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ROOM 3603

The Story of the British Intelligence Center in New York during World War II




by H. MONTGOMERY HYDE

Foreword by IAN FLEMING

With headquarters in New York at 630 Fifth Avenue, Room 3603, the organization known as the British Security Coordination, or B.S.C., was the keystone of the successful Anglo-American partnership in the field of secret intelligence, counterespionage and "special operations."

The man chosen by Sir Winston Churchill to set up and direct this crucial effort was Sir William Stephenson. A fighter pilot in the first World War, he had become a millionaire before he was thirty through his invention of the device for transmitting photographs by wireless. The late General Bill Donovan, director of the Office of Strategic Services, said of him: "Bill Stephenson taught us all we ever knew about foreign intelligence."

Sir William Stephenson has now put all his papers and much other relevant material at the disposal of H. Montgomery Hyde, a member of his wartime
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'There was established, by Roosevelt's order and despite State Department qualms, effectively close co-operation between J. Edgar Hoover and British Security Services under the direction of a quiet Canadian, William Stephenson. The purpose of this was the detection and frustration of espionage and sabotage activities in the Western Hemisphere. . . . It produced some remarkable results which were incalculably valuable. . . . Hoover was later decorated by the British and Stephenson by the U.S. Government for exploits which could hardly be advertised at the time.'

Robert Sherwood. Roosevelt and Hopkins.

'Bill Stephenson taught us all we ever knew about foreign intelligence.'

General William J. Donovan, Director of the U.S. Office of Strategic Services.

'If it had not been for Stephenson and his organization in the U.S.A., there would have been many more "gold star" mothers in America at the end of the war.'

Ernest Cuneo
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FOREWORD


By IAN FLEMING

In the high ranges of Secret Service work the actual facts in many cases were in every respect equal to the most fantastic inventions of romance and melodrama. Tangle within tangle, plot and counter-plot, ruse and treachery, cross and double-cross, true agent, false agent, double agent, gold and steel, the bomb, the dagger and the firing party, were interwoven in many a texture so intricate as to be incredible and yet true. The Chief and the High Officers of the Secret Service revelled in these subterranean labyrinths, and pursued their task with cold and silent passion.

— Sir Winston Churchill

In this era of the anti-hero, when anyone on a pedestal is assaulted (how has Nelson survived?), unfashionably and obstinately I have my heroes. Being a second son, I dare say this all started from hero-worshipping my elder brother Peter, who had to become head of the family at the age of ten, when our father was killed in 1917.

But the habit stayed with me, and I now, naively no doubt, have a miscellaneous cohort of heroes, from the Queen and the Duke of Edinburgh through Sir Winston Churchill and on downwards to many Other Ranks, who would be surprised if they knew how much I admired them for such old-fashioned virtues as courage, fortitude, and service to a cause or a country. I suspect—I hope—that 99.9 per cent of the population of these British islands has heroes in their family or outside. I am convinced they are necessary companions through life.

High up on my list is one of the great secret agents of the last war who, at this moment, will be sitting at a loaded desk in a small study in an expensive apartment block bordering the East River in New York.

It is not an inspiring room—ranged bookcases, a copy of the Annigoni portrait of the Queen, the Cecil Beaton photograph of Churchill, autographed, a straightforward print of General Donovan, two Krieghoffs, comfortably placed boxes of stale cigarettes, and an automatic telephone recorder that clicks from time to time and shows a light, and into which, exasperated, I used to speak indelicate limericks until asked

to desist to spare the secretary, who transcribes the calls, her

The telephone number is unlisted. The cable address, as during the war, is intrepid. A panelled bar leads off the study, and then a bathroom. My frequent complaints about the exiguous bar of Lux have proved fruitless. The occupant expects one to come to see him with clean hands.

People often ask me how closely the 'hero' of my thrillers, James Bond, resembles a true, live secret agent. To begin with, James Bond is not in fact a hero, but an efficient and not very attractive blunt instrument in the hands of government, and though he is a meld of various qualities I noted among Secret Service men and commandos in the last war, he remains, of course, a highly romanticised version of the true spy. The real thing, who may be sitting next to you as you read this, is another kind of beast altogether.

We know for instance, that Mr. Somerset Maugham and Sir Compton Mackenzie were spies in the First World War, and we now know, from Mr. Montgomery Hyde's book, that Major-General Sir Stewart Menzies, K.C.B., K.C.M.G., D.S.O., M.C., a member of White's and the St. James's, formerly of Eton and the Life Guards, was head of the Secret Service in the last war—news which will no doubt cause a delighted shiver to run down the spines of many fellow-members of his clubs and of his local hunt.

But the man sitting alone now in his study in New York is so much closer to the spy of fiction, and yet so far removed from James Bond or 'Our Man in Havana,' that only the removal of the cloak of anonymity he has worn since 1940 allows us to realise to our astonishment that men of superqualities can exist, and that such men can be super-spies and, by any standard, heroes.

Such a man is 'the Quiet Canadian,' otherwise Sir William Stephenson, M.C., D.F.C., known throughout the war to his subordinates and friends, and to the enemy, as 'Little Bill.' He is the man who became one of the great secret agents of the last war, and it would be a foolish person who would argue his credentials; to which I would add, from my own experience, that he is a man of few words and has a magnetic personality and the quality of making anyone ready to follow

him to the ends of the earth. (He also used to make the most powerful martinis in America and serve them in quart glasses.)

I first met him in 1941 when I was on a plainclothes mission to Washington with my chief, Rear-Admiral J. H. Godfrey, Director of Naval Intelligence, the most inspired appointment to this office since 'Blinker' Hall, because, when the days were dark and the going bleak, he worked so passionately, and made his subordinates do the same, to win the war. Our chief business was with the American Office of Naval Intelligence, but we quickly came within the orbit of 'Little Bill' and of his American team-mate, General 'Wild Bill' Donovan (Congressional Medal of Honor), who was subsequently appointed head of the O.S.S., the first true American Secret Service.

This splendid American, being almost twice the size of Stephenson, though no match for him, I would guess, in unarmed combat, became known as 'Big Bill,' and the two of them, in absolute partnership and with Mr. J. Edgar Hoover of the F.B.I. as a formidable fullback, became the scourge of the enemy throughout the Americas.

As a result of that first meeting with these three men, the D.N.I. reported most favourably on our Secret Service tie-ups with Washington, and 'Little Bill,' from his highly mechanised eyrie in Rockefeller Center and his quiet apartment in Dorset House, was able to render innumerable services to the Royal Navy that could not have been asked for, let alone executed, through the normal channels.

Bill Stephenson worked himself almost to death during the war, carrying out undercover operations and often dangerous assignments (they culminated with the Gouzenko case that put Fuchs in the bag) that can only be hinted at in the fascinating book that Mr. Montgomery Hyde has, for some reason, been allowed to write—the first book, so far as I know, about the British secret agent whose publication has received official blessing.

'Little Bill' was awarded the Presidential Medal for Merit, and I think he is the first non-American ever to receive this highest honour for a civilian. But it was surely 'the Quiet Canadian's' supreme reward, as David Bruce (today American Ambassador to the Court of St. James's, but in those days one

of the most formidable secret agents of the O.S.S.) records, that when Sir Winston Churchill recommended Bill Stephenson for a knighthood he should have minuted to King George VI, 'This one is dear to my heart.'

It seems that other and far greater men than I also have their heroes.
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PRELUDE

I

Coming from a man in the unique position of Edgar Hoover, who was familiar with the whole pattern of enemy activities in the Americas, this was a most remarkable tribute, particularly to the citizen of another country. At the time Hoover wrote, the name of William Stephenson was scarcely known outside a

few select Government and business circles on either side of the Atlantic. The picture which did occasionally emerge into a slightly wider field was that of a mysterious millionaire, who had been highly decorated for his gallantry as a flier in the First World War and was now engaged by the British authorities on work of a 'top secret' character which went far beyond his ostensible duties of devising and executing security measures for the protection of British shipping and cargoes of war material plying between America and Britain.

Apart from the peculiar war-time conditions under which he worked and which made secrecy essential, Stephenson has always deliberately shunned publicity, and even today the total of newspaper cuttings about him and his fantastic career barely covers half a dozen pages of foolscap. Yet his was the master mind which directed a vast range of vitally important secret operations for Britain throughout the Western Hemisphere, and at the same time showed the Americans, when the time came, how to build up their own successful intelligence service and 'special operations'. This latter achievement led President Truman to award him the country's highest civilian decoration, the Medal for Merit, Stephenson being the first and until then the only non-American to have received this coveted distinction. As General William ('Wild Bill') Donovan, head of the American Office of Strategic Services (O.S.S.), put it—Donovan was if anything closer to Stephenson than was Edgar Hoover during these momentous years—'Bill Stephenson taught us all we ever knew about foreign intelligence'.

At last, after the lapse of two decades, it is possible to lift the veil and reveal something of these astonishing activities and of the Canadian business man who directed them from the thirty-sixth floor of a skyscraper office building in New York.

Towards the middle of 1940, when France was on the verge of defeat and Britain stood virtually alone against the victorious Nazis, Stephenson had arrived in New York entrusted by the Chief of the Secret Intelligence Service in London with the task of collecting information on enemy activities aimed against the continuance of Britain's war effort and planning appropriate counter-measures. He was also invited by Mr. Churchill, who had just become Prime Minister, to exert his efforts among his business and other contacts in the United States to help Britain

in her hour of desperate need with essential supplies, and like-wise to do all he could to promote a climate of public opinion favourable to American intervention on the side of Britain. Stephenson had been quick to realize that the mere collection of secret intelligence of enemy activities would be quite inadequate in the prevailing situation and that other secret activities particularly of an offensive nature would have to be undertaken. This involved the co-ordination of a number of functions falling within the jurisdiction of different Government departments in London such as the Ministries of Information, Economic Warfare, Supply and War Transport, and the Intelligence branches of the armed forces, all of which Stephenson represented in his official capacity. Hence the name British Security Co-ordination (B.S.C.), by which his organization was officially known, a name which incidentally was first suggested by Edgar Hoover.

discoveries of this kind among the Vichy French representatives in the United States were passed on to President Roosevelt, who considered them 'the best bed-time story' he had read since the last war. Finally—although this concerned a different type of enemy who was in fact a military ally at the time—Stephenson personally played a most significant part in the chain of events which followed the defection of Igor Gouzenko, the cipher clerk in the Soviet Embassy in Ottawa in September, 1945, and which revealed the existence of a widespread espionage network including the first 'atom spies' under the direction of the Russians in North America.

Of course, all this necessitated the employment of a considerable staff both at headquarters and in the field. At one time about a thousand men and women worked for Stephenson's B.S.C. in the United States and about twice that number in Canada and Latin America. All these employees were paid by the British Government. Stephenson took nothing in the way of remuneration for himself. Much was heard at the time about the 'dollar a year' men, wealthy American business executives who undertook various key jobs in the prosecution of their country's war effort. But Stephenson did not accept even a dollar a year. On the other hand, he contributed largely to the common cause out of his own pocket. When peace came, he had spent close on one million dollars of his personal fortune in this way.

He seldom left his New York headquarters except to fly to Washington to see people like Hoover and Donovan who had their headquarters there, or to cross the Atlantic to report progress to the Prime Minister and the various departments represented by B.S.C. He was probably not known, even by sight, to more than a fraction of his carefully selected headquarters staff. But those who did know him held him in admiration and indeed affection, for he was a patient and understanding chief who gave his subordinates their heads and invariably stood by them when they got into trouble, as sometimes happened through excess of zeal or some other cause.

William Stephenson was forty-four years old when he assumed the immense task of co-ordinating and directing British security intelligence and 'special operations' in the Americas. What those who knew him at that period recall was a small, slim, erect figure with the springy walk that boxers have. (He had boxed in his youth—indeed he was a former amateur light-weight world champion—and it was his interest in the sport which later introduced him to Gene Tunney, the undefeated American champion, who in turn introduced him to Hoover.) What you noticed when you first met Stephenson was a ruddy complexion, crisp greyish hair, a pair of most penetrating eyes, a soft speaking voice with hardly a trace of accent, and, as one observer accurately noted, a mouth that slipped easily into a wry grin. Although he could argue with conviction and even eloquence, as a rule he preferred the other chap to do the talking at an interview, a characteristic which prompted the American dramatist Robert Sherwood to describe him as 'a quiet Canadian'. Not that he was in the least unsociable. His capacity for absorbing dry Martinis was astonishing, the more so as they never seemed to have the slightest effect upon him. To his intimates he was known affectionately as 'Little Bill' to distinguish him from 'Wild Bill' Donovan who was 'Big Bill'.

In recommending William Stephenson for the award of the Medal for Merit in a citation which he personally composed and sent to the White House for the President's approval, General Donovan referred to the 'timely and valuable aid' which the Director of British Security Co-ordination had given the American effort by making available to the United States the 'extensive experience of the British Government' in the fields of Intelligence and Special Operations. 'At every step in the creation of these instrumentalities', the citation continued, 'Sir William contributed assistance and counsel of great value both to the Government of the United States and to the entire allied cause. In a duty of great responsibility he worked tirelessly and effectively . . .'

2

Stephenson grew up in Winnipeg, the capital of Manitoba and the chief city of Western Canada, where his father had a lumber mill. Situated on the eastern border of the prairies in the middle of a narrow belt between Lake Winnipeg and the boundary line with the United States, the city enjoys a unique geographical position for purposes of trade, since it is the natural centre of all commercial intercourse between the eastern and western parts of the country. At this period the population of Winnipeg was rapidly increasing, thus keeping pace with the town's mounting industrial prosperity. In 1870, when it still belonged to the Hudson's Bay Company, the place had been no more than a fur trading post with a couple of hundred inhabitants; by the turn of the century, after the settlement and its surrounding territory had been taken over by the Dominion Government, there were over 40,000 living in Winnipeg; and when Stephenson went off to join the Canadian army at the outbreak of the First World War, the local population was approaching the 200,000 mark. With its big lumber and flour mills Winnipeg was thus the scene of great industrial and commercial expansion at this period and at the same time of intense business competition and individual rivalries. Surrounded as it was by lakes, woodland and prairie, Winnipeg in those days was an ideal place, with its long and severe winters, in which to cultivate the qualities of hard work, thrift and self-reliance, and young Stephenson was seldom idle.

William Samuel Stephenson was born at Point Douglas, just outside Winnipeg, on January 11, 1896. (He was called William after his father, Samuel after an old family friend.) It was here, at the junction of the Assiniboine and Red rivers, that Thomas Douglas, Earl of Selkirk, and his Scottish Highlanders had established the first British settlement in the name of the Hudson's Bay Company towards the end of the Napoleonic Wars. And it was at Point Douglas that the elder Stephenson, who was descended from one of the early Scottish settlers, had his lumber mill, and that his son spent his boyhood. Here the lad liked to tinker around with anything mechanical he could lay his hands on. Fortunately Winnipeg, through the foresight and benevolence of its leading citizens, possessed some of the best schools in the country, and it was to one of them, the Argyle High School, that Bill Stephenson was in due course sent. At this academy his education, as befitted the place and the times, was thorough rather than elegant. He showed himself a willing learner, excelling especially in mathematics and in all kinds of handicrafts. Outside the classroom his tastes ran to boxing and he was a creditable light-weight performer in the school boxing

ring, although nobody took him at the time for a future amateur world champion.

Stephenson was still at the Argyle High School in Winnipeg when German troops invaded Belgium in August, 1914, and the First World War began. He went straight from school into the Royal Canadian Engineers. Before his nineteenth birthday he had received his commission as a Second Lieutenant, and a few months later he was fighting in the trenches in France. Soon he was promoted Captain. Towards the end of 1915 he was badly gassed and invalided back to England. While convalescing he determined to learn to fly and he accordingly applied for a transfer to the Royal Flying Corps. His application was granted in due course and he received his 'wings' at the R.F.C. station at South Carlton, Lincolnshire, and sometime in 1916 he reported for duty with No. 73 Squadron of the R.F.C. in France. A stockbroker from Toronto named Thomas Drew-Brook was orderly officer at the time and he has recalled that Stephenson looked extremely pale and delicate when he arrived, for he was still suffering from the after-effects of German gas. In fact, Drew-Brook doubted whether he would ever do much as a fighter pilot and he privately advised his Flight Commander that he should be posted to a reserve flight.

There were two Flight Commanders in 73 Squadron and Stephenson himself quite soon became one of them. The other was Captain A. H. Orlebar, a most skilful and daring fighter pilot, for whom Stephenson always had a particular admiration and with whom he enjoyed a friendly rivalry in operations.

For some time Stephenson did nothing spectacular. He was always where he should be, but he certainly did nothing to call attention to himself. Then one day during the March offensive in 1918 he was out on a flight in a Sopwith Camel and a couple of German fighters got on his tail, shooting up his machine so badly that he was only able to come in to land with the greatest difficulty and at the risk of his life as his machine was more or less out of control. The small pale-faced figure which emerged from the cock-pit appeared 'hopping mad' and ready to take on the entire German Air Force, as his friend Drew-Brook also recalls. He immediately got into another machine and insisted

on returning to action. The next the squadron heard of him was that he had brought down two German fighter planes in flames.

From then on there was no holding him. During the next few weeks he destroyed eighteen more enemy machines and two kite balloons. Three of the planes came down in the Allied Lines, and one of them he forced to within a mile of his own aerodrome, having had a bet in the mess on the previous evening that he 'would bring a Hun back for breakfast'. His victims included Lothar Von Richtofen, brother of the famous German air 'ace' Baron Von Richtofen. It was said of Stephenson at the Battle of Chateau Thierry that he literally 'lived in the air' over the River Marne and with thousands of well-placed machinegun bullets was largely instrumental in preventing the enemy sappers from rigging their pontoons for the river crossing. 'You can always know when Steve is over', said a Canadian 'Tommy' who experienced the horrors of the Front Line. 'He comes right down to wave "Hello" and never forgets the boys on the ground when things are hot.' These exploits gained for him the Military Cross and Distinguished Flying Cross, while the French awarded him the Legion of Honour and the Croix de Guerre with palm.

At this time his proficiency in boxing had become remarkable, and at Amiens, early in 1918, as Royal Flying Corps member of the Inter-Services Boxing Teams he won the amateur light-weight championship of the world. Because of his punching speed in the ring, he was known as 'Captain Machine Gun'.

The episode of gallantry which brought him the high military decoration from the President of France also unfortunately brought him to grief behind the German lines. On the afternoon of July 28, 1918, Stephenson, by this time a Flight Commander, decided to go up on a lone patrol, since the regular scout patrols had been cancelled owing to stormy weather. Through a gap in the clouds he suddenly saw a French reconnaisance two-seater aircraft being attacked by seven Fokker planes. Without a moment's hesitation he dived through the clouds and attacked the leader of the enemy formation, shooting down his machine in flames. Then followed a terrific 'dog fight' in which Stephenson made brilliant tactical use of the clouds and succeeded in bringing down another Fokker, while a third

was sent spinning towards the ground out of control. The remainder thereupon made off. Then, so as to make sure that the observer of the French plane recognized the markings on his own machine, he flew right alongside the reconnaisance aircraft. Unfortunately the observer who saw him out of the corner of his eye mistook him for a German and fired a machinegun burst into Stephenson's aircraft which put the engine out of action and wounded the pilot in the leg.

Stephenson managed to land just in front of the German Front Line, crawled out of the damaged machine, and in spite of his wounded leg tried to reach the British lines. This time an enemy machine-gunner hit him again in the same leg, and this completely incapacitated him. He was immediately surrounded by the enemy and taken prisoner. In due course he was sent to the prisoner-of-war camp at Holzminden on the River Weser near Brunswick. Here he was joined by his friend Tommy Drew-Brook, who had been captured about the same time.

Only those who have experienced living behind barbed wire can realize how extremely boring the life of a prisoner-of-war can be. The unfortunate inmates of Holzminden were no exception and they found little with which to occupy themselves besides playing games and concocting plans to escape. One of the games at Holzminden, which is really self-explanatory, was known as 'Beat the Hun'; it consisted of getting the better of the camp guards, usually by the acquisition of some German property. 'If you were smart enough to get away with anything, even if it were only a potato', Drew-Brook later recalled, 'this could provide a topic of conversation and a feeling of achievement for at least a day!'

The camp commandant was a certain Hauptman Niemeyer, who bore a remarkable physical resemblance to the Kaiser. When Stephenson eventually succeeded in escaping from Holzminden, which he did in October, 1918, a few weeks before the Armistice, and in making his way back to his squadron in France, he deliberately purloined a photograph of the commandant from the latter's office, under the noses of the camp guards, and took it with him on his escape journey. It was, he said, a last gesture of contempt for his captors. He still has that photograph.

At the time of his demobilization William Stephenson, then

Late in 1922, the British Broadcasting Company was formed in London by the leading wireless manufacturers and traders in the country, and early in the following year the new company received a licence from the Postmaster-General which conferred upon it the exclusive right to broadcast programmes in Britain. The company as such neither manufactured, sold nor recommended apparatus, and its revenue, like that of the Winnipeg station, was derived from a share in the receiving licences levied by the Government. Nevertheless the British radio industry, then in its infancy, had an obvious interest in the success of the new venture; indeed it was to insure a ready market for their products that its leading firms had originally combined to form the B.B.C. The publicity manager of one of these firms was a young Canadian known to Stephenson, William Gladstone Murray, a daring combatant flier like

himself in the war and a former air correspondent of the Canadian Lord Beaverbrook's Daily Express newspaper. Gladstone Murray now became the B.B.C.'s first Director of Public Relations—as well as a good friend to Stephenson.

It was with the primary aim of looking into the extended possibilities of radio manufacture and research created by these developments that Stephenson decided to revisit London. He planned only a short trip. In fact he was to remain in England for most of the next nineteen years and to make his home there, while his peculiar inventive and commercial genius transformed him into a millionaire.

3

What struck Stephenson most of all about broadcasting on his arrival in England in 1921 was the relatively slow response of the public to its attractions. The primary need was a complete range of wireless receiving apparatus for popular use at a moderate cost, which he now made up his mind to stay in England and provide. With a little capital which he had succeeded in raising, he now bought an interest in two companies, the General Radio Company Limited and the Cox-Cavendish Electrical Company Limited, both engaged in the manufacture and marketing of broadcasting and other electrical equipment including X-ray. Within an astonishingly short time the cheap and popular radio sets manufactured by the General Radio Company were in thousands of homes throughout Britain.

Stephenson now turned his attention towards the solution of an extremely important kindred problem of radio technology, namely the transmission by wireless of pictures, both still and moving. For the past thirty years, it had been possible to transmit a wireless photograph by splitting it up into small sections, each section being denoted by a letter of the alphabet or a number to indicate the appropriate degree of light or shade. But this method always remained unsatisfactory pictorially, although it had been subject to a number of improvements over the years. It was now borne in upon Stephenson that an actual photograph could only be sent over the air with absolute accuracy if the picture itself operated the transmitting installation. And this was precisely what Stephenson proceeded to invent.

The London Daily Mail, which then enjoyed the largest circulation of any national newspaper in the world, was naturally interested in wireless photography and in fact had been conducting research in the subject since 1908. This journal, whose dynamic founder Lord Northcliffe, shortly before his death, had had his attention drawn to Stephenson as a brilliant young scientist, now agreed to furnish Stephenson with assistance on the photographic side in the shape of a well-known research chemist, Professor T. Thorne Baker, who joined Stephenson in the General Radio Company's laboratories at Twyford. The results of this collaboration were to revolutionize pictorial journalism and also point the way to commercial television.

The element generally used at that time to convert light into electric currents which could be transmitted over wires or by wireless telegraphy was selenium. Unfortunately it had one great disadvantage, namely its relatively slow action. After long and detailed experiments Stephenson succeeded in producing a substitute for selenium in the shape of what he described as a 'light sensitive device', which greatly increased the rate of transmission while at the same time providing a completely faithful image. 'This photograph was transmitted by our method in twenty seconds', he said to a caller as he held up a small picture with a parallel line effect reminiscent of a fine half-tone reproduction on the cinema screen. The broadcasting of moving pictures, he went on, was now no longer a fantastic dream. 'It is only a question of speeding up the apparatus to reduce the twenty seconds to the time necessary for the persistence of vision.'

The Daily Mail, in publishing the first picture transmitted by this novel process in December, 1922, hailed the young inventor as 'a brilliant scientist' and his discovery as 'a great scientific event'. It went on to describe its implications in the following words:

Wireless photography is now an accomplished fact. That is to say, an actual photograph can now be made to operate a wireless transmitting apparatus in such a manner that the photograph is reproduced on a sensitive film at some distant
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THE BIRTH OF B.S.C.

Ι

STEPHENSON'S return to New York, this time with his wife, coincided with the evacuation of the remaining British forces from Dunkirk and the drawn-out agony of the French military and political collapse. The new British Passport Control Officer found the atmosphere bleakly defeatist so far as Britain's chances of survival went. This was the view of many of the President's influential advisers, encouraged by the two principal American Ambassadors abroad, William Bullitt in Paris and Joseph Kennedy in London, the latter constantly and vehemently counselling the President against 'holding the bag in a war in which the Allies expect to be beaten'. But it was not Stephenson's view. 'The arsenals of Britain are empty', he told Roosevelt when they met at this time, 'but she will win out. The British do not kneel easily.' Meanwhile Roosevelt, though continuing his intimate correspondence with Churchill, had been obliged to refuse the Prime Minister's repeated requests for American destroyers on the ground that this would require the assent of Congress and that the time was not opportune.

For some years the Passport Control Officer had been accommodated in a small room in the British Consulate-General in down-town Manhattan with a staff consisting of one assistant and a woman clerk and secretary. Stephenson took one look at this accommodation and saw that it was totally unsuitable for his own base headquarters and the kind of intelligence organization which he contemplated. It was his first and only visit to the cramped and depressing offices in Exchange Place. Until he could lease suitable office space in a more convenient part of the city, he decided to work from the
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SPIES, SABOTEURS AND PROPAGANDISTS

Ι

During the period before the Japanese attack upon Pearl Harbour brought the United States into the war at the end of 1941, and particularly before the passing of the Lend-Lease Act in the spring of that year, Britain was in the position of having a vast amount of her resources of production, supply, shipping and foreign investment situated in a country which was under no obligation to protect them. Yet it was vital to the British war effort that they should be protected, and it was for this express purpose that Stephenson's intelligence organization was officially recognized in the United States under the title of British Security Co-ordination. Some details of how these overt functions came about and how they were successfully carried out may conveniently be given here.

At this time there were six million German-speaking Americans and four million Italian-speaking Americans in the United States. Many of these American citizens were employed as workers in factories producing war material as the result of orders placed by the British Purchasing Mission in New York. Some of them were labourers in the freight yards or employees of the railways which transported the finished product, and others were stevedores engaged in loading it into British ships. Before B.S.C. took over its overt security job, there was little to prevent a wide-scale sabotage campaign in the private factories producing arms for the British account, or against a large proportion of Britain's twenty million tons of shipping which used American ports. Moreover, Stephenson had reason to believe, on the basis of the German sabotage record in the First War, that the resources of the enemy in the United States, coupled with the potentially subversive elements already

in existence there, were ample for this task. (He was not to know, however, that these resources were in fact destined never to be used on anything like the scale of the sabotage in the 1914–18 conflict.)

Enemy agents were scattered throughout the forty-eight states, and each one knew well that he could rely upon the assistance of many thousands of members of the German Buna organizations. And there were others who were willing to help. There were the isolationists; there were the business men with European interests; there were the nationalist Indians, the anti-British Irish and, in increasing volume, the Communist-inspired left-wing propagandists who denounced the 'imperialist war' while Soviet Russia was still apparently on friendly terms with Germany. The Communist-dominated National Maritime Union of America was bitterly attacking the despatch of United States ships into the war zones and any form of American intervention. The Union's lawyers had developed various ingenious techniques of delaying the sailing of Allied vessels from American ports by suborning members of Chinese and other crews to refuse to sail without new and extravagant equipment. All these groups and organizations were giving help, either directly or indirectly, to the Nazis.

By the summer of 1940 the Purchasing Commission under the direction of Arthur Purvis, had taken some tentative steps to meet the threatened danger. It had appointed a Security Officer in the person of an English business man, Mr. Hamish Mitchell.¹ Also a Credit Investigation Section and a Shipping Security Section had been formed within the existing staff of the Commission. The former endeavoured to establish the reliability of firms working for British account. The latter took what measures it could to insure the safe loading of supplies from wharf to ship. But their resources and facilities were meagre and fell far short of what was required in the circumstances. This was a security organization, distinct from Purvis's mission but at the same time closely linked with it, which would be able to advise on security and anti-sabotage precautions for factories, railways, shipyards and docks; to investigate and report upon sabotage and other subversive activities, Communist influence
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THE VICHY FRENCH AND OTHERS

Ι

No action of President Roosevelt in the diplomatic field divided American public opinion so sharply, or was more severely criticized at the time, as his decision to maintain relations with the Government of Unoccupied France which had been established on an avowedly authoritarian basis at Vichy with the aged Marshal Pétain as Chief of State. The Canadian Premier Mackenzie King was similarly under fire in his country for keeping a representative at Vichy. Judged in the light of subsequent events, there can be no doubt now that the action of these two statesmen was fully justified, since, as Mr. Churchill later put it, 'here at least was a window upon a courtyard to which we had no other access'. Nevertheless it was widely misunderstood in many quarters, particularly where there was sympathy with General de Gaulle and his Free French Committee who were carrying on the struggle against the Nazi victor overseas. The feeling was intensified when it was seen that behind the degrading Fascist façade of Vichy lurked the sinister figure of Vice-Premier Pierre Laval, the arch-collaborationist and Pétain's designated successor, who arranged the meeting between the Marshal and Hitler at Montoire and openly prayed for Britain's defeat.

In September, 1940, Gaston Henry-Haye, the Vichy Government's first Ambassador, arrived in Washington to take up his appointment. When Henry-Haye called to pay his respects at the State Department, Cordell Hull received him coolly, since the Secretary of State knew that this little man with the ruddy cheeks and the truculent moustache bore the taint of association with Laval and his group. The Ambassador's first effort with
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VICHY EMBASSY IN U.S. SHOWN AS HEADING CLIQUE OF AGENTS AIDING NAZIS

Underneath there were smaller captions such as 'Jean Musa, Ex-Waiter, Called Chief Aid in N.Y. in "Information" Work'

and 'Henry-Haye Cited As Guiding Hand'. The story which followed bore a Washington date line and had been written by one of the Tribune's reporters, Ansel E. Talbert, who had been supplied with carefully selected extracts from the anti-Vichy material collected by Stephenson's agents. It bluntly accused the Vichy Embassy of operating a secret intelligence organization inside the United States with funds blocked by the U.S. Government with the object of assisting the Nazis to make France a vassal state of Germany. The three men in charge of this underground work under the general direction of the Ambassador were stated to be Colonel Bertrand-Vigne, the Military Attaché, Captain Charles Brousse, the former Press Attaché, and Jean Musa. An accompanying photograph showed the Ambassador walking with Musa and Bertrand-Vigne in the garden of the Embassy.

Besides the Gestapo activities already described, the story gave an interesting example of intelligence in the broader military field. It revealed how the Vichy authorities were able to thwart General de Gaulle's plans to capture Dakar in the previous year. Apparently the plans for the ill-fated Free French expedition to the west coast of Africa were smuggled into the United States for the transmission to Vichy in the fuel tank of a motor car which was shipped from London to Hoboken on board the Greek steamer Nea Hellas. Also in the tank were lists of French army and naval officers and air force pilots who had joined the Free French movement.

During the same week three more articles appeared with similar headlines such as VICHY AGENTS SOUGHT PLANS OF BREN GUN with the sub-heading: 'Tried to Get Blueprints of Weapon Defending Britain From Invasion.' All the articles were reproduced in over one hundred newspapers in the United States and Canada, including the Washington Post, the Baltimore Sun and the New York Daily Mirror. Mr. Henry Morgenthau, the Secretary of the Treasury, voiced the general acclaim when he expressed a desire to meet the Herald-Tribune reporter who had produced such a brilliant series of articles. He said he wished to compliment him personally on such an outstanding journalistic feat.1

It was, of course, a tremendous scoop for the Herald-Tribune,

1 New York Herald-Tribune, August 31, September 2, 3, 4, 1941.

since the articles were widely discussed throughout the country and provided the substance of numerous newspaper editorials. Henry-Haye reacted by summoning a press conference and stating that he was going to protest to Secretary of State Hull. 'As a matter of fact I am very sad', he told the newsmen. 'It will be just one year tomorrow that I left France to come to your country to represent a defeated nation—but still a very proud nation. The sacrifices we have made are greater than anyone else. And still here I am being obliged to give you an explanation of a campaign which is in no sense justified. What is the aim of this campaign? The aim is to try to realize the ambition of certain Americans and certain Frenchmen to break up or deteriorate diplomatic relations between the French government and the United States. I say the French government because there is no other French government than the one I represent.' The Ambassador then held up a copy of the Herald-Tribune of two days previously, adding as he did so, 'I saw the proof in the editorial of the paper which is just giving such a large hospitality to their wonder stories'.

Stephenson arranged that a pro-British reporter should attend this press conference and had him primed with embarrassing questions to put to the Ambassador. This resulted in more unfavourable publicity for the Vichy representative and his staff, since Henry-Haye's feeble and evasive explanations were completely unconvincing. 'The Ambassador speaks as a representative of the French people, a friendly power', wrote the Herald-Tribune in a further editorial; 'yet the government he represents has repeatedly done everything it could to promote the German victory, which the United States has declared to be profoundly inimical to its vital interest, and to embarrass the British resistance to which the United States is pledged to render every aid in its power.'

The effect of this concerted newspaper campaign was altogether to discredit the Vichy régime's representation in the United States. The Free French were naturally jubilant. Not the least satisfactory result was that the Musa's Gestapo largely ceased its activities, although Musa himself was kept on by the Ambassador at a small salary. As for Henry-Haye, he made no further public attempt to explain away the attacks upon himself and his staff and declined to answer any more questions on

the painful subject. But in private he was reported by a source of Stephenson's inside the Embassy to be 'not a little annoyed'. Indeed in a particularly violent outburst he described the whole affair as 'de Gaullist-Jewish-British-F.B.I. intrigue'. But he never really suspected the British at any time. Nor for that matter did S.I.S. headquarters in London. Some weeks after the articles had appeared, Stephenson received a communication from his London office to the effect that they expected he had seen reference in the New York Herald-Tribune to the exposure of Vichy French activities in the United States, and concluding: 'Please comment.' Stephenson's comment has not been recorded. It would probably be unprintable anyway.

The actions of prominent Vichy French outside the Embassy did not go unnoticed. One of these was the former Popular Front Prime Minister Camille Chautemps, who had helped to pave the way for Pétain by intriguing against Reynaud for an armistice in May, 1940. For his services he had been rewarded with the post of Vice-Premier in the first Pétain Government, but he had been ousted by Laval when the Marshal reconstructed his Cabinet two months later. During the period of Laval's temporary eclipse, he had persuaded Pétain to send him to America to attempt to keep faithful to Vichy those politically confused Frenchmen who, while being pro-Pétain, were nevertheless opposed to collaboration with the Germans and were consequently beginning to flirt with de Gaulle and the Free French. For his services Chautemps received a monthly allowance of $2,000 from France's blocked dollar funds, but this was later withdrawn on orders from Vichy apparently because he was a Freemason. He was exposed on Stephenson's initiative in an article which depicted him as hoping to capitalize on the State Department's dislike of de Gaulle, Marshal Pétain's prestige and the apprehensions of some Frenchmen who wished to reinsure against a German defeat.

While Chautemps got a five-year prison sentence from the French Purge Court after the war, other less conspicuous Pétainists in the United States emerged comparatively unscathed. They included the writer André Maurois, whose activities formed the subjects of reports by Stephenson to London.

Maurois, whose enthusiasm in the cause of Anglo-French goodwill had earned him an honorary K.B.E. from King

Prior to the press revelations, Americans had tended to regard the Vichy French with sympathy and in some cases admiration. Now they realized that Henry-Haye and his henchmen deserved neither pity nor praise. They were not proud men trying to put a bold face on defeat, but Nazi hirelings and potential enemies of the United States. A few months later the mask was torn off when Laval rejoined the Vichy Cabinet as 'Chief of the Government', taking charge of the Ministries of Foreign Affairs, Interior (including secret police) and Information. 'Monsieur Laval and I are one', the Marshal declared on this occasion. The surrender to Hitler was complete.

4

While preparing the exposure of the Vichy Embassy's undercover activities in the United States, Stephenson determined to penetrate the Embassy itself. Credit for the successful accomplishment of this objective belongs in large measure to a woman agent, whom he recruited to the B.S.C. organization in its early days. As a product of British intelligence, her achievement was to prove of incalculable value to the allied war effort. For sheer bravado it probably has no equal in the records of espionage during the last war. Not only did she secure the texts en clair of nearly all the telegrams despatched from and received by the Vichy Embassy, but she was also instrumental in obtaining the key to both the French and the Italian naval ciphers, which enabled the British Admiralty to read for the remainder of the war all the relevant cablegrams, radiograms and fleet-signals which were intercepted in code or cipher.

For the purpose of this narrative she is called Cynthia, which was not her real name. And lest anyone reading these lines should think that she is in any sense the product of the present author's imagination, he must make it clear that he himself had the pleasure of her acquaintance at this period, but not in the manner enjoyed by some of her professional clients. For example, he still retains a vivid recollection of walking along Madison Avenue, New York, with her one afternoon in late August, 1941, and seeing the announcement in the headlines that Laval had been shot and wounded in an attempt on his life in France. Having bought a newspaper with the details, we adjourned to the hotel nearby, where she was living, and discussed the question of what might happen should Laval succumb to his injuries. However, Laval recovered and was destined to die, not from the bullets of an assassin but from those of an official firing party in the country that he had betrayed to France's traditional enemy.

Cynthia's first major assignment, in which she won her spurs during the winter of 1940-41, was to obtain the Italian naval ciphers from the Italian Embassy in Washington. She began by securing an introduction to the Naval Attaché, Admiral Alberto Lais, whom she lost no time in cultivating assiduously. He responded to her charms in the manner she desired, and soon—within a few weeks of their first meeting—he imagined himself deeply in love with her. As a result she was able to do with him virtually what she pleased. In retrospect, it seems almost incredible that a man of his experience and seniority, who was by instinct, training and conviction, a patriotic officer, should have become so enfeebled by passion as to be willing to work against the interests of his own country to win a woman's favours. But that is what happened.

As soon as she had him where she wanted, Cynthia came straight to the point. She told the Admiral that she wished to have copies of the naval cipher. Astounding as it may appear, he agreed without apparent demur to assist her. He put her in touch with his cipher clerk, who produced the cipher books after a suitable and satisfactory financial understanding had been reached. Photostatic copies were made by one of Stephenson's experts in Washington, and the results immediately despatched to London.

In spite of the blow it received from the British Fleet Air Arm in its main base at Taranto in November, 1940, the Italian naval force in the Mediterranean at this period was considerable, consisting of six battleships, including two mounting 15-inch guns, nineteen modern cruisers and 120 destroyers and torpedo-boats, besides over a hundred submarines. Numerically it was far superior to the British Admiral Cunningham's Mediterranean Fleet, which was based on Alexandria. There is no doubt that Cunningham found the intelligence of the Italian fleet movements obtained from the naval ciphers of immense advantage in making his own fleet dispositions. For example, the major movement of the Italian fleet towards the Aegean in the latter part of March, 1941, was correctly anticipated with the aid of the ciphers, and resulted in a resounding British naval victory off Cape Matapan which put the greater part of the Italian fleet out of action for the rest of the year.

For some time after securing the ciphers, Cynthia continued to meet Admiral Lais and was also able to learn details of other Axis plans in the Mediterranean. Finally Cynthia was responsible for the Admiral's enforced departure from the United States. This came about in the following way.

In the spring of 1941, there were numbers of Italian merchant ships lying in American ports, since their masters did not feel that it was either prudent or possible to attempt to get through the British blockade to Europe. Realizing that sooner or later America would enter the war and that these vessels would then be taken over by the Allies, Admiral Lais devised a plan to sabotage them. Fortunately he revealed to Cynthia how he had directed that the machinery of five of the ships at Norfolk, Virginia, should be put out of commission, and she immediately reported what she had learned. Stephenson thereupon caused the information to be conveyed to the United States Office of Naval Intelligence, which passed it on to the State Department. Although it was too late to stop most of the vessels from being damaged, further serious sabotage was prevented. All the ships were then seized by the American Government, as well as a number of German vessels which had likewise been sabotaged by their crews. Both the Italian and German Governments protested at the American action, but on April 3, 1941, the

State Department returned strong replies, pointing out that the crews, in damaging their vessels to the detriment of navigation and the safety of United States harbours, had committed felonies under United States law in disregard of the hospitality that had been extended to them. At the same time Cordell Hull informed the Italian Ambassador, Prince Colonna, that his Naval Attaché was persona non grata and requested his immediate recall. The Ambassador had no alternative but to comply.¹ Admiral Lais never suspected Cynthia. As he was about to go on board the vessel which was to take him back to Italy, two parties were on the quayside to bid him farewell. One consisted of his wife and children—the other merely of Cynthia, who stood alone some distance away. The lovesick Admiral spent his final minutes with her and ignored his tearful family entirely.

In the following month, Cynthia was instructed to concentrate her attention upon the Vichy Embassy in Washington. Posing as a newspaperwoman and accompanied by a female assistant, she called at the Embassy to keep an appointment which she had made for a press interview with the Ambassador. At first the two ladies sat for a time with a senior member of the Embassy staff who talked to them while they were waiting for Henry-Haye. For the purposes of this narrative he will be called Captain Bestrand. He talked to the two visitors for nearly an hour, and by the end of that time Cynthia knew that she had achieved her first objective. As the gallant Captain escorted them to the Ambassador's office, he expressed the wish to see her again.

The two newspaperwomen had a long 'off-the-record' discussion with the Ambassador. He was an excitable man in the best of circumstances, but on this day he appeared quite overwrought as he had just had a particularly unpleasant interview with Secretary of State Hull. Nevertheless he did his best to explain for the benefit of his discreet and appreciative audience the very difficult mission with which he had been entrusted. On the subject of Franco-German relations he spoke very frankly. 'France's future requires co-operation with Germany', he said. 'If your car is in the ditch, you turn to the person who can help you to put it on the road again. That is why we will work with Germany.'
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SPECIAL OPERATIONS

Ι

In a press interview which he gave in London shortly after Congress had passed the Lend-Lease Bill, Dr. Dalton, the Minister of Economic Warfare, told American correspondents that the United States could now best help Britain by the 'freezing of enemy assets, co-operation in "blacklisting" enemy commercial firms, and co-operation in the control of ships' bunkering'. He went on to name certain American firms which he said had 'traded with the enemy'. These included the General Aniline and Film Corporation, the Schering Corporation of Bloomfield, New Jersey, and the Pioneer Import Corporation of New York, all of which were really subsidiaries of German industrial or commercial concerns. In the same connection Dr. Dalton also mentioned the Chase National Bank.

This statement provoked strong reactions when it appeared in the American press. While the firms in question hotly denied the charges, Secretary of State Hull was said to have been 'made very angry' by them and to have expressed the belief that in one of the cases at least, that of the Chase National Bank, they were unfounded.¹ The facts on which the Minister based his statement had, of course, been supplied by Stephenson. They had also been brought to the attention of the U.S. Treasury, where they met with a very different reception from that accorded them by the State Department. In fact, Mr. Henry Morgenthau, the Secretary of the Treasury, asked the British Embassy in Washington to send a message to Dr. Dalton expressing warm approval of his action, which Mr. Morgenthau described as 'very friendly to the United States'.²

For a considerable number of years before the war the large

2 Medlicott, II. 22-4.
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PROPAGANDA AT WORK

1

The multifarious activities of British Security Co-ordination which have been described in the preceding pages, involved a staff of considerable proportions. Indeed at the height of its operations the B.S.C. headquarters numbered close on a thousand men and women. In the knowledge that Canadians on the whole got on well with Americans, Stephenson turned in the first instance to his own country for recruits to his organization. Thus Canada supplied him with specialists in many fields, including an admiral, a general and an air-marshal. One of the most brilliant Canadians was a Toronto professor, who was in charge of communications and was able to adapt the Western Union Telekrypton ciphering machines to carry the immense amount of secret traffic (over one million groups) which passed daily between New York and the various organizations in London which Stephenson represented. In addition, the devoted and hardworking female secretarial and clerical staff was also largely Canadian.

On the other hand, many of the key executive jobs at head-quarters were filled by British personnel, most of whom were specially sent out from England. Besides Sir Connop Guthrie, who has already been mentioned as head of the Security Division, and his assistant Walter Karri-Davies, the English business men and financiers, who at one time or another belonged to B.S.C., included Ingram Fraser, John Pepper, David Ogilvy, Herbert Sichel, Richard Coit, Ivor Bryce, Louis Frank, Barty Bouverie, Bickham Sweet-Escott and A. M. ('Bill') Ross-Smith. The English theatre and radio provided Benn Levy, Eric Maschwitz and Giles Playfair, while journalism produced Sydney ('Bill') Morrell and Christopher Wren, son of P. C. Wren of Beau Geste fame. The English Bar was represented by

Alexander Halpern, a naturalized British subject born a Russian who had been legal adviser to the Kerensky Government in Petrograd in 1917, as well as by the author of this book. Colonel C. H. ('Dick') Ellis, who spoke Russian as well as Alex Halpern did English, came from the Foreign Office in London, as also did Walter Bell. The War Office sent over Major-General Alexander Telfer-Smollett, who had been Lieutenant-Governor of Guernsey, and Colonel A. M. ('Bunny') Phillips. Finally there were four university dons, A. J. Ayer, G. A. Highet, K. J. Maidment and F. W. D. Deakin. 'Freddy' Ayer is now Professor of Philosophy at Oxford; Gilbert Highet, who married the novelist Helen MacInnes, is Professor of Latin Language and Literature at Columbia and has become a United States citizen; Kenneth Maidment is Vice-Chancellor of Auckland University, New Zealand, and Bill Deakin, after being parachuted into Yugoslavia and winning the D.S.O. for his exploits with Tito's partisans, later became the first Warden of the newly created St. Antony's College in Oxford.

With such a large organization as B.S.C., there was always the danger of leakages, particularly among the junior staff. Stephenson used to impress upon the secretarial personnel the need for care in this respect; he made a point of seeing that they got good living quarters in Manhattan; and they in turn were content to live comparatively limited social lives in view of their work. There were only two cases of anything approaching serious indiscretions, although fortunately these did not cause any substantial harm.

On the other hand, the precautions taken by the various London headquarters in sending out officers were sometimes wrapped in unnecessary mystery. Benn Levy, for example, was not given the address of the B.S.C. offices in Rockefeller Centre, though this was undoubtedly known to the Germans. Instead, he was told to memorize a certain telephone number, which he was to call as soon as he arrived in New York and say, 'This is Mortimer'. He remembered the number correctly, but he forgot his cover name. 'This is . . .' 'This is . . .' he kept saying after he had dialled the number. Finally he blurted out, 'This is Benn Levy'. 'That's quite all right', answered a voice at the other end of the line. 'We've been expecting you. Come right on up.' He was then directed to Room 3603, 630 Fifth Avenue.

Of course, it was sometimes difficult for the senior members of Stephenson's staff to conceal the true nature of their activities, particularly when they encountered friends from former civilian life. The present writer, for example, had been on terms of intimacy with the witty Irish poet and autobiographer, Dr. Oliver St. John Gogarty, in Dublin, and after Gogarty came to live in New York, which he did shortly before the outbreak of war, it was inevitable that sooner or later their paths should cross. Indeed this happened and their former close friendly relations were resumed. For a long time Gogarty never showed by the slightest hint that he was aware of what I was doing. Then one night I invited him to a small dinner party which I gave in my apartment. Besides Gogarty, the only other guests were from B.S.C.

In the course of the evening Gogarty asked for a sheet of writing paper. He scribbled away for a minute or two, and then handed me the result, saying to the assembled company, I think you will all like this. It was a limerick, which read as follows:

A lady of doubtful nativity Had a fanny of great sensitivity When she sat on the lap Of a Nazi or Jap She could detect Fifth Column activity.

Needless to say we were all highly amused, as also was Stephenson, to whom the original manuscript was subsequently presented. He in turn passed it on to the President's adviser, Ernest Cuneo, and no doubt it caused some hilarity when it was recited in the White House.

Stephenson also had many willing helpers outside B.S.C., who put their own resources and facilities at his disposal. Prominent among them was the Canadian Charles Vining, President of the Newsprint and Pulp and Paper Associations of Canada; also his old flying comrade from the First War, Tommy Drew-Brook, the Toronto stockbroker. Then there was the Hungarian-born British film producer Sir Alexander Korda, who had got his knighthood (so it was said) because Winston Churchill was so struck by the picture Lady Hamilton, based on Nelson's life story, which Korda made in six weeks in 1941. It is true that the Prime Minister saw this film eight times and was reported to have cried on each occasion:

doubtless he was also impressed, as was Stephenson, by its propaganda value, since Britain also stood alone for a time in the Napoleonic Wars and in Nelson's death and victory at Trafalgar had another 'finest hour'. Korda also played an active part in advising on the production of films for political warfare such as The Lion Has Wings and Desert Victory.

On one occasion, when eastbound transatlantic flights were heavily booked for many months ahead by top priority passengers, Stephenson managed to get Korda a passage in a Liberator bomber at short notice. At Dorval Airport in Montreal, a smart young R.C.A.F. officer fitted the film director with an inflatable life jacket.

In answer to his inquiry as to the purpose of this article of equipment, the officer said: 'It will keep you afloat for twenty hours, sir!'

It was mid-winter, intensely cold and blowing a gale. Korda was not impressed. 'But I do not want to be kept afloat for twenty hours,' he remarked somewhat plaintively in his characteristic Hungarian accent.

Korda did not enjoy the flight sitting on a parachute in an unheated bomb bay. He was unable to adjust his oxygen mask properly with the result that but for the prompt action of a fellow passenger who noticed his heavy breathing and change of colour he would undoubtedly have been asphyxiated. (As a reward for saving his life, Korda gave him a well-paid job with not too much to do in his film company's London office after the war.)

Stephenson himself often made the uncomfortable journey by bomber during the war. In December, 1943, he took his friend Ernest Cuneo to London in a Liberator. It was Cuneo's first war-time visit, and while the aircraft was en route across the Atlantic Stephenson asked him what he would most like to do or see during his tour of Britain. Cuneo replied that the greatest thrill he could possibly experience would be to meet 'the great man, Churchill'. Stephenson said he would arrange it.

On their first day in England, Stephenson arranged for Cuneo to visit an American Air Force Group which was stationed in Lincolnshire. As Cuneo departed by car for the air-force station, Stephenson set out on foot from Claridge's Hotel to keep an appointment at No. 10 Downing Street with the Prime Minister. It was a lengthy visit, as Churchill had many other callers, also friends of Stephenson, such as Lord Beaverbrook and Lord Leathers, and so the hours passed. Eventually Stephenson left about 3.30 a.m. and began to walk back to his hotel.

At the corner of Brook Street and Grosvenor Square, he recognized a familiar figure engaged in conversation with two young American Air Force officers. It was Cuneo.

'Come along, Ernie,' said Stephenson, after he had greeted his friend. 'We are going to call upon the Prime Minister at No. 10.'

'Good God, Bill,' the astonished Cuneo replied. 'Don't you realize it is four o'clock in the morning and we cannot possibly break in on the great man at this hour? Why, he may be asleep.'

'The whole of the forces of Britain are engaged in one way or another at this moment, and some of my own people are at this very moment dropping into enemy territory,' Stephenson remarked with apparent unconcern. 'Why then do you think that their leader should be sleeping at his post?'

By contrast, Cuneo was in a rather emotional state, having just returned from witnessing the departure on bombing missions of a number of United States Air Force personnel, with whom he had dined at their station in Lincolnshire, and having later watched the arrival back of the Squadron somewhat depleted as the result of action over their target. However, he agreed to come along.

When they reached Downing Street, they announced themselves and to Cuneo's surprise were immediately shown into a room where the Prime Minister was enjoying a well-earned drink with several of his colleagues. Churchill greeted the two newcomers warmly.

'Cuneo,' said the Prime Minister ruminatively, as the name struck a chord in his memory. 'Are you, by any chance, related to the Cuneo who served as navigator to Christopher Columbus?'

Cuneo's chest swelled with pride. Yes, indeed, he was a direct descendant of that famous Genoese sailor, he assured Churchill. Thereafter the visitor and the Prime Minister took to each other in the warmest possible fashion.

As they took their leave and with the first rays of the dawn retraced their steps to Claridge's, Stephenson asked the American what had impressed him most about Churchill. Cuneo answered that it was his clothes. 'I was astonished to find this great Marshal of the Allied Forces dressed in such a simple garb as an overall.'

Actually the Prime Minister was wearing his 'siren suit' in case of enemy air raids, or his 'Zip' as he preferred to call it.

Next day Stephenson took his American friend to lunch with the Mountbattens in their penthouse overlooking Hyde Park. Lord Louis Mountbatten (as he then was) was the much-talkedof British Chief of Combined Operations and again Cuneo was suitably impressed particularly as he made a comment which greatly amused the company and was so often repeated afterwards that it became something of a classic.

The conversation turned on Mussolini and someone remarked that at least he had made the trains run on time. 'Yes,' Cuneo agreed, 'but perhaps the Italians would prefer that they didn't!'

Another diverting incident occurred at this lunch, which is worth recording. The other guests included the Foreign Secretary, Anthony Eden, who was seated beside Stephenson. During the meal the Minister made a whispered inquiry in his neighbour's ear as to the identity of his expansive American friend. Stephenson thereupon explained that Cuneo was a trusted adviser of President Roosevelt and a good friend of Britain, who was doing an excellent job in Washington as liaison between the White House, O.S.S. and British Security Intelligence in the United States. Eden expressed satisfaction.

As they were leaving, the Foreign Secretary took Mount-batten aside and asked in an undertone who Stephenson was. 'Why,' said Mountbatten in surprise, 'don't you know? He's your man in New York.'

As one of President Roosevelt's confidential advisers, Cuneo had an opportunity of observing something of Stephenson's role as an intermediary in certain high-level negotiations between the British Prime Minister and the U.S. President. In this connection his opinion of Stephenson is worth recalling. 'He always knew what neither of them could ever give,' Cuneo has said. 'Therefore the other never asked. He cut out the customary rigmarole whereby one statesman says to another: "If I asked you this in public, what would you say?"'

One of the more delicate subjects of a top-secret character which Stephenson had to clear personally with President Roosevelt deserves a brief mention here. This was a project of strategic deception of the enemy in the shape of the body of a dead man which it was arranged should be released from a British submarine near the coast of Spain, where it would be washed ashore. The corpse was conveniently provided with faked plans of a 'second front' and had the desired effect upon the Germans, to whom the papers were passed by the Spanish authorities. Commander Ewen Montagu, the naval intelligence officer in charge of the operation, visited New York to discuss it with Stephenson and later gave a vivid account of its execution in his book, The Man Who Never Was.1

Another war-time acquaintance of Stephenson was Noël Coward. Stephenson, who had made Coward's acquaintance early in the war and was greatly impressed by his abilities, wished to employ him on propaganda and other secret work in the Western Hemisphere. Plans were made accordingly and Coward was preparing for his new job after spending the winter of 1940–41 entertaining the troops in Australia and New Zealand, when the news was broken to him by cable as he stopped at Bermuda on his homeward journey, that it was not to be. 'A greater power than we could contradict has thwarted our intents,' Stephenson informed him laconically.

Some of Coward's friends said it was because he had made a slighting remark about the Prime Minister's son Randolph at a dinner party and the news had got back to 'the old man'. However, it is extremely unlikely that Churchill would have concerned himself in a proposed personal appointment of this kind, although he probably would have felt (if his attention had been drawn to it) that Coward could be better employed devising and acting in theatrical and variety entertainment for the benefit of the British and Commonwealth armed forces. The truth is that Coward had many enemies among 'the Establishment', who for one reason or another objected to his official employment. At all events for Coward it was a bitter disappointment and as he subsequently was to admit, it cost him some black hours. But things probably worked out for the best, for if the job with Stephenson had materialized, he would never have written Blithe Spirit and In Which We Serve.

&lt;sup>1
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