rail 
support.  She was then left hanging by the neck, arms hanging down, 
looking just like a rag doll with her head on one side.  Just to 
complete the scene, Hans tipped the chair over, he then checked that 
they had not left anything behind; fingerprints were not a problem, 
as they both had gloves on.  They then left silently left the apartment 
and went on their way as if nothing untoward had occurred. 
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19 SPANDAU RATHAUS 
 
 
We strode into the Control Room and Jim ordered PM Mier our 
tame German Policeman to arrange for a Bereitschaft Polizei unit to 
meet us at Spandau Rathaus.  This special mobile police unit is on 
standby to assist with any large scale incident.  He then told Sergeant 
Bob Standing to arrange a Company Call Out, whilst the Desk NCO 
was already speaking to one of the local Infantry units, requested  
that the troops allocated to the search also assemble at the square in 
front of Spandau Rathaus for a briefing.  The Standby patrols were 
despatched to the Married Quarters to call in all RMP personnel 
using the loudspeakers fitted to their vehicles.  Bob Standing pressed 
a red button on the wall and a klaxon started sounding, which he 
allowed to stay on for some two minutes.  He then despatched one 
of the duty NCOs to the accommodation lines to tell the NCOs to 
dress for police duties, not war.  By this time, vehicles were arriving 
from the Motor Transport lines and being parked outside.   

WO1 Booth then turned to Sgt Standing and said, ‘Bob, have 
the Mobile Incident Vehicle readied for use and underway ASAP, 
you will act as Mobile Control, initially at Spandau Rathaus, WO2 
Dave Richardson will take over the Control Room.’   

A few minutes later I heard, ‘Your vehicle’s ready Sir,’ I turned 
to see one of the Duty NCOs was speaking to the RSM.  ‘Right let’s 
go find Fielding,’ with that RSM Booth strode off down the steps to 
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a waiting Volkswagen Variant, clutching his pace stick firmly under 
his left arm.  I got into the back seat and Jim Booth took the front 
passenger seat as befits his rank.  As we approached the East Gate 
the driver turned a switch and the martin horn sounded, warning the 
NCOs on duty of our presence, the barrier was already open by the 
time we arrived.  We followed the route that I had taken the previous 
evening, and after fifteen minutes we were parked up on the square 
in front of Spandau Rathaus or Town Hall.  The German Police were 
already in attendance and had cordoned off half of the square.  Over 
the next hour RMP vehicles, including the Mobile Incident Room 
arrived and was quickly set-up for use.  The local Infantry Battalion 
had provided 150 soldiers and their vehicles to assist in the search.  
Bob Standing then approached us to let us know that the Mobile 
Incident Room was operational.   

‘Right’, said Jim Booth, ‘Briefing in five minutes, our guys, the 
German Police and Infantry Officers and NCOs to attend.’  I then 
walked with Jim Booth over to the Mobile Incident Room, a four-
wheel drive Mercedes Unimog truck with a caravan body. We walked 
up the steps into the body of the vehicle.  There was a large map 
covering one wall, a radio manned by an RMP NCO as well as an 
Incident board and all the paraphernalia needed to control a major 
incident.  Two RMP NCOs were setting up a large map and talc 
covered board on the outside of the vehicle, ready for the briefing.  
As soon as it was set up Bob Standing started putting up details of 
the vehicle Fielding had been driving and a photograph of the NCO.  
This must have been a well-practiced routine as a Salvation Army 
Mobile Canteen had set up right next to the Incident Room and was 
handing out cups of tea.  The briefing got underway after the RSM 
had checked that there was no fresh information available from 
RMP Control, the German Police or the SIB office.   

After introducing himself, Jim Booth asked me to run through 
the events of the previous evening, which I did.  This was translated 
into German for the Polizei. The officers, NCOs and German 
Policemen attending the briefing noted the vehicle details and 
description of Corporal Fielding and were allocated grid squares to 
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search. Radio Call Signs of those not on the RMP Radio Net were 
noted by Bob Standing, who also had a radio on the Infantry Radio 
Net in the Incident Room. One of our main problems was that this 
was an extensive area including parts of the town of Spandau and a 
forest.  In our favour was the fact that it only extended as far as the 
Zonal Border with East Germany.  The area close to the border is 
patrolled 24 hours a day by the RMP Wire Patrol and there were 
German Police posts at regular intervals, no one had seen Fielding.  
It was now a waiting game.  I was joined by the RSM, Jim Booth so 
asked him what the plan was.  He explained that the Infantry and 
non-duty police personnel would be stood down at Sunset, 2000 
hours as it would be too difficult to carry on the main search in the 
dark, it would also give the search personnel much needed rest.  They 
would resume the main search at sunrise which was just after 06:00 
hours.  Duty patrols would continue the search of the built up areas 
during the night.  I asked Bob Standing to get me an update from 
the SIB office as I wanted to know if the interview with Heike 
Schmidt had turned up any fresh leads.  Back over the radio I heard 
that she had not turned up for interview.  The hairs on the back of 
my neck stood up, this just did not sound right.   

I then said to the radio operator, ‘Ask Chris Jennings to meet 
me outside her apartment block and bring KRIPO liaison.’ I told Jim 
Booth what was happening and asked to borrow a patrol vehicle, he 
suggested I take one of the RMP NCOs as driver as he could 
monitor the radio and keep me updated on the search.  I readily 
agreed and was introduced to Corporal ‘Taff’ Jones who led me to 
his Volkswagen Mini Bus.  I got in, briefed him on the destination 
and we set off. 
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20 DEATH IN UHLANDSTRASSE 
 
 
On our Arrival, Chris Jennings was already parked outside the 
apartment block.  He introduced me to Kriminal Kommissar 
Hermann Muller, a giant of a man in his late 30s, bald as a coot and 
with what is affectionately known as a ‘beer gut’.  Not a man I would 
want to have as an enemy.  Hermann shook my hand with a grip that 
confirmed my earlier opinion of him.  In surprisingly good English 
he told me that he worked as the Liaison Officer with SIB, 
representing the German Criminal Police.  We rang the bell to Heike 
Schmidt’s apartment but got no answer.  We easily entered the 
building with the simple expedient of Hermann ringing a doorbell at 
random and ordering the person answering to open the door, the 
buzzer to the electric lock sounded immediately.  We climbed the 
stairs and knocked on the door, there was no answer.  Herman 
started knocking on the other doors on that floor.  After speaking to 
a lady living opposite he came back to us and told us that Heike 
Schmidt had not been seen but two men had visited her that 
morning and she had heard loud music.   

I said to Hermann, ‘Can you clarify if it is Chris and myself she 
is referring to as visiting her? 

‘Herman spoke to the lady and then said, ‘No, two other men 
visited her after you left.’ 

Hermann then took a lock pick set from his pocket and opened 
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the front door for us. ‘That’s useful,’ I commented. 
‘Ways and Means Act,’ explained Chris.   
The apartment was silent, in darkness and there was a strange 

smell. We were checking the rooms one by one when Chris Jennings 
called out, ‘Wolf!’ 

I immediately joined him in the lounge.  The curtains were 
closed but there was some light in the room, I looked around and 
then saw Heike Schmidt hanging like a rag doll from the end curtain 
rail fixing.  She was dressed exactly as we had seen her that morning, 
in her pink baby doll night dress and open dressing gown.  Hermann 
immediately went forward and supported her weight from the back 
whilst Chris took out a pocket knife and cut her down, being careful 
to leave the upper knot intact.  She was obviously dead, so the 
ligature was left in place for expert examination later, together with 
the preserved knot. We were then able to check for a pulse but there 
was none.  This was no surprise, we had all seen dead bodies before 
and she was certainly dead, however, not being Doctors we needed 
this confirmed.  I noted that there was dried blood on her lip and 
marks on her upper arms.  We needed a Pathologist and SOCO, 
being careful to preserve the scene, we back-tracked and whilst Chris 
and Hermann took notes, I went down to the patrol vehicle and 
asked Taff to get on the radio and arrange for the Pathologist and 
SOCO as a matter of urgency.  Whilst we were waiting, Hermann 
started interviewing the residents of the apartment block.  Captain 
Rogers, the OC SIB Berlin decreed that due to the circumstances, 
SIB would be lead agency despite the fact that she was a German 
National.  The SOCO arrived and was introduced as Staff Sergeant 
Brian Robson, a Geordie who was over six foot tall but thin as a 
rake. He was in his early thirties with brown curly hair.  He was an 
experienced Scenes of Crime Officer having attended both the SIB 
and Met Police SOCO Courses. He was carrying two large black 
cases and had a Rolex camera slung around his neck.   A few minutes 
later a military ambulance arrived with the Pathologist, who Chris 
introduced as Major Ian MacIntosh, the senior Pathologist at BMH 
Spandau. He’s known to all at the Det as ‘Mac the Knife’ and often 
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joins us for happy hour. Major MacIntosh shook my hand and 
welcomed me to Berlin; he then told me that I should call him Mac, 
as all the other reprobates in the SIB did.  Mac went into the lounge 
and examined the body; he took the temperature and told us that 
death would have been just before mid-day.  Chris then told him that 
this was a matter that we wished to control, rather than hand the 
body over to a German Hospital. He confirmed that he could do the 
post mortem the following morning in conjunction with a German 
Forensic Pathologist.  More photographs were taken and the body 
was removed to BMH Spandau.  After Brian the SOCO had 
completed his work, Chris and myself carried out a search of the flat.  
During this time Hermann came back in and told us that the two 
men who visited had done so almost immediately after we had left 
the building that morning.  There was not much of a description.  

‘what do you think; Fielding and a friend came in having seen 
your visit, they have an argument, she’s upset and when they leave 
she gets up on the chair and hangs herself,’ suggested Herman.  
  I shook my head, ‘that’s one possible scenario but I can think 
of another one, did you see the blood on her lip and the marks on 
her arms?’  

Chris then remarked, ‘there’s also one of her slippers in the 
kitchen whilst she was wearing the other one. Did you notice the 
sweet smell, could have been chloroform?  Let’s wait for the PM, 
and then we’ll know if the hyoid bone is intact or not.  We should 
treat this as Murder until we know otherwise.  Let’s take this place 
apart; we need to know more about these people and we have no 
one left to ask.’   

We each took one room, Chris the lounge, Hermann the 
bedroom and I took the kitchen. I found that the cupboards were 
fairly brimming with goods from the NAAFI and US equivalent, the 
PX.  It was not just the odd jar of marmalade and a packet of tea, 
rather ten packs of coffee twenty packs of tea, far more than the 
average household could possibly use.  In a kitchen drawer I found 
a number of NAAFI ration cards, including one in the name of Mike 
Fielding.  All of them were right up to date with the ration allowance 
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of coffee, tea, cigarettes and booze. Although there was a fair 
amount in the kitchen, there should have been more according to 
the ration cards. I joined Chris in the Lounge and he showed me a 
diary with cryptic entries.  There was no suicide note and nothing 
else that could help us.   

Hermann came in, held up a couple of interesting bedtime toys, 
and said, ‘There’s nothing of interest for us but wow, they certainly 
enjoyed themselves.’ 

I asked for the apartment keys and went round checking each 
one; there was one key which did not fit any of the locks.   

I showed the key to Hermann, who said, ‘That could be for a 
storage compartment in the cellar.’ 

We went downstairs and found the cellar entrance, where there 
was a corridor with storage compartments both side.  We checked 
the locks and found the one belonging to the apartment.  It was like 
Aladdin’s Cave, there were crates of whiskey, Gin, coffee & 
cigarettes.  We took an inventory and recovered the goods.  It 
seemed that Fielding and his girlfriend were well into black market 
activities.  By the time we had finished the search and loaded the 
evidence it was early evening. I asked Taff Jones to contact the RMP 
Control Room for an update.  He informed me that nothing had 
been found and the main search party would shortly be stood down 
for the night but would re-commence at 0600 hours.  We delivered 
the recovered NAAFI goods and other exhibits to the SIB Office, 
completed the paperwork and called it a night, arranging that we 
would meet at the office at 0830 Hours in the morning.  
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21 AN EVENING WITH KARIN 
 
 
I arrived back at Edinburgh House and called Karin from Reception, 
she immediately asked, ‘Have you had your evening meal already? 

I then remembered that I had not even had lunch, I was 
suddenly famished and replied, ‘We have been working all day and 
there was no time to eat.’ 

‘Well come over to the apartment and I will make us a meal,’ 
she offered. 

‘That’s a great idea, I just need half an hour to get ready and I 
will come over.’ I replied enthusiastically. 

I quickly went up to my room, showered and changed into fresh 
clothes and liberally splashed old spice after shave onto my face and 
walked across the square to Lindenallee.  I rang the bell and a buzzer 
sounded unlocking the door.  I walked up to the apartment and 
Karin was waiting at the door.  She looked stunning in a white Mary 
Quant style mini dress with a long zip from the collar to the waist, 
and sheer stockings that accentuated her long legs. She had 
obviously spent some time on her make-up, which was subtle and 
perfectly applied.  Her long blonde hair was soft and free swinging 
styled in the ‘natural-girl look’.    

I was astounded that she had taken so much trouble just for 
me, on seeing this vision of loveliness I stopped dead on the stairs 
and exclaimed, ‘Wow, you look gorgeous.’ 
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She smiled coquettishly and when I reached her she embraced 
me tightly, kissed me on the lips and said, ‘I have made you 
something to eat.’ 

She took my hand and led me into a large sitting and dining 
room, where a table was laid for two.  The room was dimly lit but 
there were candles on the table and soft music was coming from a 
radio, this was what I would call very romantic. 

Karin asked, ‘Would you share a bottle of wine with me or 
would you rather have a beer.’ 

Of course a beer would have been nice but the phraseology told 
me the answer she wanted, which was, ‘Wine would be perfect.” 

‘It’s a ‘Zeller Schwarze Katz’, a wine from the Mosel region, it’s 
a Riesling,’ she explained. 

I thought better to come clean now rather than look a complete 
fool later, so I said, ‘Karin, sorry, I know absolutely nothing at all 
about wine, other than `Blue Nun’ that we drink in the UK.’ 

‘Oh good,’  she replied, ‘I can teach you something, I don’t 
know a lot about wines myself but working in a Gaststeatte you learn 
a little. This wine comes from the area of the Mosel River, it’s a wine 
area called Mosel-Saar-Ruwer, the town it comes from is Zell and 
the wines name is Black Cat.  Riesling is the grape sort which gives 
a light crisp wine with a flowery rather than fruity aroma.’ She deftly 
opened the wine with a cork screw and poured a little into my glass, 
‘smell the aroma, taste it and if it’s alright I will pour the wine.’ 

I picked up my glass, smelt it and it really did smell of flowers, 
I tasted it and found that I liked it, ‘That’s very nice,’ I said truthfully. 

Karin poured the wine, we touched glasses and they tinkled 
rather than clinked, I assumed the glasses were of better quality than 
those I was used to, ‘zum Wohl,’ she toasted,  

I repeated the toast, ‘zum Wohl,’ which I knew to mean ‘to 
health’. 

‘I will just be a minute,’ with that she went out and returned 
with two bowls of soup which she placed on the table and sat down, 
‘I hope you like it,’ she said. 

I tasted it and said, ‘Asparagus, very nice.’ 
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We sipped our wine and she cleared away and brought the main 
course, Goulash with potato dumplings, it was quite spicy, just as I 
like it. 

I poured us another glass of wine and Karin then asked, ‘What 
job do you do?’ 

I thought carefully and replied, ‘I am a member of the Britische 
Heeres Krimalpolizei.’ 

‘Criminal Police for the Army,’ she translated. 
‘Yes, we call it the Special Investigation Branch of the Royal 

Military Police, or SIB.’ I replied. 
‘The red caps, yes I know of the Military Police,’ she confirmed. 
‘SIB works in civilian clothes, just like the Kripo,’ I explained. 
‘So why are you here in Berlin and living in the military hotel,’ 

she asked. 
‘I am assisting in a murder investigation, but as it is still 

ongoing, I can’t tell you about,’ I replied. 
She smiled at me and said, ‘No of course not, if its murder I 

would rather not know about it, I probably would not be able to 
sleep. Is it dangerous for you,’ she asked showing concern? 

‘No more dangerous than any other investigation carried out by 
SIB,’ I replied, hopefully. 

She took our plates out to the kitchen and returned with ice 
cream and a hot raspberry sauce, which I relished.  If the way to a 
man’s heart really is through his stomach, I had lost my heart already.   
Karin cleared away, poured the last of the wine into our glasses and 
moved them to the coffee table in front of a comfortable settee.   

‘Come, we can sit down over there,’ she said and led me away 
from the table.   
On the radio the Beach Boys were playing ‘Good Vibrations’ so I 
said to her, ‘Let’s dance.’  

We danced and kissed throughout the song and did not stop 
whilst Petula Clark sang ‘A sign of the times’ and the Beatles gave us 
‘Nowhere man.’  The kissing became more intense and then 
Karin took hold of my hand, smiled at me and led me out of the 
room and into her bedroom; she stepped away from me, unzipped 
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her dress and let it fall to the floor. She was wearing a white brassier, 
which she undid and dropped to the floor, her breasts were full with 
nice large nipples. She was wearing stockings, white suspender belt 
and flimsy panties. She uncovered the bed and got in, lying on her 
side looking invitingly at me.  I undressed and quite naturally had an 
erection, I was a little embarrassed so kept my ‘Y’ fronts on and got 
into bed with her. She turned off the light and there was now only 
the ambient light from the street outside, quite sufficient for our 
purpose. 

I kissed her breasts and took her nipples into my mouth, she 
wreathed in ecstasy as I put my hand inside her panties and played 
with her clitoris and put a finger into her vagina.  She took hold of 
my cock and fondled it. After some minutes of petting I removed 
her panties and she helped me remove my underpants. She was 
panting and as I lay on top of her she guided my cock into her moist 
vagina and we made the most exquisite love and climaxed at the 
same time.  Afterwards we just lay with our arms around each other, 
occasionally kissing.  When we had recovered sufficiently we dressed 
and returned to the sitting room. We finished our wine sitting on the 
settee, cuddling and kissing and just enjoying each other’s company. 

Just before midnight, Karin’s Mother and Father came home 
from the Gaststaette which they had been running that night without 
her. 

I stood as they entered and Karin introduced me. Karin’s 
Mother also had blonde hair but hers was tied up in a bun, she was 
slightly overweight and had a pretty face with an abundance of 
laughter lines.  ‘So you are Wolf,’ she said smiling, ‘Karin has told 
me all about you, I hope you had a nice evening.’ 
  I said, ‘Yes, thank you, Karin is a fantastic cook, we had a lovely 
meal and she introduced me to German wine.’   

I shook hands with Herr Blaschke, who said, ‘Come young 
man, have a schnaps.’ With that he went off into the kitchen. 

Karin just smiled at me and said, ‘He must like you.’ 
Herr Blaschke came back with two small iced glasses of schnaps 

and handed me one.  I followed his example and downed it in one. 
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It was Slivovitz, a fruit brandy made from plums. It burned on the 
way down, twice, but I controlled my facial expression. 

‘Would you like another?’ he asked. 
‘No thank you,’ I replied, ‘I have to be up early in the morning.’ 

Herr Blaschke just smiled, we all shook hands and Karin took me 
out to the landing.  We held each other tight and kissed goodnight. 

Reluctantly, I left and walked across the square to Edinburgh 
House and my lonely bed. 
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22 NORTH HARBOUR 
 
 
Corporals Mat Brown and Andy Smith, both experienced NCOs in 
the second year of their tour in Berlin, had started their shift just 
after dawn. According to their normal duty pattern they would have 
been on a maintenance day in the motor transport lines, so being 
actively involved in a search was a welcome change. They were 
looking for one of their own and so the early start was not even an 
issue.  Mat was the driver and their patrol vehicle was a Volkswagen 
Minibus. 

  They were tasked with checking the waterfront and drove 
slowly along the Havel, stopping occasionally to get a better view or 
to check a building. They were unable to follow the actual bank of 
the river so drove on the closest road and took all turnings giving 
them access to the water.  They took their time, and efficiently 
checked the water’s edge and nearby buildings.  

 They were two hours into their search when they entered 
Nordhafen.  The North Harbour of Spandau was about thirty meters 
wide and had been a busy working port for the small vessels that 
plied the Havel River in days gone by.  Now it had many derelict 
buildings and apart from a couple of small boats, was unused. They 
parked their minibus and Mat checked the water area, whilst Andy 
checked the buildings.   

Mat was walking slowly along the quay when he noticed two 
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pretty fresh parallel scrape marks at the edge of the quay.  He 
stopped, examined them and then studied the water below.  He next 
observed a small multi-coloured slick of oily substance on the water 
surface and a dark shadow under the greenish brown water.  ‘Andy, 
I think I’ve found something.’ He shouted.   

Andy Smith left his own search area and joined him on the 
quay.  After looking at the marks, oil slick and underwater shadow 
he said, ‘I will call it in.’   

He went over to the patrol vehicle, picked up the radio handset 
and made contact with the mobile incident room in Spandau. He 
outlined his find and requested assistance from the Royal Engineers 
dive team.  He also asked that a mobile crane be put on standby, they 
were based nearby in Smuts Barracks so could be on scene fairly 
quickly, depending on what was found. 

WO1 Jim Booth at the Mobile Incident Room was aware that 
the dive teams were finishing up at the crash site in preparation for 
the final hand-over of the aircraft wreckage; he therefore contacted 
the salvage barge and spoke to Staff Sergeant Rob Foster, the Royal 
Engineers dive team leader.  He immediately agreed to provide a dive 
team to assist at Nordhafen.  Rob briefed two of his men, who 
without changing out of their dive suits picked up their gear and left 
the barge.  They packed the gear in one of the Royal Engineers 
minibuses and drove off to Spandau.  Twenty minutes later they 
arrived at Nordhafen and checked the area they were to dive.  The 
two divers fitted and checked their equipment and when they were 
ready they walked to the quay wall, not knowing the depth or what 
was below the surface they used a metal ladder attached to the quay 
wall to get down to the water, only then did they fit their fins and 
swim to the point indicated by the RMP NCO, where they 
submerged. Despite the water being murky, it took only minutes to 
confirm that there was a vehicle underwater and that there appeared 
to be a body inside.  
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23 SCENE OF THE CRIME 
 
 
We met as planned the following morning, checked in with Jim 
Booth in Spandau and learned of the find by the RMP patrol, who 
at that time were waiting for a dive team to arrive. We went down to 
the conference room where the OC, RSM, Sam our tame secret 
squirrel and Hermann representing the German Police were already 
present. Hermann introduced us to his colleague Kriminal Inspektor 
Manfred Bergmann.  Manfred was in his late twenties; he was slim 
with fair hair and was obviously a smart dresser, and his English was 
almost accent free. 

We brought them up-to-date with the events of the previous 
evening.  Heike Schmidt’s PM was set for 1000 hours. We were just 
exploring the various possibilities in this case when the extension 
telephone rang.  The RSM picked it up and passed it to the OC.  
From the conversation something serious was happening.  The OC 
checked the notes he had made and informed us that the dive team 
had confirmed that there was a vehicle with a body in it underwater 
in Nordhafen, Spandau.  We checked the location on the wall map 
and saw that Nordhafen or North Harbour was a disused harbour 
area of the Havel River, a good place to dump a car.   

‘That’s changed priorities’, commented the OC, ‘Wolf, Chris 
and Hermann, to the scene now, the RSM and SOCO will attend the 
Heike Schmidt PM and then join you at the scene depending on what 
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is found, I will stay here with Manfred until we have confirmation, I 
will then brief the APM and bring him to the scene if that is what it 
is.’  

With that we left the room and drove at considerable speed to 
the Mobile Incident Room at Spandau Rathaus.  Jim Booth was 
waiting for us and told us to follow him.  We drove north east 
through Spandau for about three kilometres to a disused industrial 
area beside the Havel.  RMP and German Police patrols were parked 
near the water and a Royal Engineers mobile crane was just setting 
up.  I walked over to the water’s edge and saw a diver in the water.  
Just below the surface I could make out a dark shape and there were 
fresh scrape marks on the stone coping in line with it.  

I asked Jim Booth, ‘Who found the car?’ 
He replied, “One of the NCOs had been checking out the area 

and noticed the fresh scrape marks and oil on the water, on closer 
observation he noted the dark shape which he thought could be a 
vehicle.’  

‘He did very well and deserves a big pat on the back; that is not 
easy to see,’ I commented.  The diver came over to us and said, ‘the 
vehicle is Mercedes SL and there is the body of a male person inside 
the vehicle.’ 

The divers then went back in the water and assisted the crane 
by placing the thick webbing strops around the vehicle and securing 
them in place.   The crane engine roared as the crane driver started 
the lift. The blue Mercedes appeared gradually from the water and 
was lifted clear with water running from it.  The crane turned and 
gently placed the vehicle on the quay.  The number plates confirmed 
it to be the vehicle driven by Fielding. Photographs were taken 
before opening the door to let the water gush out.    The car keys 
were in the lock and Fielding was sprawled across the seats, his face 
was deathly white as if drained of blood and waxen as only a water 
corpse can appear, and there was a neat round bullet entry wound in 
his forehead.  Without disturbing anything, I looked closely about 
the interior but there was nothing of interest.  More photographs 
were taken and I asked Jim to put an NCO by the vehicle to stop 
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anyone touching it and asked him to get a message to my OC, 
confirming that we had found Fielding and that it was suspected to 
be Murder. We also needed the urgent services of SOCO and the 
Pathologist, Major MacIntosh from the nearby BMH Spandau.  I 
then asked Jim Booth to keep a cordon of the area in place until 
cleared by Scenes of Crime. I asked Jim to arrange a detailed search 
of the area, outside of the cordon for a weapon or any evidence to 
assist. I also requested that before the search got underway that I be 
permitted to brief the search teams as it was imperative that any 
evidence be preserved.  I also asked him to liaise with the Divers to 
start an underwater search.  He agreed and immediately requested 
that the Mobile Incident Room be re-located to our present location.   

Hermann then joined me and suggested that the German 
forensics team could assist SOCO and would have direct access to 
local laboratory facilities.  I thought this would be a great help and 
asked him to arrange it. The Mobile Incident Room arrived a few 
minutes later and starting setting up at the entrance to the site where 
they could control access.   

Brian Robson, the SOCO and the SIB RSM, Dick Richards 
arrived direct from BMH Spandau and the Heike Schmidt Post 
Mortem Examination. They were followed almost immediately by a 
military ambulance with ‘Mac the Knife, the Pathologist and the 
German forensics team, who were well known to Brian.  The OC, 
SIB Berlin, Capt Rogers and the Assistant Provost Marshal, Lt. Col. 
Bricknall, arrived in the APM’s Military Police Staff Car, horns 
blaring. I quickly briefed them and showed them over to the 
Mercedes.   

Brian took his photographs of the vehicle with body in-situ 
before ‘Mac the Knife’ examined the body.  After his examination 
he informed us that death had probably occurred on the night that I 
had lost contact with Fielding, which really made me feel a whole lot 
better, could I possibly have prevented his death, I would probably 
never know.   The body was removed from the Mercedes, and placed 
in a metal transit coffin and taken to BMH Spandau in the 
ambulance.  Brian, the SOCO and the German forensics team 
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examined the vehicle, NAAFI Ration cards and Petrol Vouchers 
were found in the glove compartment and some rationed goods were 
found in the boot, but nothing of real evidential value was found. 
The searches of the area and water were underway and Brian had a 
number of RMP NCOs on their hands and knees doing a finger-tip 
search of the area near the quay.  
As the Salvation Army Mobile Canteen had set up near the Mobile 
Incident Room already, I suggested we get a cup of tea.   

I asked the RSM what had been found at the Heike Schmidt 
PM.  He replied, ‘A very pretty girl, such a waste, she was a natural 
blonde, quite fit but there is absolutely nothing sexy about a girl on 
the mortuary table.  There were clear bruises on her arms consistent 
with having been held, Mac opened her up in the normal way and 
checked the hyoid bone, it was broken and there were marks 
consistent with manual strangulation on the neck and with the 
bruising on the upper arms, we can rule out hanging.’ 

I said, ‘So we now have a double murder, also black market 
activities and we mustn’t lose sight of the original reason for the 
Investigation, it’s getting quite complicated.’  
  The OC, Capt Rogers, was standing beside us; he pondered 
what had been said for a moment and then answered, ‘I want the 
Post Mortem examination of the body of Mike Fielding be carried 
out this evening, SOCO and a Rep from German Forensics to be 
present. Wolf, you remain at the scene until the searches are finished, 
whatever time that might be. When the initial forensic examination 
of the vehicle is finished it should be recovered to the RMP Garage 
and secured.  We will have a full briefing at the SIB office at 0900 
hours in the morning, with all agencies to attend; this is to be co-
ordinated by you RSM.’  The Warrant Officer, nodded his agreement 
and with that, the APM, OC & RSM SIB left the scene.   

Chris suggested that he stay with me, nice of him, but I had 
nothing better to do and he was married, so I said, ‘You get off home 
and see your wife, I am quite happy here.’ With that he went off and 
arranged himself a lift home with an RMP Patrol and left me the car. 

I realised that once again I had had nothing to eat all day so 
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asked the nice lady in the Mobile Canteen if she had any food, she 
suggested a bacon sandwich, and who was I to argue. The smell of 
the bacon frying was a tantalizing, when it came it was two 
sandwiches, each two rounds of thick white bread, thickly spread 
with butter, full of bacon and dripping with brown sauce 
accompanied by a large mug of tea.  It doesn’t get a lot better than 
that.   

Jim Booth joined me, ordered a mug of tea and said, ‘If you 
don’t need both of those I could easily give one a very good home.’ 

Two was just a little over the top, even for me, so I handed Jim 
one of the bacon sandwiches and he readily tucked in. 

Whilst Brian was supervising the searches, one of the RMP 
Corporals on his knees shouted out, ‘Staff, I’ve got something.’ 

Brian raced over to him and looked at the area indicated; there 
between the cobblestones was a dull steel cartridge case of about 
9mm.  He placed a white marker beside the find and as soon as the 
area was cleared by the remaining searchers, he took photographs 
and measurements for a sketch plan.  He collected the bullet case 
using a pen inside the cylinder and placed it into a small plastic 
exhibit container. 

The divers found a number of weapons on the harbour bottom, 
including a Luger pistol, but they were so corroded that they had 
obviously been dumped there years before, probably at the end of 
the war.  They were obviously not the murder weapons, even so, 
they were logged in at the Mobile Incident Room, following which 
the divers packed their gear and left the scene.   

A military flatbed truck arrived and the Royal Engineers mobile 
crane lifted the Mercedes on to it.  The driver of the flatbed covered 
the vehicle in a tarpaulin which he secured and escorted by a military 
police patrol vehicle, they left Nordhafen and returned to the RMP 
lines in the Olympic Stadium. 

It was early evening and Jim Booth came over and told me that 
the Mobile Incident Room would remain in-situ at Nordhafen, with 
one of his Staff Sergeants in charge; they would co-ordinate enquiries 
in an effort to identify anyone who might have seen the Mercedes 
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prior to it being discovered in the water. He offered me a lift back 
to the Stadium so that I could collect my car, I readily agreed. He 
mentioned that he would have to stop off at the mortuary to formally 
ID the body of Fielding.   
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24 BMH SPANDAU 
 
 
The ambulance with the body of Corporal Fielding pulled up at the 
mortuary to the rear of the military hospital.  The body was taken 
inside and prepared for the post mortem examination.  When Brian 
the SOCO eventually arrived at the hospital he went in search of the 
Pathologist, Major MacIntosh, who he found in the Pathology Lab, 
checking some pathology results. ‘Two in one day is a bit much,’ 
commented Mac the Knife.  

‘Tell me about it,’ commented Brian, ‘I never did like PMs.’ 
The BMH was closer than I had thought, on arrival we asked 

at Reception and were directed to the Pathology Department, which 
was at the back of the building. We parked outside and I decided to 
go with Jim to give him moral support, in my career I have carried 
out the identification process quite a few times and it is not very 
pleasant experience. We walked into the pathology department and 
met Brian the SOCO.  He greeted us and walked with us over to the 
mortuary.  

 I don’t know what it is about mortuaries but they all smell the 
same and it’s not just the chemicals they use, this one was small, old 
and dingy and even the white tiles on the walls did not make it any 
better. The mortuary assistant led us in to the autopsy room where 
there was a stainless steel table, which had a body on it covered by a 
sheet.   
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The mortuary assistant looked at Jim and said, ‘are you ready?’  
Jim nodded and I saw him gulp for air, as the sheet was pulled off 
the body and he saw  Corporal Fielding’s head resting on a wooden 
block.  

Brian then formally said, ‘WO1 Booth, can you confirm that 
this is the body of Corporal Michael Fielding, Royal Military Police, 
who you knew when he was alive as a member of your unit?’   

Jim answered, ‘Yes that is the body of Corporal Fielding.’ 
Brian then said, ‘Thank you Sir, that is all for the moment, 

I will come over to see you in due course to record a statement 
confirming your identification of the body.’ 

Jim just nodded and turned away and left the mortuary. He was 
white as a sheet; during his time as a military policeman he had 
obviously seen his fair share of bodies, but it quite different when 
the body is that of someone you have known for some time. We all 
put on a brave face when in the company of our peers but the death 
of a human being always affects us in some way.  Those who have 
to deal with it often use defence mechanisms to help them, they may 
use black humour or just put on a brave face, even so, there are times 
when it is difficult to deal with, especially the death of a child or 
someone that you knew well.  I offered to drive, and we hardly spoke 
during the journey back to the Stadium.  

While I was going off duty, Brian our SOCO had no such luck. 
Whilst he was waiting in the Pathology Department of the BMH, a 
distinguished looking gentleman with white hair and neatly trimmed 
beard entered the Lab and greeted Major MacIntosh.  He had a pair 
of Pince-nez glasses on a fine gold chain tucked into his breast 
pocket. 

‘Hello Professor,’ responded Mac, ‘Brian this is Professor 
Doctor Bernhardt, the head of Forensic Medicine in Berlin, he is 
assisting with the PM, Professor this is Brian Robson a Staff Sergeant 
with the Special Investigation Branch and a whizz at Scenes of 
Crime.’   

The Professor smiled at Brian offered his hand and said, ‘I am 
pleased to meet you young man.’  They shook hands and discussed 
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the case, whilst Mac arranged for coffee to be brought by the Lab 
Technician. 

Brian took out the plastic evidence bag containing the steel 
bullet casing that he had found at the scene, Mac looked at it and 
handed it to the professor who nodded and said, ‘9 x 18mm Makarov 
PM, it uses a slightly different bullet than the NATO 9mm cartridge, 
but also with full metal jacket.  The Makarov 9mm pistol is 
widespread throughout the Eastern Bloc and amongst the criminals 
here in West Berlin.  Most of the gunshot wounds I see come from 
the Makarov. This one is in fairly good condition, find the pistol and 
I would be able to tell you quickly if it is the right one, by the way, 
silencers are quite common with these pistols.’ 

Brian was impressed and thanked the Professor. 
Later it was time for the post mortem examination so Brian 

picked up his SOCO case and they walked over to the Mortuary.  
The mixed smell of chemicals and bodies was almost unbearable; so 
Brian lit a cigarette to cover the smell and so did the pathologists. 
The body of Corporal Fielding had been laid out on the single 
mortuary slab; his clothing had been removed and was lying on a 
nearby surgical trolley. His head was held up by a wooden block and 
he had been covered again with the white sheet. 

Mac said, ‘Thank goodness they are building us a new BMH up 
in the Married Quarters area near the Stadium, this place is not the 
best to work in.’ 

The sheet was removed and Brian took photographs of the 
body including close ups of the wound in the forehead.  He then 
checked the clothing and personal effects which he photographed 
and catalogued before bagging them and attaching exhibit labels. 

Mac started with the usual ‘Y’ incision, opened the chest, 
removed the rib cage and one by one removed the organs, which he 
weighed and dissected. He took blood for analysis and put the 
contents of the stomach into a jar, also for analysis. 

The Pathologist and the Professor examined the entrance 
wound; Mac then held a surgical rule beside the wound and said, 
‘Can you give me a close up, Brian?’ 
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Brian took a couple of shots and stepped back out of the way. 
They then examined the rear of the skull but no exit wound was 
found. Then came the part that Brian hated, the scalp was cut open 
and the hair pulled forward over the face, exposing the cranium.  
Mac then took his vibrating power saw and cut through the cranium.  
He then picked up a surgical chisel and mallet, tapped the cut and 
the twisted with the chisel, the click of the cranium opening up 
almost made Brian vomit, as always.  Once the cranium had been 
placed aside, Mac examined the brain; there was quite a lot of blood 
present.  Brian stepped forward and took some photos.  Mac then 
removed the brain, cleared the blood with a cloth and placed it on a 
cutting board. The expended bullet was just visible at the rear part 
of the brain, slightly lower than where it had entered and in a 
diagonal line across the brain.  Brian took more photographs and 
watched as Mac inserted a thin probe into the entry wound, showing 
the trajectory and said, ‘about eight degrees downwards.’ 

He the checked the cranium cavity, wiped it clean and indicated 
pressure cracks from the bullet impact, and said, ‘Not quite enough 
energy to create an exit wound.’ 

The Professor interjected and said, ‘probably a silencer was 
used.’ 
 Mac then sliced the brain into sections, opening the path the bullet 
had made and carefully removed the expended round which had 
deformed.  Mac cleaned the bullet and placed it in a clear plastic 
container, which he handed to Brian, who attached an exhibit label 
to it. 

The Professor asked to see the recovered bullet, he handed it 
back and said, ‘Despite the deformation I can confirm it’s a Makarov 
9 x 18mm, so you seem to have the complete bullet and casing. 

‘So to sum up Mac, what will your report say?’ asked Brian. 
Mac smiled and said, ‘In layman’s terms, just so you can 

understand it Brian, death was the result of a penetrating gunshot 
wound to the frontal bone, one inch above the right orbital cavity, 
the path of the bullet was slightly downwards at an angle of about 
eight degrees and came to rest against the parietal bone, which was 
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cracked but not penetrated, the bullet caused massive damage to 
brain tissue and death would have been instantaneous. There was no 
soot but there was powder tattooing which would indicate a range 
of up to seventeen inches, this could be brought down to eleven 
inches if a silencer was used. Therefore, assuming that Fielding was 
in the driver’s seat and would have been looking towards his killer, 
the trajectory indicates that the killer was standing at the passenger 
door and fired slightly downwards into his forehead, range probably 
one foot. Time of death would be the same night that he 
disappeared.’ 

Brian did not intend to stay whilst the body was sewn up so he 
thanked the Pathologists for their help, collected his gear, Fielding’s 
clothing and personal effects as well as the exhibits and left, thankful 
to get out into the fresh air.  All he had to do now was get back to 
the office and spend a couple of hours in the darkroom so that 
photographs would be ready for the morning; ‘Yes, Scenes of Crime 
is such a glamorous job,’ he said out loud but with no one around to 
hear him.    
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25 LINDEN KLAUSE 
 
 
My head was buzzing with the events of the last few days, we had 
had suspects and now they were dead, what leads did we have, where 
was the missing aircraft part, who killed Fielding and his girlfriend. I 
desperately needed to switch off if we were to find some answers.  I 
stopped at the SIB lines, Jim got in the driving seat, said goodnight 
and drove odd, I collected my car and drove to Edinburgh House. I 
parked the vehicle and crossed the square to the Linden Klause, 
where Karin was busily serving customers. As I entered she smiled 
radiantly, she was obviously pleased to see me.  She showed me to a 
spare table by the window and without asking brought me a beer.  
She looked at me with some concern on her face and asked, ‘Have 
you had a bad day?’ 

‘It has been a pretty awful day,’ I answered. 
‘Then you will perhaps have a nice evening instead,’ she said 

smiling at me coquettishly and brushing her long blond hair away 
from her face. ‘Do you want to see the menu or would you like my 
Mothers dish of the day?’ 

‘Does your family actually own this Gaststaette.’ I asked. 
‘Yes, for many years,’ she replied.   
Wow, I thought, ‘a good looking blond and they have their own 

Pub, what a prospect.’ 
‘What is your Mothers dish of the day?’ I asked. 
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“Pigs in a blanket,’ she replied. 
I didn’t have a clue what that was but did not want to appear 

ignorant so I just said, ‘That would be great.’ and hoping to give a 
good impression asked, ‘what does it come with?” 

She laughed at me and said, ‘Potatoes of course.’ 
I felt like crawling under the table, next time I would just shut 

up. Pigs in a blanket turned out to be minced spiced pork wrapped 
in cabbage leaves with rich gravy.  It was absolutely scrumptious 
comfort food. This was followed by Karin’s suggestion of vanilla ice 
cream with rote Gruetze, fruits of the forest made into a thick rich 
pudding that tasted so good.  Karin cleared away and brought me a 
schnapps.  By this time the Gastaette was almost empty and so she 
poured herself a brandy and joined me at the table. 

‘I know it’s late but would you like to go out to a little place I 
know near to Ernst Reuter Platz, they have some nice wines,’ asked 
Karin. 

‘Yes, that would be great, I will go and get my car,” I replied. 
‘No need, I have my car outside,’ she countered. 
Karin went into the kitchen and few minutes later returned with 

her Mother, who smiled at me and said, ‘You two go off and enjoy 
yourselves, I will finish off here.’ 

Karin’s car was an orange Volkswagen Beetle with large painted 
flowers on the side.  I took one look and said, ‘We could use that for 
surveillance, it would be right at home parked in a flower garden.’ 

Karin laughed and said, ‘Don’t be nasty you will hurt her 
feelings, she is called Gertrud.’ 

‘Great, a car called Gertie.’ I retorted. 
Karin unlocked the door and got into the driver’s seat and 

opened the door for me. I got in and we drove up the Kaiserdamm 
in the direction of the Brandenburg Gate and after about five 
kilometres reached Ernst Reuter Platz, where she turned right and 
parked at the side of the road. We then walked arm in arm into one 
of the side streets where we stopped outside of a small Gaststube 
called the Volle Pulle or full bottle.  It was very quaint and appeared 
to have been made with huge wine barrels.  
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We went in, the Gaststube was dimly lit by candles and the 
atmosphere was smoky and intimate.  We managed to get a table for 
two in the corner. The waiter came over and handed me a wine list, 
which I studied, not understanding a damned thing.  Karin saw the 
perplexion on my face, smiled at me and took the wine list which 
she spread out on the table between us. She went through the various 
wines on offer and said, ‘they sell wine by the glass or bottle, what 
would you like to try.’ 

‘I would like to know the difference between a Mosel and a 
Rhine wine, so let’s try one of those.’ I selected a Rhine wine from 
the list and ordered two glasses. 

When it came we toasted each other and sipped the wine. I 
found that it was completely different to the Mosel that Karin had 
served, it was OK but I definitely preferred the Mosel. 
The great thing about a glass of wine is that it does not last too long, 
so when it was finished I ordered a Mosel wine and some salt sticks. 
When it came and I sipped mine, I knew that it was Mosel for me, it 
was very pleasant. 

About midnight we left the Volle Pulle and walked back to 
Karin’s car, stopping on the way to kiss and cuddle.  I told her that 
I had an important day ahead and did not know if I would be able 
to telephone her but promised to do so when I could.  Karin drove 
me back to Edinburgh House and parked up.  We stayed in the car 
for while kissing and petting before I summoned the strength to kiss 
her goodnight and get out of the car. She waved me away and drove 
off whilst I entered Edinburgh House. I felt completely rejuvenated 
and went to bed happy with my lot and determined to get to the 
bottom of this case.  
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26 CREATING LEADS 
 
 
The following morning, I awoke early, full of the joys of spring, had 
breakfast and by 0830 hours I was at the SIB Detachment.  

Chris Jennings was already in and had made the coffee.  He 
handed me a cup, smiled and stated, ‘You seem in a good mood 
Wolf, did you have a nice evening?’ 

I was surprised that I was so transparent, and just smiled at him 
and said, ‘Yes, it was very pleasant.’ 

Fifteen minutes later the office was full and the RSM 
announced that we should assemble in the Briefing Room taking our 
coffees with us. 

The OC started off by recounting the events so far and then 
asking Brian Robson to update us on the Post Mortem examinations 
and Scene of Crime findings. This he did revealing that Heike 
Schmidt had almost certainly been unconscious at the time of her 
death by manual strangulation. There were no marks indicating that 
she had put up a fight and the hyoid bone had indeed been broken 
and therefore the hanging was intended to throw us off the scent.  
No fingerprints of value were found in the apartment; the 
perpetrators had probably worn gloves.   

Fielding had been shot in the forehead from close range with a 
9mm round from a Makarov 9mm Pistol, most likely a silenced 
pistol.  There were bruising and powder burns to confirm this. The 
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killer was probably standing at the passenger door when he fired.  
The bullet did not exit the skull and was recovered, find the pistol 
and we can get a match. Nothing useful was found during the 
examination of the Mercedes. He asked for questions.   

I therefore asked, ‘Makarov 9mm pistol, how common is it?’ 
Brian then explained, ‘Here in Berlin, very common, it’s a pistol 

in use by the Soviets, East Germans and here in West Berlin it is the 
favoured weapon of the criminal fraternity and readily available on 
the black market.’ 

Staff Sergeant Sam Richards from Intelligence was the next to 
speak; he told us that his people believe that there is a mole within 
the British Headquarters, working closely with an East German or 
Soviet Intelligence Cell in the British Sector.  They also believe that 
the missing aircraft part was stolen by Fielding and was handed over 
to a Soviet Agent; further that it is still in West Berlin, waiting for 
the alert status to diminish before getting it over the border.  He 
stated that Intelligence had also confirmed that Anna Schmidt was 
Heike Schmidt’s sister and that Fielding was passing her money to 
pay for an escape to the West.  

When he was finished I asked, ‘Has intelligence indicated any 
places of interest or identified actual persons?’ 

‘He replied, ‘Only the Champagne Lady Night Club which you 
already know about, no actual person has been identified yet, but my 
people are still working on it.’ 

‘Right,’ said the OC, ‘We have lost our suspects; we now need 
to develop leads, not only to establish the whereabouts of the 
missing aircraft part but also to identify the murderer or murderers 
of Heike Schmidt and Corporal Fielding.’ 

‘We need to shake the tree and see what falls out,’ stated Chris. 
We have nothing to lose by going overt, we raid the Champagne 
Lady, cordon it off, search the place, identify and interview everyone, 
and we try and panic them into action.  

‘Sounds good to me, old fashioned tactics usually get results, I 
suggest just before midnight when only the hard core punters are 
still there,’ stated the RSM.   
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‘Just one thing, I don’t think anyone outside of this room 
should be informed of the raid, especially not the Headquarters, 
commented Sam.’ 

‘That’s OK, we don’t need permission from HQ Berlin to take 
this action, we only need to report on results,’ replied the OC. 

We then spent the next few hours formulating the plan for that 
evening’s raid.  It was agreed that I would liaise with Jim Booth for 
RMP support and Herman would arrange for support from Kripo 
and the Bereitsschaftspolizei. Sam would arrange for two of his guys 
to accompany us to cover the Intelligence aspect. 

‘Just one thing more,” interjected the OC, ‘everyone is to be 
armed; we are dealing with some ruthless thugs who will stop at 
nothing to get away.’ 

With that the meeting broke up and I went round to the RMP 
lines to find Jim Booth, he was in the Sergeants Mess drinking coffee.  
I explained what we needed and the requirement for secrecy.  He 
took me to see his OC Major Mike Green, who was still shocked at 
the death of his driver.  He readily agreed to assist and authorised 
Jim Booth to make the arrangements. I re-emphasised that no-one 
was to be told the intended target until the last possible moment. 

‘Don’t worry young Wolf, we want to find the bastards just as 
much as you do and to that end you will get every possible bit of 
assistance that you want from us,’ stated Jim Booth, very much the 
RSM of his unit. 

By this time, it was lunchtime; I returned to the SIB Det. and 
confirmed arrangements to meet for that night’s operation with 
Chris Jennings. I drove to Edinburgh House and ordered lunch in 
the restaurant. I then went to my room and not expecting to get any 
sleep that night, decided to have a nap. 

I actually slept for some hours and then just relaxed in my room 
until 1800 hours, when I crossed the square to see Karin.  As I 
walked into the Linden Klause, she smiled and immediately came 
over to see me.  I told her that I was working that night and just 
wanted a meal and to see her.  She was pleased and offered me a 
beer.  I declined and told her that I would have a soft drink.  Her 
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Mother came out of the kitchen to see me and hearing that I would 
be working late, suggested that I had a ‘Jaegersnitzel mit pomfritt’ a 
hearty pan fried pork fillet with creamy mushroom sauce and French 
fried potatoes.  I ate the meal and was then served a piping hot apple 
pie with ice cream, I had not ordered a pudding but if Karin’s mother 
had baked it, I was going to eat it.  I finished up with a coffee, said 
goodnight to Karin’s mother and left at 2100 hours.  As I left, Karin 
followed me outside, gave me a kiss and said, ‘Be careful, I want to 
see you tomorrow.”   

I smiled at her, kissed her again and walked over to Edinburgh 
House and an eventful night. 
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27 RAID ON THE CHAMPAGNE LADY 
 
 
At Reception I asked for access to my safety box, the Receptionist 
checked my ID and accompanied me into the back room, he opened 
the outer security door for me and left.  I opened the box and took 
out my issue Walther PPK, two magazines, and a box of rounds, the 
holster and cleaning kit.  I filled the two magazines, put them and 
the cleaning kit in my pocket, clipped the holster to my waistband 
and holstered the pistol. I returned the box and remaining rounds to 
the safety box, locked it and went up to my room.  

By 2300 hours I was standing across the road from the 
Champagne Lady and shortly afterwards was joined by Chris, who 
was accompanied by Rick Davis and Ben Simpson, the two 
Intelligence operatives who had been with us on the tour to East 
Berlin.  We shook hands and it was agreed that Rick would partner 
me and Ben would accompany Chris.  I looked around but there was 
nothing to indicate what was about to take place. 

Rick and I sauntered over to the night club and went in; we 
leered at the girl in the champagne glass, just like everyone else, and 
then went up the stairs.  On the way up I saw Hermann and a pretty 
young lady, probably a female Kripo officer, who appeared to be 
deep in conversation outside of the downstairs toilets, they took no 
notice of us and we ignored them.  We sauntered up the stairs to the 
club and Rick ordered us two beers at the bar. Chris and Ben came 
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in ten minutes later and took up a position near to the door to what 
we believed was the office. The room was full, the music loud and 
the air full of cigarette smoke. I recognised a few faces in the booths 
as persons who had also been present on my first visit. 

Just before midnight a few plain clothes Kripo took up 
positions throughout the club. Exactly at midnight a whistle sounded 
and uniformed German Police and RMP entered the club through a 
cordon which had appeared as if by magic. The effect was dramatic, 
there were screams and shouts and the music stopped. We quickly 
put armbands on identifying us to our colleagues, all other plain 
clothes police did likewise. 

A small man with jet black hair and a scar on his forehead left 
one of the booths and staggered drunkenly over to Chris. Suddenly 
he was not staggering anymore but grabbed Chris with his left hand 
and turned him to use as a shield and took an automatic pistol from 
his waistband with his right hand and held it against Chris’ head.  He 
backed up to the office door, opened it and still holding the pistol to 
Chris’s head dragged him inside and closed the door, shortly 
afterwards the lights to the club went out.  Panic amongst the 
patrons almost resulted, but all police personnel had torches and the 
club was instantly lit up and calm restored.   

I quickly moved to the office door and tried to open it but it 
was locked.  Herman our giant from the Kripo took a short run and 
threw his considerable weight against the door, splintering the wood 
and breaking it open.  We went in pistols drawn, by torchlight we 
saw Chris laying groggily on the floor; he had a wound to his head 
which was bleeding.  There was no sign of the small man who had 
dragged Chris inside but neither could I see another door. 

Herman found the fuse-box and the lights came back on.  We 
searched the office and found a hidden escape hatch behind a 
cupboard.  There was a hole through the wall into the next building.  
We followed slowly and found that we were in an empty apartment; 
the door to the stairwell was open so we checked upstairs and 
downstairs, no-one was there.  We went down to street level 
entrance door and without even going outside we could see the blue 
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lights of the cordon outside.  We then checked the back entrance 
which led through a courtyard and archway to a street at the back of 
the building, he was long gone.  Even so Herman gave his 
description to a radio car on the cordon and vehicles were tasked to 
search the area for him, just in case he was on foot. 

We made our way back to the club where searches and 
interviews were underway. Chris had been taken to BMH for 
treatment and would have a headache but was otherwise OK. The 
searches had resulted in the recovery of large quantities of rationed 
NAAFI goods and the Club Manager who was being interviewed by 
Kripo was looking decidedly unhappy. 

Corporal Taff Jones was talking to the occupants of the corner 
booth, two stunning females and an agitated man with short fair hair.  
I called the RMP NCO over and asked him who they were. 
The two girls are German; he is a Major from HQ Berlin, name of 
Christopher Thompson, and he’s a bit of a prat and keeps 
threatening me with dire consequences if I don’t allow him to leave. 
Rick then touched my arm and said, ‘He could be of interest.’ 

‘They were with the guy who skipped and I’ve seen them with 
Fielding and his girlfriend, let’s let them leave and see where they 
go.’ I replied. 

‘I saw that prat of a Major at the crash site, Russian liaison I 
think he was.’ commented Taff, who confirmed that he had the full 
details of the Major. 

I said, ‘Taff, give us a few minutes to get in position then go 
back to them, make as if you are suitably impressed by his threats 
and don’t wish to get into trouble, escort them from the club.’  

I left the club with Rick and whilst I collected the car, Rick had 
changed his appearance by removing his jacket and was standing on 
the central parking strip watching the club entrance.   

Taff Jones played his part well, he escorted the Major and two 
girls from the club, bid them a goodnight and saluted smartly. 

The suspects walked over to a maroon and white Opel Rekord, 
with British Forces civilian number plates that was parked on the 
central reservation, they drove off, and I picked up Rick and 
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followed.  I was careful to keep a few cars between us and as there 
was no heavy traffic, tailing them was a piece of cake.  

The Major thought he was being clever by going around a 
roundabout three times to see if he was being followed.  We were 
far enough back that I was able to pull over and only commit to the 
roundabout once I saw which exit he was taking.  We followed him 
into Wilmersdorf and he eventually slowed down outside of a large 
detached house in its own grounds, just off Hohenzollerndamm. 
The house was pre-war and quite imposing with a two-meter-high 
wall around it; there was a large gate which was open, giving access 
to a parking area in front of the house. The car was driven into the 
parking area and we lost sight of it. 

We parked up out of sight and kept watch, almost an hour later 
the car left the house with only the Major in it, he drove off in the 
direction of the Berlin Ring Road.  

I said, ‘Let’s let him go, he’s almost certainly going back to the 
Stadium or his Married Quarter.’ 

‘Absolutely right,’ said Rick, I will find out everything there is 
to know about the Major before tomorrow’s briefing, in the 
meantime we should have a look around for a suitable static 
observation post.’ 

It didn’t take us long; on the opposite side of the road to the 
Target premises was a derelict house, which had the windows 
boarded over.  We checked the road behind the building and found 
that there was good access and garage space to hide a car. We parked 
up and found that the back door was locked but didn’t seem too 
strong.  I took a tyre iron from the car’s tool kit and managed to 
prise the door open, breaking the lock in the process.  We went 
inside and found that the house was pretty derelict and perhaps a 
little dangerous. We carefully negotiated the stairs and went into one 
of the front rooms, where there was a window which had been 
boarded over.  Using the tyre iron I made a small hole and saw that 
there was a great view of the house across the street, including the 
parking area.  Satisfied we went back down to the car and drove back 
to the Champagne Lady and found they were just finishing off.  The 
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premises were sealed by the German Police and so about 0400 hours 
we sat down, collated the information obtained and closed the 
operation down.   

I went back to Edinburgh House, I was in two minds whether 
it was worthwhile actually going to bed, but just in case, I arranged 
for a call at 0730 hours, slipped the Walther under my pillow and the 
next thing I knew was the telephone ringing with my wake up call.  

I felt as if I had not slept at all and my mouth felt like the 
proverbial bottom of a parrot cage. I slipped into the shower and 
just for the effect turned the tap to cold and that did the trick.  
Afterwards I dressed and noted that my jacket stank of cigarette 
smoke from the club, so I hung it out of the window. Not wanting 
to leave a weapon in the room I fitted the holstered PPK inside my 
waistband and put a leather jacket on to cover it up.  I went down to 
breakfast and straight afterwards left for the office. 
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28 KRIPO HQ 
 
 
The Polizei Praesidium or Police Headquarters for the borough of 
Charlottenburg was situated on Kaiserdamm, only a few kilometres 
from the Edinburgh House Hotel.  The building dated back to 1910 
and had five floors around a central courtyard and encompassed a 
city block.  The outside of the building was in the neo-baroque style 
complete with a central tower and if the interpretation of baroque is 
an exaggerated artistic style of architecture incorporating drama, 
tension and grandeur, this building epitomizes the style.  Apart from 
the administrative headquarters, the building also housed 
Polizeirevier or Police Station 127 and the offices of the 
Kriminalpolizei or Criminal Police known by the abbreviation 
Kripo. During the Nazi era the Kripo came under the SS and were 
directly responsible to Heinrich Himmler and worked in conjunction 
with the Gestapo.  It had been almost impossible for a Kripo officer 
to avoid being a member of the Nazi party and post war, the allies 
had the problem of re-establishing the police force and therefore 
they had to accept that many officers accepted into the new police 
force had been Nazis, albeit not war criminals. For this reason, Kripo 
and the building on Kaiserdamm had a fearsome reputation, 
disappearing into the cells below the building was enough to frighten 
any sane person. 

It was in this environment that during the raid on the 
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Champagne Lady that Kriminal Kommissar Hermann Muller had 
arrested Kurt Schneider, the Manager of the club.  Hermann and his 
colleagues had searched the club and discovered a loaded Luger 
automatic pistol as well as considerable quantities of contraband 
cigarettes and alcohol.  Kurt Schneider was a petty criminal; whose 
philosophy was ‘anything for a fast buck’.  He had grown up in 
wartime Berlin and was in his late forties.  He was thin as a rake and 
had brown receding hair with facial features that many people would 
describe as rat-like.  When arrested by Herman and dragged off to 
the building on Kaiserdamm he became a snivelling wreck, which 
only became worse when he was introduced to the ancient cells 
below the building. The cell in which he was housed was small, stark 
and dingy with only a wooden platform as a bed and without the 
benefit of blankets or a pillow, and with just a bucket in the corner 
in case he needed to relieve himself. 

Herman was in early after the events of the previous evening 
and read through the paperwork on his desk, shortly afterwards 
Kriminal Inspektor Manfred Bergmann came in.  Manny as he was 
known was in his late twenties, in contrast to his boss he was slim, 
dark haired and a snappy dresser.  Hermann greeted his colleague 
and stated, ‘Last night we arrested the Manager of the Champagne 
Lady, a small time gangster by the name of Kurt Schneider.’  He then 
brought his colleague up to date of the events of the previous night 
and said, ‘We need to interview him this morning and see what he 
has to offer.’ 

Hermann arranged for a uniform Polizist to bring Schneider up 
from the cells.  The interview room was not a very inviting place, 
with green walls, a metal table and chairs but no window.  Schneider 
was led in, his hands hand cuffed; the police officer undid one of the 
cuffs and secured it to a metal ring on the table, before leaving.  Not 
a word was said. For psychological effect, Herman and Manny 
waited for half an hour before entering the room, Herman sat at the 
table opposite Schneider, whilst Manny stood directly behind him. 

Hermann feigned reading a report for some minutes before 
saying, ‘You know your rights better than I do Kurt; I see that you’ve 
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got previous form for pimping, now we can add black market 
activities, theft, possession of an illegal firearm, espionage and 
murder.’ 

‘Yes, that should be good for life imprisonment,’ added Manny 
from behind. 

Kurt Schneider was already down in the dumps having spent 
the night on the uncomfortable solid wood bed, now he looked 
completely shocked, started shaking and stammered, ‘What do you 
mean, I am not a spy or a murderer.’ 

‘That’s what you have to prove to us,’ replied Hermann, 
“otherwise you are certainly looking at life imprisonment,” he added. 

Schneider was dumb struck and sat there with his mouth open 
and Adams apple bobbing up and down. 

‘How long have you been the manager of the club,’ asked 
Hermann. 

‘Five years,’ replied Schneider. 
‘How long have you been selling black market cigarettes and 

booze,’ asked Hermann. 
‘Just the last year, customers come in, English, American and 

French soldiers and offer them for sale; I thought it would be a good 
way of making a bit of extra profit.’ 

‘Give me some names,’ ordered Hermann. 
‘I don’ know any names, it’s just customers who come in, they 

don’t tell me their names.’ 
‘No names at all?’ asked Hermann. 
‘No,’ replied Schneider. 
‘How long have you been spying for the East?’ asked Hermann. 
‘I am not a spy, just a petty criminal,’ whined Schneider. 

“Well in that case, as I know you have been lying to me and can 
prove it, I may as well just have you charged for the lot, including 
espionage and murder.’ stated Hermann getting up to leave. 

‘Wait please, I will tell you everything I know,’ squealed 
Schneider. 

‘Let’s try again shall we, who are your suppliers for black market 
goods?’ asked Hermann. 
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‘The main one is Mike Fielding for British goods, there’s a 
couple more that occasionally drop off small amounts of cigarettes 
and booze, I only know them as Taff and Jim. There’s Max Gifford 
who is the main American, he works at the PX and a Frenchman 
named Charles who occasionally brings me stuff.  I write it all down 
in a ledger that I keep at home.’ 

‘OK, that tallies with my information, tell me more about Mike 
Fielding,’ commanded Hermann. 

‘He’s the boyfriend of one of my girls, Heike Schmidt; she 
hasn’t been to work for a few days.’ 

‘That’s because she’s dead,’ answered Hermann. 
‘Schneider was visibly shaken and asked, ‘How.’ 
‘I am asking the questions, you just answer truthfully or you are 

going to spend an awfully long time in prison,’ retorted Hermann. 
‘How do you dispose of the black market goods?’ asked 

Hermann. 
‘We sell the booze and some cigarettes through the club, we sell 

a lot of booze, the rest, and mainly cigarettes are sold off to other 
clubs.’ 

‘Where did you get the Luger pistol and ammunition,’ asked 
Hermann. 

‘It was just there for protection, it hasn’t been fired,’ replied 
Schneider. 

‘I asked where you got it, not what it was for,’ snapped 
Hermann. 

‘It was left over after the war, my father had it and I took it to 
the club.’ blubbered Schneider. 

‘When did you join the Espionage Ring?’ asked Hermann. 
‘I didn’t I am not a spy,’ he answered. 
‘Then why would you have an escape hatch from your office to 

the block next door,’ demanded Hermann. 
‘I didn’t know about that, Hans, the man who had the gun and 

got away owns the building and the one next door. He sometimes 
stands in for me when I want to go on holiday or have a weekend 
off.’ 
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‘Tell me more about Hans,” ordered Hermann. 
‘He lives somewhere in Wilmersdorf and must have a hunting 

lodge somewhere in Spandau Forest, he wanted me to go boar 
hunting with him but I am a city type, I don’t like forests or wild 
animals.’ 

‘Who are his associates?’ asked Hermann. 
‘I only know of Erika, who sometimes works at the club.’ 
‘Erika who,’ demanded Hermann. 
‘I don’t know her second name or where she lives, she was 

introduced by Hans and is often with him, I suppose she lives with 
him.’ 

‘That will be all for now but we are keeping you in custody and 
I will be sending officers to search your apartment and to recover 
that ledger of black market sales, once they have finished I will want 
to speak to you again.’ 

Hermann summoned the uniform police officer who was 
waiting outside, who released Schneider from the table, cuffed his 
hands together and almost dragged him away to the cells. 
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29 SANDMAN ON THE MOVE 
 
 
On reaching the SIB office, I was directed to go straight to the 
conference room.  It seemed to be pretty full but there was a vacant 
seat next to Rick, so I sat down next to him.   

The OC started the briefing by saying, ‘Well, we certainly shook 
the tree.’  

‘Yes and the fucking apple fell right on my head,’ 
commented Chris touching his head gently. 

‘Yes, that was unfortunate, how are you felling now Chris?’ 
asked the OC. 

‘Fine, thank you Sir, a couple of stitches were put in and I am 
restricted to office duties for twenty-four hours.’ answered Chris. 

‘Wolf, please bring us up to date with the events last night,’ 
commanded the OC. 

I stood up and joined the OC who then sat down to the side. I 
then started, ‘Thank you Sir, the operation appears to have been a 
complete success, in that we now have leads to follow.  On entry of 
the uniforms an unidentified male person left a booth in the corner 
of the club, grabbed Chris and dragged him into the office and 
locked the door.  He clubbed Chris, probably with the pistol he was 
holding and after throwing the main switch at the fuse box to turn 
off the lights in the club, he made his escape though a hidden escape 
hatch in the wall to an apartment in the adjacent block, never to be 
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seen again. The persons sitting with him in the booth were two 
hostesses from the club and a Major from HQ Berlin British Sector.  
Full details of these persons will be available after this briefing. We 
arranged for the Major and the two girls to be let go.  They were 
followed to a detached house in Wilmersdorf, they all went in but 
later the Major came out alone and drove off, we did not follow.  
The Area was checked and we found a suitable location for a Static 
Observation Post overlooking the premises. According to an RMP 
NCO, the Major was at the scene of the aircraft crash as a Liaison 
Officer to the Russians. It is suggested that we start immediate 
observations on the Major and on the premises identified.’ 

The OC stood up and said, ‘Thank you Wolf, Sam would you 
brief us next.” 

Sam from Intelligence took his place and cleared his throat.  
“We have been doing some digging on the Major’s background and 
it is our assessment that he could be the Mole, if that is so, being 
Friday he has the chance to run, Staff Officers don’t often work 
weekends and his absence would not be noticed until Monday, he 
would have two full days to get clear, with or without the missing 
aircraft part. His association with the person, who struck Chris, puts 
him in a compromising position from which he cannot recover.  
Further we have known for some time that there could be an 
intelligence cell with a safe house in Wilmersdorf, the address visited 
last night could be it.  I concur with Wolf; we need to give 
surveillance of the Major and the premises the highest priority.  My 
guys have put together an information sheet on the Major, with 
photographs; he is working today until 1600 hrs, he is single and lives 
in the Officers Mess here in the Stadium.’ 

The OC stood up again.  “Thanks Sam. Herman, would you 
brief us on the German Police aspect?’ 

Herman nodded and took his place at the lectern. ‘This was also 
a great success for us; we found quite a lot of rationed stores from 
the NAAFI and American PX. We also recovered a Luger pistol with 
ammunition.  The Manager of the club is Kurt Schneider, a petty 
criminal. We have interviewed him and he is still in custody and the 
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club will remain closed for some time.  He is quite talkative and tells 
us that the man who got away and injured Chris is called Hans, 
surname unknown.  He lives in Wilmersdorf and possibly has a 
hunting lodge somewhere in the Spandau Forest.  It seems he owns 
the building that houses the club as well as the one next door.  
Schneider claims not to have known about the escape hatch and that 
Hans sometimes stood in as Manager when Schneider was away, so 
had opportunity to make the hatch.  There is also a possible 
accomplice of Hans, a female called Erika, that is all we know about 
her.’ 

‘Right,’ said the OC, ‘Let’s sort out manpower and get 
surveillance underway.’ 

We spent the next hour sorting out the manpower and the 
surveillance plan, an Intelligence officer was already working in HQ 
Berlin and would let us know when the Target moved. Rick Davis 
from Intelligence and Adrian Crawford SIB were sent to set up the 
static OP in Wilmersdorf.  SIB Sergeant Dave Cooper and Ben 
Simpson from Intelligence would be covering the Officers Mess, 
where the Target’s car was parked, and be in a position to let us know 
when the Target left the Stadium.   

I was to cover the pickup outside the Stadium and follow the 
Target. I had no intention of losing a Target again and elected to take 
the nice shiny motor bike I had seen in the garage. The idea of having 
the freedom a motor cycle affords quite excited me, and was a 
reminder of my days as part of a motor cycle club before joining the 
RMP.  So, full of enthusiasm went to the garage and checked it out.  
I found it was a 250cc BMW R27, with German civilian number 
plates and fitted with Telefunken police radio and panniers. One 
pannier was filled with radio equipment with the control panel and 
radio telephone mounted on top, between the panniers.  So that it 
was not so obvious a cover had been provided.  I turned the radio 
on, checked the channels and gave a radio check to RMP Control.  I 
found that the bike had a metal all weather radio speaker fitted on 
the handlebars so that radio messages could be heard whilst 
underway, with a cut-off switch next to it.  I would be able to monito 
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radio traffic but could only send when stationery, which was fine 
with me, having police radio was a huge plus. Hanging up on the 
wall were a few civilian style helmets with visor, some waxed cotton 
waterproof trousers & jackets as well as various gauntlet type gloves. 
A few pairs of motor cycle boots were standing on the floor. I fitted 
myself out with a set of protective gear, put on a jacket, helmet and 
gloves and started the machine.  I drove out onto the road and for 
fifteen minutes put the bike through its paces.  It was superb, 
acceleration and manoeuvrability was great.  I returned to the garage, 
topped off the petrol tank from a jerry can, and packed the panniers 
so that I would be ready when needed. 

I went back to the conference room and found that the static 
observation posts Wilmersdorf and the Officers Mess in the stadium 
were manned already, and that all was quiet.  I wrote out a list of all 
the radio call signs that I would need and put them inside a clear talc 
covered map case and sat down.   

The RSM, Dick Holmes was sitting by the radio, he looked over 
at me and said, ‘Wolf, you look like shit, there’s a camp bed next 
door, get you head down and I will call you if anything happens.’ 

‘Thanks Sir, I will do just that.’ I said gratefully, I went next 
door and laid down on the uncomfortable looking camp bed which 
had a pillow on it.  I only managed to pull a blanket over me before 
I drifted off to sleep. 

‘Wolf wake up,’ it was Chris Jennings, ‘Time to get ready mate.’  
I opened my eyes and Chris shoved a mug of steaming hot tea 

into my hand, ‘Don’t go back to sleep or you will spill that all over 
yourself,’ he said laughing.  

I put the mug on the floor, sat up and looked at my watch, it 
was 1600 hours, I had slept well. ‘What’s happening?’ I asked. 

‘No great rush,’ replied Chris, ‘The Target has left London 
Block, the HQ Building; he is in uniform and walking towards the 
Officers Mess. We have closed the West Gate so when he moves he 
will be forced to use this one here; I brought you an egg and bacon 
sandwich from the Mess.’ 

He handed me the plate and I gratefully ate the sandwich, which 
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true to form had lashings of brown sauce; I downed the tea and went 
off to relieve myself.  I then grabbed my gear and said, ‘Right Chris, 
I am off, remember, I can hear all radio transmissions but can only 
answer when stopped.’ 
With that I went to the garage, took the BMW R27 outside and 
warmed it up and changed channel to the SIB operations net and 
gave a radio check, Chris answered immediately.  

It was 1830 hours before anything happened.  The static OP at 
the Officers Mess came on Net saying, ‘Standby, Standby, Target is 
on the move, Maroon and white Opel Rekord, BFG plates as 
advised, out.’ 

I got into position, behind the earth bank and watched as the 
vehicle passed by, I sent a quick radio message confirming that I was 
now the lead and moved forward.  I waited until I was sure which 
way he was turning at the ‘T’ junction and as he was making the turn 
moved out onto the road and accelerated, I followed just keeping 
the vehicle barely in sight. We went through the Married Quarters 
and crossed Scholzplatz and turned into the BP petrol station. I 
parked up amongst some trees near to the Waldhuette Gasthaus, 
where I had a good view of the petrol station; I turned off the radio 
speaker and just gave my position using the radio telephone handset. 
The Target appeared nervous; he was continually looking around 
whilst filling up and whilst he went in to hand over his petrol 
coupons. When he came out he drove up the Heerstrasse, past 
Edinburgh House Hotel and the Funkturm, he then pulled off the 
road and just sat there.   

I kept well back, confident in the BMW R27s ability to gain 
ground when needed. There was always a minimum of two vehicles 
between us and so when I saw the Opel Rekord pulling over, I just 
turned off into the Funkturm car park and found a position where I 
could observe the stationery vehicle.  After ten minutes he pulled 
out without indicating and sped away in the direction of the entrance 
to the Berlin Ring Road, I followed. He sped along the ring road and 
exited the city ring road at Hohenzollern Damm but rather than take 
the road in the direction of Wilmersdorf as I expected, he went in 
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the other direction, towards Zehlendorf. After a mile he pulled over 
again and just sat there for five minutes before speeding off and 
doing a ‘U’ Turn back towards Wilmersdorf. By this time, I was off 
the road parked in a private house driveway.  I let him go, waited for 
a couple of cars to mask his view and continued the chase.  Someone 
had obviously given him tips in counter surveillance.  I followed him 
into Wilmersdorf and when it became clear that he was going to the 
same house, I turned off and made my way to the Static OP by a 
back route.  I parked up in the garage and closed the door, just as 
Adrian Crawford came in.   

On seeing me he said, ‘Good timing Wolf, the Target just pulled 
in, I came down to give Chris a Situation Report from the car.’   

‘Here use my radio,” I offered. 
With that Adrian took my radio handset and called, ‘Alpha One 

Nine this is One Nine Bravo, Target housed at this location, One 
Nine Alpha is now with me, over.’ 

Chris called back with his Radio call sign and continued, ‘One 
Nine Alpha and Bravo, be aware that Target was observed to visit 
the armoury before leaving, One Nine Charlie has established that 
he withdrew his personal weapon, a 7.65 Beretta 1935, allegedly 
intending to go on the range, over,’ 

Adrian replied using correct radio procedure and continued, 
‘Understood, please be advised that the Target is now designated 
Target One, we have two further Targets as follows, Target two, 
male, early thirties, six foot plus, muscular build, bald headed. Target 
three is female, early thirties, five foot six, trim figure, fair hair, roger 
so far, over.’ 

Chris replied, ‘Understood, over.’ 
Adrian continued, ‘We now have three vehicles at this 

location, Target One’s vehicle plus a Mercedes 220 saloon, four-
door; black and a light blue Volkswagen Karmann Ghia.’  He gave 
the registration numbers of the vehicles and closed down. 

I then followed Adrian upstairs; the house was in a very 
dilapidated state with some old pieces of furniture still there.  The 
stairs creaked as we ascended to the upper floor, where Rick was 
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standing at the boarded up window.  One of the boards had been 
prised loose, just enough to be able to view out with binoculars. 

The room was bare apart from a camp bed which the guys had 
set up, an old wooden chair and a small table one leg of which was 
propped up with some old magazines.  On the table was a large 
thermos and two cups.  

‘Help your-self to a coffee,’ said Adrian. 
I had a quick look out of the window; it was a perfect vantage point 
for observing the premises, with a good view over the wall in to the 
front parking area.  I sat down on the camp bed and before long I 
laid down, resting with my eyes closed. 

My next recollection was Rick shaking me, when I opened my 
eyes he offered me a cup of coffee and said, ‘It looks as if they are 
closing the place down, the big guy has been putting boxes into the 
Mercedes boot.’ 

I sipped my coffee and looked at my watch; I was surprised to 
see that it was 2230 hours, that explained why it was so dark. 



A Wolf in Berlin – Operation Red Comet            P a g e  | 136 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
30 THE BATTLE OF CLAY ALLEE 
 
 
‘Hold up, the bald headed guy, Target Two, looks as if he’s leaving, 
stated Adrian, ‘Wolf can you get in position to follow, it would be 
nice to know where he is going or who he is meeting.’ 

‘Not a problem,’ I replied grabbing my coat.  I went down to 
the garage, started the motor bike and switched on the radio.  I then 
rode off up the road and got into position behind a wall where I 
could get a good view of the road intersection.  I put a radio call 
through to the Incident Room and gave an update on the situation.  
Only a few minutes later the Mercedes 220 drove past me and I 
followed at a discreet distance.  The vehicle drove through 
Schmargendorf and Dahlem and into Zehlendorf which was firmly 
in the American Sector. I followed along Clay Alee named after the 
American General, it had three lanes with a small central reservation, 
and trees were liberally dispersed along the avenue. Cars were 
parking on one lane on each side and so only two lanes were in use 
by traffic. We passed the US Berlin Brigade Headquarters and the 
PX or Post Exchange, similar to our NAAFI Shop.  The Mercedes 
finally pulled over and parked at the side of the road just past 
Sundgauer Strasse, and the Target just sat in the car.   

I parked the motor bike off the road and got into a position 
where I was hidden by trees but from where I could observe the car. 
There were quite a few American cars parked on the road ahead 
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including a Dodge A100 van that looked a little strange to me.  
Target Two was watching the opposite side of the road where there 
were some rather nice houses. About forty-five minutes later an 
American car with two occupants parked in front of the Dodge van, 
the occupants, just sat in the car and seemed to be waiting for 
someone.   

It was almost an hour later that Target Two seemed to become 
alert, I glanced across the road and saw two men leaving one of the 
houses, they shook hands and one walked off down the road, the 
other looked in the direction of the Mercedes and started crossing 
the street.  He had just reached the central reservation when the back 
doors of the Dodge van burst open and two men in civilian clothes 
holding automatic pistols jumped out and faced the man crossing 
the road. At the same time the two men from the American car 
parked in from of the van, got out of their car and were also holding 
automatic pistols and were approaching the man on the central 
reservation.   

Target Two did not hesitate, he quickly got out of the Mercedes 
and I could that he was carrying something.  Without warning he 
raised it to his shoulder and opened fired, it was a pump action 
shotgun.  The first shot hit one of the men from the Dodge in the 
back of the head which just seemed to explode, he then fired at the 
second man from the Dodge and he also went down, in one flowing 
movement he was firing at the men from the second American car, 
one of them fell to the ground immediately whilst the second man 
managed to get off a shot before he too took a shotgun slug and 
crumpled to the roadway.  As soon as I realised what was happening 
I stepped out into the open, drew my Walther PPK, cocked it and 
took aim at Target Two. Adrenalin had kicked in and everything 
appeared to be in slow motion, I was seeing every detail, it was as if 
I had loads of time to make decisions, I shouted, ‘Armed Military 
Police, drop the shotgun or I will open fire!’  Without hesitating, 
Target Two swivelled round bringing the shotgun to bear on me.  I 
fired two rounds, dropped to one knee and fired two more.  Target 
Two fired the shotgun and I felt the blast sear my face, his expression 
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changed from confident to puzzled and he dropped the shotgun and 
slumped to the ground.   

I kept the Walther ready and searched for the man who had 
been crossing the road, he was long gone and nowhere to be seen.  I 
slowly walked over to Target Two and kicked the shotgun out of 
reach, he was still alive, but barely, blood was spilling from his mouth 
and he was making loud gasping noises, there were three wounds in 
his chest and one in his stomach, blood was oozing from the wounds 
and covering his upper body and pooling on the ground. 

Seconds later, before I could check on the other casualties, 
three US Military Police vehicles screamed to a halt with blue lights 
flashing and sirens blaring, the police occupants jumped out, 
weapons drawn. I quickly put my hands in the air and stood stock 
still, they did not look as if they would take any chances. They all 
aimed their weapons at me and I knew that one false move and they 
would fire.  

One of them shouted, ‘Keep your hands up, turn around, get 
down on your knees.’  I complied immediately, ‘Put the gun on the 
ground,’ again I complied and was quickly pushed face down on the 
ground and my hands cuffed behind my back, which hurt a great 
deal. 

One of the military policemen picked up my Walther and 
expertly cleared it; two others pulled me roughly to my feet holding 
my arms whilst the fourth kept me covered with his Colt 45 
automatic pistol. 

Now that the situation had calmed down a little, I said, ‘I am 
Sergeant Wolf, British Special Investigation Branch, my ID is in my 
left inside pocket, I was following that guy when he opened fire with 
the shotgun, I brought him down.’ 

One of the military policemen found my Identity and Warrant 
cards and kept hold of it whilst he went back to his car and got on 
the radio. In the meantime, ambulances had arrived and further 
military police personnel had cordoned off the road and were setting 
up diversions. Medics were dealing with the five casualties on the 
ground. It seemed to take ages but was probably only a few minutes 
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when the military policemen returned with my ID and said, ‘Your 
Boss has confirmed your identity and authority for using lethal force, 
but asks that if possible can you not kill all of the suspects, it would 
be nice to interview them.’ He unlocked the handcuffs and handed 
me my ID.  He noted the serial number of my Walther, counted the 
rounds in the magazine and handed them back to me.   

‘How are they,’ I asked pointing to the casualties. 
‘Your man is dead, so is one of our guys, the other three are 

alive but seriously wounded. By this time US CID, the criminal 
investigation division of the US Military Police had arrived and 
scenes of crime were at work.   

One of the Investigators in civilian clothes came over to me 
and said, ‘Hi, my name is Special Agent Max Autry, for some reason 
they call me Gene. So you are Wolf, that was good shooting, I have 
been talking to your people so I know most of what’s going on, there 
seems to be mutual interest in these wise guys.’ 

‘I understand one of the guys from the Dodge van is dead?’ I 
asked. 

‘Yes, he was killed outright, head shot, the others are seriously 
wounded, one got a slug in the chest and is in a critical condition and 
not expected to live, your guy was also dead by the time the medics 
examined him,’ he replied. 

Who were the guys from the Dodge van? I asked 
‘CID surveillance team, that’s our surveillance vehicle, the car 

was their immediate backup and the marked MP units were hidden 
a short distance away. We walked over to the van and Gene held the 
door open, the vehicle had swivel seats fixed to the floor and 
cameras mounted against the side of the vehicle, there was also a 
periscope fixed to the roof and where it extended above the roof 
there was an extending roof vent masking it. 

That’s clever; we don’t have anything like that.’ I said, “My 
Target obviously came to meet or collect someone from that house 
over there; two men came out and split up, one came this way.  Your 
Agents looked as if they were going to arrest him; my Target 
intervened and seemed to be protecting him, so we have two 
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suspects on the run.’ I commented. 
‘Can you give me descriptions and I will get it out to all duty 

personnel and the German Police? Gene asked. 
I provided the descriptions and whilst he went off to radio it 

through, I collected my motor bike and gave a situation report to the 
incident room.’ 

When Gene returned, he said, ‘What about your Target’s car?’ 
I pointed to the vehicle and said, ‘It’s the Mercedes 220, we 

need to search it, we observed boxes being put in the boot, and they 
seemed to be closing down the safe house.’ 

‘We can give it a quick search now and then have it taken to our 
secure garage, your Boss is arranging for some guys to come over 
and go through it with a fine tooth comb,’ suggested Gene. 

We walked over to the Mercedes and with high power 
flashlights provided by the US Military Police we searched the car.  
There was a box of shotgun cartridges and a Makarov automatic 
pistol in the glove compartment with boxes of ammunition.   

I indicated the pistol and said, ‘This could be the weapon we 
are looking for in connection with the murder of one of our military 
policemen, to preserve continuity I need to recover this now.’  

‘Ok but let’s get it photographed in situ first,’ replied Gene. 
With that Gene called one of the SOCO team over and asked 

him to take the photos. Once that was done, I bagged the Makarov 
and the box of 9mm rounds and attached an exhibit label, noting the 
full details of its recovery. We checked the boot or trunk as Gene 
insisted on calling it and found it was loaded with boxes and luggage.  
We had a cursory look and found that there was a great deal of 
paperwork.   

‘This will take hours, let’s leave this for a full search at your 
garage,’ I suggested. ‘What’s happening with the house over there,’ I 
asked. 

‘We’ve put MPs on the door and your Intelligence people and 
my Intelligence people will be arriving to give it the once over, 
probably tomorrow,’ he replied.” 

‘I am going back to the Stadium to log this Makarov in?’ I 
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stated. 
‘We may see you tomorrow; your people have asked for two of 

us to be seconded to your task force, we are reporting to the Stadium 
at 0900 hours, the other guy is an Agent from Military Intelligence.’ 
I shook hands with Gene, got on my motor bike and rode back to 
the Stadium. I parked up and went into the Incident Room, which 
seemed rather full.   

Chris Jennings greeted me as I walked in, ‘Bit of a rough day I 
hear.’ 

‘Just a little,’ I replied. 
Dick Holmes, the RSM shoved a glass in my hand and said, 

‘Get that down you son.’ Never one to disobey an order, I downed 
it in one, It was whiskey and I am not too fond of it, but it hit the 
spot and gave me a nice warm glow. 

The OC, Max Rogers, came over and asked, ‘How are you 
feeling?’ 

‘A little better now,’ I replied holding up the glass. 
The OC just smiled.  
I handed the recovered Makarov pistol and rounds over to the 

RSM for safekeeping, he then said, ‘Make up your notes, a statement 
will have to wait until we get more time, how many rounds did you 
expend?’ 

‘Four,’ I replied. 
‘All on target I understand, you will need to hand your Walther, 

complete with magazine to Brian for forensic examination to match 
the rounds with any recovered from the body. Chris, would you give 
Wolf a replacement for his Walther?’ 

Chris looked up, smiled and said, ‘Yes Boss.’ 
Chris went over to the arms cupboard and took a Walther and 

full magazine out of a box and noted the issue in the arms book.  He 
handed them to me and asked, ‘Was it the guy who slugged me?’ 

‘No,’ I replied, ‘We will get to him later.’ 
The RSM looked over to me and said, ‘Wolf, go and get your 

head down, briefing here at 0900 hours.’ 
I gladly followed that order and left the Incident Room, parked 
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my motor bike in the garage and changed to the Volkswagen. I drove 
to Edinburgh House, sat down and considered the events of the day. 
I then undressed and got into bed exhausted and sleep came without 
any difficulty whatsoever. 
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31 EVASION 
 
 
Hans and Alexander had finished their meeting at the Safe House 
on Clay Allee and left the house, outside they shook hands and 
Alexander walked off towards his car, Hans looked about and saw 
Victor’s Mercedes parked up on the opposite side of the road.  He 
crossed over to the central reservation and was just stepping onto 
the roadway when the doors of an American van parked opposite 
suddenly opened and two men got out brandishing pistols and 
advanced towards him, at the same time two other men appeared 
and started to box him in, Hans raised his hands whilst thinking 
how to avoid capture, with four pistols aimed directly at him he had 
no chance of reaching his own gun or of getting away.   

Out of the corner of his eye he noticed a movement near to 
Victor’s Mercedes and saw his cohort advancing with a shotgun, 
suddenly and without warning, Victor opened fire and one of the 
men facing Hans immediately fell, the others turned away from 
Hans, they were more interested in who was gunning them down.  
Hans immediately ducked down and ran back across the road and 
into the garden of the Safe House, whilst running he heard pistol 
shots as well as shotgun blasts. He did not stop there but cut 
through the garden, climbed the wall, giving him access to waste 
land behind. He continued at a fast walking place to get away from 
the area, when he was satisfied that he was well away, he looked for 
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a car parked on the street, away from houses.   
He found a Volkswagen Beetle, took out a tool from his pocket 

and opened the door, he quickly bared the cables to the ignition 
system and had the vehicle running in less than a minute, he wasted 
no time and drove off to another Safe House in Zehlendorf. He was 
concerned for the safety of his trusted ally Victor, and hoped that 
he would be able to escape, but it was Hans’ job to get away and 
Victor’s to ensure that he did so in safety.  He made sure that he 
was not followed and drove directly to the Safe House, where he 
removed the number plates of the Volkswagen and collected fresh 
ones from the garage which he fitted.  He covered the vehicle with 
a tarpaulin and went inside, where Alexander was waiting.   

They had not expected to meet again so soon, as Hans had 
intended going back to the Wilmersdorf Safe House and a meeting 
with Erika and Sandman. 

‘What on earth happened, I heard shots?’ asked Alexander. 
‘I don’t know, without any warning I was confronted by four 

armed men, probably police, who were obviously going to arrest me, 
Victor was waiting and opened up on them with his shotgun, giving 
me the chance to get away.’ 

‘Do you know what happened to Victor?’ asked Alexander. 
‘I have no idea, I heard pistol shots as well as his shotgun, I am 

hoping he got away but I don’t know one way or the other, I am 
going to call Erika and ask her to keep a low profile and let us know 
if Victor manages to get back there,’ replied Hans.  With that he went 
to the telephone and called the Wilmersdorf Safe House. 

Erika answered, just by saying, ‘Hello.’ 
Hans did not identify himself, he just asked, ‘Is everything 

alright?’ 
Erika replied, ‘Yes, everything is fine, we were looking forward 

to having a meal with you.’  She had confirmed that everything was 
OK and had included a code phrase indicating that she was not 
under duress.  

Hans then said, ‘Has Victor returned?’ 
She replied, ‘No, I was getting a little worried about him.’ 
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Hans then continued, ‘We may have a little problem, I will not 
be able to come today, stay where you are, and let me know if Victor 
turns up.’  

Erika knew that Hans had intended coming back to 
Wilmersdorf with Victor, his call and Victor’s absence made her 
realise that something was drastically wrong and she was a little 
concerned. 

Hans finished his call by saying, ‘I will be in touch when I have 
a clearer picture of the situation, but just in case, pack your case for 
a weekend away. Keep our visitor happy and onside but he has no 
need of a weekend case.’ 

Erika understood the veiled meaning if the call to be that there 
was a major problem, Victor was probably dead or injured and she 
should be on her guard. Hans would contact her when he had a 
better idea of the situation, but that she should be prepared to leave 
at short notice; in the meantime, she should keep Sandman happy 
but not get attached to him.  

Erika was feeling a bit down and there was always one thing 
that cheered her up, sex. She therefore went into the lounge got two 
tumblers of whisky and gave Sandman one, she put a record on and 
seductively pulled him to his feet to dance with her, he went willingly.  
They had a few dances and a couple of whiskeys before Erika took 
him by the hand and led him up to the bedroom and a short period 
of mutual affection, some intimate companionship, and an awful lot 
of hot, hectic sex.  Sandman could not believe his luck. 
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32 THE YANKS ARE COMING 
 
 
I woke up early, showered, dressed and was having breakfast by 
seven; I was ravenous and ordered a full English breakfast and 
coffee.  Totally satisfied I went out to the car and drove to the 
Stadium and was in the Incident Room by eight. 

Chris was there with Jim Booth the RMP RSM, ‘How are you 
feeling today Wolf?’ asked Chris. 

‘Fit as a fiddle,’ I replied. 
‘Looks as if you got Corporal Fielding’s killer,’ commented Jim. 
‘We will have to wait for ballistics to confirm that,’ I replied. 
By 0830 hours the Incident Room was full and we moved into 

the adjacent Conference Room, where an urn of coffee had been set 
up. 

I grabbed a cup and put plenty of sugar in, just then Gene the 
CID Special Agent came in with another American who was holding 
a large white box. They were immediately approached by Sam 
Richards the Intelligence representative, who said, ‘Chuck, nice of 
you to join us.’ He then shook hands with Gene’s companion, before 
introducing himself to Gene. 

Gene brought his companion over to me and said, ‘Chuck, this 
is Wolf, the guy I told you about.’ 

Chuck held out his hand and said, ‘Pleased to make your 
acquaintance Wolf, the names Charles Henderson, but call me 
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Chuck.’ 
We shook hands and Gene then explained, ‘Chuck is one of 

our Military Intelligence guys, but we don’t hold that against him, we 
have worked together on a few cases, he’s OK.’ Chuck just smiled. 

Chris joined us and said, ‘Help yourselves to coffee, briefing 
starts in fifteen minutes.’  

I led Gene and Chuck over to the coffee urn and poured coffee 
for them. Chuck put the white box on the table and opened it up, it 
was full of doughnuts of various types, ‘Dunkin Doughnuts for 
everyone, help yourselves.’ said Chuck loudly. 

Right on time, the OC opened the briefing, ‘Firstly I wish to 
welcome Special Agents Autry US CID and Special Agent 
Henderson US Military intelligence to our team, and thanks for the 
doughnuts.’ Each stood in turn as their name was mentioned. ‘They 
have been brought up to date with the events so far and Special 
Agent Henderson will acquaint us with their operations as they seem 
to dovetail with ours.’   

Chuck strolled up to the lectern and in his southern drawl took 
over from the OC. ‘Hi guys, our operation started as a CID case led 
by Special Agent Autry, he was investigating large scale black market 
activities involving not only cigarettes and liquor but large scale theft 
of gas, that’s petrol to you guys.  A number of US Military personnel 
were involved including one enlisted man employed as an 
intelligence analyst at our HQ on Clay Alee.  Once he was identified 
by CID, Gene contacted me and we set up a joint operation. We 
discovered that the man appeared to be passing information to a 
foreign agent known as Alexander, surveillance led us to the house 
on Clay Allee, and last night we were getting ready to take Alexander 
down.  We had a surveillance vehicle in place, one covert backup 
vehicle and three marked military police vehicles, a total of ten 
Agents and Military Police personnel, which should have been 
enough for the job.  Somehow, they missed the early arrival of the 
man you call Target Two, who was tailed by Wolf.  As Alexander 
and an unidentified accomplice left the house and crossed the road, 
the trap was sprung and our guys went to arrest him.  
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Then all hell let loose, Target Two opened up with a pump 
action shotgun and cut down our people before the marked units 
could intervene. Wolf took him out with four well aimed shots and 
in the general confusion Alexander and his accomplice disappeared.  
Now that we have established that these guys belong to the same 
group, we are hoping that the Targets in Wilmersdorf will lead us 
back to Alexander and his buddy, that’s all I’ve got.’  Chuck turned 
to our Intelligence representative, Sam Richards and said, ‘Sam, I 
think you wanted to say something at this point.’ 

Sam stood up and strode purposefully to the rostrum and said, 
‘Thanks Chuck, we also had no idea that this group was also 
operating in the American Sector, for all we know they may have 
tentacles into the French Sector as well, let us hope not. The 
ruthlessness of this group has surprised us, there are a number of 
unwritten laws in the intelligence community and these bastards 
have contravened them all.  The Russians normally abide by the code 
fearing that we would retaliate; we therefore cannot rule out that this 
group is actually a vicious East German Stasi HVA cell, that’s their 
Main Directorate for Reconnaissance.  It would not be uncommon 
for the Russians to seek East German assistance where they have 
assets better placed for a specific job; in this case the Russians have 
an interest in recovering the part from their downed plane. The East 
Germans of course fit right in here; you can’t tell the difference 
between someone from Neukolln and someone from Treptow. I 
would therefore urge extreme caution when confronting any of these 
people; they will probably shoot first and ask questions later.’ Sam 
then returned to his seat. 

The OC then stood up and said, ‘As you have heard, Wolf was 
involved in an incident last night, resulting in Target Two being shot 
dead after he had opened fire on a US CID surveillance team, one 
of the Agents was killed immediately, one was found to be dead on 
arrival at the hospital and two are seriously wounded.  I therefore do 
not want anyone working on their own from now on; the Targets 
are absolutely ruthless and will obviously stop at nothing.  
Unfortunately, Wolf, that means no more Motor Bikes, even though 
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it gets results.’ I just nodded. 
‘The OC continued, ‘Surveillance on the Wilmersdorf Safe 

House continued overnight, the team was changed at midnight, 
Dave and Ben are now in situ, Adrian and Rick are sleeping, they are 
doing twelve hour shifts between them.  One slight change, the team 
took a vehicle radio with them, they are now Call Sign Alpha 19 
Hotel, and quite appropriate I thought. There has been no change at 
the Wilmersdorf Safe House, Target One the Major and Target 
Three, the female, are still in situ at the house.  As you know Target 
Two, an as yet unidentified male person from the safe house was 
shot dead last night whilst he apparently waited for a contact on Clay 
Allee.  Two male persons were seen prior to the gun fight, although 
we believe one uses the name Alexander, we need to identify them 
as a matter of priority. We will designate these persons who are now 
on the run with the code-word Rabbit rather than Target, Therefore 
the person known as Alexander will be Rabbit One, we have a 
description from Wolf but it’s a little vague, six-foot-tall, medium 
build, probably brown hair, last seen wearing a parka. 

Wolf, I want you to team up with Special Agent Autry.  In order 
that you have immediate access to police in both sectors you will use 
his car which is fitted with CID radio.  Take the vehicle over to the 
RMP radio store and they will fit a temporary Telefunken radio in it 
so that you are also on our net. RSM Booth has already arranged it.  
Then go and see the RMP Duty Sergeant, he will issue you with an 
SMG, Sterling Sub Machine Gun and two magazines, normally a 
Walther PPK is no match for a pump action shotgun, although you 
did OK last night. From now on each vehicle will carry an SMG, this 
is also being organised by RSM Booth.  He is also ensuring that the 
unarmed RMP Standby patrols now also carry arms. You and Agent 
Autry can then take up station fairly close to the Wilmersdorf Safe 
House.’ 

Brian, as SOCO, I want you to take the recovered Makarov 
pistol and the spent round and bullet casing recovered from the 
Fielding scene to the German Forensic Institute.  Professor Doctor 
Bernhardt, will be waiting to examine them.’  
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The OC then turned to Sam Richards from Intelligence and 
said, ‘Sam, would you and Chuck organise a search of the recovered 
Mercedes and the house on Clay Allee, Brian once you have handed 
over the Makarov to the Professor, could you join them in case 
Scenes of Crime expertise is required, remember, this is not just an 
Intelligence matter, we have Murders to solve and even if the 
Makarov is identified as the murder weapon, we still have to identify 
everyone involved. Gentlemen, are there any questions?’ He looked 
around the room but there were none, ‘In that case let’s go get these 
vicious bastards,’ he commanded. 
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33 JOINT OPERATIONS 
 
 
I grabbed my bag and walked out to the car park with Gene, ‘Can 
you hold on a minute, I just want to collect a few things from my 
car.’ I said. 

Gene just nodded and watched whilst I opened up the 
Volkswagen Beetle. ‘Gee that’s small,’ he commented.  

I took all the bits and pieces that I thought might come in 
handy, including a torch and a map of Berlin.  I stowed these in my 
bag and followed Gene to his car. Compared with our vehicles it was 
huge.  It was a white Ford Falcon, four door sedan, “What engine 
has it got?’ I asked.  

Gene replied, ‘2.8 litres with over one hundred horse power, 
it’s got a four speed manual transmission with column shift, it’s 
pretty fast.’ 

I stowed my gear in the back seat foot well and got into the 
passenger seat.  The car had bench seats and loads of room.  The 
CID radio set was fitted under the dashboard and unlike our sets 
which had a telephone handset; it had a microphone and separate 
speaker. 

Gene drove us out of the car park and turned right towards the 
East Gate control point into the Stadium.  An armed military 
policeman was on duty with two German security policemen.  We 
stopped at the barrier and I wound my window down and held up 
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by warrant card, the Corporal smiled and said, that’s OK Sarge, I 
know who you are, I was on the search for Corporal Fielding.’  He 
gesticulated to the barrier operator who pressed the button and the 
barrier went up.  We drove through and immediately right into the 
RMP lines, the big car seemed to sway on the corners, a weird 
sensation.  We stopped outside the radio workshop and I went in.  
The civilian technician was sitting at a bench soldering wires.   

I said, “Good morning, Sergeant Wolf from SIB, the RSM 
arranged for us to have a radio fitted into the vehicle we are using.’ 

‘Yes, it’s all ready, I just need to check the vehicle to see how 
to do the installation,’ he replied and followed us outside.  He 
opened the driver’s door and looked around, ‘There is lots of room, 
I suggest installing it under the dashboard next to the other radio, 
the best place for the antenna is on the roof but I can put it on the 
boot lid if you prefer.’ 

‘You fit it where it will work best, the vehicle is owned by Uncle 
Sam so it makes no difference to me,’ replied Gene. 

‘It will mean making a hole in the roof but I can fit a blanking 
plate when we remove it,’ replied the technician. 

‘You go ahead buddy, replied Gene and handed the keys over 
to him. 

‘Give me one hour,’ stated the technician. 
I walked with Gene to the RMP Duty Room and went inside, 

Corporal Vance was on desk duty, he greeted us and then said, 
‘Sergeant Standing will be back in five minutes, he’s upstairs with the 
OC, why don’t you get yourselves a coffee in the standby room.’ 

‘Great idea,’ I replied. 
We walked across the corridor to the standby room where a 

coffee urn had been placed.  We each took a coffee and after tasting 
his, Gene said, ‘I wish you Limeys would learn to make coffee, this 
is terrible.’ 

‘But we make excellent tea,’ I replied. 
Gene turned his nose up in disgust, just then Bob Standing 

joined us and poured a coffee.  
‘I wouldn’t do that if I were you, according to Gene here we 
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Brits can’t make coffee.’ I stated. 
‘The Yanks never did have good taste,’ replied Bob smiling 

broadly. 
We finished our coffees and followed Bob into the Duty Room; 

he took us through to Cell number Two, where arms were stored.  
He opened a secure locker and took out a Sterling Sub Machine Gun, 
two magazines and a box of 9mm ammunition.  Gene helped me to 
load the two magazines whilst Bob made an entry in the Arms Book, 
which I signed. 

We thanked Bob for his help and walked back to the Radio 
workshop.  The technician was just finishing.  He had done a really 
neat job, the Telefunken radio was fitted discretely below the 
dashboard, next to the CID radio, with the handset fitted on a 
bracket in front.  
He then turned it on and gave a radio check, after which he turned 
to me and said, ‘all finished.’ 

I locked the SMG, magazines and box of rounds in the car boot 
or trunk as Gene insisted on calling it.  We thanked the technician 
and drove out of the RMP lines, through the East Gate barrier, 
destination Wilmersdorf.  I changed the channel selector on the 
radio to the SIB Net and informed the Incident Room that we were 
on the way. It was very strange being a passenger in an American 
Car, there was so much space and the suspension was a lot bouncier 
than I was used to, it was also a lot more comfortable than any of 
our vehicles. 

Gene drove us to Hohenzollern Damm, Wilmersdorf but 
instead of turning left towards the safe house, he turned right in the 
direction of Clay Allee, which was a continuation of that road.  He 
turned to me and said, ‘It’s going to be a long day and almost 
lunchtime, let’s go to the PX for a good American Hamburger and 
stock up with snacks for later, I don’t think these guys are going to 
do anything in daylight and its only five kilometres from the safe 
house, we can be there in just a few minutes.’ 

‘Great idea, I’m famished,’ I replied. 
Gene drove along Clay Allee and into the PX complex and 
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parked directly outside the Snack Bar, in a no waiting area, he then 
said, ‘Hold on a minute, I will get someone to listen to the radios,’ 
with that he disappeared inside.  After a few minutes he returned 
with a man dressed in jeans and T-shirt, and said, ‘This is Joe, he’s 
one of our Military Police,’  

I shook hands with Joe and Gene then continued, ‘Joe, can you 
listen out for Unit Three on the CID radio and, what is it on the Brit 
radio?’ 

‘One Nine Alpha,’ I replied. 
‘No sweat, if anything comes up I will grab you guys straight 

away,’ with that Joe sat in the driver’s seat and turned the car radio 
on to listen to AFN, the American Armed Forces Network, whilst 
Gene and I walked inside. 

The Snack Bar was like Aladdin’s Cave, the food on display was 
exactly what I had seen in the movies, and the catering staff were 
dressed just like at a diner, even down to the little white hats.  Gene 
ordered a chilli burger with French fries, so I did the same.  We both 
ordered Cokes to wash it down; they were enormous, with lots of 
ice and a straw.  Gene paid for the food in US Dollars and we took 
it to one of the tables near the door. We munched our hamburgers 
which seemed to be six inches thick with all sorts of relish; the 
French fries had loads of ketchup. It might not have been the 
healthiest of meals but it was certainly filling and very tasty.   

After we had finished we walked into the Commissary, the 
equivalent to our NAAFI Shop and stocked up on snacks and cans 
of soft drinks.  We walked back to the car and asked Joe if anything 
had happened.  ‘There was just one message from One Nine Hotel 
saying that Targets One and Three had been seen going to the car 
but had gone back inside.’ 

We thanked Joe for his help, got in the car and drove off to 
Wilmersdorf.  We parked up on a petrol station forecourt from 
where we could see vehicles leaving the road on which the safe house 
was situated. 

Gene turned on the car radio and we listened to AFN, it was a 
great radio station and they were playing mostly country and western 
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music, my favourite. Surveillance is mostly complete boredom and 
we spent the whole afternoon and early evening thinking up ways to 
combat the boredom and fatigue, we even took it in turns to take a 
nap, very easy to do in a vehicle that size.   

It was just after 2000 hours and the sun was going down when 
the ‘Standby’ call came over the radio. It was Adrian at the static OP, 
‘All units one nine, this one nine hotel, standby, standby, standby, 
Target Three is leaving in the Karmann Ghia, Target Three on the 
move at this time, over.’ 

I grabbed the radio handset and replied, ‘All stations One Nine, 
this is One Nine Alpha, we are in position, wait, wait, Target Three 
is now in sight, we will follow, out.’ 

Gene let the vehicle go past and waited for two more to go by 
before he pulled out.  We followed the vehicle onto the ring road 
going east into Schoeneberg, and came off near Tempelhof Airport 
and then took a complicated route coming on to Rudower Strasse, 
Neukoelln.  The little Karmann Ghia varied its speed at times, 
allowing following vehicles to overtake, we saw this counter 
surveillance tactic and stayed well back. The road changed name to 
Neukoellner Strasse and then Waltersdorfer Chaussee.   

‘This road ends in a crossing point to the eastern zone,’ 
commented Gene. 
We started to see signs indicating that we would shortly be leaving 
the American Sector, when suddenly the Karmann Ghia turned right 
into a side road.   

‘Damn she’s going to the drive in movies, they opened one up 
here last month,’ commented Gene. 

As we took the right turn I saw a sign stating, ‘Autokino 
Rudow’, and we pulled up at the pay booth, which was on the 
driver’s side so Gene paid our entry fee.  After paying we drove 
through and I was astounded, the area was enormous.  The main 
feature was a large screen at the front with a brightly lit snack bar 
beside it.  Cars were parked in neat rows which were raised at the 
front, I quickly looked around for the Karmann Ghia but did not see 
it straight away. We had been told to turn off our lights and 
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obviously the Volkswagen therefore had done the same, making it 
more difficult to spot.  Then I noticed a brake light come on as the 
Volkswagen parked on its parking ramp.  We drove to the row 
behind it and found a space where we had a fairly good view of the 
vehicle.  It was now clear why the parking spaces were raised at the 
front; it gave us a better view of the screen where, ‘The Silencers’ 
was being shown. Next to the car on the driver’s side was a post 
which had a grey enamelled loudspeaker box on it with a spiral cable.  
Gene opened his window, took the box from the post and fitted it 
on the inside of the window and turned it on.  We could now hear 
the sound track, ‘Might as well do it properly,’ commented Gene. 

‘All we need now is pop-corn,’ I replied. 
‘I will go and get some in a moment, would you also like an ice 

cream?’ answered Gene laughing. I put a radio call through to the 
Incident Room and updated them on our location; Chris was 
manning the radio and told us that he would send a vehicle to give 
us backup.  

We watched the Volkswagen Karmann Ghia but nothing 
happened for some time, I was therefore able to see what the film 
was about.  It was aptly a spy film spoof starring Dean Martin as 
retired secret agent Matt Helm, who seemed to be spending his time 
photographing glamorous models whilst engaged in a steamy affair 
with his gorgeous assistant Lovey Kravezit. I was musing about the 
double entendre which was a little risqué when Gene tapped me on 
the shoulder and I came back to reality, the Target had got out of 
the car and locked it.  I saw that she was absolutely stunning and 
immediately thought of Matt Helm’s lovely assistant. 

  She was probably in her early thirties with fair hair and a great 
figure which was quite evident despite her being dressed in a warm, 
short bum freezer jacket, which only accentuated her curvy hips, 
which were clad in a tight dark coloured mini skirt. She looked 
around but did not seem to be concerned and walked off through 
the parked cars in the direction of the snack bar, we quickly left our 
vehicle and followed. She went into the snack bar and after sneaking 
a peek inside; we followed her in and joined the long queue for the 



A Wolf in Berlin – Operation Red Comet            P a g e  | 157 

 

hot dog stand. 
When she was served she ordered a hot dog and Fanta 

lemonade, once she had it she took a seat at one of small table inside.  
After a few minutes she was joined by a young man who had just 
been served.  He was tall, athletically built and in his early twenties 
with a military style crew cut and his clothing style suggested he 
could be a US Serviceman. Once Gene and I had our hot dogs and 
coke, we went outside to eat it.  

Once we were clear of the crowd I asked, ‘What do you think,’ 
‘Definitely one of ours, we need to keep an eye on him,’ 

answered Gene. 
We moved off into the shadows and waited for them to come 

out, which they did, arm in arm.  The couple made their way back to 
the Karmann Ghia, she got into the driver’s seat and he got into the 
passenger side and they immediately started embracing.  We walked 
back to our car and kept watch, it was not long before the windows 
of the Volkswagen steamed up and we were unable to see inside.  I 
have heard that sex in a Volkswagen is not possible, but from the 
movement of the car on its suspension, they had found a way.  
Sometime later, the man wiped his door window clean and left the 
vehicle had a smoke and walked off to another row, Gene 
immediately followed.  

When he came back, he said, ‘Yep, he’s American, vehicles a 
red Ford Thunderbird with US plates; he then picked up the radio 
microphone and asked the US Military Police to check out the 
registration number of the vehicle.   

A short time later a voice I recognised as that of Chris came 
over the Telefunken radio; he confirmed that he and Hermann were 
parked up outside the Autokino. 

Gene then said, “I think what we have here is a honeypot trap 
and isn’t she some honey.’ 

‘How do you want to play it?’ I asked. 
‘This is one for Chuck, let me see if I can reach him.’  With that 

Gene picked up the radio microphone and said, ‘Control this is unit 
Baker three, is unit Echo five, ten eight, over?” 
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The US Military Police controller came back with, ‘That’s 
affirmative, and he is ten twenty at the BOQ, over.’ 

Gene replied, ‘Roger that can you patch me through to him, 
over.’ 

A few moments later we could hear a telephone call being put 
through and we heard, ‘This is unit Echo five, what’s your ten twenty 
Baker three, over?’ 

Gene answered, ‘Drive in movie Rudow, over.’ 
Chuck then asked, ‘Ten four, how can I assist, over.’ 
Gene then pressed his presell switch and said, “We have a male 

US suspect making contact with Target Three, over.’ 
Chuck answered, ‘Ten four, can you identify the suspect and I 

will put my guys on him tomorrow, over.’ 
Chuck replied, ‘Ten four, out.’ 
Once he was finished, I asked, what was all that ten four bullshit 

about; I didn’t understand quite a lot of that.” 
‘That’s the idea,” answered Gene, ‘It’s the code we use, called 

the Ten Code; ten four is understood, ten eight is officer on call and 
ten twenty is asking for location. We also use the Hundred Code for 
offences such as one eighty-seven is homicide, four-one-five is a 
disturbance, don’t you guys use code words?’ 

I replied, “We use what is called veiled speech with code words 
for various units, for instance Watchdog is Military Police, Acorn is 
Intelligence, Sunray is the boss, there’s a whole list that we have to 
learn.’ 

‘Acorn is Intelligence, is that why you guys keep referring to 
them as Secret Squirrels?’ asked Gene. 

‘Well, they gather intelligence, squirrels gather acorns, seems 
appropriate,’ I replied.  

Just at that time a radio message came from the US Military 
Police control, ‘Baker three from control, reference your plate 
request, registration office is not ten eight until Monday morning, 
over.’ 

 Gene confirmed with, ‘ten four.’ 
‘Right so your vehicle registration office is not manned on a 
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Saturday, so we need Chris to take up the lead on Target Three and 
we follow the thunderbird,’ I answered. 

Gene replied, ‘That’s ten four good buddy.’  
I cringed visibly, then picked up the radio handset and called 

Chris, informing him of the situation and asking him to take over 
lead on the Karmann Ghia and confirmed we would give him the 
heads up when it left. 

We kept an eye on the two vehicles but it was not until 2300 
hours that the evenings performance ended and vehicles queued up 
to leave the parking area.  We managed to insert ourselves three 
vehicles behind the Thunderbird with the Karmann Ghia five 
vehicles ahead of the American car. 

As the Volkswagen reached the entrance we called Chris on the 
radio and he confirmed that they had the vehicle in sight and would 
follow.  By the time we got to the exit the Karmann Ghia was out of 
sight, we stayed behind the Thunderbird and followed it for twelve 
kilometres until it pulled into the US Air Force Base at Tempelhof 
Airport, stopping at the guarded entry control point, where his 
identity was checked and the vehicle details entered on the guard log 
sheet.   

We parked up nearby and after fifteen minutes Gene drove into 
the control point, showed his ID and parked the vehicle.  We got 
out and walked into the Guard Room where Gene identified us to 
the Airforce Staff Sergeant in charge of the guard.  Gene then 
explained that we were making routine enquiries looking for a blue 
coloured vehicle that had been involved in a hit and run traffic 
accident earlier that evening. The Staff Sergeant was most 
accommodating and showed us the list of vehicles that had entered 
that evening. Gene scanned the list and said, ‘There’s no note of the 
vehicle colour, can your guys recall if a blue vehicle entered in the 
last hour?’ 

The Air Force Staff Sergeant then spoke to various members 
of the guard and on his return, he said, ‘Sorry, no blue vehicles, one 
red, one was beige and two were white, and none of them had any 
obvious damage. 
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` Gene replied, “Thanks for that, on to the next base and see 
what they’ve got.’ We shook hands with the helpful Staff Sergeant, 
got back in our vehicle and drove off.   

Gene turned to me and said, ‘The guy´s name is Second 
Lieutenant Jeffrey Waldsmith, he’s with the sixty-nine-twelve ESG, 
that’s the Electronic Security Group, part of Intelligence, that could 
be a major problem, I am not putting that over the radio, let’s find a 
land line.’   

Gene drove around to the civilian airport terminal, parked up 
and went to one of the brightly lit yellow telephone boxes outside 
the main entrance.  He came back a few minutes later and said, 
‘Chuck is jumping up and down, his guys will be on this first thing 
in the morning, by the way, he also says “good work guys.” 

‘It’s nice to be appreciated,’ I answered. 
I picked up the radio telephone and called the Incident Room, 

telling them that we had housed the suspect and we were now 
available.   

Chris then came up on the radio net and said, ‘We are located 
at the Rainbow Club, just off Augsburger Strasse in Wilmersdorf, 
could you assist us at that location? 

We confirmed that we would be there in twenty minutes.  Not 
knowing the reason for requiring assistance, we wasted no time, 
Gene told me that he knew where the Club was and told me that 
Augsburger Strasse was a well-known red light district not far from 
the Bahnhof Zoo, the main railway station. He drove off and in less 
than fifteen minutes we were parking up near the Rainbow Club.  
We saw that the Karmann Ghia was parked near to the club entrance 
and Chris’ Volkswagen Variant was parked just down the road from 
it.  We parked up and walked over to the Volkswagen and got in the 
back seats.   

Chris was partnered by Manfred from the Kripo, we shook 
hands and then Chris explained, ‘Target Three went into the club 
but we have a slight problem, Manfred was on the vice squad and is 
known to the owner and staff of this and most other clubs in the 
area, I didn’t want to go in alone against the boss’s orders.’ 
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‘Not a problem, you guys get off and we will take over here, 
can you let the Incident Room know what’s happening.’ I replied 
and with that Gene and I got out of the car and walked across to the 
club.  The door was solid wood with a sliding panel, I rang the bell 
and a sliding panel opened and a man looked out, he looked us over 
before closing the panel and opening the door, which he held open 
for us to enter, before closing and locking it.  At the right of the 
entrance was a small desk with a lady sitting behind it, she held out 
her hand and asked for ten marks each entry fee, which I paid.  We 
were then permitted to walk through a heavy red plush curtain into 
the club lounge. On parting the curtain, I saw that the club was dimly 
lit with coloured lights and candles, the atmosphere was smoky and 
hot.  There was a small stage on which a girl with heavy makeup and 
large breasts, dressed in scanty clothing was gyrating to music and 
stripping off her clothing, piece by piece in a very tantalizing way. 
There was a small dance floor to the side and a long bar opposite the 
stage.  Tables and comfortable chairs and settees were dotted around 
the club with small sepaŕe cubicles at the side.  The predominant 
colour in the club was red and these cubicles had a table and bench 
seats with heavy red cushions and red and gold curtains which could 
be drawn, and at least half of them were closed. 

Gene and I made our way to the bar, where a number of pretty 
young ladies dressed in cocktail or long evening dresses were sitting 
sipping cocktails.  I looked at Gene and asked, ‘I wonder what 
happens here then?’   

‘He just laughed and said, ‘Son, see me afterwards and I will tell 
you everything you need to know.’ 

I scanned the drinks on display in their measure dispensers and 
noted that some were from NAAFI stores whilst others appeared to 
have originated from the American PX. The barmaid, dressed in a 
black cocktail dress with a very low cut neckline leant over the bar 
showing us that she was not wearing a brassier and asked, ‘What can 
I get you guys?’ 

‘Gene answered immediately and said, “Excited I think, two of 
those will do.’ 
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She answered, ‘That comes later man, what do you want to 
drink?’ 

We both ordered a beer which was five times the normal price 
and sat down in some comfortable arm chairs, where we had a good 
view of the stage as well as the rest of the club.  The target was 
nowhere to be seen, but we knew she must be in here somewhere, 
she was seen coming in and there was nowhere else she could be 
other than in one of the closed cubicles or in another part of the 
club, accessible through a door beside the bar.  We watched the 
stripper on the stage, they seemed to have an endless supply, then it 
twigged, they were the hostesses sitting at the bar who were taking it 
in turns to perform.  When it was their turn, they disappeared 
through the door next to the bar and came back dressed in 
something even more seductive.  We were enjoying the show when 
two of the hostesses in cocktail dresses, very low cut, sidled up to us, 
sitting on the arm of our chairs with an arm around us; Gene was 
smirking like a Cheshire cat.   

The girl on the arm of my chair started caressing the inside of 
my thigh and then whispered in my ear, ‘Would you buy me a drink?’ 
I looked over at Gene and he was getting the same treatment, I then 
asked, ‘How much is your drink?’ 

She replied, ‘Twenty Marks for a cocktail or one hundred Marks 
for champagne.’ 

‘Why the difference in price,’ I asked innocently. 
‘We drink the cocktail here at the table, the champagne we take 

into the sepaŕe and we can close the curtain,’ she said seductively 
Playing my part as the average guest of the establishment, I 

asked, ‘And what can we do in the sepaŕe,’ 
She moved her hand up and started stroking my cock over my 

trousers and said, ‘Almost anything that you want to do.’ 
I replied, ‘That sounds great but we have only just come in, can 

we leave it until a bit later, I want to see the show, I took out a ten 
mark note and put into her cleavage.’  

She smiled, gave me a hug and said, ‘Don’t forget, my name is 
Veronica.’ 
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I looked over at Gene and his companion was also walking off, 
but with a twenty-mark note, typical rich American. 

Once they were out of earshot I said, ‘That was a little 
distracting, we got away with that quite cheaply.’ 

Gene then said, ‘Sometimes trying to fit in is very difficult and 
unpleasant, the things I have to do for Uncle Sam.’ 

I said, ‘Yes, I noticed how unpleasant you found it,’ Gene just 
grinned at me. 

I observed the door beside the bar opening and saw the Target 
enter the room; whilst the door was open I saw that there was a small 
man with dark hair behind her who was turning away and I lost sight 
of him when the door closed. 

I turned to Gene and said, ‘She has just come in and for a split 
second I saw a man resembling the guy who slugged Chris at the 
Champagne Lady.’ 

Gene said, ‘Did you see his face?’ 
I replied, ‘No, he was turning away, it’s just a hunch.’ 
The woman went over to the bar and was served a cocktail but 

did not pay for it, she was obviously well known here, she sat down 
on a stool, sipping her cocktail and talking to one of the hostesses. 

I then said, ‘Gene, I think we should get out of here, we’ve seen 
all we need to and we should get in position to follow her when she 
leaves.’ 

Gene nodded and we both finished our beer and made our way 
out without taking any further notice of the Target. 

We got back into the car which was in a good position to follow 
the Karmann Ghia. I then turned to Gene and said, ‘I think this place 
is part of the Intelligence Cell setup, just like the Champagne Lady.’ 

Gene replied, ‘You could be right, it’s a great place to recruit 
Americans and Brits, did you see the bar stock?’ 

I replied, ‘Yes, I saw that, black market booze and cigarettes, 
one of the best ways to recruit assets.’ 

We settled down and waited, it was not until 0230 hours in the 
morning that Target Three came out of the club, Gene and I ducked 
down so that our car appeared to be empty.  She got into her 
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Karmann Ghia, started it and turned on the lights and drove off.  We 
followed but initially without lights, once the Volkswagen had made 
a turn and was out of sight Gene turned our lights on and we 
followed the vehicle, as there was not a lot of traffic we were able to 
stay well back.  We drove through Wilmersdorf into the American 
Sector, through Steglitz, and Dahlem to Zehlendorf and out into a 
rural area near the Schlachtensee.  We were travelling along 
Spanische Allee and as we neared the S-Bahn rail line, the Karmann 
Ghia turned left into a small road and then immediatly right into the 
driveway of a large whitewashed villa set in its own grounds.  Gene 
turned off the car lights and parked.  We got out on foot and walked 
past the villa but it was difficult to observe due to the hedges and 
trees surrounding it.  We did see that the Karmann Ghia was parked 
next to a Volkswagen Beetle covered in a tarpaulin and a White 
Mercedes W111; we tried to get in a better position but were unable 
to read the number plates.  

We walked the area and found that the road was called An der 
Rehwiese or By the Deer Meadow, there were actually two roads at 
the junction, making a V, the second road was called Alemannen 
Strasse and the villa occupied the land at the apex of the ‘V’. 
Opposite the villa was a long thin park area which ran along the 
entire left hand side of An der Rehwiese, I suspected that this was 
the so called Deer Meadow. I noted that at the nearby junction of 
Spanische Allee with Alemanen Strasse was a Gasthaus occupying 
the land between the S-Bahn railway line and Alemannen Strasse. 

We walked over to the Gasthaus and checked the lines of sight, 
it was perfect, from the upper floors it would certainly be possible 
to see anyone coming or going and perhaps it would be possible to 
see into the garden or even some of the windows, the car park was 
accessible from Spanische Allee and could not be seen from the villa, 
so I noted down the name and telephone number. 

Gene then commented, ‘We are right by the Avus here, that’s 
the main autobahn into Berlin, let’s go, I will drop you off.’   

I said, “It might be worth checking out the surrounding area 
first, just in case we need it later.’ 
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We drove around the area and checked out the various tunnels under 
the S-Bahn railway line as this seemed to be the one feature that 
commanded the area.  One of those tunnels led to the Schlachtensee 
lake. We then drove the short distance to the autobahn along 
Spanische Allee and through two tunnels under S-Bahn lines and 
found the on-ramp to the Avus Autobahn, about seven minutes later 
we were passing the Funkturm radio tower.  I put in a quick call to 
the Incident room and asked what time the briefing was that 
morning, Chris was back manning the radio and confirmed that as it 
was Sunday, the Briefing would be at 1000 hours.  On arrival at 
Edinburgh House a few minutes later, I said goodnight to Gene and 
he confirmed that he would pick me up at 0930 hours. I collected 
the SMG from the boot of Gene’s car and took off my jacket to 
wrap it in; walking in openly with a sub machine gun would probably 
give the night porter a heart attack.  I asked for access to my safety 
deposit box and put the weapons away for the night. I managed to 
scrounge a cup of tea from the night porter who was a friendly old 
man, obviously ex-military who looked kindly on a youngster who 
had to work until the early hours.  I booked a wake-up call and took 
the tea up to my room, wrote up my notes and climbed into bed, 
thankful of an extra hours sleep. 
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34 THE FINAL BRIEFING 
 
 
Gene collected me dead on time, dead being the operative word; I 
felt like death warmed up, Gene on the other hand looked as fresh 
as a daisy.  

“Wolf, you look like shit, have you had breakfast?’ he asked. 
‘I had a bit of difficulty getting up this morning,’ I confirmed. 
‘Don’t worry, we’ll get some good Brit coffee in you at the 

office and after the briefing I will take you for breakfast with real 
coffee at the PX,’ he replied. 

‘That sounds great,’ I confirmed. 
As we walked into the office, Chris laughed at me and said, ‘That’s 
the trouble with you youngsters, no staying power.’ 

I just laughed and answered, ‘You old guys piss me off,’  
We moved down to the conference room and sat down.   
The OC stood up and said, ‘There’s has been a bit of movement 

overnight and Wolf will bring us all up to date but first, Brian, could 
you update us on the recovered Makarov Pistol and Sam on the 
searches of the Safe House on Clay Allee and the Mercedes.’ 

SOCO Brian stood up and said, ‘The Makarov is not the 
murder weapon, we are still looking for a pistol of this type’ 

Sam from Intelligence took over and said, ‘Together with our 
American colleagues we gave the house a good going over, there was 
no one at home, no surprise there, a gun battle outside probably gave 
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them an inkling that we would be coming.  They didn’t have time to 
destroy very much and we recovered a fair amount of paperwork, 
the same for the Mercedes, only papers were recovered, all of it will 
be extremely useful once we have analysed and decoded it but it is 
going to take some time.’ 

Has the shooter been identified?’ I asked. 
Sam answered, ‘The short answer is no, we are still awaiting the 

result of fingerprint searches and his photo has been sent out to 
police and intelligence agencies.  What we can say is that his clothing 
was all bought in West Berlin, his driving licence and identity card 
are both forgeries, they give his name as Victor Schulz, resident at a 
fictitious address in Charlottenburg. His dental work is definitely of 
East German origin.’  

The OC then said, ‘Wolf, can you give us an update of events 
yesterday.’ 

Attempting to appear full of the joys of spring, I stood at the 
lectern and gave my account of events, after which I asked if Target 
Three had returned to the house in Wilmersdorf, Chris answered, 
confirming that she had arrived back at four in the morning. 

The OC took over and said, ‘So now we have to set up an OP 
at the Gasthaus near the Schlachtensee, and we are running out of 
manpower, Chris would you do it?’ 

Chris replied, ‘My pleasure Sir, perhaps as it’s a German hotel 
it would be helpful if Manfred could help me.’ 

Manfred answered, ‘No problem.’ 
The OC continued, ‘I am not sure how long we can keep this 

up, what do you think RSM?’ 
Dick Holmes stood and said, ‘We could of course do it the old 

fashioned way, kick down the doors, arrest everyone in sight, 
interview them and carry out searches, bring it to and end that way.’ 

Chris stood and said, ‘The problem is that it’s very hit and miss, 
we still need to identify the Murderer of Corporal Fielding, I 
personally think it’s the guy who slugged me, we need to know where 
he is, we also need to know where the aircraft component is, Major 
Thompson is involved somehow but other than consorting with 
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suspected enemy agents, we have nothing on him.  If he turns up for 
work tomorrow as normal, he could argue that he has just been a 
naughty boy caught in a honey trap.’ 

Jim Booth, the RMP RSM stood up and said, ‘Sir, if you need 
more manpower, I have some good NCOs and Senior Ranks, I am 
sure my boss will provide whatever manpower you need.’ 

The OC said, ‘Thank you RSM, that is most appreciated, we 
will run it today with what we have and re-evaluate at the briefing 
tomorrow.’ 
  I stood and said, ‘Sir, if we could use Brian to ride shotgun with 
Gene, I could use the motor bike but stay with them, this would not 
only give mutual support but give two units mobile to cover the two 
locations, and each of the OPs have a vehicle and could go mobile 
if absolutely necessary.’ 

The OC thought for a minute and then said, ‘RSM, what do 
you think?’ 

Dick Holmes nodded and said, ‘I would go along with that Sir, 
it certainly gives us the flexibility we need, Hermann, and myself can 
run the incident room.’ 

The OC then said, ‘OK Wolf, you can use your beloved motor 
bike, just in case, Mister Booth, can you have some of your NCOs 
on thirty minutes standby in the RMP lines to assist as necessary, in 
uniform and armed?’ 

Jim Booth replied, ‘I don’t see that as being a problem at all Sir.’ 
The OC nodded and said, ‘Thank you everyone, you know the plan, 
go to it and be careful, these are dangerous people.’ 
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35 BATTLE LAKE OP 
 
 
As I went down to check out the BMW R27 motor cycle, Chris and 
Manfred were on their way to Chris’s Volkswagen Variant. 

Are you taking a radio to the OP?’ I asked. 
‘We are going around to the radio work shop now to see what 

Sparky can do for us?’ replied Chris. 
Chris and Manfred climbed into the car and drove through the 

East Gate control barrier and into the RMP lines.  They parked up 
outside the radio work shop and went in, where the civilian 
technician was sitting at his bench soldering wires as usual. 

‘Hello Sparky, can you help me out with a radio base station?’ 
asked Chris. 

The nickname Sparky had not been adopted because of his 
chosen employment, the civilian technician had an almost 
unpronounceable Polish name which to British ears sounded like 
Sparky, and after fifteen years he had just adopted the name to make 
life easier for everyone. 

‘Hi Chris, I can let you have a vehicle set with transformer and 
long antenna cable if that’s OK?’ 

‘That’s great, the main thing is that we can fit it in a house.’ 
‘No problem,’ replied Sparky, taking various components from 

his shelves and laying them on the counter. ‘I have given you an 
antenna with twenty metres of cable, hopefully that will be enough 
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for you, remember to get the antenna as high as possible, perhaps 
on the roof, if you only site it out of a window it will be directional 
and may not reach the rebroadcasting station.’ 

‘Thanks Sparky you’re a genius,’ replied Chris. 
They loaded the radio into the boot of the car and drove off to 

Nikolassee. They drove down Spanische Allee and pulled into the 
car park of Gasthaus Zur Rehwiese where they were to set up the 
Observation Post. The Gasthaus stood in its own grounds and had 
three storeys including the attic which was also in use, the car park 
was secluded with high hedges, absolutely perfect for their purpose.  
Chris and Manfred walked in through the main entrance and were 
met by the Owner Frau Weiss, a slightly overweight white haired 
lady, there was no one else about.  They shook hands and Manfred 
pulled out his Kripo badge which was on a chain.  He explained that 
they needed a room for a few days, with food and that the bill would 
be paid by the Police Authorities.  Frau Weiss nodded knowingly 
and asked if they had any preferences.  Manfred asked for a room in 
the attic with a view to the Rehweise, Frau Weiss took a key from 
the rack and showed them up to the attic, it was a very large room 
with separate bathroom and more importantly windows to the front 
and side, being an end room.  Manfred then told the Owner that 
they needed to put an antenna on the roof and asked how they could 
gain access.   They were shown into the bathroom where there was 
a skylight window that could be opened, she agreed to provide them 
with a ladder. 

Chris and Manfred went down to the car and collected the radio 
and a bag containing the items they would need. They took them up 
to the room where Frau Weiss had placed a step ladder. Chris 
climbed the stepladder and opened the skylight window, from where 
he had easy access to a pole holding a TV antenna.  Manfred passed 
him the antenna and a roll of duct tape and within a few minutes 
Chris had sited the radio antenna, the cable was simply held in place 
by the weight of the closed window.  The antenna was plugged in 
and the radio set connected to the transformer and when it was 
switched on they were on the RMP net and could hear a message 
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from one of the patrols.  They changed channel to get on the SIB 
operations net and gave a radio check, which was immediately 
answered by the RSM. Chris confirmed that the OP was operational 
and that they had a good view of the target premises. 

Manfred partially closed the curtains and set up a Swift Scope 
on a tripod and using an adapter, fitted an SLR camera to the scope.  
They now had a telescope and could take photographs as required. 
A chair was placed behind the tripod to help take the strain of 
observing for long periods.  For ease of use, a pair of high powered 
binoculars were mainly used, the Swift Scope for checking detail. 
Chris surveyed the white villa and found they had a great view of the 
front and one side of the villa, including part of a glass winter garden 
at the rear, the garage, the front garden and parking area as well as 
the entrance driveway, all in all, a perfect observation post.  A white 
Mercedes W111 and a green Volkswagen Beetle were parked outside 
the house, Chris noted down the registration plate numbers and 
noted the details in the OP log sheet.  He checked the windows and 
could make out movement behind one of them, which he thought 
was probably the kitchen. There was a dog kennel in the front garden 
and a very large German Shepherd was roaming free in the garden. 

‘What does Schlachtensee mean?’  Chris asked. 
‘There’s two literal meanings, it could be Slaughter Lake or 

Battles Lake,’ replied Manfred. 
‘I hope that’s not a bad omen,’ replied Chris. 
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36 THE WILMERSDORF OP 
 
 
Whilst Chris and Manfred were setting up their observation post, 
Gene helped our SOCO Brian load his kit into the Ford Falcon, 
whilst I transferred my stuff to the BMW R27 motor cycle, it’s a 
good job that the Sterling sub machine gun folds down into such 
small parts, otherwise I would have had difficulty stowing the 
weapon in one of the pannier bags, as it was it was very easy and the 
SMG was quickly accessible.   

I followed the Ford Falcon to the American PX, where Gene 
found a guy to look after the radios and my motor cycle and then 
treated us to a typical American breakfast and, in his words, real 
coffee. A typical American breakfast turned out to be pancakes 
swimming in maple syrup and piled high with crispy bacon and a 
second plate with French toast, a large glass of orange juice and a jug 
of coffee.  I must admit that at first glance I was a bit worried by the 
combination but hunger makes you try anything.   

Brian looked at me and said, ‘Well, we don’t have that in 
Sunderland.’  

We both tentatively tried the food and found that it was actually 
very good and scoffed it down without any effort at all.  Afterwards 
I knew I had eaten a hearty breakfast. When we had all finished Gene 
paid in US Dollars and took us into the shop to stock up on snack 
foods.   
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Ready for anything we made our way into Wilmersdorf, where 
Gene pulled over to take up position near the entrance to the ring 
road, whilst I drove to the observation post and parked in the garage. 
I made my up to the OP where Rick and Adrian were on duty.   

‘Anything happening?’ I asked. 
‘No, all quiet, Targets One and Three are inside but we haven’t 

seen them this morning.’ Answered Rick. 
I looked through a crack in the boards covering the window 

and could see the Major’s Opel Rekord and the blue Karmann Ghia 
parked on the area in front of the house. I sat down on the camp 
bed, prepared for a long wait, so brought Rick and Adrian up to date 
with the briefing that morning, the OP in Zehlendorf and the 
location of Gene and Brian in the Ford Falcon, ensuring that they 
had all the relevant call signs for radio traffic.  I noted that they had 
set up a radio base station and wondered how they had done it as 
the house did not have electricity, then I noticed a cable disappearing 
downstairs and realised they were connected to their vehicle radio 
battery. 

It was a long uneventful day; it was not until almost midnight 
that anything happened. 

‘Hey guys, I think they are getting ready to leave soon, better 
get ready,’ commented Adrian.  

Rick put out a radio call to Gene and Brian warning them of 
impending movement. I grabbed my coat and went down to the 
garage, I took out a small torch and checked the motor cycle foot 
brake, found the switch for the brake light and disconnected it. 

‘Have you got a problem?’ asked Rick who had followed me 
down. 

‘No, the brake light can give my position away when my lights 
are off, so I have just disabled it.’ I replied.    

I started the engine and switched on the radio.  I had given the 
problem of using the radio whilst underway and thought I had a 
solution, the main problem was that I could not use the handset on 
the move and certainly could not hear the build in loudspeaker 
through the helmet. I pulled the extending spiral cord to the handset 
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over my shoulder and locked it in place with my jacket closure 
poppers, now I could give updates on the move using the handset 
microphone and with the external speaker could receive radio calls. 
I then moved out of the garage and got myself in position so that I 
could see the Target vehicles leaving, I took off my helmet and 
listened to the radio using the handset. 

After about ten minutes, a radio message came through from 
Adrian, ‘All stations One Nine, this is One Nine Bravo, standby, 
standby, Target One is on the move with Target Three as passenger, 
vehicle Opel Rekord maroon and white, BFG plates, over.’ 

Whilst waiting for the Opel Rekord to pass me I gave a quick 
radio message through, ‘All stations One Nine, this is One Nine 
Alpha I have the eyeball, One Nine Charlie to follow.’ 

The Opel Rekord drove in the direction of the Ring Road and 
joined it in the direction of Charlottenburg, I followed and gave 
location directions over the radio.  I kept well back with one or two 
vehicles as cover.  Whilst following them short radio messages came 
through letting me know that Gene and Brian were in pursuit.’ 

As we reached the Kaiserdamm turnoff, the Opel Rekord 
indicated and turned off in the direction of the Heerstrasse, I 
followed the Opel and heard a message come through from Chris at 
the Zehlendorf OP that a green Volkswagen Beetle and white 
Mercedes had left the target premises, the Beetle was driven by a 
male person similar in appearance to Rabbit Two, or as Chris put it, 
that bastard that dropped me, the vehicle drove off in the direction 
of Nikolassee, the Mercedes went in the opposite direction.  
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37 OPERATIONS ROOM 
 
 
Dick Holmes the RSM and the Kripo officer Hermann, were sitting 
in the operations room smoking and drinking coffee when the 
pursuit started, they called the OC Captain Rogers and Sam from 
Intelligence, both confirmed they were on the way to the operations 
room.  Dick Holmes then called Jim Booth the RSM of the military 
police unit, who also confirmed he would come over to the 
operations room.   
Sam had just come in and heard the message; Dick Holmes brought 
him up to-to-date with events that evening. 

‘This all centres on Spandau and I think they are making they’re 
move, they could try to leave West Berlin and we need to try and 
stop them, they will almost certainly have the radar unit with them 
when they go over the border.’ 

Dick turned to Jim and asked, “How long will it take your guys 
to get to Spandau when we need them?’ 

‘Twenty NCOs in thirty minutes,’ replied Jim, ‘I will put them 
on immediate standby now.’  With that he called the RMP Control 
Room and spoke to the Duty Sergeant, ordering him to issue arms 
and put the nominated NCOs on immediate standby. 
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38 SECRET HIDING PLACES 
 
 
At the Wilmersdorf Safe House Erika received a telephone call late 
in the afternoon, the call was from Hans although he did not identify 
himself.  Victor would not be returning and the Safe House was 
closing down, they discussed what was to be done and where to 
meet.  Erika was happy that something was happening at last, she 
liked excitement, in all its forms. 

Smiling she went upstairs and changed into sexy black stockings 
and garter belt, a see through blouse and black mini skirt.  She did 
her hair and put on makeup.  Ready for battle she set about making 
‘abend brot’ or supper as Sandman called it. She laid the table, lit two 
candles and took a bottle of white wine from the refrigerator.   

Sandman came in, smiled at the alluring scene before him and 
asked, ‘Whats this in aid of?’ 

‘Were closing down the Safe House and moving to another one 
with Hans and Alexander, before going back home.’ 

‘That’s good news, I was getting bored just waiting around, 
what´s the plan? answered Sandman. 

‘Late tonight we leave in your car, collect the recovered radar 
component and meet up with Hans and Alexander at the Zehlendorf 
Safe House, where you can hand the radar component over to 
Alexander who will take it over the border.  Your job is then done 
and you can go back into cover until the next time.  From what Hans 
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said you will probably get a medal for your work, but please excuse 
us if we don’t send it you in the Olympic Stadium, it will be noted in 
your file and when you eventually go home you will receive it.’ 

‘Is that why you have got dressed up? Asked Sandman. 
Erika put her arms around him and held him tight, ‘Yes, it’s 

your last night so I thought we should have a nice evening together.’ 
‘Sounds good to me.’ replied Sandman, kissing her passionately. 
‘I am not wearing any panties, I thought you might like that,’ 

she said smiling seductively. 
Sandman lifted her mini skirt and stared in awe, her pussy was 

perfectly framed by the black garter belt, a perfect accompaniment 
to her fair pubic hair.  He couldn’t help himself kneeling down in 
front of her, peeling back her lips and kissing and licking her clitoris.   

Erika put her hands on his head and pulled his face into her, 
writhing in passion.  She quickly became very moist and Sandman 
used two fingers to penetrate her, she rocked backwards and 
forwards and cried out as she came so violently that her juices were 
wet on his face.  She pushed him down on to the carpet undid his 
belt and opened his fly, swiftly pulling his trousers and underpants 
down to his knee.  She then knelt over him with her pussy in his face 
and took his erect penis in her mouth and sucked and stroked his 
penis whilst he continued to lick her clitoris.  Sandman was out of 
his mind in ecstasy and as he came he thrust even further into her 
mouth and she swallowed his semen. It had been good for both of 
them, and they lay totally exhausted on the floor smoking a cigarette. 

Sandman asked, ‘Main course was good, so what’s for desert?’ 
Erika smiled at him and said, ‘Anything you want!’ 
Once they had recovered, Erika bid Sandman to take his place 

at the table and they ate the fayre that she had placed on the table, 
there was wurst, cheese, tomatoes, herrings in tomato sauce and 
various types of bread.  They drank the wine and toasted each other 
and the success of the mission. 

Towards midnight they left the house and excited by the 
prospect of finalising his first mission, Sandman drove the Opel onto 
the ring road.  He was careful to vary his speed whilst looking for a 
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possible tail but nothing stood out.  He left the ring road at the 
Funkturm and drove in the direction of the Heerstrasse.  On 
reaching Theodor Heuss Platz he went around the roundabout twice 
to make sure they were not being followed.  Once he was happy that 
no one was behind, he drove down the Heerstrasse and pulled onto 
the forecourt of the BP petrol station at Schulz Platz and turned off 
his lights, still watching the passing traffic for any sign of persons 
taking an interest in them.  To provide cover for the stop and 
because it was such fun he cuddled with Erika and could not help 
fondling her breasts. 

‘Can we still meet up once I am back in the Olympic Stadium?’ 
he asked. 

‘We will have to check with Hans but I don’t see that it will be 
a problem, we will just have to be very careful,’ replied Erika kissing 
him. 

After about forty minutes Sandman was happy that no one was 
following them so he started the engine, turned on his lights and 
drove into Am Postfenn which at this time of night was very dark, 
this had the added advantage that any follower would stand out 
immediately. He turned into the track through the woods leading to 
the disused quarry and the abandoned building where he had hidden 
the aircraft component, and parked the car, turning the lights off.  
He took a torch from the glove compartment, got out of the car and 
walked into the abandoned building, followed by Erika who also had 
a small torch.  Sandman first of all checked that no one was in the 
building before he opened a cupboard and knelt down to remove 
some bricks from the wall at the back, he then removed the aircraft 
radar unit. 

Erika watched him remove the bricks and take the metal radar 
component out of the hole, she then took her hand out of her pocket 
and was holding a small automatic pistol, she flicked the safety catch 
to off, took aim at the back of his head and without hesitation cold 
bloodedly fired twice. Sandman slumped forward, ‘I said it was your 
last night, hopefully you enjoyed it.’  said Erika to the lifeless body 
of her lover.   
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She picked up the aircraft component and the two shell cases 
and walked back to the Opel. She slowly drove back down the lonely 
track and turned left towards the Havel River and her meeting with 
Hans.  Whilst driving along the lake, Erika mused that it was a pity 
that Sandman had to be eliminated, she had enjoyed his company 
and he was a great lover, but he could identify members of the cell 
and orders were orders and had to be followed. 
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39 DEATH IN THE GRUNEWALD 
 
 
I followed the Opel down the Heerstrasse to Scholzplatz where I 
saw it pull into the BP petrol station. I was far enough back that I 
was able to turn off the Heerstrasse and stop in a grove of trees.  I 
moved position until I could observe the vehicle which was now 
parked up without lights.  I got on the radio and gave the location 
and immediately received a call from Brian who was using the call 
sign One Nine Charlie, who confirmed that they also had eyes on 
the target vehicle, I looked around but could not see where they 
were, then again, that’s the whole idea of surveillance, not to be seen. 

I kept observation on the Opel for about forty minutes, when 
a radio call came in from Brian, ‘Standby, Standby, Target One is on 
the move.’ 

The Opel moved out of the petrol station and quickly 
disappeared into Postfenn, a small road leading to the Havel and 
winding through the Grunewald forest with almost no street lights. 
I had already started my engine on the first standby warning, so I 
switched on my lights, gunned the engine and sped across 
Scholzplatz and into Postfenn, which was dark as hell.  I dimmed 
my lights and slowed down, I then turned my lights off and found 
that there was sufficient ambient light to keep going.  As I got used 
to the dark I was able to see the bloom from the Opel’s lights ahead. 
Thankfully there was no oncoming traffic and my biggest problem 
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would be deer or other animals crossing the road.  
After a few minutes my eyes were used to the dark and I was 

able to increase speed and quickly made ground on the Opel.  I came 
around a bend and was in time to see the Opel turn left onto a forest 
track, I saw a footpath leading into the forest about fifty meters 
before the track and turned onto that.  I was able to follow the Opel 
which was now on dimmed lights, until it stopped and its lights were 
turned off. I immediately turned off my engine and gave a quick 
message over the radio to keep Brian and Gene updated.  I set off 
on foot through the tangled brush in the direction I had last seen the 
Opel´s lights.  I was scratched by bushes but eventually came to a 
clearing.  My position was slightly elevated and I could see the Opel 
parked below me in what seemed to be an old quarry with a clearing 
beside a small building. There was no one visible by the car so I sat 
down behind a low bush and kept observation.  The building 
appeared abandoned and had broken windows and now and again I 
saw faint illumination which I thought was probably a torch. The 
whole experience was decidedly eerie and I involuntarily kept 
looking behind me.  

I then heard two muffled reports that I immediately identified 
as low velocity shots and instinctively drew my Walther pistol, 
although there was no immediate danger, it just made me feel better.  
I saw movement near the car and shortly afterwards the engine was 
started and the car moved off again on dimmed lights. I raced back 
to my motor bike ignoring the branches whipping my face, started 
the engine and drove back to the road.  I was just in time to observe 
the Opel turn left in the direction of the Havel Lake, I got straight 
on the radio giving the Opel’s direction of travel and requested Gene 
and Brian to take over the follow. The Opel was now out of sight so 
I switched on my lights and the radio extension speaker, and saw the 
Ford Falcon pass my position going like a bat out of hell.  

I gave a short situation report over the radio and informed the 
operation room that I was going to investigate the shots heard.  I 
then drove to the track taken by the Opel and whilst on my way to 
the abandoned building heard a radio messaged from Brian, One 
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Nine Charlie, that he had the eyeball and was following the Opel. 
I parked up in front of the low building ensuring that my 

headlight was on full beam and shining on the front of the 
abandoned building. It was obviously some sort of outbuilding, 
perhaps a workshop which had long ago been abandoned.  There 
was no light whatsoever other than my headlight, it was a pretty 
creepy place and I was taking no chances, I was alone and although 
not actually scared, I was certainly apprehensive, so I drew my 
Walther, cocked it and with my left hand took a torch from my 
panier bag.  I kept to the shadows away from the area illuminated by 
my headlights and approached the building.  I stood beside a broken 
window and listened before looking in, first without light and then 
shining my torch in, there was only rubble and rubbish to be seen.  I 
checked the dark exterior of the building and found there was only 
one entrance but three rooms.  I crept around the back checking 
each window as I went, when I reached the other side of the building 
the light from my motor bike headlamp showed a grisly scene.  The 
body of a man was sprawled on the floor.  Satisfied that there was 
no one still at the scene I moved the motor bike so that I could better 
see what had happened. I could see footprints in the dust covering 
the floor so I marked a path to the body avoiding those marks that 
had been there previously and went in to check for signs of life. 
There was a lot of blood on the floor and what appeared to be two 
bullet entry wounds to the back of the head, I checked for a pulse 
but could not detect one, the man was not breathing and he was 
obviously dead. The body was in a strange position, it was almost as 
if he had been kneeling when he had been shot and had slumped 
forward partially into an open fitted cupboard.  I shone my torch 
into the cupboard which was attached directly to the wall rather than 
having a separate back.  A couple of bricks had recently been 
removed from the wall and I assumed that something had been 
hidden there, most likely the missing aircraft component.  I retraced 
my steps to the door careful to avoid marks left by the perpetrator 
and got straight on the radio.  I changed channel to get onto the 
RMP radio net and reported the details to the Control Room and 
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requested assistance at the scene, agreeing to meet an RMP patrol at 
the track’s junction with Postfenn. I then changed back to the SIB 
net and updated the operations room on my grisly find, the RSM 
confirmed that he would send an Investigator to take over at the 
scene.   
I rode back to the entrance of the track and a few minutes later I 
heard the RMP patrol vehicle´s martin horns well before I saw them. 
I flagged them down and one of the military policemen jumped out 
at the junction and set up warning signs and amber flashing lamps, 
he then put on his reflective sleeves to direct traffic.  The patrol 
vehicle followed me and parked up away from the building with its 
blue light on.  I pointed out the tracks of the Opel and asked the 
NCO to keep everyone away from those and the actual scene until 
the arrival of Scenes of Crime and the Pathologist.  That’s a thought, 
I wondered, who would carry out the Scenes of Crime investigation, 
Brian was busy chasing the murderer, we are running out of 
Investigators. 
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40 REDEPLOYMENT 
 
 
In the Operations Room the RSM, Dick Holmes was studying the 
large scale map on the wall, the observation posts in Wilmersdorf 
and Schlachtensee were marked by map pins.  He placed a map pin 
marking the location of the homicide and studied the routes.  He 
then got on the radio and called Brian and Gene, ‘Alpha One Nine 
Charlie, this is Alpha One Nine, please be advised that the road you 
are on, Havelchaussee, leads directly to Nikolassee, very close to the 
OP at Schlachtensee, further that Alpha One Nine Delta reported 
that a green Volkswagen and white Mercedes left the target premises, 
each with one male person on board, this could indicate a meet as 
they will need to dispose of the Opel which has BFG plates.’ 

Brian acknowledged the message and gave their location as 
passing the Grunewald Tower. 

‘We need to redistribute manpower,’ commented Dick Holmes. 
‘What do you suggest, RSM?’ asked Max Rogers, the OC. 
Dick Holmes turned to Sam Richards, ‘If it’s OK with you Sam, 

I suggest that I withdrew my two Investigators from the 
Wilmersdorf OP and leave your two Int guys to carry on there just 
in case someone returns.  I can then use Adrian and Dave as a mobile 
patrol to reinforce the Schlachtensee OP. They can take over from 
Brian, so that I can get him back to carry out SOCO work at the 
scene of this homicide.’ 
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‘That’s OK with me, I would like to come to the scene with you 
if that’s alright, I want to see if it really is Major Thomas,’ 
commented Sam. 

‘Who is going to Investigate the Homicide?’ asked the OC. 
‘I seem to be the last man standing, so I will do it, Hermann 

can assist and he can arrange for German SOCO to start at the scene 
until Brian can get there,’ commented the RSM. 

‘That sounds like a plan, shouldn’t we get Wolf back on the 
road to backup Brian and Gene.’ Suggested the OC. 

Dick Holmes got back on the radio and released Wolf from the 
scene of the crime, and ordered Adrian Crawford and Dave Cooper 
to proceed to the Schlachtensee OP, whilst Hermann telephoned the 
German Police HQ and arranged for a forensic team to meet the 
Pathologist at the scene. 

‘It looks as though Chuck and myself will be manning the 
Operations Room, what about you Mister Booth?’ asked the OC. 

‘I will assist as well; I have the NCOs on standby when you 
need them,’ answered the RMP RSM. 

‘Schlachtensee is in the American Sector, shall I ask for some 
US MPs to be put on standby to assist there if required?’ asked 
Chuck. 

‘Good idea, Chuck, that would be very helpful,’ answered the 
OC.  

Dick Holmes collected Brian Robson’s SOCO kit intending to 
hand it over to him at the scene when he got there.  Then, together 
with Hermann from the Kripo and Sam from Intelligence, he left 
the Operations Room, climbed into his Mercedes and drove to the 
scene of the crime, well, the first one. 
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41 AMBUSH AT LINDWERDER 
 
 
After a pleasant evening discussing operations over a few beers with 
cognac chasers, Alexander and Hans toasted each other and looked 
forward to the successful conclusion of the operation and a heroic 
return to East Berlin. Hans was not too happy that his cell was being 
recalled but as Alexander had explained, a lot had happened and the 
western counter intelligence services would be busy trying to hunt 
them down.  They had sufficient agents in place to let them know 
when it was safe to return and whether or not the safe houses were 
still safe to use. Getting in and out of West Berlin was easy enough, 
especially with the Spandau Forest safe house that only Alexander 
and Hans knew about. 

Hans checked his watch and calculated that Erika was on her 
way to collect the aircraft component.  He went out and climbed 
into the Beetle, whilst Alexander took the Mercedes.  It had been 
agreed that Alexander should not be put at risk and would wait at 
the Spandau Forest Safe House, ready to take them over the border. 

Hans drove through the area of Berlin known as Nikolassee 
and through a road tunnel under the Avus Autobahn to the 
Havelchaussee not far from Wannsee bathing beach. The road had 
the Havel River on the left and thick forest to the right, and at this 
time of night was deserted. He drove to Lindwerder where there was 
a small island in the lake and was a popular tourist area during the 



A Wolf in Berlin – Operation Red Comet            P a g e  | 187 

 

day and popular with owners of small boats, it therefore had a 
parking area near to a small café.  He parked the Volkswagen Beetle 
at the end of the parking area, where it would be unobtrusive.  It was 
essential that at this stage of the mission that operational security be 
maintained, so as agreed with Erika he left the car unlocked on the 
deserted car park and took a small case with him as he slipped into 
the woods. He took up an elevated position on the nearby hillside 
from where he could see any approaching vehicle negotiating the 
right angle bend just before the parking area.  He opened the case 
and removed the parts of a snipers rifle with silencer and telescopic 
sight and expertly put the weapon together.  He checked the 
magazine and fitted it to the rifle.  He took a folded groundsheet 
from the case, laid it out on the ground and laid down on it, getting 
into a comfortable firing position and waited. 

Hans had been in position almost an hour when he saw 
headlights approaching, the headlights flashed three times, the signal 
agreed with Erika. The Opel drove by on the way to the car park but 
Hans was more interested in a vehicle coming up behind the Opel.  
He had no intention of opening fire on a courting couple looking 
for a quiet place in the woods, so he was looking for something out 
of the ordinary. The vehicle was a white American saloon car and 
through the rifles scope he could make out that the occupants were 
two men.  The vehicle pulled off the road and turned out its lights, 
exactly what he would he would have expected of a surveillance 
team.  He now expected one of the occupants to get out and go 
forward on foot to get a better view of the Opel on the car park and 
that’s exactly what happened.  He deftly operated the bolt loading a 
round into the breech and looked through the scope, the target was 
crouching beside a bush, watching the car park, he took aim, siting 
in the middle of the targets back, held his breath and squeezed the 
trigger.  The sound of the rifle firing was no louder than a cough, the 
target fell and did not get back up.  He turned his attention to the 
driver of the car, who was not showing any signs of alarm and was 
obviously not aware that his colleague had been shot.  Hans was not 
very happy with the idea of firing through the car window, so he put 
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a shot into the tyre of the car.  The driver immediately got out of the 
car holding a pistol and crouched down beside the car using the car 
door as a shield, exactly where Hans wanted him. As with the first 
surveillance operative, Hans sighted through the scope and choose 
the main body mass, he held his breath, squeezed the trigger and saw 
the target fall beside the car.  He waited for a few minutes but neither 
of his targets got back up, so he collected his spent shell casings, 
disassembled his rifle and put it away in its case, he got up, folded 
his groundsheet and placed it on top of the rifle and closed the case.  
He then sauntered unhurriedly to the car park where Erika had just 
finished disposing of the Opel by allowing it to freewheel down a 
boat launching ramp into the lake, thus getting rid of any fingerprints 
or forensic evidence which might link her to the vehicle. 

Erika and Hans got into the Volkswagen Beetle and they drove 
back to the Zehlendorf Safe House and opened a bottle of wine. 
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42 DOUBLE AGENT 
 
 
Dick Holmes, Herman and Sam drove to Postfenn and were 
directed down a narrow track through the woods by a Military 
Policeman on point duty.  On reaching the clearing they found that 
there were already a number of vehicles parked up including an RMP 
patrol vehicle, a military ambulance and two German Police mini 
buses.  The RMP NCO controlling the scene had laid tape on the 
ground indicating the path to be used to reach the body.  The 
Pathologist, Major Ian MacIntosh had already carried out his 
preliminary examination and was just leaving the small building.  He 
saw Dick Holmes, smiled and said, ‘Hello Sherlock.’ 

The RSM shook hands with him and said, ‘What have you got 
for me Mac?’ 

‘Death was instantaneous, two entry wounds to the back of the 
head, he was probably kneeling down at the time, so it was execution 
style, I would like to get the body out of here if that’s OK, post 
mortem later today.’ 

‘I just need to see the body in situ and check that the German 
SOCO have got all the necessary photographs, then he’s all yours.’ 

‘Hermann can you ask your forensic team if they have 
photographs already.’  Requested the RSM. 

Hermann confirmed that he would do so, whilst Dick and Sam 
followed the marked route into the small building where members 



A Wolf in Berlin – Operation Red Comet            P a g e  | 190 

 

of the German team were still at work.   
Sam bent down to look at the body and was visibly shocked by 

what he saw, he then said, ‘Yes, its Major Christopher Thomas, 
codename Sandman, Chris was a really nice guy.’ 

Dick Holmes, stopped dead in his tracks and said, ‘What do 
you mean codename Sandman, was he one of your agents?” 
Sam was obviously embarrassed by the slip of the tongue and kept 
quiet. 

‘Sam you had better come clean with me, we are talking 
multiple murders here, I have Investigators who are at risk and I 
need to know what we are doing here.’ stated Dick. 

Sam then said, ‘Dick, I am sorry but this is on a need to know 
basis only, Chris was a double agent, he was recruited by the Soviets 
whilst at university and whilst on a trip to Bavaria was taken over the 
border into Czechoslovakia and underwent training as an agent.  
When he got back to the UK he contacted us, we have been 
overseeing his career ever since and even arranged for his posting to 
Berlin where he would be of use to his Russian masters.  As a sleeper 
agent he only occasionally had contact whilst awaiting activation.  
When the Russian aircraft went down they activated him, he of 
course let us know. They must have shot him as he was retrieving 
the secret aircraft component from its hiding place,’ Sam indicated 
where bricks had been removed from the wall behind the cupboard.’ 

‘So all that about a mole was just crap and unless we are able to 
recover the radar component we have lost the technology.’ stated 
Dick. 

‘Not at all, the hide had been agreed in advance and within a 
few hours of Chris secreting it there we had recovered it and sent it 
to Farnborough for evaluation, within twenty-four hours we had it 
back in the hide.’  

‘So it doesn’t matter if we recover it or not?  asked Dick. 
‘On the contrary, we prefer that the Russians think that we 

don´t have the technology, that way they won’t be too quick to 
improve on it and we have time to counter it.’ replied Sam. 

‘When you say we, you aren’t just a Staff Sergeant in the Int 
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Corps, are you Sam?’ 
Sam just smiled and said, ‘Let’s just say I get paid a little more 

than a Staff Sergeant. One thing Dick, please understand that I have 
given you information way above your pay grade, you cannot tell 
anyone else, I have only told you because it may help you in making 
the right decision should it comes to dealing with that radar 
component.’ 

‘That’s agreed but tell me exactly who are we dealing with here 
Sam?’ 

‘It’s a Stasi HVA cell that we have been after for some time, the 
operation to recover the radar component is being led by a KGB 
agent who employed their services for this specific operation as they 
already had the infrastructure in place.’ 

‘Why kill their own agent, or did they know he was a double?’ 
asked Dick. 

‘I doubt that they knew he was a double agent, they almost 
certainly eliminated him because he could identify members of the 
cell, Stasi are vicious bastards and like to tidy up loose ends. 
Answered Sam. 

‘OK Sam, I will play your game but when it’s all over I will get 
you to explain all this to the team.’ 

‘It’s a deal, but I probably won’t be able to give them the 
complete picture.’ confirmed Sam. 

Hermann joined them and said, ‘The forensics team have plenty 
of photographs, there are no shell casings, they just need to get 
measurements for the sketch plan and then they are done.’ 

Dick Holmes walked over to the ambulance where Mac the 
knife was writing up his notes.  ‘Mac, the body is all yours.’ he stated. 
Dick was just about to talk to Hermann when an RMP NCO hurried 
over to him and said, ‘Sir, you are wanted on the radio, urgently.’ 
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43 SCENE OF THE AMBUSH 
 
 
As soon as I was released from the scene of the homicide I rode 
down Postfenn and at the Havel turned left, I just rode at normal 
speed with lights on as there was no likelihood that I could catch up 
with the chase unless they had stopped somewhere.  A radio call 
came in from Chris at the Schlachtensee OP, informing us that the 
green Volkswagen Beetle, driven by the man Chris believed to be 
Rabbit Two with a female as front seat passenger had arrived at the 
target premises. From the description it sounded like the woman 
who had been with Major Thomas. I suddenly felt very cold and the 
hair at the back of my neck felt as if it were standing on end.   

I grabbed the radio handset and not bothering with radio 
procedure I asked, ‘Chris have you seen Brian and Gene, or have 
you heard from them?’ 

Chris got back straight away and answered, ‘No, I will try and 
call them,’ and for the next few minutes he tried without success to 
reach them.  I then confirmed that I was on the Havelchaussee and 
would try to make contact with them. 

I opened the throttle and then tore down the road with a 
sinking feeling in my stomach.  I reached the Gruenewald Tower 
and recalled that there had been a radio message from Chris that they 
had passed the tower, therefore I did not bother turning off to check 
the car park, I continued at the same pace for another mile when I 
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encountered a right angle bend taking me directly towards the lake 
and had to slow down.  I was just speeding up again when another 
right angle bend appeared, as I was negotiating the left hand bend I 
saw the Ford Falcon stationary at the side of the road, a short 
distance ahead and I braked hard.  The driver’s door was open and 
someone was lying crumpled on the ground.  I used the headlamp 
from the motor cycle as a searchlight and went on foot to check the 
condition of the person on the ground. I saw immediately that it was 
Gene, who was grasping his Colt .45 automatic in his right hand. 
There was an awful lot of blood and I could see that there was what 
appeared to be a bullet entry wound below his left shoulder blade 
and a large exit wound at the front right below the ribs.  His colour 
and feel told me that he had been dead for a little while, but not 
being a Doctor I felt for a pulse, there was none. There was what 
appeared to be a bullet hole in the car door.  I checked the car 
interior and the area around the car but I could not see Brian 
anywhere so I called out his name a few times, but did not receive a 
reply.   

I got on the radio and reported what I had found to the OC 
who was manning the radio in the Operations Room, I also 
confirmed that I was going to search for Brian. 

I don’t know why but I went over to Gene’s body and knelt 
down beside him, put my hand on his shoulder and said, ‘I have to 
go and look for Brian but I will come back, I promise you that I will 
get the bastard that did this, if it’s the last thing that I do.’ 

I got back on the motor cycle and with the headlight on full 
beam slowly moved along the road checking the ground on both 
sides of the road.  A short distance ahead there was a car park which 
was empty, there was a sign by a café indicating that the name of the 
place was Lindwerder.  It then came to me that they had pulled over 
to observe someone in the car park, it therefore made sense to me 
that Brian would be in a position where he could observe the car 
park without being seen, therefore behind the bushes at the edge of 
the car park.  The ground was not suitable for the motor bike so I 
illuminated the area that I could and took a torch from the pannier 
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bag and went on foot, checking the ground near to the edge of the 
car park.  I found Brian who was about ten yards from the road, 
behind a large bush.  He was in a bad way, lying face down on the 
ground, he was unconscious and breathing in a very laboured way 
with gurgling noises, there was a bullet entry wound in his back to 
the right of the spine and an exit wound in the chest.  I quickly put 
him into the recovery position and raced back to my motor cycle and 
requested urgent medical assistance.  I ran back to the Ford Falcon 
and searched for the first aid kit which I found in the boot, or trunk 
as Gene insisted it was called.  I ran back to Brian and stuffed a 
wound bandage in the exit wound and a second bandage on top in 
an effort to stop the bleeding.  I also applied a wound bandage to 
the entry wound, in case Brian was able to hear me, I told him that 
medical help was on the way and that he would be alright. 

The last thing I needed now was a drunken motorist ploughing 
into a murder scene so I went back to the Ford Falcon and turned 
the lights on, I also took a warning triangle from the boot and set it 
up on the roadside at the bend, I then went back to keep Brian 
company. 

Shortly after this, the RSM, Dick Holmes arrived with 
Hermann from the German Police and Sam from Intelligence, a few 
minutes later I heard martin horns and a Military Police Patrol and a 
British military ambulance arrived with blue lights flashing.  I told 
the RMP patrol to park up near the bend and asked one of the NCOs 
to protect the murder scene. I directed the ambulance to the car 
park, near to where Brian  as lying.  

The pathologist Mac the knife was with the ambulance, ‘It’s a 
live patient Mac, it’s Brian our SOCO.’   

‘I may mainly deal with the dead but I am still a Doctor and 
luckily I was still on the ambulance having just delivered your last 
casualty to mortuary,’ answered Mac. 

I borrowed some traffic lamps from the RMP patrol vehicle 
and we were able to illuminate the area where Brian was lying, 
sufficient for Mac to examine him.  He immediately called for a 
stretcher and two medical orderlies brought it to him and under his 
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direction they placed Brian on the stretcher and loaded him into the 
ambulance, Mac and one of the orderlies getting in the back with 
him.  

They set up a drip and when that was done I asked, ‘What are 
his chances?’ 

‘It’s touch and go, better contact his family, but at least he has 
a chance, it’s a good job you found him when you did.’ With that 
Mac closed the doors and knocked on the partition to the driver’s 
cab, immediately the ambulance took off with martin horns blaring. 

About this time another American car arrived and Chuck from 
US Military Intelligence joined us, his first words on getting out were, 
‘The sons of a bitch, I will blow their fucking balls off.’ 

Dick Holmes led him over to the Ford Falcon where he knelt 
down by Gene and quietly said a little prayer.  He then got up and 
Dick Holmes said to him, ‘Lindwerder is in the American Sector so 
we have requested the US CID to take control of the scene, they are 
on the way with their scenes of crime team.’ 

‘How is Brian?’ asked Chuck. 
Dick answered, ‘Touch and go, we will know more later.’ 
As he was speaking the sound of martin horns could be heard 

coming from the opposite direction and three marked US Military 
Police vehicles and a US military ambulance arrived with blue 
revolving roof lights, together with an unmarked US CID vehicle. 

The leading US CID Investigator identified himself as Special 
Agent in Charge Martin Hoffman, we shook hands and I brought 
him up to date with the events that night and showed him over the 
scene. 

‘What do you think happened?’ asked Martin. 
‘I suspect it was an ambush, the Opel was followed to the car 

park where a meet was to take place.  One of the target’s associates 
set up the ambush to protect the meet.’  I indicated the area of high 
ground on the opposite side of the road near the bend, ‘probably 
from up there, using a rifle, we have not found the Opel so if you 
come across it can you let us know.’ 

‘Sure buddy,’ replied Martin. 
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As I returned to my motor cycle it struck me that if I had not stayed 
to check out the shots, it could have been me lying there, it was not 
only Chris that had a score to settle with Rabbit Two. I then joined 
Dick Holmes and the others who were having a conversation on the 
car park.   

As I arrived, the RSM said, ‘Chuck is hopping mad about the 
shooting of Gene and Brian and in his words, ‘is going to take the 
bastards out;’ and has decided that the target premises will be 
stormed this morning by the US Military Police, we will all meet at 
the Schlachtensee OP. I have also told Rick and Ben to close down 
the Wilmersdorf OP and join us there. Chris advised coming in from 
the S-Bahn Nikolassee end of Spanische Allee, which gives direct 
access to the Gasthaus car park without passing the target villa on 
An der Rehwiese. 
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44 STORMING THE VILLA 
 
 
Having originally identified Gasthaus Zur Rehwiese as suitable for 
use as an OP, the RSM asked me to lead the way, I quickly got out a 
map and holding it in front of my headlamp, checked the route, 
finding that there was almost direct access from the Havelchaussee 
to the Schlachtensee lake but it did not seem suitable for vehicles, so 
I decided that we should continue on to Nikolassee where Spanische 
Allee started and then use side roads to reach the OP.  

Chuck then said, ‘Dick, if I leave my car here do you think I 
could travel with you, it’s probably better to have as few vehicles 
there as possible.’ 

‘Yes, good idea, we can chat over things as we go,’ replied Dick. 
Chuck then got into Dick’s Mercedes with Sam and Hermann. 

I led the way along the Havelchaussee, keeping my speed down and 
watching my rear view mirror to ensure that the RSM was able to 
keep up with me. Eventually the road turned to go through the 
Grunewald or Green Wood towards the Avus Autobahn, which was 
only a few kilometres through the dense wood. On reaching the 
Avus Autobahn, ahead I noted a tunnel directly ahead, leading under 
the Avus but we continued on the Havelchaussee until we reached 
Spanische Allee.  We continued on through the tunnel under the 
railway line, turned off our lights and turned right at the Gasthaus 
car park. 



A Wolf in Berlin – Operation Red Comet            P a g e  | 198 

 

The RSM parked up beside me and said, ‘Wolf did you know 
that your brake light is not working.’ 

I replied, “I know Sir, I disabled it for night surveillance but will 
put it back in working order when I hand the motor cycle back.’ 

The RSM seemed confused by my answer, after all he was ‘old 
school’ but he didn’t say anything, just nodded. 

Manfred was waiting at the open door of the Gasthaus which 
was mainly in darkness except for one room at the back which 
appeared to be the kitchen. 

Manfred led the way upstairs to the room being used as the OP, 
using a torch to light the way. The room was in darkness and Chris 
was standing by the window looking through binoculars, the curtains 
were closed except for a few inches, sufficient for the Swift Scope 
and binoculars. 

‘What’s happening asked Chuck?’ 
‘Absolutely nothing since the man and woman entered, the 

green Volkswagen is parked on the car park in front of the villa.  
There is still a light on downstairs and there have been no lights on 
upstairs indicating someone going to bed. The gates to the villa are 
closed and there is a dog free to roam the grounds.’ 

‘Chuck took the binoculars and studied the layout, he then 
handed the binoculars to Dick Holmes who also acquainted himself 
with the situation. 

‘Have you got a map?’ asked Chuck. 
Chris handed him one and after studying it for a few moments, 

Chuck said, ‘The villa is on a triangular plot with roads on both sides, 
that will make it easier to secure the area before going in.’ 

What about the dog giving the game away?’ asked Dick 
Holmes. 

‘We will just shoot the fucking dog,’ answered Chuck. 
Dick Holmes looked aghast but before he could say anything, 

Chuck smiled and said, ‘Just kidding Dick, I know how you Brits feel 
about animals so we will ask for a dog handler with a tranquilizer 
gun. What do you guys think of this plan, dog handler takes out 
pooch, one vehicle each with four men on each of the two sides and 
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four men to cover the back perimeter from the neighbour´s garden, 
plus a four men entry team. We also have a jeep with an M60 
machine gun mounted, the jeep can take out the gate if its locked 
and to provide heavy covering fire if needed.  That’s seventeen 
military policemen in all. 

Dick replied, ‘That should be enough to pacify them.’ 
Sam added, ‘Yes, quite sufficient!  Are you going to give them 

a chance to give up, it would actually be quite nice to interrogate 
them, they might have lots of good info for us?’ 

‘Yes, I suppose I should give them the opportunity, but after 
that, no more mister nice guy, these bastards have killed too many 
of our people and it stops tonight! replied Chuck vehemently. 

I then interjected and said, ‘If this is Rabbit Two, he is a wily 
adversary, he will have prepared an escape route, just like he did at 
the Champagne Lady.’ 

‘We will make sure the cordon is aware of this possibility,’ 
answered Chuck. 

Chuck then checked the map again and wrote down some 
notes, he then said, ‘Is there a telephone I can use here to lay on the 
troopers?’  

Manfred then took him down to the lobby where he indicated 
the telephone on the reception desk. Chuck sat down at the desk and 
put the notes in front of him and called the Officer commanding the 
US Military Police unit direct. 

When he came back upstairs, Manfred took over from Chris 
observing the villa.  Chris then asked, ‘Anyone for coffee?’ 

The answer was overwhelmingly yes, ‘I will give you a hand,’ I 
volunteered. 

I followed Chris down to the kitchen and he set up the coffee 
machine whilst I found a tray and laid out seven cups, milk, sugar 
and a couple of spoons. When the coffee was ready Chris poured it 
into a thermos jug and said, ‘better put a couple of extra cups on the 
tray, just in case.’ 

Chris carried the jug of coffee upstairs and I followed with the 
tray, once back in the OP everyone helped themselves. Whilst we 
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were enjoying our coffee, Chris turned to Dick Holmes and said, 
“Sir, don’t you think it would be a good idea if Wolf and myself were 
part of the entry team, after all we can identify the baddies.’ 

The RSM turned to Chuck and said, ‘What do you think, there 
is some merit in what Chris says.’ 

‘Yes, that’s OK, I wouldn’t want to stop them joining in the fun 
but suggest they stay back until they get an overview of the situation.’ 

A few minutes later a US military police vehicle without lights 
pulled into the Gasthaus car park, two persons in uniform got out 
and approached the door.  Chris went down and let them in and led 
them up to the OP. 

‘That was quick,’ commented Sam. 
‘I asked the CID to put them on standby whilst we were at 

Lindwerder.’  replied Chuck. 
As they came in they both saluted and one stepped forward and 

said, ‘I am Captain Ross, this is Master Sergeant Ford, I have 
dispersed the vehicles as requested.’ 

‘Thanks Captain, we know each other,’ stated Chuck shaking 
their hands, we in turn identified ourselves and shook hands with 
them. 

‘Can I offer you a coffee,’ asked Chris. 
Both declined and so Chuck explained the plan to them and let 

them observe the premises and surrounding location until they were 
happy that they understood exactly what was needed.  Chris and I 
put on armbands identifying us as SIB, Hermann put on a Kripo 
armband as he would be present representing the German Police. 

Master Sergeant Ross went down to their vehicle to pass the 
information to his men over the radio. We stayed in the OP and 
watched as a lone uniformed figure approached the gate of the villa, 
the dog came from the back garden barked once and approached the 
gate, the dog handler brought up a tranquilizer pistol and fired a dart 
into the animal’s flank, shortly afterwards the dog staggered and 
slowly lay down. The figure checked the gate and silently walked 
away. 

A few minutes later Master Sergeant Ross came back up and 
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told us that the gate was unlocked and the vehicles were moving into 
position.  We observed three US Military Police vehicles approach 
the villa without lights and move to take up position on the roads at 
the side.  I could see that on the side road that was visible to us four 
military policemen alighted and spread out along the boundary of 
the villa, whilst four MPs went into the garden of the adjoining 
property.  

‘Time to go,’ stated the Captain leaving the OP, followed by 
Master Sergeant Ross and Chuck.  Chris collected his SMG and two 
magazines from his bag and I collected mine from the pannier bag 
of the motor cycle when we got downstairs.  We followed the 
military police vehicle to the villa on foot, and saw a jeep with a 
machine gun mounted, get into position by the hedge at the front of 
the villa.  Captain Ross stopped his vehicle across the gates to the 
villa.  At a signal from Chuck all of the Military Police vehicles put 
on their blue lights and the Captain’s vehicle sounded the martin 
horn for five seconds, after which Chuck took the vehicles 
microphone and switched to loudspeaker and said, 

‘Hans and Erika in the villa, you are surrounded and cannot 
escape, throw down your weapons and come out with your hands 
up!’ 

I turned to Chris and said, ‘He’s pretty sure who they are, do 
you get the feeling we aren’t being told everything?’ 

Chris smiled sagely and said, ‘Welcome to the world of secret 
squirrels, everything is on a need to know basis and we obviously 
didn’t need to know.’  

The light down stairs went out and the curtain moved. Chuck 
again operated the loudspeaker repeating the message. 

Nothing happened until at a signal from Chuck, one of the 
military policemen started opening the gates.  The downstairs 
window where there had been a light was smashed from the inside 
and six rounds were fired in the direction of the gate, luckily missing 
the military policeman who had taken cover. 

At another signal from Chuck the Military Policeman manning 
the M60 general purpose machine gun fired a short burst at the 
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window, the effect was dramatic, the complete window and the 
frame surrounding it just exploded. 

Chris exclaimed, ‘Wow, now that is what I call no more mister 
nice guy!’   

The entry team of four went through the gate at a crouch and 
whilst three of the Military Policemen took up covering positions, 
the fourth, armed with a sledge hammer attacked the door, which 
immediately gave way despite being of good German quality. 
Immediately the three policemen in covering positions rushed the 
door, their M14 rifles cocked and ready.   

They started clearing the rooms, as they checked the room 
where the gunfire had come from I heard, ‘Clear, one target down.’ 

They had found the light switch and turned the lights on.  Chris 
and myself entered the villa, SMGs at the ready, and immediately 
checked the room where there was a target down.  As I entered, I 
immediately saw the devastating effect of the M60 machine gun, the 
room was a real mess, the woman from the Opel was not looking 
quite as pretty as she had done, she was sitting on the floor propped 
up against a settee like a rag doll, her white blouse was covered in 
blood with multiple bullet wounds in her chest and throat, blood was 
oozing from her mouth and blood was spattered everywhere, her 
unseeing eyes were wide open and she was sitting in a pool of her 
own blood, her Makarov pistol was lying on the floor by the window, 
it looked to me as if the force of the rounds had knocked her 
backwards against the settee. 

Chris and I continued through the house and all we could hear 
were shouts of, ‘Room clear,’ 
then I heard a shout from the rear of the villa, ‘Cellar!’  

We hurried on and saw one of the Military Policemen 
descending the cellar steps, I noted blood smears on the door handle 
and handrail, we followed and as we got into the main cellar we could 
see that in the far corner a small metal door had been left open, we 
carefully opened the door and found an old tunnel, at least thirty 
meters long complete with electric light. It looked to me as if the 
tunnel was left over from the war and led under the road into the 
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Rehwiese, where there was probably a bunker or air raid shelter. 
Chris stared up the tunnel, and shouted, ‘The Bastards done 

it again.’ 
I replied, ‘Not if I can help it,’ with that I raced up the stairs 

and went outside. 
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45 CELEBRATIONS AT REHWIESE 
 
 
On returning to the villa after the night operation, Hans and Erika 
settled down in the salon of the villa, and Hans opened a bottle of 
good German Sekt and Erika held the champagne flutes whilst he 
poured.  They toasted each other and the success of the mission, 
both were highly charged having had successful kills. 

Hans had arranged the purchase of this villa for the Stasi before 
the ‘Wall’ had been erected, using a communist sympathiser who was 
resident in West Berlin. Before the war, the villa had been owned by 
a wealthy Jewish family who had been forced to leave Germany and 
sell their house for a pittance. Hans had purchased it from the heirs 
of a high Nazi official, who had lived there during the war and like 
many of his contemporaries he had built an air raid shelter a safe 
distance from the house, in his case siting it in a grove of trees on 
the Rehwiese park.  To ensure that he and his family could reach the 
shelter in safety, he had constructed a reinforced tunnel from the 
house to the shelter. Although the Nazi official had survived the war, 
he had not survived the war crimes tribunals.  The house had initially 
been confiscated by the Americans but in the mid-fifties had been 
handed over to the heirs who, not wanting to be associated with their 
disgraced relative, put the villa up for auction. Hans had been 
commissioned to purchase properties for use as safe houses and one 
of the features he looked for was the possibility of covert escape in 
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the event of discovery. 
Erika had been part of his cell for five years, he had seen her in 

training at the Stasi school for agents and according to the 
confidential reports made by the trainers, she was a nymphomaniac, 
who had not only had liaisons with most of agents under training, 
but the staff as well.  As a result, she finished training almost at the 
top of her class and was ideally suited to trapping lonely foreign 
servicemen of any rank.  Over the years she had brought in high 
ranking German officials, diplomats and allied servicemen, but was 
not averse to using her many womanly charms to trap any man who 
could be of use or could provide information.  

One benefit for Hans was that as a nymphomaniac, Erika did 
not require any persuasion at all to indulge in sexual acts of almost 
any nature, she could not get enough sex and even poor Victor had 
been used to satisfy her many desires when no one else was available. 

As they were both getting over the adrenalin rush of the 
mission that night, and fuelled by a couple of glasses of Sekt, Hans 
took Erika in his arms and turned her around so that her back was 
towards him and he was able to fondle both of her breasts.  Erika 
responded immediate by putting her hand behind her and rubbing 
his cock over his trousers until he had a massive hard-on, she then 
rubbed her bottom seductively against him, whilst he undid her 
blouse and released her ample breasts.  He fondled her nipples which 
were rock hard and he put his hand down and lifted her skirt.  He 
was pleasantly surprised to find that she was not wearing any panties, 
just a black suspended belt attached to her black stockings, this 
aroused him even more and he started caressing her clitoris which 
was standing tall and hard.  Erika was writhing in ecstasy and using 
both hands was able to undue his belt and free his cock, whilst Hans 
inserted his fingers into her cunt which was sopping wet.  Erika in 
her ecstasy bent over the arm of the settee, parted her legs and leant 
forward supporting her upper body on her elbows.  Hans knowing 
what she wanted slipped his cock into her and fucked her as hard as 
he could.  Erika cried out constantly and then had a massive orgasm, 
Hans came shortly afterwards. 
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They cleaned themselves up and readjusted their clothing and 
lit a cigarette, whilst Hans poured them each a glass of good French 
cognac.  They were sitting chatting about the operation when they 
heard the guard dog bark twice and run through the gravel at the 
front of the house.  Always the professional, Erika grabbed her 
Makarov pistol from the side table and looked out but could not see 
anything untoward, but she was on edge and stayed near the window, 
occasionally looking out. 

Hans went upstairs and looked out from the upstairs window 
of an unlit room.  He could see that the guard dog was lying 
motionless by the closed gates to the car park and that vehicles 
without lights were moving into position.  He ran downstairs, 
collected a rucksack and packed the secret aircraft component first, 
the KGB would not be happy if the Stasi lost that at this stage of the 
operation.  He then packed documents of a sensitive nature and 
started to get ready to leave, if they were unable to get away in the 
car, Erika would have to look after herself, and she was quite capable 
of doing so.  

Suddenly came the sound of martin horns right outside and 
blue lights started flashing, a voice came over a loudspeaker, calling 
them by name and ordering them to give up. Hans turned the lights 
off and Erika again moved the curtain to look outside to assess what 
was happening. Again the message was repeated over the 
loudspeaker and shortly afterwards a group of uniformed soldiers 
started to open the gates.  Erika used a heavy statue to smash the 
window, took aim at the soldiers and started firing.  

Hans shouted out to Erika, ‘I’m leaving by the emergency exit, 
cover me as long as you can then get out.’ 

Erika shouted back, ‘Good luck, see you in Spandau.’ 
Hans then watched in horror as the window exploded with the 
unmistakable sound of a heavy machine gun, Erika was caught by 
the burst of rounds and her chest just seemed to explode, with blood 
and flesh splattering the room, the force of the burst knocked her 
backwards and she came to rest against the settee where they had so 
recently had sex. A piece of glass had caught Hans in the face and 
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the wound immediately started bleeding, he pulled out the glass 
splinter and looked at the blood on his hand. He glanced down at 
Erika and could see straight away that she was dead, now training 
took hold, he knew that within minutes they would storm the villa 
and he would be killed or captured.  He put the rucksack on his back, 
closed the door to the room and closed each door along the corridor 
as he swiftly made his way to the cellar, this would slow them down 
as each closed door was a room to be cleared.  

Once in the cellar, he opened up the tunnel, turned on the 
tunnel lights and turned off the main cellar lights, he then ran down 
the tunnel at a crouch as if the devil himself was following. On 
reaching the air raid shelter he straight away turned on the fuel of 
the DKW RT 125 two stroke motor cycle that was standing there 
ready for emergency use.  The once gleaming black machine was 
now painted a dull mat black, but fully serviceable and kept ready for 
use.  He unbolted the heavy metal door and pushed the motor cycle 
up the ramp onto the Rehwiese and through the trees to the road.  
He ensured that no-one was watching and pushed the machine 
across Spanische Allee to the road leading to the Schlachtensee lake.  
He then got on the bike and started it up, and initially rode off 
without lights, at the end of the road he put the lights on and rode 
up onto a pedestrian only track which led to a tunnel under the S-
Bahn railway line. There were steps leading down to the small 
‘pedestrian only’ tunnel, which he negotiated slowly before entering 
the tunnel which was only about two meters high and just sufficiently 
wide enough for the motor cycle.  He drove slowly through the 
tunnel which led him to a road not far from the lake. He rode along 
the road until he found a track leading through the trees and down 
to the lake.  He then joined a track running around the lake, knowing 
that no vehicle could have followed him. 
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46 TRACKING THE RABBIT 
 
 
I quickly started walking back to the Gasthaus, I glanced back down 
Spanische Allee and saw a figure pushing a small motor cycle across 
the Allee and into the road leading to the Schlachtensee,  when I 
heard the splutter of a two stroke motor starting up, I immediately 
thought to myself, off-road track bike, I listened intently and was 
confident that the machine was going in the direction of the tunnel 
leading to Schlachtensee lake. At this time of the morning I knew it 
must be Rabbit Two and he was going in the direction of the 
pedestrian tunnels under the railway and Avus Autobahn, probably 
the tunnel I had seen on the way to the Gasthaus. 

There was no time to lose so I slung the SMG over my shoulder 
by its strap and raced back to my motor bike, started up and raced 
towards the Schlachtensee, on reaching the pedestrian tunnel under 
the S-Bahn railway, I bumped down the steps and into the tunnel, 
scraping the wall and almost coming off. On reaching the roadway 
above the lake I turned my lights off and looking across the water 
which shimmered with reflections of the occasional light around the 
lake. Despite the trees and bushes surrounding the lake, I could see 
the lights of the motor cycle making for the tunnel under the railway 
line and the Avus Autobahn.  He was ahead of me and therefore 
would not see me following and as long as he had his motor running, 
he could not hear me either.  I opened the throttle, found a track 
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down to the lake and sped after him and watched as his lights 
disappeared into the tunnel, the short cut to the Havelchaussee.   

I found that they were in fact two railway bridges, side by side 
with a muddy floor and filled with rubbish, I slowed down being 
aware that it was a good ambush point but as I entered the tunnel, I 
could see the motor cycle ahead on the Havelchaussee, I noted that 
this was the long straight stretch through the Grunewald woods 
before turning right along the lake.  It was eerily dark in the woods 
and the trees seemed to close in on the road, but even without lights 
I was confident enough to keep the speed up and started to gain on 
the track bike.  By the time we reached the Havel I was within 
comfortable distance of the two stroke motor cycle which did not 
have the turn of speed of a BMW R27. The rider was obviously not 
confident enough to ride without lights and had his headlight on full 
beam, which not only lit up the road ahead of him but illuminated 
the trees around him, this was of immense assistance to me, by 
watching him I could make out every turn ahead.  The rider slowed 
down and stopped a couple of times, obviously checking to make 
sure he was not followed, but I had plenty of warning as his rear 
brake light came on as he slowed. I was even able to get a quick radio 
message through to the operation room giving my location and 
letting them know that I had Rabbit Two in sight.  I was far enough 
back and had time to pull into the side of the road and turn off my 
motor in case he had the presence of mind to turn his motor off in 
order to hear if some someone was following, it’s what I would have 
done.  After he had done this a few times he became complacent 
and it was easy keeping pace with him.   

When we reached Am Postfenn, the road leading up to the 
Heerstrasse, he just kept going along the small road alongside the 
lake, passing the location where the Russian Jet had crashed into the 
Stoessensee and under the bridge. He continued in the direction of 
the Olympic Stadium and turned right onto Angerburger Allee.  I 
followed as he turned into Glockenturnstrasse in the direction of the 
Heer Strasse, where he turned east towards Spandau. At this time of 
the morning there was almost no traffic, so rather than follow onto 
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the well-lit Heer Strasse, I kept well back on the slip road and just 
watched, allowing him to get well ahead, after a while I followed, 
keeping to the footpath at the side of the road, he crossed the two 
bridges over the Stoessensee and Pichelsee and turned right towards 
Spandau town centre. I opened the throttle and roared to the 
junction which I found was called Picheldorfer Strasse. I passed a 
radio message to the Operations Room and watched as he continued 
along this road and then followed him as he joined the main road 
into Spandau.   

We passed the Rathaus or Council Offices, towards a 
roundabout, I knew he would go around the roundabout a couple of 
times to check for a tail so I pulled off the road and waited.  As 
suspected, he went around twice and stopped, staring in the direction 
he had come, seeming to be satisfied, he continued straight ahead, 
on the road leading to Nordhafen where we had found Corporal 
Fielding’s body.  He carried on for some kilometres past the harbour 
area, I checked the name of the road, found it was called 
Niederneundorfer Allee and passed this information to the 
Operations Room. We passed into an area that was sparsely 
populated and seemed to be the edge of the Spandau Forest. As he 
approached a canal leading to the Havel the motor cycle slowed 
down at a disused single track railway line which crossed the road, 
he turned onto the railway line which disappeared into the forest.  I 
parked up before the railway line and went forward on foot, and 
watched as his lights continued down the line and then seemed to 
disappear for a moment before reappearing as he carried on into the 
forest. 

I walked back to my motor bike and rode back to the next 
junction, noted the name and rode back to a disused building I had 
seen beside the canal.  The single storey building had been a 
warehouse but had obviously suffered badly in the war and now was 
just a shell with a partial roof, no doors and no windows.  It was 
perfect for my purpose, I was able to ride inside and park my motor 
cycle out of sight, amidst the rubbish and the rats. I then got out my 
map and studied it for a few minutes. The canal was called the 
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Teufelsseekanal or Devils Lake Canal, the area in which Rabbit Two 
had disappeared was a nature reserve called Teufelsbruch or Devils 
Break, there was only one building marked on the map and that was 
at the edge of the nature reserve, deep in the forest, almost half a 
kilometre from the road, but there were plenty of forest tracks 
marked in a grid pattern.  I noted that the building was only one 
kilometre from the border with East Germany, with a track running 
directly to the border at a place called Fichtenwiese, where there was 
an encroachment into the east. The area was marked on the map 
with the RMP designation ‘Bravo 10’ and was the border not only 
with the Russian Zone but also with the French Sector of Berlin, the 
Havel River marking the boundary with the French Sector and also 
the Soviet Zone, the eastern border ending mid river and then made 
a ninety degree turn to follow the river.   

I got on the radio and spoke to the OC in the Operations 
Room, giving a situation report, ‘One Nine, this is One Nine Alpha, 
my location is a disused warehouse beside the Teufelsseekanal, 
Niederneundorfer Allee, Spandau, Rabbit Two was followed to a 
railway line not far from here, which he followed into the forest, I 
let him go but believe I have identified his location. I request armed 
back-up before following and suggest this location as the RV.  Back-
up should approach silently and with caution, over.’  

The OC replied, ‘One Nine Alpha, this is Sunray One Nine, 
understood, watchdogs are on the way, keep out of sight until their 
arrival, over.’ I confirmed that I would.  
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47 TEUFELSSEEKANAL 
 
 
At the Rehwiese, Chris was a bit surprised by my sudden departure 
and by the time he finished looking around the cellar and tunnel, I 
was long gone.  He then went back upstairs where Special Agent in 
Charge Martin Hoffman and his team from the US Military Police 
CID had arrived with their scenes of crime unit.  They had already 
recovered the Makarov pistol used by Erika and also the case 
containing a sniper’s rife, which was found in the green Volkswagen 
Beetle.   

Chuck was also present and on seeing Chris he said, ‘You need 
to get back to the OP, something is happening, I will be staying here 
to oversee a thorough search of the villa and the collection of 
intelligence material.’ 

Chris thanked him and hurried back to the Gasthaus, where he 
found they were packing kit into the vehicle.’ 

‘What’s up?’ asked Chris. 
The RSM, Dick Holmes replied, ‘Wolf is following Rabbit Two 

and it looks as if they are on the way to Spandau, the OC wants us 
to close down here and get underway ASAP, we will get a specific 
location as soon as he has one.’ 

‘Good on Wolf, I wondered where he took off to, one minute 
he was with me looking down the tunnel, the next thing I knew he 
was gone.’ 
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The RSM continued, ‘He didn’t let us know either, the first we 
knew about it was when a radio call came in, he must have seen 
something and took off, his name suits him, he is a lone wolf.’ 

Rick and Ben had arrived from the Wilmersdorf OP, sorry to 
have missed the events of the morning and were tasked by Sam to 
assist Chuck with Intelligence matters at the villa.  

The RSM took Sam and Hermann in his car, Chris and Manfred 
got in theirs.  The two car convoy then drove off to the Nikolassee 
S-Bahn tunnel and drove over the autobahn bridge to the 
Havelchaussee, this being the quickest way to get to Spandau. They 
had just reached the Havel when a radio call came through from the 
Operations Room.  The OC informed them that they were to RV 
with Wolf at the disused building beside the Teufelsseekanal.   

The RSM got back on the radio and asked if there would be 
support from RMP?  Jim Booth, the RMP RSM answered the call 
and confirmed that the NCOs placed on standby were now leaving 
the stadium.  

The SIB Investigators arrived at the Teufelsseekanal and found 
that the RMP reinforcements were there already, as promised, there 
were twenty experienced Military Policemen, all dressed in combat 
clothing and carrying Sterling Sub Machine Guns. Adrian and Dave 
were also there, having got a lift with the RMP reinforcements.  

Dick Holmes looked at me, smiled, and said, ‘OK Wolf, you 
know the layout and situation, better that you brief us, I suppose you 
have already been working out a plan?’ 

I answered, ‘Yes Sir, I have given it a little thought,’ 
‘OK then, I suggest that you run your plan past us and the RMP 

vehicle commanders, in turn they can brief their NCOs, we can’t all 
get around the map at one time.’ 

I laid the map out on a vehicle bonnet and called the vehicle 
commanders over, and a semi-circle formed around me.  The 
remaining NCOs crowded in behind so that at least they could get 
the gist of what was happening. 

I then started the briefing by indicating our current location on 
the map, pointing out the railway line used by Rabbit Two and the 
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location in the nature reserve which I suspected he had gone to hole 
up.  

I then said, ‘Most of you were involved in the search for 
Corporal Fielding, well we believe there will be two persons holed 
up at the premises, one of them is suspected to be Corporal 
Fielding’s killer. They are probably intending to make it over the 
border, so we need to get to them before they get away, they are 
absolutely ruthless and will not hesitate to shoot, so be on your 
guard.’  

I gave them a brief description of the targets and pointed out 
the approach tracks that we would use and where road blocks were 
to be set up, two vehicles were allocated to this task and the NCOs 
briefed to spread out into the trees as an outer cordon. Two of the 
remaining three vehicles were to approach silently to within fifty 
metres of the building and then go closer on foot and set up a cordon 
around the building at the tree-line. The remaining RMP vehicle and 
two SIB vehicles would approach the building once everyone was in 
place, I gave each of the locations an identifier code letter and took 
a note of the radio call signs. 

I pointed out the close proximity of the border and related how 
Hans had escaped three times already and I asked them to keep a 
look out for possible hidden tunnel exits in the woods. 

I asked for questions or suggestions and one of the RMP 
Corporals said, ‘Why not use the Wire Patrol as a backup to cover 
the area from the Ice Keller to Bravo 10?’ 

‘That’s a great idea, I should have thought of that, thank you,’ 
I answered. 

The RMP NCO just beamed. 
I then said, ‘Anything else?’ 
No one answered, so I said, ‘Vehicle commanders please ensure 

your guys know the plan, the idea is to arrest these bastards but as I 
said, they are absolutely ruthless and will shoot at the slightest 
provocation, don’t take chances.  It’s now 0430 hours, first light is 
at 0525 hours and sunrise at 0605 hours, we want to do this whilst it 
is still dark, but if they go on the run daylight is approaching and that 
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will be on our side.  Anything from you, Sir,’ I said looking at the 
RSM. 

He shook his head and said, ‘Good plan, let’s get on with it.’ 
Chris looked at me and said, ‘Wouldn’t it be nice to have that 

jeep mounted M60?’ 
The RSM chortled and said, ‘Why stop there, call in the tanks.’ 
I then said, “OK guys, when you are in position let us know.”  

I then contacted the Ops Room and asked them to arrange for the 
Wire Patrol to stay in the area and to be on the lookout for Rabbits. 
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48 STORMING THE RABBITS LAIR 
 
 
Within thirty minutes all of the vehicles had reported that they were 
in position, I rode the motor cycle as far as the outer cordon, parked 
it up and got into the car with the RSM, Sam and Hermann.  The 
second vehicle was manned by Chris, Manfred, Adrian and Dave and 
we were accompanied by a Military Police mini bus fitted with 
loudspeaker system with five armed NCOs including the driver.   We 
were already deep into Spandau Forest, with its mass of trees, even 
with headlights on the place was dark and eerie, it didn’t help at all 
that the place was full of wild boar, who are not the friendliest of 
animals. 

At very slow speed we approached the building which seemed 
to be a single storey hunting lodge.  As we got to the front, I could 
see that there were buildings on three sides with a central courtyard.  
The front was blocked by a wall with a large archway and a wooden 
gate.  There were very few windows to the outside and those that I 
could see were very small and high up on the wall. 

The vehicles stopped in front of the gate and everyone got out 
and took cover, SMGs at the ready. I cautiously walked over to have 
a look at the gate, it was pretty solid with no obvious way of opening 
it from the outside, once closed, it was secure, however, I was 
surprised that there was no dog barking. I was able to pull myself up 
on the gate and look over, I could see that there were lights on in 
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one of the windows and through the open door of a barn I could see 
the two stroke motor cycle that I had followed and a white Mercedes. 

I walked back to our vehicle and confirmed what I had seen 
and ensured this was passed on to the other members of the team.  
Next to the gate I had seen a door pull, it was just the sort of thing 
you might find at a hunting lodge, a chain attached to an ornate bell. 
I pulled the pull chain a number of times and then pulled myself up 
to look over the gate, the light had gone off, so someone was awake 
and did not want to be seen. 

I told the driver of the RMP vehicle to turn on his blue light 
and sound his martin horns.  When the horns stopped I took the 
radio handset, changed to loudspeaker and in my best German put 
out the message, “Hans and friend, we know you are in there, you 
are surrounded, throw down your weapons and come out with your 
hands raised.’ 

A skylight in the roof of the building where I had seen the light, 
opened and shots were fired at the RMP vehicle, although the vehicle 
was hit a number of times, no-one was hurt. One of the RMP NCOs 
returned fire, opening up with his SMG firing single shots in 
repetition. 

I got back on the loudspeaker and said, ‘Hans, this is your last 
warning, you and your friend throw down your weapons and come 
out with your hands up.’ 

This was again answered by a number of shots, so we kept our 
head down, whilst again fire was returned by one of the military 
policemen. 

A few moments later, the building where I had seen the light 
exploded. The explosion was loud and powerful enough to lift off 
part of the roof and blow out the doors and windows as well as light 
up the area with the resulting fire. Debris rained down on us and we 
took cover, a piece of roof tile struck Dave on the side of the head 
and he went down with blood oozing from the wound.  Almost as 
part of the original explosion, a second lesser explosion went off and 
I sensed an intense white light. Something struck me as strange about 
it, but I could not think what it was.   
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Whilst Adrian tended to Dave, the RMP vehicle was driven up 
to the gate and Two RMP NCOs climbed onto the vehicle and 
jumped down into the courtyard, whilst two others covered them 
with their SMGs.  The gates were then opened up and the RMP 
NCOs fanned out to look around the courtyard, followed by the SIB 
team.  No-one fired at them and this disturbed me. 

I then realised, they were on the run, the bastards had done it 
again, I shouted out to the NCO with the RMP vehicle, ‘Get on the 
radio, warn the others and the Wire Patrol that the targets are on the 
loose and probably making their way to the border.’ 

I then ran to one of the SIB vehicles, started up and drove 
round the side of the building and onto the track we had come in 
on, what I saw made me stand on the brakes. A hole had been blown 
in the wall of the building nearest to the border, and a number of 
RMP NCOs were laying on the ground, not moving. I got on the 
radio and reported what I had found and requested that medical 
assistance be sent rapidly.  Almost immediately I was joined by 
others and leaving them to give assistance, I took off up the track, 
to where I had parked the motor bike, I ditched the car and got on 
the BMW and rode off towards the border with lights full on.   

At the Teufelsseekanal, whilst waiting for the troops to arrive, 
I had studied the map closely and I had formulated a plan, just in 
case Hans did his Houdini act again.  It was now time to put that 
plan into operation and take the bastards out! 
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49 RUN FOR THE BORDER 
 
 
Hans was careful as he headed for Spandau on the DKW motor 
cycle, his use of the small pedestrian tunnel to the Schlachtensee 
ensured that no vehicle could possibly follow him, the run down 
beside the lake would certainly give away any vehicle following and 
just to make sure he stopped and turned off his motor, watched and 
listened.  There was no one following and he was relieved that his 
exit strategy was working.  When he joined the Heer Strasse and rode 
off in the direction of Spandau he maintained vigilance and his use 
of the railway line again ensured no one was following.   

The hunting lodge was deep in the forest and its isolated 
location gave an added dimension to security.  He opened the gate 
and rode inside, parking the motor bike in the barn with Alexander’s 
Mercedes. He closed the gate and went inside, he missed being 
greeted by a guard dog but with the lodge being uninhabited for long 
periods it just was not possible. 

It was just after 0400 hours and Alexander had been asleep but 
on Hans’s arrival he got dressed and came to see him. Alexander 
opened a bottle of vodka and poured two glasses whilst Hans related 
the events of that night and indicating his rucksack, and said, ‘At 
least we have recovered the aircraft radar component, we should get 
it over the border tonight.’ 

Alexander looked thoughtful, poured another vodka and said, 
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‘How did they find the Zehlendorf Safe House?’ 
‘I have absolutely no idea, perhaps someone talked,’ answered 

Hans. 
‘Are you sure you were not followed here?’ asked Alexander. 
‘Yes, I am certain, at this time of the morning a tail would have 

been obvious.’ answered Hans. 
I feel uneasy about this, perhaps we should leave straight away 

but if we do that we could walk straight into a trap, we will plan on 
going tonight but just in case, we should prepare this place for a 
quick exit.’ 

They each had another vodka and got to work. Hans went to 
the wine cellar and collected two metal ammunition boxes and 
brought them upstairs.  The boxes contained PVV-5A Plastic 
Explosive, detonators, electrical wire and electrical firing devices. 

Hans laid charges in the room nearest the gate and without 
inserting the detonators, ran the wire across to the building at the 
north of the courtyard. He then took some of the plastic explosive 
and moulded it into a long thin shaped charge using a metal mould.  
He then stuck the explosive to the wall forming a square and laid out 
a detonator ready to be inserted, the wire leading to another room, 
where he secured both wires and placed the electrical firing devices, 
ready for use but without connecting the wires, you just could not 
be too careful when handling explosives. 

When they were satisfied that the explosives were properly 
rigged, Alexander and Hans returned to the main lounge area of the 
lodge and in the Russian tradition, toasted the successful recovery of 
the radar component.   

Alexander took the radar component out of the rucksack and 
inspected it and said, ‘All this trouble for a bit of tin and a few 
electrical parts, it must be quite an advance in technology to be worth 
all the manpower, deaths and problems that this has caused.’ 

Hans just shrugged his shoulders and replied, ‘I just follow 
orders, I don’t think about the reasons, I am sure State Security has 
carefully considered why those orders are issued.’ 

They were just in the process of going to bed, in Alexander’s 
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case back to bed, when they heard the almost indiscernible sound of 
motors.  Hans shouted, ‘Fuck, they are here, get ready to leave.’ 

They quickly got ready to leave and Hans climbed a ladder 
leading to the loft space when the bell outside the gate started 
chiming.  

Alexander turned off the light and said, ‘Can you see who is 
there?’ 

As Hans made his way to a skylight in the roof, the sound of 
martin horns could be heard and when they stopped, a voice told 
them to give themselves up over a loudspeaker. 

Hans looked out and saw a police vehicle with blue light 
flashing and a line of figures, some in uniform. Hans opened the 
window and fired his Makarov pistol a number of times, aiming at 
the vehicle.  Fire was immediately returned by one of the policemen 
and one round went through the skylight but missed Hans. 

Again the warning was given and Hans replied by opening fire, 
which again was returned immediately.” 

Hans shouted to Alexander, ‘We need to get out now!’ he ran 
to the explosive charge he had laid and inserted the detonator.  
Alexander grabbed the rucksack, put it on his back securely and they 
both then ran through the building into the adjacent wing, where 
they had prepared the firing point.   Hans went forward and inserted 
the detonator into the shaped charges and retired to the firing point, 
where he attached the wires, each to their own firing device.  He 
then attached a silencer to his Makarov and gave Alexander a special 
magnesium flare with a pull ring. They both took cover and Hans 
set off the first explosion, he then took the second firing device and 
exploded the shaped charge which blew a neat hole in the wall.  
Immediately after the explosion, Alexander pulled the ring on the 
flare and threw it outside, immediately there was an explosion of 
intense bright light that would blind anyone looking at it, within a 
split second the light was gone and Hans went through the hole in 
the wall, pistol at the ready, Alexander right behind.  Three Military 
Policemen had been caught by the blast and were lying motionless 
on the floor, a fourth was trying to get up and was obviously injured 
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and not a threat.  Another Military Policemen came running 
erratically from the woods holding a sub machine gun, so Hans lifted 
his arm, took aim and fired.  The silenced shot was almost inaudible 
amidst the sounds of the burning building behind them, but the 
Military Policeman fell silently to the ground and did not get up. 

Hans and Alexander ran to the tree line and kept going for 
about fifty metres before turning north east towards the border, 
which was only one kilometre away, even at normal walking pace it 
shouldn’t take more than 10 minutes to get there. 

They reached a branch of the disused railway line and cautiously 
crossed over into the forest the other side.  Hans knew the forest 
like the back of his hand, he knew exactly which footpaths to take, 
avoiding the larger tracks that vehicles could use. He was used to 
being in the forest at night and was attuned to the sounds that should 
and shouldn’t be there.  Further off to his left where the main track 
was he could hear vehicle movement, but he had the advantage of 
playing at home, this was his environment, no one knew this forest 
better than him. 

As they neared the area of the border, Hans saw a flashing blue 
light ahead, he therefore changed direction to keep away from the 
Police vehicle whilst still making for the border at Fichtewiese, where 
there was an encroachment into the east, similar to the Ice Cellar 
where Alexander had come over.   The trees started to become 
sparser and they came to Niederneundorfer Allee, which was a paved 
road through the forest, now ending at the border, therefore an area 
prohibited to the public.  First light was almost upon them but in the 
trees, this did not matter, it was still fully dark. They both crouched 
down by a tree and waited whilst Hans surveyed the area and 
listened.  Once he was satisfied, Hans signalled to Alexander to stay 
hidden, then cautiously he went forward with his pistol at the ready. 

Hans had reached the middle of the road when a single 
headlight came on, pointed directly at him and a disembodied voice 
loudly said, ‘Hans, drop your weapon and put your hands up where 
I can see them.’ 

Hans was momentarily blinded but acting on training and 
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instinct, he dropped to one knee and fired in the direction of the 
headlamp, emptying his magazine, he was overjoyed to see one of 
his rounds strike the headlamp and extinguish it, they were going to 
make it! 
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50 INCIDENT ON THE ZONAL BORDER 
 
 
I rode up the track to the junction with the main road through the 
forest and called the Wire Patrol on the radio and asked them to take 
up position on the main road between the border and the bend 
where the track from the hunting lodge crossed, with lights on and 
blue light flashing. I was pretty sure that the Rabbits would not want 
to go anywhere near them so would have to cross the main road 
further down.  I turned off my lights and slowly rode down the road 
to where I thought they would most likely try to cross. There were a 
few metres of open ground on either side of the road so seeing them 
would not be too difficult. 

I turned off the motor and pushed the motor bike into the 
forest, turned it around and found a nice oak tree on the tree-line.  I 
leant the motor cycle against the tree and ensured that the handlebars 
were free moving, allowing me to point the front wheel and 
headlamp anywhere along the road, from this position I could cover 
approximately fifty metres of road, twenty-five metres each side of 
me.  I checked the magazine and inserted it into the SMG, cocked 
the weapon and put on the safety catch and laid it on the motor bike. 
I then checked my Walther PPK, just to play safe and make me feel 
better.  I was confident in my ability to hit a target at twenty-five 
metres, even in these light conditions, in annual classification I had 
classified as Marksman with an SMG. 
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I kept very quiet and listened for the slightest sound, there were 
plenty in the forest, just before dawn. After some minutes I heard 
something about fifteen metres down the road and went on full alert, 
picked up the SMG and turned the headlamp in that direction and 
waited.  I then observed a figure creep from the forest. 

I waited until he was in the middle of the road and turned the 
headlamp on full beam, there he was caught like the proverbial rabbit 
in the headlamp, he was holding a silenced pistol and turned towards 
the light, looking a little confused. 

I told him in German to drop the weapon and put his hands 
up, he ignored my advice and dropped to one knee and fired a 
number of times, hitting my poor motor bike and damaging the 
headlamp, he was a good shot. 

Unfortunately for him I had chosen the tree knowing that it 
had to provide good cover, I had just stepped behind the tree and 
waited.  The tree absorbed the rounds and once he had stopped 
firing I took up a firing position using the tree as support. He was 
perfectly silhouetted against the pre-dawn sky, I fired three times, 
two in the chest and one in the forehead, one round each for Fielding 
and his girlfriend and the one in the forehead was for Gene. 

I couldn’t see the second rabbit so shouted out, ‘Come out now 
with your hands up, now.’ 

No one came so I continued watching the road, assisted by the 
ever lightening of the sky at first light.   

The Wire Patrol had obviously heard the exchange of fire and 
came racing down the road. I then noticed movement out of the 
corner of my eye as a figure crossed the road further down. I told 
the Wall Patrol to call another patrol to look after the scene and once 
they had arrived they should get back to the border and close in on 
‘Bravo 10’ silently. 

I started up the motor bike and rode off to where I had seen 
the figure crossing, I then took a track that lead to a sandy beach and 
a wooden hut used as a Gasthaus in the summer. I parked the motor 
cycle out of sight near the Gasthaus and waited.  We were very close 
to the border and the area was only sparsely planted with trees. I 
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kept out of sight and about five minutes later I saw a figure with a 
rucksack come out of the treeline making a beeline directly for a 
metal door in the concrete wall which formed part of the border at 
that point. He was holding a torch and using it to signal an East 
German watchtower which was overlooking the border. 

I came out of hiding and ran to intercept him, when the East 
German Greppos or Border Policemen in the watchtower opened 
fire and sprayed the ground in front of me with rounds.  The sand 
and dirt kicked up over me and I dived for cover, and was relieved 
to see the Wire Patrol barrelling along the border track, blue light 
flashing and martin horns blaring.  They skidded to a halt and the 
two Military Policemen got out, took cover behind their vehicle and 
immediately fired two rounds into the watchtower, there was no 
return fire. 

In the confusion the Rabbit who Chuck had called Alexander, 
continued running and made it to the border, climbing under the 
wire marking our side of the border and making for the metal door 
which was being held open for him by an East German Greppo 
armed with an AK 47 assault rifle, Alexander was holding a pistol in 
his hand. 

My SMG was laying on the ground where I had dived for cover, 
so I just left it there, drew my Walther PPK, cocked it and shouted, 
‘Alexander, drop your weapon, put your hands up and come back 
through the wire.’ 

He stopped dead in his tracks, turned towards me and put his 
pistol in his pocket. He then said, “Sergeant Wolf, your rules don’t 
allow you to shoot at me, I am over the border in East Germany,’ he 
patted the rucksack and said, ‘You lose this one.’ 

I thought, how the fuck does he know my name, then it clicked, 
KGB, he probably even knew the size of my underpants.  

I then said, “Unfortunately for you, shots have been fired into 
West Berlin territory and I am permitted to return fire, put your 
hands up now or I will shoot you.’ 

Alexander just laughed and walked towards the door taking the 
radar component with him. I was not prepared to kill a man who 
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posed no threat to me, however, he had in some way been involved 
in all the killings which had occurred, including Gene, and was 
getting away with the secret device, I didn´t think that was very fair 
at all. 

I took up a two handed stance, took careful aim and fired two 
rounds, Alexander screamed and went down. 

I had aimed the two rounds at his right knee and was gratified 
to see that at least one was on target. Alexander painfully pulled 
himself upright and staggered to the wall and using it as a support 
and dragging one leg, he reached the door, before turning around, 
looking at me malevolently and shouting, ‘Wolf, I won’t forget you 
did this.’ 

I shouted back, ‘The limp will remind you of the Military 
Policemen who were killed or injured because of you, don’t bother 
coming back this side of the border again!’ 

The door in the concrete wall closed and Alexander was gone, 
together with the secret device and I was probably in the shit for 
letting it happen. 

I walked over and collected my SMG, dusted the sand off it and 
walked over to the Wire Patrol and said, ‘Thanks, you guys saved my 
bacon when that machine gun opened up.’ 

The Corporal just smiled and said, ‘It all adds a bit of spice to 
a normally dull border patrol, It’s a good job you dropped him when 
you did, he was about to open fire on you, here, have a cigarette 
Sarge.’ He winked, offered me the packet, so I took one, he lit it for 
me and I walked over to the beach, and just sat down in the white 
sand, smoking and watching the first rays of the sun come up over 
the river Havel.  

I closed my eyes and just enjoyed the warmth of the sun and 
the solitude, then I then became aware that I was in shadow and 
looked up to see Dick Holmes, the RSM. ‘So you’ve got time for sun 
bathing have you?’ he commented. 

I was feeling completely down in the dumps after the adrenalin 
rushes that morning and just nodded. The RSM had been around a 
long time and obviously realised how I was feeling, he sat down in 
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the sand beside me and said, ‘Tell me about the body in the woods 
and what happened here.’ 

I related the events from leaving the hunting lodge and he said, 
‘Fine, the paperwork can wait, Sam and his secret squirrels are having 
the time of their lives going over the hunting lodge looking for 
interesting material, Hermann and Manfred are dealing with the 
shooting of Rabbit Two or Hans as we now know him to be, all 
seems pretty straight forward to me.’ 

‘How are those Military Police NCOs who were lying by the 
lodge?’ 

‘Four were caught in the blast and were badly injured and 
are on their way to hospital but they should recover OK, one was 
shot dead by the Rabbits as they escaped, Chris is dealing with that.’ 

‘What do you want me to do?’ I asked. 
‘You look all in, go and get your head down, I have spoken to 

the OC, he says take the rest of the day off, debriefing at 1030 hours 
tomorrow, when we should have the complete picture and perhaps 
even some interesting ballistic results now that we have recovered a 
number of weapons.’ 

I walked over to the motor bike and got on, Dick Holmes 
walked over and stood in front of me studying the smashed 
headlamp and marks where bullets had hit the front forks, he then 
commented, ‘Good job you weren’t sitting on that thing, you 
probably wouldn’t be here now!’ 

That cheered me up, I started the machine up and rode off 
towards the Edinburgh House Hotel and a full English breakfast, 
sleep and an evening with Karin. 
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51 THE DEBRIEFING 
 
 
The following morning, I woke up early and couldn´t initially work 
out where I was, then I saw Karin lying in the bed beside me and 
recollections of the marvellously romantic evening flooded back.  I 
kissed her and got out of bed, she opened her eyes sleepily and 
smiled at me, I told her that I would telephone her later and crept to 
the front door of the apartment, not wanting to disturb her parents. 
I walked across Theodor Heuss Platz to Edinburgh House and went 
in for breakfast, for the second day running I had the full English 
followed by two rounds of toast with marmalade, washed down by 
three cups of coffee.  

Shortly after 0900 hours I started up the motor bike and rode 
into the SIB office and parked in the garage.  

I went upstairs and on walking into the office I saw Chris 
Jennings, who said, ‘Good morning Wolf, I hear you got that bastard 
Hans.’   

I said, ‘Yes, he was trying to kill me at the time, I didn’t have a 
lot of choice really.’ 

‘What about the second guy, Alexander?’ 
‘No, he got away over the border with the aircraft component, 

but not without a reminder of his time in Berlin.’ 
‘So I understand, he should be identifiable from a slight limp is 

what I heard.’ Commented Chris. 
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‘That’s quite possible,’ I replied, I then said, ‘The RSM told me 
that you are dealing with the murder of the RMP NCO at the 
hunting lodge.’ 

‘Yes, as part and parcel of that I am also investigating the 
circumstances surrounding the injuries sustained by the other 
NCOs, I think the RSM gave me the case to compensate for the 
bump on the head which Hans gave me.’ 

I then handed the SMG and Walther PPK to Chris after 
proving that they were clear of live rounds and said, ‘As we don’t 
have a SOCO at the moment you had better take possession of these 
for your enquiries.’ 

Chris took the weapons, attached exhibit labels to them, which 
we both signed, and after making notes on the label he secured the 
weapons in the arms locker and made an entry in the book. 

We then went down to the Conference Room which was 
getting pretty full, we grabbed seats in the back row and chatted 
about the case.   

Whilst we were waiting I went over to our tame secret squirel, 
Sam, and related to him what the KGB Agent, Alexander, had said. 

‘You think someone is passing information on your activities 
to the KGB, who do you suspect?’ 
 I answered, ‘It’s a difficult one, but I have started seeing a 
German girl by the name of Karin Blaschke, her family have a 
Gastaette, the Linden Klause on Theodor Heuss Platz.’ 

‘Leave it to me, I will let you know when I have the answer,’ 
replied Sam. 
 Shortly before 1030 hours the OC, Captain Max Rogers came 
in with Lt. Col. Bricknall, the Royal Military Police, Assistant Provost 
Marshall, or Chief Constable of Berlin, who took a seat right at the 
front with the RMP OC, Major Mike Green and his Second in 
Command, Captain Julian Foster.  Jim Booth, the RMP RSM came 
in and sat at the back next to us. Representatives were also present 
from British and US Intelligence as well as our US counterparts, the 
CID. 
 The OC opened the meeting and welcomed everyone, he then 
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gave a concise overview of the operation and brought us up to-date 
with the condition of our SOCO Brian Robson and the RMP NCOs 
who had been injured at the hunting Lodge. He also told us that the 
RMP NCO killed at the hunting lodge was Corporal Michael 
Benson, who left a wife and two young children. Unfortunately, 
Brian’s injuries were such that he was being transferred to the 
Military Hospital in London.  The RMP NCOs were recovering well. 
The OC nodded to Sam from Intelligence who got up and together 
with Chuck from US Intelligence made their way to the front. 
 Sam started by saying, ‘This operation has been a great success 
from the Intelligence perspective, we have taken out a complete Stasi 
Intelligence Cell, identified an important KGB Agent and closed 
down four Safe Houses.  The documents recovered will keep us and 
our American cousins busy for the foreseeable future and may lead 
to us identifying further individuals who have been working for the 
Stasi or KGB.’  
 He then continued by saying, ‘It’s a great pity that we were 
unable to recover the Spin Skip radar component, it would have been 
very useful to us, but it was not for the want of trying.  Everyone 
who took part in this operation acted with the utmost 
professionalism and when dealing with highly trained East German 
and Soviet Agents, gave an extremely good account of themselves. 
It is unfortunate that the circumstances of this operation cannot 
become generally known, as far as the public are concerned, this 
operation did not take place.  Persons killed or injured sustained their 
injuries as the result of normal military duties.  There was no Stasi 
Cell or KGB Agent chasing after a secret piece of the downed Soviet 
aircraft and no shooting incident at the border.  The East Germans 
will also wish to keep it secret, after all they opened fire on an 
unarmed civilian out for an early morning walk. Sam paused, looked 
over at me and there was a slight grin on his face.  Saying all that, I 
am empowered to pass on the congratulations of the Prime Minister 
on a job well done, he will of course deny any knowledge of it.’    
 Chuck then took over and said, ‘Sam’s a hard act to follow, as 
he stated, we have a lot of good intelligence to follow up on and I 
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have heard from CID that initial ballistic tests have confirmed that 
we have recovered the weapons used to murder Gene and the British 
Major Thomas. This operation was complicated and on the way have 
lost some good buddies, Gene, Special Agent Max Autry will be 
missed by many of us, he will be repatriated to the United States 
tomorrow morning, there will be a short service at Tempelhof 
Airport starting at 1100 hours, it is reserved for his close friends and 
colleagues, you are all invited.’   
 Sam and Chuck then sat down and the OC asked Herman to 
bring us up to-date with his enquiries.  
 Herman walked up front and said, ‘Manfred and myself are 
dealing with the death of the person code name Rabbit Two or Hans, 
we in fact do not know his name, he apparently does not exist so we 
will just continue to try and identify him.  The Makarov pistol found 
with the body has been identified as the weapon used to kill Corporal 
Fielding as well as Corporal Benson, so from what I can see we have 
identified the killers in all of the cases and brought them to justice.’  
 The OC then thanked everyone for attending and left with the 
APM. 

Jim Booth then walked to the front and said, ‘Gentlemen, we 
have lost comrades but this was an extremely successful operation, 
one where we have worked closely with other agencies, British and 
American, as the President of the Military Police Sergeant’s Mess I 
would like to invite you to attend a small buffet lunch where we can 
toast our absent colleagues.’ 

This was greeted with a round of applause, when the RSM, Dick 
Holmes, tapped me on the shoulder and said, ‘OC wants to see you 
in his office.’ 

I immediately got up and full of apprehension walked up the 
stairs, wondering whether I was in the shit for letting the KGB agent 
escape with the radar component or for shooting him when he was 
over the border. 

The door to the OC’s office was closed, so Dick Holmes 
knocked, the OC called, ‘Come in.’ 
As I entered I saw that the APM was sitting behind the OC’s desk, I 
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smartly came to attention. 
The APM then said, ‘Relax Sergeant Wolf, I just wanted to have 

a word with you, the OC and RSM have fully briefed me on this 
operation and it seems you have a penchant for going off on your 
own, very much the lone wolf, and getting into gunfights and coming 
out on top, quite remarkable.  I understand from the RSM that you 
feel very badly about letting the KGB agent get away with the Spin 
Skip component, I have authorized him to impart some very 
confidential information to you, he will do that afterwards.  There 
will be no official recognition for this operation, however richly 
deserved, what I can offer you is a choice of postings, where would 
you like to go to?’ 

It didn’t take me very long to think at all, ‘I would like to be 
posted to Berlin if that’s possible, Sir?” 

The APM just smiled and said, ‘The OC and RSM were hoping 
you would say that, consider yourself posted to this Detachment 
with immediate effect, I will clear it with HQ BAOR.’  With that the 
APM got up, shook hands with everyone and left. 

The OC and RSM shook my hand and welcomed me to the 
Detachment, assuring me that arrangement would be made to collect 
my personal belongings from Munster. 

The RSM then grabbed me by the shoulder and said, ‘Come on, 
over to the Sergeant’s Mess with you, we now have something to 
celebrate and over a G and T or two I will tell you why letting that 
KGB bastard go was probably one of the best decisions you have 
ever made!’ 
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52 TEMPELHOF US AIR FORCE BASE 
 
 
The following morning, together with most of the SIB Detachment, 
Jim Booth from RMP and our favourite secret squirrels, assembled 
at Tempelhof US Air Force Base.  Out of respect we were all wearing 
uniform, and on our arrival we mingled with our US CID colleagues. 
Chuck, who was there with a load of US Intelligence Agents, was 
looking very sad and came over and shook our hands. He was 
obviously choked up and did not say anything, just nodded. 

Martin Hoffman, Special Agent in Charge of the US CID 
greeted us and led us to a nearby aircraft hangar.  A US military 
transport aircraft which I recognized as the Douglas C-124 
Globemaster II, was parked outside and as we went into the hangar 
I saw that Gene’s coffin was resting on two trestles, was draped with 
the Stars and Stripes and was guarded by four Military Policemen. 
Chairs had been set out so we all sat down, whilst a US military padre 
took his place near the coffin.  

He started by saying, ‘We are here today to send our friend and 
colleague, Special Agent Max Autry on his last overseas journey, he 
will be sadly missed.’ 

The padre then held a short religious service and Martin 
Hoffman gave the eulogy. The padre then invited any of us who 
wished, to say a few words.  Chuck immediately got up and talked 
quite fondly of working with ‘Gene’.  He was followed by members 
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of the CID unit, who were quite shaken by the loss of their 
colleagues on this operation.  

When all of those who knew Gene well had had their say, I 
stood up and said, ‘I only knew Gene a very short time, but when 
you spend time shut in a car on surveillance duties, you get to know 
each other quite well.  I liked Gene a lot and would consider him my 
friend, I am only sad that our friendship has ended so soon.’  With 
that I left my seat, came to attention and marched to the coffin.  I 
saluted and then pinned a Royal Military Police cap badge to the 
Stars and Stripes. Then, softly, so that no one else could hear, I said, 
‘I promised that I would get the bastard for you Gene, I kept my 
promise.’ I stepped back, saluted, did an about turn, and with tears 
streaming down my face, marched back to my seat. 

We all stood as six pall bearers from the US MPs and CID then 
picked up the coffin, as a US Military Police honour guard formed 
up in two rows, leading to the aircraft.  The pall bearers stepped off 
as a trumpeter sounded the ‘Last Post’.  As the coffin reached each 
member of the honour guard, he reversed his rifle, placed his hands 
on top of the rifle butt and lowered his head.  

Gene was taken up the front ramp of the aircraft, through the 
twin clamshell doors below the cockpit, at slow pace.  Once the 
coffin had been safely stowed aboard the Globemaster, the pall 
bearers joined us and we watched as the plane taxied for take, and 
then took off towards the air corridor to the Western Zone of 
Germany and onwards to the USA. 

Martin Hoffman announced that we were all invited to join the 
US CID in the adjacent hangar for a few drinks and snacks to see 
Gene on his way.  We needed something to brighten us up, so we 
went off to the hangar intent on drowning our sorrows, honouring 
the dead, and enjoying the company of our colleagues.  Tomorrow, 
despite a possible hangover, is another day, with its challenges, 
political intrigues and new cases to solve. One thing it is not, in 
Berlin, the divided city, life is never dull.  
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