INCIDENT IN BERLIN

BY MARY HASTINGS BRADLEY

Few spies make a mistake and
live. But this spy was an amateur
—and he made an amateur’s mis-
take about a beautiful woman

ILLUSTRATTETD B Y
RONALD McLEOD OMEONE once said to him that the mo-

ment after he crossed the frontier into

Germany must be the worst of all, the
moment when he felt the door shut behind
him, but that was not the worst, he thought
now; this was the worst, the moment before
he crossed the frontier.

For now there was still time to turn back.
He did not have to cross that boundary.
There was no compulsion but his own will
to make him go on. Although he had come
to know well this last-minute revolt, it had
never been so sharp in him before, so hard
to resist. He had a feeling now that his luck
had run out.

But he made himself step forward in his
turn and present his papers. The flickering
hope that something might be found to be
out of order died; the substitution of photo-
graphs had been well done, and as Henrik
Olson, Swedish commercial traveler, Peter
Freeman Brown passed from Switzerland
into the Third Reich. The agony of the last
moment of safety was over.

Now he felt only anxious carefulness
tinged with the wonder that was always pres-
ent in him, a wry, taintly quizzical wonder,
that he. of all men in the world, should be
involved in these experiences. He disliked
subterfuge and was afraid of risk. Adven-
ture had never appealed to him; even in busi-
ness he had been careful and conservative.

And now, here he was. . ..

Peter Brown was an American, born near
Boston. When he was a boy. his family had
sent him to school in Switzerland where he
had learned to speak French and German
so well that later. after college. an uncle in
the jewelry business sent him abroad as
buyer. He had fallen in love with a Swiss
girl and married her and gone to work for
his father-in-law, head of a firm of manufac-
taring jewelers. traveling over Europe as
their representative. He liked his life in
Switzerland. and ordinarily so many Ameri-
cans came there that, until the United States
entered the war, he had never felt isolated
from his own country.

This matter of being a “source man” for
his government—the Nazis would call him
a spy—had come about gradually. In the
beginning he had not been able to say no
to the German refugees who were frantic for
news of families left behind. He had been
making frequent trips for his firm then—
those were years when jewelers did a good
business in the Reich, and it had not been
too difficult to make cautious inquiries.

As time went on he had begun to be asked.
confidentially. by people in authority for
certain information. He was observant and
practical, with a pleasant knack for getting
along with people. so what he reported was
clear and uncolored. It had become a regu-
lar thing for him. after a trip, to talk over
conditions with a man from Washington.

Then his wife, Marguerite, died. That was
just before the fall of Norway. After that
he had taken risks he would not have thought
fair to take before. nothing spectacular, but
dangerous, nonetheless. A contact with the
underground. Messages, Letters.

When America came into the war he had
thought his usefulness, such as it was, had
ended, but actually it was more important
than ever to know current conditions in
Germany and a sensible businessman made
a good scout, so Peter Brown had been
asked to go again behind the lines.

He had gone several times, as a Swiss, on
forged passports. Now he was going to
Berlin as a Swede—as Henrik Olson, repre-
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senting Swedish paper mills. He did
this; his Swedish, though fluent, wau-
spontineous as his French and Goer:
the matter of Swiss passports was -
one, with Switzerland anxious to kee:
volved, so the agent from Washinu:
arranged these things had procured it
port of a Swede who would lie low s
zerland until Peter Brown returned.
not return the man would report hi-
lost.

In Berlin, Peter Brown was to go ¢
tain address and contact a man it
there. The man knew something
secret weapon. What he could repor
secemed to Brown worth the risk he w
to take. but he was going because it 1
only fair to do what he could when
young men were doing so much mo
he had a horror of falling into Nazi .
so he carried capsules about him. I+
had to raise his hands. to raise the
quickhly. he kept one capsule beneat’
ter on the back of his neck.

He felt of it now and, us the tras
at last, he wondered whether he wo
be on one that would bring him ou:
many.

O, YOU are Swedish?”

) That was Herr Hauser, from -
had rented & room. The three -
Hauser and his wife and Brown. wus
Hausers’ small sitting room which «
the dining room.

He had been fortunate to find

The small hotel where he had inie

stay had been half wrecked by bon
the proprietor had given him two ul

“How are things in Sweden’”
wanted to know. He was a shoot iv
who had once been fat but wus now
his round face crisscrossed with hn-
deflating balloon,  His wife looke.
muscled, a small. brown, square wn
a figure in wood. She picked up he
and sat down, looking at their lods
sharp, suspicious curiosity.

Brown was tired. The journey ¢
long and cold and uncomfortable
day full of difficulties. but the umce
was when people were inclined to t:i:
said that things were not too hard i
that they had nothing to complin

1 should think not,” said Frav
“Are you not ashamed, you Swede:
neutral in this war against the Boisb.

“Na, na-—" said her husband rep:

Brown rubbed his chin. He had <o
do that and it seemed a good. chas..
ture. “No one,” he said mildly, "
of his government for trying to &«
peace. .. . We like peace, we Swedo-

The woman said abruptly, "My
the Russian front. They are b
those Russians!™

“They are hard people,” Peter agis

“And the Englisht They also
barians! Killing civilians, women
dren! Did you ever hear of such
What can their hearts be like, to
things?™

“They are devils,” said Hauser
ancholy voice,

Their lodger rubbed his chin avo:
perhaps becasuse of revenge,” he suve
the cureful tone of one who wishe
justice to all sides. “Yes, revenue
makes people strike back like thu:

“Revenge? What have they w0
Her small dark eves flew open }ik«
“When we bombed England we bor
mititary objectives. Wever a home
hospital. Our Fuehrer said so. B
will be different. Since they arc
mnocent civilians, we shall strike

“Yes, that is natural. .. Have ne
Killed in the raids here?”

"1 do not know."” said Hauser. =N
harm hus been done except to ho

“1 hope they don’t comie ove:

CFivst, there s alwavs the i
must go at once to the shelter. 1 -
yvou the way. 1tis a good sheher. i
cellur. Anyway, we have got thos
... But let us talk of Sweden. Whs
home. Herr Olson?™

So Peter Brown told about Olw
in Engelholm and the paper mili
the difticulties of exchange and

ton and government regulations. He went
to his room and brou »t out two cigars from
the supply furnished * the man from Wash-
mgton. and some cho. slates for Fraw Fauser
and she brewed som  ersaty coffee. wnd he
sand the tack of coffe was the hardest thing
the Swedes had to b oo and for a moment
the Jack of coflee wu o bond between them.
Once or twice a plar passed overhead and
then the talk paused  hile they hstened: but
there wus no alarm.

Herr Hauser Jeane  forward and fingered
the Japel of Brown™ coat. “That s good
stufl. Enghsh?”

“Perhaps. Tis old sut my best now.”

1 oused to hike g stutl, When things
were going well T gor slothes made 1o order.
But all that muatters  »w s that our soldiers
have good clothes.™

Frau Hauser said. 1 sent my fur coat to
the Front.”

“Phat s how T osh add feel” suid Brown.

“You have no sor

“Only o doughter. fen vears old.”

He brought vat a ; cture of a litde girl, 1t
was not his Muargue e's picture. hiventing
i davghter for Ols was a way o keep
close to his own ¢l acter and experience.
He told them, "Sho s at Fogelholm with
her grandparents. W on spring comes | shall
take her to Shelters  on. a vesort newr us”
He wondered if he sould be able 1o tuke
tle Marguerite ags - to lueerne.

“With  her  gran parents?  Then  your
'.\ifL" "

“She died four yer  ago.”

“That is sad.”

Frao Hauser saic “Yes, a man is lost
without a wife.”

“Oh, it is not so ad to be a bachelor,”
said Hauser in o sty madicious tone. He
winked at Peter, raveling bachelor, ¢h?

CWelll we must - - somicthing to make it
pleasant for yvouo b oo Blsa would be just
the one to bring a e life to our guest’s
stav o chy Mother?” Hle had a great e of
just having  thougl  of this but Brown
thought the air w - forced.  Hauser ex-
plained. " The Fraui n Kimmler s a neigh-
bor, A very attract ¢ young woman.”

Brown’s protest  as unfeigned. “Oh, a
voung woman- 1 a1 a qguiet sort- -7

Hauser seemed : sout to say more but
s wite rose and ~ do "Our puest o tired.
Heinrich. Show hin how to get 1o the shel-
ter and then let hirr go to his room. Sleep
well, Herr Olson”

[THERE was no aid that night. In the
morning Brown nade no immediate ef-
fort to look up the  ddress he was to go to.
Surveillance, it there was surveillance. would
he most vigilant the st diys, So be reported
mmself 1o the police s he was required to do
daily. then went ube < the business of look-
g up the firms the wanted Swedish paper,
irudging fong bloc s, rniding on crowded
busses and trums, - eing how sharply now
people were divided into classes, the driven,
shibby workers and he overlords of govern-
ment. who rolled i -wilt cars. He saw long
quenes waiting befe - the food shops. and he
~aw the big erater b os in Unter den Linden.
and the squares of « molished buildings with
restoritions going o He saw a battalion of
forced labor mare! -d throush the sureets,
ihin, ragged Frenc: nen and Belgians, and
soldiers, full-fed, v th young and arrogant
fuces., and he saw s cine of ambulances, He
saw trucks  of £ onilies,  evidenty  from
hombed areas, with sabies and baggage and
the odd impedime ca thut people save.

He tathed a lite  wih people here and
there, with the mer at the paper firms, and
with men at the sm: fL out-of-the-wiy restau-
rants where he toot ais lunch and dinner of
soup, sausage and  fack bread. Here only
the officials and the - families and their fa-
varites were well < do Very different from
the last time he hao been here. after the fall
of France. Then .erv chambermuid had
sheer Frepch silk s ckings.

(Continu: ~ on page 39)

Brown was afr ul they would begin to
bheat him. He clt desperate with his
hands tied. 1 en Elsa came in with
her gay air of Heing at ease and one
of the Nazis reeted her liughingly
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BURT BRANDT~--ACME

L Saun i

EVER can 1 describe to you the

emotions I felt on the arrival of the

armored column of General le-
clerc southeast of Paris. Having just re-
turned from a puairol which scared the
pants off of me and having been kissed by
all the worst element in a town which imag-
ined it had been libcrated through our for-
tuitous entry, I was informed that the general
himself was just down the road and anxious
to see us. Accompanied by one of the big
shots of the resistance movement and Colo-
nel B, who by that time was known through-
out Rambouillet as a gallant officer and a
grand seignewr and who had held the town
ever since we could remember. we advanced
in some state toward the general. His greet-
ing—unprintable—will live in my ears for-
ever.

“Buzz off. you unspeakubles,” the galiant
general said, in effect. in something above a
whisper, and Colonel B, the resistance king
and your armored-operations correspondent
withdrew.

Later the G-2 of the division invited us to
dinner and they operated next day on the
information Colonel B had amassed for
them. But for your correspondent that was
the high point of the attack on Paris.

In war, my experience has been that a rude
general is a nervous general., At this time !
drew no such deductions but departed on
another patrol where | could keep my own
nervousness in one jeep and my friends could
attempt to clarify the type of resistunce we
could encounter on the following day be-
tween Toussus le Noble and Le Christ de
Saclay.

Having found out what this resistance
would be, we returned to the Hotel du
Grand Veneur in Rambouillet and passed
a restless night. 1 do not remember exactly
what produced this restlessness but perhaps
it was the fact that the joint was too ful
of too many people, including, actually, at
one time two military police. Or perhaps it
was the fact that we had proceeded too far
ahcad of our supply of Vitumin B,. and the
ravages of alcohol were affecting the nerves
of the hardier guerrillas who had liberated
too many towns in oo short a time, At any
rate I was restless and 1 think, without exag-
geration, I may truly state that those whom
Colonel B and [ by then referred to as “our
people’ were restless.

The guerrilla chief, the actual fighting head
of “aur people.” said, "We want to take
Parts. What the hell is the delay?”

“There is no delay, Chief,” I answered.
“All this s purt of a giant operation. Have
patience. Tomorrow we will take Paris.”

“I hope s0.” the guerrilla chief said. "My
wife has been expecting me there for some
time. I want 10 get the hell into Paris 1o see
my wife, and 1 see no necessity to wait for a
lot of soldiers to come up.”

“Be patient.” I told him,

The Eve of the Fateful Day

That fateful night we slept. It might be a
fateful night but tomorrow would certainly
be an cven more fateful day. My anticipa-
tions of a really good fight on the morrow
were marred by a guerrilla who entered the
hotel late at night and woke me to inform me
that all the Germans who could do so were
pulling out of Paris. We knew there would
be fighting the next day by the screen the
German army had left. But I did not antici-
pate any heavy fighting, since we knew the
German dispositions and could attack or
by-pass them accordingly, and [ assured our
guerrillas that if they would only be patient,
we would have the privilege of entering Paris
with soldiers ahead of us instead of behind
us.

This privilege did not appeal to them at
all. But one of the big shots of the under-
ground insisted that we do this, as he said
it was only courteous to allow troops to
precede and by the time we hud reached
Toussus le Noble, where there was a short
but sharp fight, orders were given that nei-
ther newspapermen nor guerrillas were 1o
be allowed to proceed until the column had
passed.

The day we advanced on Paris it rained
heavily and everyone was soaked to the skin

{Continued on page 65)
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