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THE LISTENER

The Quest for Skorzeny .

By W. STANLEY MOSS

TTO SKORZENY must be ene of the most easily recog-

nisable people in Europe. He is & giant of a man, six foot

four inchex in height, some twenty stonc in weight, and his

) handsome face is indelibly stmped from ear to chin with a

" deep duclling scar. And yet, at the- war's end, when he was taken as a

Prisos. i Darmsiadt Dateme 1. Camp, he felt crmfidear ia faving,

‘1 shall escape when and how I please, and you will never find me’.

Sure enough, before a week was out, it did pleasc him to escape and
he vanished apparendy without trace from the face of the earth.

‘Hitler's Trigger.man® ) .

It is perhaps not generally realised just how much Skorzeny had
accomplished during the short time since he emerged from obscurity
as a Young Commando captain in the latter stages of the war. Not
only had he played the leading part in Mussolini's fabulous rescuc:
he had also kidnzpped Nicholas Horthy, the Regent’s son, in Budap
He had commanded 2 German division on the Russian front, become
Chief of Commando aperations in the west, and personally led the much-
publicised spcarhead attack in the Batde of 1he Bulge when he and his
men disguised themselves as American woops. When he escaped from
Darmstade in July 1948, the buc and cry was immediate. He was
publicised aariously as ‘ The Most Dangerous Man in Europe ', aud
* Hider’s Trigge=-man’, and he became once more the central figure
on 3 stage that had been almost denuded of leading players.

2 y recognised Bridsh k for exploring the case
histories of our dcfevied encmices had for some time prompted me to
try 3d rocemstracs % rroey of Alussolini® { fuadrad Days ®y stacdliy
with the Duce’s dramatic fall from power, and ending with his grim
exeaution on the shores of Lake Como. With Caprain Michael Luke,
a friend of mine, I had planned to travel about the Continent seeking

" frst-hand information from the protagonists of the story; and of these,
it was obviously Otto Skorzeny who would have the most viul ule to

tedl. . .

Since both Michael and I had worked for secret organisations during
the war, we were able through the co-operation of erstwhile colleag:
to Jearn denils of Skorzeny’s present activities. He was apparendy in
hidiog somewhere in France, and was engaged in operating an under-
ground Nazi organisation throughout Europe. Just when we felt the
moment was ripe for tackling him, however, he made the mose startling
reap, With characterisiic bravado, he was sitting with a girl
dﬁnﬁ?ﬁmodwuidcmofdnmmmfcsinvhe@mps
Elysées, when a passing newspaper reporter chanced to recognise him.
With commendable journalistic astuteness, the reporter took a photo-
graph on the spot; and that evening—it was February 13 of last year—
every paper in Paris ran banner headlines o the effect thar * Hider's
No. 1 Killer ' was at large in the capital. Whea we heard. the news,
Michael and I were naturally delighted, and we decided to fly co Paris
on that very altemoon. It was 3 Sawrday, h er. Air'passages were
almost impossidle to obtain, and we finally compromised by cravelling
seated on a crate of frozen fish in a midnight freight “plane.

When we arrived in Paris we managed to find ourselves a hotel, and

slept soundly until mid-morning. Then we bestirred ourselves and went .

for & stroll along the Rue de Rivoli. Preseatly we stopped at a news-
“paper kiosk: and 1o our horror, the firsc things to confront us were
two photographs of oursclves. Beneath a froat-page headline, which
read  Major Moss begins his hunt for Scarface’, the reporter of a

jonal Sunday mewspaper had written: ‘A fast aircraft left London
fast night for.a secret destination on the Continent in response to 2
sudden telephone call. It carried two young men who plan to hunt down
Scarface Ouo Skorzeny . . . °. Then came the photographs and a whole
column of further details conicerning our quest. -

The refercaces to the fast acroplanc and a secret- destination certainly
amused us; but, at the same time, we werc afraid that this announce-
ment would probably deprive us of any chance of finding our quarry
and we were quite right: Skorzeny once again vanished into siin gir,
and in-fact almost a further year had passed before we finally managed

10 make contact with him. He himself, however, had not by
been the only interesicd person ta read of our arrival in P
Jovely Sunday morning. When we arrived back at our he
ci¢rge told us that & gendeman had alrcady teiephoned th.
enquire after us. 152 had not left his name, {ux raid he woee
again shortly. The porter had scarceiy finished talking
rang at the switchboard, and our mysicrious caller was on th
He spoke French with a beavy foreign accent and refusec
his identity. We did not have a conversation: it was & mo: -
all Le said, in no.uncertain terms, was that for the good ¢
we should leave Paris immediately. Then he rang off.

How the man had discovered ‘where we were living, +.
guess; but this was only the beginning of such surprises, B.

-was out we were visited by a person who had no mind

identity a secrer. He said he' was & cortain Capuain Jaques K
a Freachman despite his Slavic-sounding name, and that be
of our zrrival and traced us chrough the British Em! i
we were in contact. He was a small, dark-haired &
features, who displiyed an almoast cmbarrassing
He told us that he had operated in Italy for a
organisation which he said was called  Dic Spinnel
‘ The Spidcr —of which Outo Skorzeny was the
The headquaniers of ‘ The Spider’, which was ui
Hider's depury, Martin Bormann, was said gb be
where 2 Nazi phalanx had assembled. Unull
had fallen out with the organisation as a
he had workedlfor ima op(i_lot, and would

‘us with mioute de:

3 15 Buropean sgucture. N, -
intrigued, and asked him if he would be';no?‘:::ﬁzek:ﬁ
written statement concerning his aaiviuq;i amd tbo

The Model Guest ;
It was through Kaminski that we again picked up “Skex
To his certain knowledge, our quarry had been hiding undef's,
name in a small hote! at Ssint Germain-ca-Laye just Par,
vou want to find him? ' Kaminski asked. ‘ You wish in
Spinne ”? * 1 told him no, we were just collecting mw&{
whereat he slapped me on the back, add said, * hyo
You don’t fool me. Always joking, always bl
we wasted no time in paying a visit to the-
Laye. It was a quict, innocent-looking little~
and blue shuwters. Its name was ‘ The Cedars:
bourgeois names in its register seemed incapahbicy
secrets. Yet, in looking through ‘the gucst-boo
following entry: CLtal

Name: Sieiner,
Date of Birth: )
Place o(.Binh: Vienna
N‘MW= iag
Occupation: Nooe .
Each of these details concerning Rolf Siginer pperfectly -

Skorzeny. The manager of the hotel informg
model guest who had always paid his bill Xgge)
apparent haste two days previously saying SWE$
about 2 week's cime. He had not said where {7
left & forwardiag address. Ty

We left the hotel in the near~ceriainty thar Skbqiag+
rewurm 0 it aod relucantly admited wpoumcirdgher wi
track of him once more. By the happiest of chances. 58 e
up his ‘trail again a few houts later. Wher we rets
Germain-m-Laye, we arranged 10 mect .an old.Jti
service days who we hoped might be able” ¢o. bel
while we were sitting together st the Cafe Fiore thard
us.a girl who was ted to be a close friend of Sk 7ty
very pretty, with platinum blonde bhair, eyes as. blue. aba . - o
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, pnd a skin so ranned as to be more appropriste ¢
?fha; an carly spring day. It was fortunate for us chat thi
a0k place in that notoriously Bobemian cafe, where: there it
1 about making the aoquaintance of people whom you dawr

Yefore in your life. Within a sh3rt time we were chatting
1, and by the most well-tried of conversational tactics wr
ed from ber the latest news of Skorzeny's movements.
abody knows where Skorzeny's got to mow ', said Micky
i steered the talk in lhe right direction.

* she replied, looking very: pleased with herself. I do”.
do I°, 1 momed "He's in Rome*.

lsug hed. * Thauwbu)outhk she said. ‘I happen 1c
:ndy He's in Mégéve .

. 1 Threats
v all we wanted 10 know, Beforclcxw;g,weamngdto
o sgain, hoping that through her we might meet some lead-
lheNl:.:l?mgneroxckaam then we returned 10 our
eedommteasc.mdmnou(chth:mmw

mﬁ::mmg we had reached our destination in the French

day passed before we discovered Rolf Steiner’s

is__r. Our excitement was short lived. The hall

Y ] Steiner had lefc suddenly twenty-four hours
: address gor instructions. We made the long,
Pmswdtemmed:oour!md,wherewwr

b Capuin Kaminski, an evil-smelling

ht ld( us, saying that he would tekphone later o let

ats be had made. An hour later, the béll rang.

Kaminski, but we were mistaken: it was. the

‘to such anmfnendly welcome on our first

(z.pd: it wac be wha did all sha eibiag. Xle woae

hc that we hsd had the temerity to rewurn to the city.

"4l not. understood him? Indeed, he hopéd that
ﬁﬂx"lﬂs warming lighdy. * Within (wenzy-l'our hotars *,

- 3ot you will have lefe Paris for good”. As thmgs
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ﬁndhmhedxd not know. The only suggestion he could make was chat
we should go to Zurich in Switzerland, where the organisation's funds
weredeposited. It bad always been our intention to go to Zurich, for

"we bad been assured by our own colleagues that we would find much

o interest us there; but before leaving we thought it wisc to visit a
friend of ours with ‘whom we had been connected during our war-time
secret activities and to gell him what we had learned.

A revelation was in srore for us. Kaminski, we were told, was a well-
known Russian sgent, who for many years "had worked i the major
Eutopean counmries—including ‘England, from which he had been

His , was 20 almost direct transcription

;f h\ebe?;duauc:;emcmd;h:rof The
Sdef'l-‘unumnly' ooe of these keys fallen into hands of
o:‘rmmice,m,dwelo\md(h:uuﬂxedalmoszwotdforword
with Kaminski’s document. -
_From now on our own activities reccived an akogct.bcrun
intelm md encouragement, while Hr this new hght Skorzeny’s m
more
ofmmtose\'enl uuoulma and for d:ﬂem:msons.Ahudywc
d suspected that his pmenn:ml’mscouldnozha\-cbeenmhnowu
S

ireté, for he was not the sort of man to have gone long
sed.

A same time, the very fact thar be and his associates
ve there unmolested provided the communists

they said, was sure proof of corrupr and
government at home, of British asseat, and American support.

*The cp..l...' Wabs

In che face of such diatribes, Muckymdlsoonbcgantomder
just on whose wes we had been ueadmg, for it secmed that we unwit-
tingly had been playing straight into the hands of the communists.
Although we said again and again thar we were qaly employed in
wmmg a book, apparently no one believed us. In Zurich, Geneva, and

,.}mﬁ;mt;emmlinghnd forsxxweelzs,lmtourmur
Py belligy to nothing more frightening
g, Kaminski rang up. The agent from Buenoa Aires,

awaiting us at the Cafe Weber at eleven o'clock in

code name was Alfredo, and he would have with

ings, a crup-eared boxer dog. We had no difficulty next

,wman.ﬂ:wasl.aunmappeamnce,r«ymrdy,

: -2 chalk-stri :mt,l’ammahat,and co-
oxer dog, whi

shim sdequately for services rendered; but here
don that this cxplanauon was quite uncrue. We
ipthér members of *‘ The Spider”’ that he had
‘Rethae as it may, the mfomnon with which be
of¢ s -stanling narure. The organisation, be said,
of sn spparendy bona fide South Ametican
¢ firm, ghe: name of which 1 am afreid § am oot allowed
‘us with a lz:‘:l its dmcn:rs, llv.:‘ho undoubtedly
‘M ahe-tore. This arranged for transportacion
‘ﬂpidzr'x' headquarters of all types of recruits
cmunals. Reomt arrivals had included two
Fyaflc ‘aces’, whom we knew well by name,
Mllcd as tcs(-pllo(s at a flouriching acroplane
town, This factory. magmﬁcendy fumished with

was run, by a well

" re alse

knew anything of Skorzeny’s present
nk. Skorzcny, he said, was undoubtedly
fpider’, because Mamn Bormanmn had

N Iuly, we were grected with similar scepticism. We received
snonymous telcphone calls, and were visited at all hows of day or
night by interesied parties. Back in Paris, we continued to see. Kaminski
regularly, and reported each move he made 1o the appropriate depart-
ment. We rencwed acquaintance with the fashily-dressed Alfredo and
Skorzeny's blue-cyed girl fricnd ; and we met several members of * The
Spider’ organisation. From them™ we learned the minutest dewils of
its structure; and once, much to our amusement, we were offered the
opportunity of joining it ourselves.

For Skorzeny, the pace had sapparently become too hot. A letter

.wbxchlhadaskedmhz\'edehv«vdmmmmmmedfmmigyp(,

where be was hiding at Heliopolis, a suburb of Cairo. Several moaths
pasedbdmhenmndonoemmmﬁmpe—-md:hchschhemi
of him was that he was i and his
compamotsmSoutbAmeﬂa,Auheumenme,lsfuas The Spider*
was concerned, Micky and J went into voluntary l:quxdauon Like
Skorzeny himself, we realised thac we were being used as communist
pawns,mduseemedmusdntfmmd:cpomtofmohheWm
Powers, the less information we disclosed the better.

With regard to our quest for Skorzeny, our object had beca attained.
Wetudlamedmorexhanwchaddnedmhopcforregudmgweq
facet of Mussolini’s kidnapping, even to the extent of bringing home

with us Skorzeny's personal socount of his exploit. It makes a fascinac-

ing story; and pcrlnps, oac day, I may come back to tell it )
—-Home Service

The older generation which takes pleasure lrom,'nomlsu may like to

gip into Cecil M. Hepworth’s Cumie the Dawn (Phoenix, 16s) Mr.

Hepworth was a pioneer of the British film industry and be conjurcs
up for us memories of Alma Taylor, the Walton-on-Thames studios and

eacly ‘silent’ days. Mr. Hepwarih's [ather, he 1clls us, was -a photo-

rrapher who speat much time with an immense camera in his back yard.
He gave his son 8 little ll!he on his twenty-first birthday as he was of
the opi that any d the art of metal turning need
never be out of‘\- job.




