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NOTE TO THE READER:There is a four-hour time differ-
ential between Argentina and Germany. When it is 0830
in Buenos Aires, for example, it is 1230 in Berlin.



SECRET HONOR



During the spring of 1943, 240 German submarines were operating in
the North and South Atlantic Ocean. Their mission was the interdiction
of Allied shipping carrying war supplies from the United States to
England and North Africa, and of Allied shipping carrying wool, beef;
and other foodstuffs from (primarily) Argentina to England. During that
month German submarines sank fifty-six Allied ships, totaling 327,900
tons, at a cost of fifteen submarines sunk, most of them in the North
Atlantic.

German submarines operating in the North Atlantic—often in
groups called “Wolf Packs”—operated out of European ports and
returned to them for replenisbment.

German submarines assigned to the South Atlantic Ocean, bowever,
were faced with the problems of the great distances between their
European bome ports and their operational areas.It took approximately
a montb for a submarine sailing from a French port to reach the mouth
of the River Plate in Argentina. Once there, it bad little fresh food or fuel —
often barely enough to return to its bome port. Once its torpedoes were
expended, there was no resupply closer than France.

In the montbs before April 1943, the Germans tried to solve the prob-
lem in various ways. At first they dispatched replenishment ships—
often flying the neutral flags of Spain or Portugal —to the South Atlantic.
The Americans countered by furnishing specially modified (smaller bomb
load, more fuel capacity) B-24 aircraft to Brazil, which bad declared war
on the Axis in January 1942.These aircraft kept the South Atlantic coast
off Argentina and Uruguay under surveillance. Any ship caught replen-
ishing German submarines was considered a legitimate target under the
Rules of Warfare, no matter what flag the ship was flying.

The next German tactic was to anchor “neutral” merchant ships
close to the Argentine shore in the River Plate.The Plate is 125 miles wide



at its mouth, and is shared by Argentina and Uruguay. The government
of Argentina, then led by pro-Axis president General Ramoén Castillo,
looked the other way.

It was politically impossible eitber to bomb ships flying the flags of
nonbelligerent powers anchored in neutral waters, or to stop and search
suspected vessels of neutral powers on the bigh seas.

April 1943 was a busy month in a world at war:

On 3 April, General George S. Patton launched an attack against the
Germans near El Guettar, Tunisia; and two days later, British general
Bernard Montgomery attacked the Italians on the Wadi Akarit line.

On 7 April, the Japanese sent 180 aircraft to attack the Americans
on Guadalcanal and Tulagi in the Solomon Islands. A United States
destroyer and two cargo vessels were sunk.

The same day, Adolf Hitler met with Benito Mussolini in Salzburg,
Austria. They decided that Africa bad to be beld at all costs.

Y



[ ONE |
Near Sidi Mansour, Tunisia
1530 7 April 1943

A solitary Afrika Korps staff car—a small Mercedes convertible sedan—
moved as quickly as it could across the desert. It had of course been painted
in the Afrika Korps desert scheme: tan paint mimicked the color of the
Tunisian desert, and crooked black lines on the hood and doors were
intended to break up the form of the vehicle and make it harder to spot at
a distance.

Nothing could be done, however, to keep the dust of the Tunisian
desert road from boiling up beneath the wheels of the Mercedes and rais-
ing a cloud scores of feet into the air. If anyone was looking, the dust cloud
formed an arrow pointing to the Mercedes.

And someone was looking—an American pilot in a P-51 Mustang.

The North American P51-C and -D aircraft used in the North African
campaign were powered by a Packard version of the British Merlin en-
gine. They had a top speed of 440 knots, and were armed with four .50-
caliber Browning machine guns. Hardpoints in the wings permitted the use
of droppable auxiliary fuel tanks and could also be used to carry 1,000-
pound bombs.

Even at 500 feet and an indicated airspeed of 325 knots, it hadn’t been
hard for Captain Archer C. Dooley, Jr., U.S. Army Air Corps, to spot the boil-
ing dust and then the Afrika Korps staff car that had caused it.

“Oh, shit!” Captain Archer Dooley, Jr., said sadly.

Finding a Kraut staff car running unprotected across the desert did not
please him. When young Archie Dooley first signed up to fly fighter aircraft,
he expected to become a “Knight of the Sky” — flying mano a mano against
other knights of the sky. He didn’t expect to be killing people like cock-
roaches.

Fifteen months before, Archie Dooley had been the valedictorian of the
1942 class at St. Ignatius High School in Kansas City, Kansas. Six weeks



4 == W.E.B. GRIFFIN

before, he had been Second Lieutenant Dooley. He had come to Tunisia
fresh from fighter school, looking forward to sweeping Nazi Messer-
schmitts from the skies with the four .50-caliber Brownings in the wings of
his Mustang, much as Errol Flynn had swept the Dirty Hun from the skies
over France in World War I in Dawn Patrol.

After which, with a little bit of luck, there would be a girl in the
Officers’ Club with an exciting French accent, long legs, long hair, and firth
breasts, who would express her admiration for a Knight of the Sky in a car-
nal fashion.

It hadn’t turned out that way.

For one thing, by the time Archie got to the squadron, the Allies had
attained air superiority over the enemy. In other words, no German or
Italian aircraft were left to be swept from the skies.

The day Archie reported in, the squadron commander had informed
him that the 23rd Fighter Group had ordered the squadron to be engaged
in ground support. That broke down into two missions: The first was to
attack the enemy in front of American infantry and armor with either wing-
mounted bombs or the .50-caliber Brownings. The second was reconnais-
sance and interdiction. This meant flying over enemy-held desert to see
what you could see, and to interdict — which meant to shoot up —anything
you found.

Second Lieutenant Archer Dooley, Jr’s, first mission had been to fly
wingman to the squadron commander on a two-plane reconnaissance and
interdiction mission. At first, that had been sort of exciting . . . even fun.

They had raced across the desert close to the ground at better than 300
knots, a maneuver flatly forbidden in flight school. Here it was perfectly
acceptable.

Like drinking in the Officers’ Club, even if you were a long way from
being old enough to vote.

They had come across a railroad engine, puffing along tracks in the
desert, dragging a line of boxcars. The squadron commander had signaled
to Archie that they should engage the target. “Take the locomotive,” he had
ordered. “I'll get the boxcars.”

Second Lieutenant Archer Dooley, Jr., had gotten the locomotive,
enjoying the sight of his one-tracer-round-in-five stream of .50-caliber pro-
jectiles walking across the desert, and —as he raised the Mustang’s nose
just a hair— moving into the locomotive’s boiler.

As he flashed over the locomotive, the locomotive had blown up. His
first kill. Then there was a ball of fire, from which rose a dense black cloud
of smoke.
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As Archie pulled up to make a second run at the train, he realized that
the ball of fire was several hundred yards from the railroad tracks. What else
had they hit, he wondered, even by mistake, that had exploded like that?

Then, as he lowered the Mustang’s nose for his second run, taking care
not to collide with the squadron commander’s Mustang, he realized that
the squadron commander’s Mustang was no longer in sight.

And then he realized what the ball of fire really was.

At the time, it seemed probable that the squadron commander had
been hit by ground fire. The squadron commander had told him that some
of the trains were armed with antiaircraft machine guns and light cannon,
mounted on flatcars. Because his attention had been fixed on the locomo-
tive, Archie hadn’t noticed anything on the cars behind it.

That night, at the Officers’ Club (empty, as always, of females —long-
legged, firm-breasted, or otherwise), he learned about the Group’s promo-
tion policies: Everybody got to be a first lieutenant after eighteen months
of commissioned service, which meant he had about ten days before that
happened.

There were two ways to get to be a captain. Ifyou lived to serve twelve
months as a first lieutenant, then promotion was automatic. But promotion
came a lot quicker in another circumstance. The senior first lieutenant was
the squadron executive officer (senior, that is, in terms of length of service
in the squadron, not date of rank). If the squadron commander got either
killed or seriously injured (defined as having to spend thirty days or more
in the hospital), then the Exec took the Old Man’s job and got the captain’s
railroad tracks that went with it.

Four weeks and six days after Archie reported to the squadron, the
squadron first sergeant handed him a sheet of paper to sign:

HEADQUARTERS
4032ND FIGHTER SQUADRON
23RD FIGHTER GROUP

IN THE FIELD

2 MARCH 1943
THE UNDERSIGNED HEREWITH ASSUMES COMMAND,

4 Pncher Dooleg, .
ARCHER DOOLEY, JR.

CAPT. USAAC
FILE

201 DOOLEY, ARCHER, JR. 0378654
COPY TO CO, 23RD FIGHTER GROUP




He hadn’t gotten to work his way up to executive officer. The young
man who had become the Old Man and the Exec had both gone in on the
same day, the Old Man when his Mustang ran into a Kraut antiaircraft posi-
tion that had gotten lucky, and the Exec when he banked too steep, too low
to the ground and put a wing into the desert.

That left Archie as the senior first lieutenant in the squadron.

The colonel had driven over from Group in a jeep, told him to cut
orders assuming command, and handed him two sets of railroad tracks, still
in cellophane envelopes from the quartermaster officer’s sales store.

Archie had pinned one set of captain’s railroad tracks over the embroi-
dered gold second lieutenant’s bars still sewn to the epaulets of his A-2
horsehide flight jacket, and put the other set in the drawer of the squadron
commander’s — now his—desk. Ifhe ever had to go someplace, like Group,
he would pin the extras on his Class A uniform then.

Being a captain and a squadron commander was not at all like what
he’d imagined. A lot of really unpleasant shit went with being the Old Man.
Like writing letters to the next of kin.

He hadn’t actually had to compose these, thank God. There were let-
ters in the file that some other Old Man had written, full of bullshit about
how your son/husband/brother/nephew died instantly and courageously
doing his duty, and how much he would be missed by his fellow officers
and the enlisted men because he had been such a fine officer and had been
an inspiration to all who had been privileged to know him.

Not the truth, not about how he’d tried to bail out but had been too
close to the ground and his ’chute hadn’t opened; not that he’d been seen
trying and failing to get out of the cockpit through a sheet of flame blow-
ing back from the engine; not about how he’d tried to land his shot-up air-
plane and blew it, and rolled over and over down the runway in a ball of
flame and crushed aluminum. Or that they really didn’t know what the fuck
had happened to him, he just hadn’t come back;and later some tank crew
had found the wreckage of his Mustang with him still in the cockpit, the
body so badly burned they couldn’t tell if he had been killed in the air or
died when his plane hit.

He didn’t have to type the letters, either. The first sergeant just took
one from the file and retyped it, changing the name. But Archie had to sign
it, because he was now the Old Man and that’s what was expected of him.

And he was always getting bullshit pep talks from some major or light
colonel at Group that he was supposed to pass down the line.

Like what he remembered now, staring down at the Kraut staff car:

“Dooley, what interdiction means is that you and your people are
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supposed to engage whatever you come across, like one fucking Kraut
with a rifle, one motorcycle messenger, not pass bhim by to go looking for
a railroad locomotive, or something you think is important, or looks
good when you blow it up. The motorcycle messenger is probably carry-
ing an important message. Otherwise be wouldn’t be out there.You take
out a Kraut staff car, for example, you're liable to take out an important
Kraut officer. Interdict means everything that's down there.You read me,
Captain?”

“Yes, Sir”

‘And pass the word to your people, and make sure they read you, and
read you good.”

“Yes, Sir”

And Archie had passed the word, and gotten dirty looks.

And now there was a Mercedes staff car down there, and it wasn’t like
being in a dogfight, it was like running over a dog with your car; but you
had to do it because you had told your people they had to do it, and Archie
believed that an officer should not order anybody to do what he wouldn’t
do himself.

Archie banked his Mustang steep to the right, lined up on the cloud of
dust boiling out under the wheels of the Mercedes, and when he thought
he had him, closed his finger on the trigger on the joystick. When he saw
his tracer stream converge on the Mercedes and he didn’t have to correct,
he thought he was getting pretty good at this shit.

The Mercedes ran off the road, turned over, and burst into flames.
Maybe a couple of bodies had flown out of the Mercedes, but Archie
couldn’t be sure, and he didn’t go back for a second look, because if he did
and saw somebody running, he wasn’t going to try to get him.

He leveled off at about 500 feet and started looking for something else
to interdict.

And at 2105 hours that night, at Afrika Korps General Hospital #3, near
Carthage, Tunisia, the chief surgeon and hospital commander, Oberst-Arzt
(Colonel-Doctor) Horst Friederich von und zu Mittlingen, pushed his way
through the tent flap of the tent euphemistically called “Operating Theater
Three” and reached beneath his bloodstained surgical apron for a package
of cigarettes.

The hospital’s name implied something far more substantial than the
reality. General Hospital #3 (which served the Tenth Panzer Division) was
a sprawling collection of tents and crude sheds, most of them marked with



red crosses to protect against bombing or strafing. The tents served as oper-
ating theaters, the sheds as wards. Both were covered with the dust raised
by the trucks and ambulances—and sometimes horse-drawn wagons—
bringing in the wounded and dying.

Von und zu Mittlingen was a fifty-two-year-old Hessian trained at
Marburg and Tiibingen. Before the war, he had been professor of orthope-
dic surgery at St. Louise’s Hospital in Munich. :

The cigarettes were Chesterfields. One ofthe nurses, who didn’t smoke
but knew the Herr Oberst-Artz did, had taken them from the body of an
American pilot who had survived the crash ofhis fighter plane but had died
en route to Afrika Korps General Hospital #3. The lighter, too, was
American, a Zippo, found on the floor of one of the surgical tents. There
had been no telling how long it had been there, or to whom it had be-
longed, so he kept it.

He lit a Chesterfield, inhaled deeply, and felt with his hand behind him
for one of the vertical poles holding up the corner of the tent. When he
found it, he leaned against it, then exhaled, examining the glow of the cig-
arette as he did.

His hands were shaking. He willed them to be still.

It had been time to take a break, to leave the operating theater and step
outside into the welcome cold of the night. And to light up a cigarette. And
get a cup of coffee, if he could find one.

Though patients were still awaiting his attention, he had learned that
he could push himself only so far. After so many hours at the table, his eyes
did not see well, his fingers lost their skill, and his judgment was clouded
by fatigue.

What he desperately wanted was a drink. But that would have to wait
until later, much later, until there were no more wounded requiring his ser-
vices. He would probably have to wait until the early morning for that. Then
he would take several deep pulls from the neck of his bottle of brandy
before falling into bed.

He took two more puffs on the Chesterfield, exhaled, and pushed him-
self away from the tent pole.

Twill go to the mess and see if there is coffee. ] will do nothing for the
next ten minutes except smoke my cigarette and drink my coffee and
take a piss.

His route took him past three tents on the perimeter of the hospital
area. A medical team —a physician, a nurse, and stretcher bearers —stood
outside the three tents as the ambulances and trucks brought the wounded
to the hospital.
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The physician categorized each incoming patient: Those who would
most likely die if they did not go under the knife immediately, he ordered
to be carried into the first tent, where a team of nurses would prepare
them for surgery. As soon as a table was free, they underwent the knife.
Those who had a reasonable chance of survival, but could wait a bit for
surgery, were given morphine and moved into the second tent. As soon
as the really critical patients had received attention, their turn in an oper-
ating theater would come. Those who stood little chance of survival were
moved into the third tent and given morphine. When everyone in Tent A
and Tent B had received treatment, an attempt would be made to save those
in Tent C.

Oberst-Artz von und zu Mittlingen violated his own rule about never
going into Tent C. The sight of dead men, and men in the last—too often
agonized —moments of their lives, upset him. He knew it was better to be
calm and emotionless when he was at the table.

There were six men on stretchers in Tent C.

The first two were dead. One looked asleep. The second’s face was
frozen with his last agony.

Von und zu Mittlingen covered their faces with blankets and went to
the last man on that side of the tent.

He was surprised that he was still alive.

His entire head was wrapped in blood-soaked bandages. That implied,
at the least, serious trauma to his eyes and probably to his brain. Both of his
hands were similarly bandaged, suggesting to von und zu Mittlingen that
he would probably lose the use of both hands, and might actually lose the
hands themselves.

Another heavily blood-soaked bandage was on his upper right leg, and
his torso was also bandaged; but the amount of blood on these last sug-
gested to von und zu Mittlingen that the wounds on his torso were not as
serious as the others, though internal bleeding of vital organs was of course
possible.

It would probably be better if the poor bastard died, the alternative
is living as a blind cripple.

He noticed that the patient was wearing U.S. Army trousers but an
Afrika Korps tunic. That quickly identified him as an officer, someone in a
position to ignore the rules forbidding the wearing of any part of the
enemy'’s uniform.

Von und zu Mittlingen reached for the patient’s ID tag.

“Who’s that?” the patient asked, sensing the hand on the tag.

“I'm a doctor”



The tag identified the patient as Oberstleutnant (Lieutenant Colonel)
von Stauffenberg.

Ob, my God! This mutilated body is Claus!

“You've got yourself in a mess, haven’t you, Claus?” von und zu
Mittlingen said.

“Who’s that?”

“Horst Mittlingen, Claus,” Horst Friederich von und zu Mittlingen said.
“We're going to take care of you now.”

“One of their Mustangs got me,” Oberstleutnant Graf (Count) Claus von
Stauffenberg said.

“Claus, what did they give you for the pain?”

“I decided I would rather be awake.”

Oberst-Artz Horst Friederich von und zu Mittlingen stood up and
walked to the flap of the tent and bellowed for stretcher bearers, then
returned to the bloody body on the stretcher. “We'll take care of you now,
Claus,” he said. “You'll be all right.”

“Really?” von Stauffenberg asked mockingly.

“Yes, really,” von und zu Mittlingen said. “I am about to violate my own
rule about never working on my friends.”

Two stretcher bearers appeared.

“Put this officer on the next available table,” von und zu Mittlingen
ordered. “Tell Sister Wagner I will want her beside me.”

“Jawohl, Herr Oberst.”

“If I could see, I would say I'm glad to see you, Horst,” von Stauffen-
berg said.

On 12 April, the Germans announced the discovery of mass graves in
Poland’s Katyn Forest. The graves contained the bodies of 4,100 Polish
officers and officer cadets who bad been captured by the Soviet army.
They bad been shot in the back of the bead with small-caliber pistols.A
week later, after refusing Polish Government in Exile demands for an
investigation by the International Red Cross, the Soviet government said
the whole thing was German propaganda.

On 17 April, in its largest operation to date, the 8th US. Air Force
attacked aircraft factories in Bremen with 117 B-17 bombers, sixteen of
which were shot down.



