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Glossary of abbreviations 
 
P-26/P-27 - Swiss secret sleeper armies 
UNA - Swiss Military Intelligence 
MI6 - British Intelligence, aka, SIS - Secret Intelligence Service, for 
overseas operations (non-domestic), aka, ‘Circus’. 
MI5 - British Intelligence (domestic) 
CIA - Central Intelligence Agency, USA, overseas intelligence service 
SAS - Special Air Service, British Special Forces (similar to US 
Green Berets/Delta Force) 
SBS - Special Boat Squadron, British, similar to US Navy Seals 
DOD - Department of Defense - USA 
MOD - Ministry of Defence - UK 
NSA - National Security Agency, USA, aka ‘No such agency’.                
Reported to intercept ‘all’ the world’s text messages and emails. 
SOE - Special Operations Executive, British WWII covert operations 
OSS - USA, like SOE, WWII, overseas 
DGSE - French Secret Service/counter terrorism - domestic and 
foreign 
IRA - Irish Republican Army, terrorist movement 
ETA - Spanish/Basque separatist/terrorist movement 
Red Brigade - Italian communist/terrorist/crime gang 
KGB - Soviet Intelligence, prior to 1990s. 
NAAFI - Navy Army Air Force Institute - shops on British military 
bases. 
SIB - British Military Police 
BKA - Federal German Police, similar to FBI 
FSB - Russian Intelligence, formerly KGB 
Special Branch - British Police - anti-terrorism/organized crime 
Wehrmacht - general term, German armed services WWII 
COBRA - Cabinet Office Briefing Room ‘A’, used by British Prime 
Minister for meetings with security staff. 
FARC – Columbian guerrillas/communist 
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British military slang  
 
 
Oppo - opposite number/close working buddy 
Pongo -  soldier - derisive 
Ponce/poncey - upper class/educated/effeminate - derisive 
Regiment - he was ‘Regiment’- he was SAS 
Rock Apes - RAF Regiment - defensive unit of airfields 
Rupert - officer/upper-class - derisive 
Beast - punish soldier 
Stripy - Air Force Officer, derisive term for ranking stripes 
Billets - accommodation/food 
Civvy - civilian 
Badged - qualified entry to SAS, receipt of cap badge 
Best bib and tucker - best suit/outfit/military dinner suit 
QT - on the QT, on the quiet 
Stag – on guard duty 
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England.  The hunt. 
 
 
The K2 agents waited, keenly observing a monitor 
relaying images from a camera with a telescopic lens. 
Movement; they pointed at it in silence. Death was their 
game, the thrill of the hunt an added bonus. 
 The first agent checked the wire connections attached 
to his trigger mechanism as an English explosives expert 
observed from the rear. The instructor had performed his 
educational tasks; the exact amount of explosives, shaped 
in the correct pattern for the job in hand. He waited 
patiently, keen to see that his Swiss pupils were making 
good progress in their studies. The Master Arm switch was 
thrown, making the circuit live, unknown to their intended 
victim. 
 Movement. They glanced at each other in silent 
anticipation, the tension growing second by second as they 
focussed on the triggerman, his hand hovering over the 
button. He checked their nervous faces once more then 
threw the switch. 
 A dull thud could be heard. They ran outside and 
across the grass, a cheer going up. A few feet from the 
smoking hole lay a dead mole on Beesely’s lawn. They 
congratulated each other. Then it began moving. 
 ‘It’s alive!’ one gasped. 
 Pistols came out in a hurry, a burst of fire, thirty 
rounds at close range into their hated enemy. 
 The English bomb-maker walked up, eyes wide, 
shaking his head. ‘Do you think it’s dead now, you bunch 
of stir crazy fuckers!’ 



10 



11 

Nazi treasure 
 

1 
 
Otto walked briskly into Beesely’s office at 11am. 
Thomas was sat crossed-legged on the floor and struggling 
with a FN GPMG, a hefty 7.62mm belt-fed machine gun 
with a bi-pod. He was trying to re-assemble it without any 
help from ‘vanker’, to show Grandpa Beesely how clever 
he was. Johno lifted his head from where he sat 
overlooking Thomas, tea mug in hand. 
 ‘Something interesting,’ Otto stated. He stood at the 
side of the desk looking as if he had something interesting 
to say. 
 Beesely looked up from his file, lifting his eyebrows in 
question. 
 Otto continued, ‘We have been approached by an old 
man from a small village called Bily Potok in the Czech 
Republic. It is near the town of Liebere, 65km north east 
of Prague. He says that he knows of an old Nazi tunnel 
complex … where gold is hidden.’ 
 Johno straightened. ‘Nazi gold?’ 
 Beesely smiled widely. ‘A treasure hunt,’ he enthused. 
‘Excellent. I’ve always wanted to search for Nazi gold.’ 
 Thomas jumped up. ‘Can I have a bar?’ he begged in 
his accented English. 
 ‘His English is getting better,’ Beesely noted. 
 ‘They all study it in school, he’s been studying it for 
years,’ Johno informed Beesely as they both studied the 
lad. ‘He can read and understand a lot, just has some 
difficulty with pronouncing the odd word. I make him 
explain what he wants in English - motivated self-interest 



12 

training technique. If he wants a treat then it’s got to be in 
English and correct.’ 
 ‘Seems to be working,’ Beesely agreed, smiling at 
twelve-year-old Thomas. 
 Otto stepped to the corridor and waved someone 
forwards. A manager walked in with a rolled map, 
followed by a slow moving and hunched old man escorted 
by a guard. The manager un-rolled the map and weighted 
down the edges with cups as everyone keenly moved in 
for a closer look. 
 The old man, dressed in a black leather coat and 
matching black leather cap, smiled and waved as he sat 
down, being ignored as everyone focused on the map. The 
manager pointed out the village of Bily Potok, 
highlighting the hills and forest to the south of it. 
 ‘It’s on the edge of the old German speaking part of 
the Czech Republic, the Sudetenland,’ Beesely noted, 
studying the topography with a finger. 
 ‘There’s a railway line not far,’ Johno pointed out.  
 ‘Ah, so there used to be a rail link to the area,’ Beesely 
considered without looking up. ‘Germans always moved 
things by rail, heavy stuff anyway.’ 
 The manager pointed out the area of interest. 
 ‘Isolated enough,’ Johno quietly suggested to no one in 
particular. ‘Only the one access road.’ He glanced up at 
Otto before facing the old Czech man. ‘What’s that access 
road like?’ 
 Otto spoke to the man in German, finding the man’s 
explanation oddly accented. The old man spoke in an old 
Czech derivative of German, most words being 
fundamentally German but heavy in slang. Finally Otto 
faced the group. ‘It is a gravel track, difficult in winter, but 
OK now. It is a single vehicle track and a small lorry 
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would use it with no problem, not steep. When he was a 
boy he helped the German Army moving boxes in and out 
of the mine.’ 
 ‘Art treasure?’ Johno asked. ‘Ask him if the boxes 
were heavy?’ 
 Otto translated. Finally he said, ‘Some small and 
heavy, some large and not heavy. The German Army 
sealed the cave at the end of the war, they collapsed the 
tunnels.’ 
 Beesely considered it. ‘Small and heavy could be 
gold,’ he quietly mused. With a slight frown he added, 
‘But the gold was moved in secret at the end of the war, 
they would not have used local boys. What else does he 
know?’ 
 The manager answered, ‘People came and tried to 
access the mine until 1965. He thinks they were searching 
for the gold. Many attempts were made to clear the main 
entrance, but always more rocks fell down. But he 
suggests that there are other entrances.’ 
 ‘Question is,’ Beesely began, ‘did they find them and 
get in?’ He leant forwards, his arms on the map. ‘Does he 
know a second entrance?’ 
 ‘Yes, but it is blocked with rocks, sir,’ the manager 
informed him. ‘It would need specialist equipment to 
move the rocks, which would attract the local authorities. 
Searching for such material requires a permit, new 
European safety considerations –’ 

‘What?’ Beesely puzzled. ‘There are European Union 
conventions … on searching for Nazi gold?’ 

‘Not exactly, sir, just health and safety rules imposed 
by the Czech Republic and the European Union. Treasure 
hunters must declare ordnance, booby-traps and - of 
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course - any treasure found, for which they get a ten 
percent finders fee.’ 

‘That’s those that do declare it to the authorities,’ 
Beesely scoffed. He eased back and glanced at Johno. ‘So, 
someone filled up the entrance. Maybe to cover their 
tracks, maybe done by the Americans after removing the 
gold -’ 
 ‘No Americans, this is well into the Czech Republic, 
close to the Polish border,’ Johno pointed out. ‘Russians 
would have done it.’ 
 ‘Or the original German engineers, if they wanted what 
was inside … kept inside,’ Beesely countered. 
 ‘Probably another entrance,’ Johno muttered. ‘Must be 
air-shafts.’ 
 The old man raised a finger, exchanging a few words 
with Otto. ‘He knows of an airshaft going down, easy to 
find. Maybe nine inches across.’ 
 Johno held his stomach. ‘Rules me out. Thomas, you 
want to make a dollar?’ 
 Beesely scowled at Johno before returning his attention 
to the map. ‘We’ll get some experts, K2 men, have a 
look.’ He focused on Otto with a concerned look. ‘How 
did this man know to contact us?’ 
 ‘He did not. He told the story to a German treasure 
hunter whom he saw in the newspapers. This man is 
known to us, he has found gold before when Gunter was 
alive.’ 
 ‘Fine,’ Beesely offered. ‘Send in some experts, find 
another entrance or see if the main entrance can be 
opened, all done very quietly.’ 
 Johno straightened, making eye contact with Otto. 
‘How’ll the Czech authorities react if they find out?’ 
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 ‘We have people in place in the police and 
government.’ Otto shrugged. ‘Their government would 
want the gold, if there was any.’ 
 ‘So quietly does it,’ Beesely ordered. He rolled up the 
map and handed it back to the manager. ‘Give this nice 
gentlemen some money … tell him to keep very quite. 
Take him back, let’s use him as a guide.’  

The elderly man was shown out by the manager, 
followed through the door by Otto. Thomas went back to 
his machinegun, observed by his tutor. 
 ‘Sir?’ came from the desk phone. 
 Beesely pressed a button. ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘Dame Helen, sir.’ 
 ‘Ah, put her through.’ 
 ‘Beesely?’ came the dry and authoritative voice of 
Dame Helen Eddington-Small, director of MI6. 
 ‘Yes, how are you?’ 
 ‘Back in work.’ She made it sound a complaint. 
 ‘Excellent. How’s the leg?’ 
 ‘Not so bad, getting lots of sympathy,’ she explained. 
 Beesely made eye contact with Johno, remembering 
her daughter. ‘You take it easy, first week back and all.’ 
 ‘Mountain of bloody paperwork thanks to you!’ 
 ‘Me?’ Beesely teased, Johno laughing. 
 ‘Yes, what with the dirty bomb, the Russians and the 
bio-labs we’re snowed under. Poor Willis has been flat 
out, files all over the floor.’ 
 ‘Sorry, Helen. I’ll take a long holiday and let you get 
some peace.’ 
 ‘Ha! You’d probably cause a coup in the Bahamas. 
Either that or the local volcano would explode.’ Johno 
laughed louder. ‘Is that face fungus?’ she called. 
 ‘Present and correct, Ma’am,’ Johno teased. 
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 ‘Is he any better looking?’ she dryly enquired, Johno 
rubbing his moustache. 
 ‘No,’ Beesely informed her, eyeing Johno with a slight 
frown. ‘He’s just teaching Thomas how to strip and 
assemble a large machinegun.’ Thomas glanced around at 
the mention of his name. 
 ‘Like the damn kid isn’t dangerous enough now,’ she 
quietly pointed out. 
 ‘Anyway, we’re off on a treasure hunt.’ 
 ‘Treasure hunt?’ 
 ‘Found an old Nazi mine with gold in it!’ 
 ‘Oh, excellent. I used to love things like that when I 
was a kid. Send me some photos.’ 
 ‘Will do. How are Susan and the gang?’ 
 ‘They’re fine, had them around two days ago. Tabitha 
is now joined at the hip to her youngest. They don’t live so 
far, easy enough to drop her for a stay over. Susan is still 
mothering me, but she’s back at work as well.’ 
 ‘How is dear old London these days?’ 
 ‘Terrible weather, terrible traffic ... same old torture 
chamber.’ 
 ‘I do hope you’re not considering retiring, young 
lady!’ 
 ‘No, not for a while. Fight the good fight.’ 
 ‘And if you need any help in that fight, you call.’ 
 ‘And if you need any help, old man, you call!’ 
 ‘Ouch! Is someone back into her stride already?’ 
 ‘Let me know about the treasure. Bye.’ The phone 
went dead.  

‘She sounds better,’ Johno quietly pointed out. 
 ‘Yes,’ Beesely sighed, easing back. ‘All the action here 
the other week was exactly what she needed to keep her 
focused.’ 
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 ‘I understand,’ Johno began, gesturing with an open 
hand and a slight furrow of his brow, ‘but not quite seeing 
that as a positive thing.’ 

Herr mole wandered in with a large pile of rolled 
plastic images stuffed under an arm. 
 ‘Hey, hairy Mole,’ Johno said with a lazy wave. 
 Herr Mole frowned at Johno briefly as he laboured 
across to the desk and let the rolls of shiny paper drop.  

Beesely helped him with them, opening the first one. 
‘Satellite images?’ 

Herr Mole explained, in his slow and oddly accented 
voice, ‘Of the area of the mine.’ 

‘That was quick,’ Johno said without taking his gaze of 
Thomas’s efforts. He kicked the boy’s leg, Thomas 
sighing and pulling out the piece that obviously did not go 
where he wanted to shove it. 

Beesely squinted across the desk. ‘Herr Mole?’ 
 ‘When I heard of the mine with the gold I knew you 
would not resist to look.’ 
 Beesely was amused. ‘So you had satellite photos’ 
taken?’ 
 ‘No, sir. These are from Herr Stanton.’ 
 ‘Olly sent them?’ Beesely puzzled. 
 Johno glanced over his shoulder then stood. 
 ‘They are thermal images,’ Herr Mole explained. ‘I 
have already located the airshafts. Four of them, fifty 
metre spacing in a line.’ 
 Beesely held open a large image as Johno peered over 
his shoulder. The shafts were marked, four of them in a 
row at the top of the hill. They were in line with the 
blocked entrance and just a short distance from the track. 
‘Is there a second way in?’ 
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 ‘Not apparent here, sir. There is no second entrance 
visible within two kilometres.’ 
 ‘Could be further away,’ Johno suggested, carefully 
studying the images. ‘Or filled in.’ 
 Mole shook his head. ‘If there was another entrance 
close, but filled in, it would have a slightly different 
thermal fingerprint to the land around it - especially if 
anyone was working on it recently. Unless it has an 
entrance ... enclosed by natural rocks.’ 
 Johno glanced up at Mole. ‘An overhang or cliff base.’ 
 ‘Or the mine entrance was filled in fifty years ago,’ 
Mole pointed out. ‘In such a case the thermal image may 
not help.’ 
 Beesely tapped the image. ‘This the best resolution?’ 
 ‘Yes, sir. The best technology.’ 
 Beesely was disappointed. ‘Well, we may have to try 
and dig a hole through the rock fall.’ He eased back. 
‘What do you think, Herr Mole? Gold in there?’ 
 ‘If there is something inside then it was placed in a bad 
position. This particular area was overrun by the Russians 
many weeks before the Americans over-ran parts of 
Bavaria. I think if it was valuable it would be in the west, 
not here.’ 
 Johno edged forwards. ‘Unless they were suddenly 
surrounded by the Russians and had no choice but to hide 
it quickly.’ 
 ‘It is a good idea, yes,’ Herr Mole agreed. ‘They may 
have had no fuel for the trucks to get back to Germany.’ 
 ‘So, retreating from the Russians,’ Beesely thought out 
loud. ‘Dumped it in a hurry and someone came back for it 
later.’ 
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 Johno coughed a short laugh. ‘Someone who had the 
ability to nip across one of the best guarded sections of the 
Iron Curtain!’ 
 ‘It is true,’ Mole agreed. ‘For Germans to return for the 
gold up to 1965 it would have been very difficult. 
Whoever was looking must have been Czech or Russian.’ 
 ‘Russian?’ Beesely considered, making a face. ‘They 
would have blown the top off the damn mountain to get at 
it if they thought there was gold in there, not popped back 
in just small groups. This all smacks of sneaking around.’ 
 ‘It is correct,’ Herr Mole agreed.  
 ‘So not Russian then,’ Johno stated. ‘Locals. Czechs?’ 
 Beesely rubbed his chin. ‘Seems more plausible. 
Someone thought that there was something in there, 
probably a local like our Czech visitor. Herr Mole, I have 
a project for you.’ 
 ‘Already started, sir.’ Herr Mole straightened and 
stood tall, all four foot eleven of him. 
 Beesely smiled widely, meeting Johno’s grin. 
 

2 
 
‘Dame Helen?’ 
 ‘Yes, who’s that?’ she puzzled. 
 ‘Herr Mole, K2.’ 
 ‘Oh ... yes, I remember. How can I help?’ 
 ‘Treasure hunting.’ 
 ‘Ah, you’re researching the gold?’ 
 ‘Yes, Ma’am. We would like any historical documents 
from the joint British and American Army searches made 
for gold after 1945. In particular, any references to the 
Czech republic, close to the Polish border.’ 
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 ‘East German records might help. I don’t think the 
Russians co-operated at all, and they would certainly have 
kept the gold for themselves!’ 
 ‘The Americans have these records?’ 
 ‘Yes, they grabbed them the day the Berlin wall came 
down. Leave it with me, give me a couple of days, I have 
an uncle who worked on the files. Anyway, I’m surprised 
you’re asking for them instead of trying to steal them.’ 
 ‘I do not know what you mean, Ma’am. Thank you.’ 
He hung up. 
 

3 
 
The next morning Beesely sat writing at his desk when a 
small voice asked in German, ‘Are you the king?’ 
 He looked towards the door of his apparently empty 
office before being startled by a six-year-old girl stood to 
his side, barely taller than the desk. He stared at her as she 
smiled up at him then glanced around his office again. 
Facing her he said, ‘Sorry?’ 
 ‘Are you the king?’ she repeated. 
 ‘The king?’ Beesely repeated, taking off his glasses. 
 ‘Of the castle?’ she explained. 
 ‘Am I the king of the castle?’ he repeated with a 
frown, again glancing at the door. ‘Who … who are you, 
young lady?’ 
 ‘Hildy Bach,’ she loudly announced. ‘My mother said 
you were the king of the castle.’ 
 ‘Your mother?’ 
 ‘She tells people who … live in other places … do not 
know what you say.’ 
 Beesely smiled warmly at the girl. ‘She’s a translator?’ 
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 The girl gave it some thought, concluded by a firm, 
‘Yes.’ 
 Beesely glanced at the open office door. ‘And does 
your mother know that you’re here?’ 
 ‘Yes.’ 
 ‘Oh.’ He stood. ‘I guess we had better find her then.’ 
 Otto appeared in the doorway. ‘Ah, Hildy, you have 
found the king.’ 
 ‘Prince Otto. What, pray tell, is going on?’ 
 Otto stepped in, trailed by six children of assorted 
sexes, ages and sizes. ‘Today in Switzerland is the day 
when children go to the work of the parent to see what 
they do.’ 
 ‘Ah,’ Beesely let out. ‘Have you asked the ghost to 
hide?’ 
 ‘Ghost?’ the children repeated. 
 ‘Oh, yes,’ Beesely warned. ‘Every castle has a ghost.’ 
 The girl held his hand. He stared at it for a moment 
then led her towards the door. 
 Otto explained, ‘There are helicopters on the grass, 
some of the older boys are on the shooting range and 
Johno has a party of ten.’ 
 ‘Ten?’ Beesely repeated. 
 ‘He is a legend in the local school,’ Otto explained. 
‘The teachers held a raffle of pupils to see who could visit 
him.’ 
 ‘Correct me if I am wrong, but should not the children 
visit their parents.’ 
 ‘Normally, yes. But this is K2 … and some of the 
occupations are hard to describe or observe. I also think 
Thomas has been taking money from those wanting to 
visit Johno.’ 
 Beesely shot Otto a disapproving look. 
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 The girl tugged his arm. ‘Can we see the gold?’ 
 ‘Top right draw, Your Majesty,’ Otto informed 
Beesely. 
 Beesely sat, opening the top right draw as the children, 
none more than eight years old, closed in. He found gold 
wrapped chocolates and dozens of miniature gold bars, the 
same as that which Johno received on their first visit to the 
vaults in Zurich. He handed one to each child, warmly 
thanked by each in German. At the back of the draw rested 
a full-sized gold bar and Beesely struggled to lift if out 
and put it on the desk. The children gasped. 
 ‘Sorry,’ Beesely offered. ‘But this one is bit too heavy 
for you.’  

The oldest boy tried to lift it anyway and struggled, 
letting it bang down. 
 ‘So, who has any questions?’ Beesely asked. 
 ‘Are you a hundred years old?’ asked a boy. 
 Beesely glanced at Otto, who was now fighting to 
suppress a grin. ‘No. But some days I feel it, working 
here.’ 
 ‘Thomas says you are one hundred years old!’ the boy 
pressed. ‘And that you built the castle.’ 
 ‘Oh, he did … did he?’ Again Beesely glanced at Otto. 
 ‘Can I sit in the shiny car?’ Hildy asked. 
 ‘Shiny car?’ Beesely repeated. 
 ‘Johno’s Mercedes SL, I believe,’ Otto pointed out. 
 ‘Of course you can,’ Beesely enthused. ‘But first you 
must eat a lot of chocolate and … put spare chocolate in 
your pockets for later when you’re hungry. And don’t 
worry about eating chocolate in the car, it’s a magic car 
that cleans itself.’  
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He gave her several handfuls of chocolates as a female 
member of staff appeared in the doorway, Otto instructing 
the woman to take the girl and her friend to the car. 

 
* * * 

 
Johno ambled into Beesely’s office as the last of the 
children departed two hours later.  

Beesely stopped him with a hand. ‘You’ll have to sort 
your car.’ 
 ‘My car?’ Johno queried. ‘Why?’ 
 ‘A young girl nagged some member of staff to sit in it 
then threw up.’ 
 ‘What?’ Johno shrieked, managers looking up from the 
command centre. He strode quickly out, staff suppressing 
their laughter till he was out of earshot. 
 ‘Kids and chocolate,’ Beesely sighed. ‘Little buggers.’ 
 

* * * 
 
Later that day Beesely’s phone buzzed, Johno sat opposite 
him reading a newspaper. ‘Sir?’ 
 ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘Sir, they have found a way into the mine in the Czech 
republic.’ 
 ‘Oh, excellent.’  

Johno stood and approached the desk. ‘Is it safe?’ he 
called, loud enough for the operator to hear. 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 ‘When will it be opened?’ Beesely keenly enquired. 
 ‘Tomorrow, sir.’ 
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 ‘I want arrangements made, we will all be going. Aim 
to arrive in the morning, tell them to open it, but no one 
goes inside unless to make sure it is safe. Understood?’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 Beesely stood, a broad smile taking hold of his face. 
‘I’m like an excited kid. Used to think about the Nazi 
treasures a lot after the war, always fancied having a go.’ 
 Johno offered him a look of mock concern. ‘Most of it 
ended up in Gunter’s hands, it’s paying our electricity 
bill!’ 
 ‘Not this one, my boy! Not this one. This one was 
behind the Iron Curtain.’ 
 Otto walked in. ‘We are going to the mine?’ he keenly 
enquired. 
 Beesely nodded. ‘Family day out in the country. Oh, 
separate helicopters, or should we drive?’ 
 ‘It is a beautiful drive, but maybe three, four hours.’ 
 Beesely grimaced. ‘OK, helicopters at 8am. No 
problem with the Czech authorities … to fly in?’  

Otto shook his head as Johno stepped up to him. ‘Get 
us some good digital cameras, one each, spare memory 
chips.’ 
 Otto nodded. ‘To record the first images for sixty 
years!’ 
 ‘Plenty of torches and batteries,’ Johno added. 
 Otto creased a cheek. ‘Herr Mole has everything in 
hand. He left with the equipment last night.’ 
 ‘Is the dwarf fucking psychic or something?’ Johno 
asked with a frown. 
 ‘No,’ Beesely said with a grin. ‘Just damn good.’ 
 A manager walked in and handed Otto an A4 
photograph, quickly retreating.  
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‘A new hotel for us to buy,’ Otto announced, handing 
the photograph to Beesely. 
 ‘It needs work,’ Beesely grumbled after a quick 
glance. 
 ‘It is available free, if we renovate it and use it as a 
hotel.’ 
 ‘Free?’ Beesely repeated. ‘Where is it?’ 
 Otto clasped his hands behind his back. ‘About three 
kilometres from a certain Czech mine.’ 
 ‘Ah, I see. Yes, good idea. Grab it, do up some rooms, 
get the guards in there ready, store the equipment.’ 
Beesely stopped, glanced at Johno, who folded his arms, 
then back to Otto. ‘I’m wasting my breath, aren’t I?’ 
 Otto nodded. ‘Already organized.’ 
 ‘Herr Mole?’ 
 Otto raised a professional Swiss eyebrow. ‘No. I do 
some work here myself.’ 
 Beesely nodded, hiding a smile and glancing at Johno. 
‘And when this hotel is finished?’ he asked Otto. 
 ‘It is a beautiful location with large gardens, a small 
river, nature walks, good views. We will have no problem 
to find the visitors.’ 
 ‘Sounds like a good investment,’ Johno pointed out. 
‘Must be a lot like that in Eastern Europe.’ 
 Otto firmly nodded his agreement. 
 Beesely eased back into his seat, staring out of focus. 
‘Otto, it could be a useful exercise. See what we can find. 
They will also provide safe houses for our agents in the 
east.’ 
 ‘I will assign a manager to the project.’ Otto turned. 
 ‘Oh, Otto,’ Beesely whispered, standing. ‘What about 
the wedding?’ Johno closed in. 
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 ‘Saturday. Zurich,’ Otto cautiously informed them 
before sternly added, ‘If nothing is a problem here.’ 
 Beesely held up his hands. ‘Nothing on the radar, no 
one shooting at us.’ 
 ‘Good. Let us hope all is quiet.’ Otto turned on a heel 
and left. 
 ‘Sounds a bit pissed off,’ Johno noted. 
 Beesely sat, sighing loudly. ‘Think of the grief she 
must be giving him, especially if he’s not telling her 
everything that’s happening here.’ 
 ‘Glad I’m single.’ 
 Beesely lowered his head, studying Johno from over 
the rim of his glasses. ‘Johno, I don’t think your marital 
status has anything to do with pressures of work.’ 
 

4 
 
The next morning three K2 helicopters sat on the lawn of 
the newly acquired hotel, an old chateau made in the 
French style; three-storey, twenty rooms, red tiled roof.  
 ‘These gardens look tended,’ Beesely commented as 
they stepped away from the helicopters.  
 Otto explained, ‘A local man with this hobby of the 
garden tends them.’ 
 ‘Give him some money and keep him on, they’re very 
good.’ 
 Even Johno thought they were good. He waved 
Beesely and Otto over to the side of the large château. 
‘Look at that!’ he let out, pointing into the distance. 
 They all took in the view. The front and right side of 
the chateau afforded a clear view down a gentle slope 
towards the village, some ten kilometres of uninterrupted 
vista; woods and mountains, rivers and pastures. 
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 ‘It’ll make one hell of an advert for the place,’ Beesely 
enthused. 
 ‘Could make a nice water feature of that stream,’ 
Johno suggested, pointing at the large rocks placed in the 
stream’s path to slow the flow and pool the water. 
 ‘No,’ Otto cut in. ‘The spring water level is maybe a 
metre higher.’ 
 ‘That’ll fuck-up the Koi Carp, ‘ Johno suggested. 
‘Little buggers will have to swim fast.’ 
 ‘Dig a diversion trench, or pipe,’ Beesely suggested 
with a dismissive wave. ‘Just let in enough water for the 
gardens.’ 
 Otto made a mental note as Herr Mole limped across 
the lawn towards them. 
 ‘Oh dear,’ Beesely began. ‘Mole’s on the lawn.’ 
 Johno laughed loudly as the small man approached. 
 ‘How are things?’ Beesely asked Herr Mole as he 
eventually reached them. 
 Mole tipped his head politely. ‘If you will come inside, 
we have found some interesting documents in the roof 
space.’ 
 ‘Nazi?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘Wehrmacht,’ Herr Mole corrected him. ‘They show 
who used this chateau during the war.’ 
 ‘Ah, excellent,’ Beesely approved. ‘Make an 
interesting historic display for the guests. I hear they are 
turning Colditz into a hotel.’ 
 ‘Depends on who the guests are,’ Johno cautioned as 
they walked. ‘If they’re German or British, fine ... they 
might find it interesting. Poles and Russians won’t be so 
amused.’ 
 ‘He’s got a point,’ Beesely mentioned to Otto as they 
walked in. 
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 The inside of the chateau had seen better days. The 
glass in all the internal doors was cracked or missing, the 
floors strewn with rubble and the plaster peeling off the 
walls and ceiling. Paths had been made through the rubble 
by guards, the downstairs rooms made basically habitable 
with supplies piled on tables. 
 ‘Now that’s … a table!’ Johno commended. They all 
stood back and glanced at the monstrous wooden table, at 
least twenty feet long and with ten sets of sturdy legs. 
‘Back in the UK that would be worth a fortune.’ 
 ‘It is French,’ Herr Mole informed them. 
 ‘Pinched during the war?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘No, it is in some very old photographs, 1914.’ 
 They advanced on the table contents; books, ledgers, 
documents and files - all very old and dusty. 
 Johno picked up a newspaper. ‘1943! This’ll be worth 
something by itself.’ He gave it to Thomas, for the boy to 
read the front page. 
 ‘Is anything relevant here?’ Beesely enquired as he 
scanned the documents. 
 ‘One document refers to an underground facility,’ 
Mole informed him, tapping a grey ledger. 
 ‘What does it say?’ Beesely pressed. 
 ‘It is unusual. I do not understand its use, this facility. 
It refers to the training of staff in etiquette and foreign 
customs.’ 
 Beesely puzzled that explanation. ‘German agents 
were trained here? Before being sent to work undercover 
around Europe?’ 
 ‘I believe so,’ Mole agreed. ‘Maybe also German 
liaison officers for occupied countries.’ 
 ‘Why would they do that in secret?’ Otto asked. ‘In the 
Czech republic and not Berlin. It makes no sense.’ 
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 Herr Mole opened a ledger. ‘As I said, these 
documents are not clear. Some papers are for the regional 
Wehrmacht governor, nothing unusual.’ Mole finally 
looked up. 
 ‘Let’s have a specialist analyse them,’ Beesely 
ordered. ‘Fly one in.’ He clapped his hands together. 
‘Right, to the mine.’ 
 Herr Mole’s team had arrived the night before, six 
Range Rovers now parked at the front of the chateau. Now 
the intrepid explorers climbed in, starting the five-minute 
drive up to the mine through a gently inclining wood. The 
final half-mile presented a rough ride along a poor track, 
the passengers glad to be in Range Rovers with four-wheel 
drive. They pulled into a shaded opening and jumped 
down. 
 Herr Mole raised an arm and pointed. ‘The main 
entrance, blocked with rocks, is one kilometre further on 
this track.’  

His arm pointed to the right and not in the direction of 
the track they were on. Noticing Johno making fun of his 
pointing he explained, ‘This track curves around the hill. 
The second entrance is fifty metres through the trees.’ 
 ‘Close enough to carry heavy boxes from the road,’ 
Johno pointed out, lighting up. Otto glanced around the 
wooded area and the partial view of the chateau valley. 

Beesely took in the view of the nearby woodland, 
gently sloping away from them. ‘What’s the assessment 
on the main entrance?’ 

Herr Mole joined Beesely and Otto peering down the 
wooded slope, all now stood in the shade of a large tree. 
‘Three or more days minimum. Preferably seven days. But 
that would be with heavy equipment. With stealth, maybe 
a year.’ 
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‘Is it possible that this is a separate mine?’ Beesely 
asked, turning and facing the track through the trees and 
starting to step slowly towards it. 
 Mole conceded, ‘It is possible, but the direction it takes 
and the altitude it is at … makes it lead very closely 
towards the other mine entrance.’ He led the way, slowly 
limping into the woods, a feint track visible through the 
scrub. 
 Johno followed behind with Thomas. ‘OK boys and 
girls, today’s guide will be Hairy Mole, making a rare 
daylight appearance above ground. Please stay together 
and don’t drop litter in the forest. Remember, only leave 
behind good wishes and footsteps campers, only take 
away good memories and photographs.’  

Thomas laughed. ‘Yogi Bear!’ 
 The woods they navigated through were dense and old, 
but the path was wide enough not to be a hindrance. At 
some point the trees must have been cut down to enhance 
the path, Johno considered, noting some stumps still 
visible. After ten yards they approached two guards sat on 
a log, camouflage clothing and sniper rifles. They 
exchanged greetings with Johno. As Beesely approached 
they stood and welcomed the party to the forest. 
 The path’s gradient then increased before finally 
widening into a large shaded opening some ten yards 
across. Collapsible tables and chairs were already laid out 
in a half-circle, several guards sat at the edges of the 
clearing. The camp stood littered with reels of ropes and 
climbing equipment, lights, helmets and cases of unknown 
goodies. 
 The old Czech man had been sitting down but now 
eased up next to a large, oddly dressed and portly man that 
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appeared as if he was attending a turn of the century deer 
hunt. 
 ‘It’s Sherlock Holmes’ big brother,’ Johno whispered. 
 ‘Sir Beesely, I am Hechter Koch,’ the big man said as 
he shook hands with Beesely, Johno and Thomas busy 
examining equipment. ‘I was hunting the gold with Herr 
Gunter,’ he added in his heavily accented Germanic voice. 
 Beesely studied him for a moment, gently nodding. 
‘And ... how did you like Gunter?’ 
 Koch seemed confused. ‘Like … him?’ 
 ‘Did you like Gunter?’ Beesely repeated. 
 ‘People did not like Herr Gunter, sir, they survived 
him.’ 
 Beesely smiled and nodded. ‘A good answer.’ He 
glanced around the camp. ‘So, what have you found?’ 
 ‘The entrance here was camouflaged and covered in 
wood and soil so your people removed the wood. Inside 
was a collapsed entrance, but close to the beginning and 
not so difficult to remove the stones.’ Koch pointed into 
the woods, at a pile of rubble just visible some ten yards 
away.  

Koch continued, ‘Inside was a metal door with a very 
old lock. Your people broke the lock and we opened the 
door. Inside is a tunnel that leads to a larger tunnel. There 
are two or three skeletons in this tunnel.’ 
 ‘Ah, so whoever blocked this place up did it in a 
hurry,’ Beesely thought out loud. 
 ‘I think so,’ Koch agreed. ‘These people died in the 
tunnel in their clothes and shoes and with their glasses on 
their faces.’ 
 Beesely shook his head. ‘Slow starvation, a terrible 
way to go.’ 



32 

 ‘I can think of worse,’ Otto muttered, loud enough for 
them to hear. 
 Beesely glanced at him. ‘Yes, quite. So, shall we?’ 
 Otto put a hand on Beesely’s arm. ‘I would prefer if 
you did not.’  

Beesely stared back at him. 
 ‘He’s right,’ Johno suggested, closing in. ‘You could 
trip and hit your head. Let the troops in first.’ He folded 
his arms. 
 Beesely stiffened. ‘Ganging up on me, are we?’ 
 Thomas closed in and folded his arms.  

Mole stepped closer. ‘Sir, it would make me very sad 
if you had an accident in there.’ 
 ‘God, stop wet-nursing me,’ Beesely pleaded, hiding 
his smile as Otto firmly gestured him towards a seat. ‘OK, 
Herr Koch, Johno, go have a look.’ 
 ‘And Thomas,’ Johno shot in. 
 ‘Why?’ Beesely questioned, not looking happy. 
 ‘I promised him that if he behaved he would get a look 
inside,’ Johno explained, shrugging and avoiding eye 
contact. 
 Now Beesely folded his arms. ‘And what, pray tell, did 
the little monster do - exactly - to earn a reward?’ 
 ‘He didn’t shoot any ducks on the lake yesterday,’ 
Johno quietly ventured, lowering his head and checking 
his shoes. 
 ‘Oh, well, in that case we should reward him,’ Beesely 
sarcastically let out. 
 ‘And he only shot two ducks the day before,’ Otto 
dryly mentioned. 
 Beesely waved them away and sat with the Czech man, 
joined by Otto sitting next to him. ‘You don’t want a 
look?’ Beesely asked Otto. 
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 Otto glanced at the entrance. ‘I have a wedding, so no 
risks.’ 
 Beesely nodded, patting Otto’s leg as guards prepared 
coffee and nibbles. ‘I think we should identify the bodies, 
then send them home afterwards, back to Germany.’ Otto 
agreed. 
 The explorers geared up; helmets, torches, packs of 
spare batteries, ropes, first aid kits, back-up lamps and gas 
detectors. They were weighted down. Herr Koch led the 
way, followed by a K2 caver, Johno and Thomas bringing 
up the rear whilst Herr Mole studied a map laid out on a 
table. 
 The tunnel height was a pleasant surprise, Johno 
found, no need to duck down. The first twenty yards 
offered chiselled rock with some rusted pipe-work running 
along both the ceiling and floor corners, a few rusted old 
cables visible. They stepped past two skeletons in 
sequence. Thomas wanted to take some finger bones with 
him, but that just earned him a slap on his helmet from 
Johno. As they penetrated deeper the temperature seemed 
to drop with every footstep, the dampness increasing. 
Then the smell hit them. 
 After a further ten yards they came to another strong 
metal door, finding it unlocked. It creaked open on rusted 
hinges, staying fixed firmly at the angle it had been 
coaxed opened to. The door housed a viewing slide for 
people inside to look out through, or maybe to shoot out 
of, Johno considered. Beyond it they found a larger tunnel, 
but this time with smooth concrete walls.  
 Johno held up his torch and ran a hand over the damp 
concrete. ‘This was carefully made.’  
 Koch closed in. ‘Yes, it was a facility, not a mine. A 
mine before, but after made into quarters.’ 
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 They shone their lights down the dead-straight tunnel, 
not seeing the other end. 
 ‘At least it’s solid and safe,’ Johno commented, 
holding onto Thomas’s shoulder as they passed another 
skeleton.  ‘Lot of people got stuck in here,’ he mentioned, 
frowning at the remains as he passed them.  

This latest skeleton wore a large pair of boots on stick 
thin legs, the boots looking oddly too large. The hair and 
teeth were still clearly visible; long blonde hair and a good 
set of teeth, a woman in white coat. They skirted around 
the bones and walked on, picking up the pace. Then they 
could hear running water from up ahead. From a crack in 
the concrete a steady flow of water ran down a wall and 
pooled, causing them to slosh through a half inch of water. 
 ‘There is a door!’ Thomas called out. 
 The door they came to was wooden, looking similar to 
an ordinary factory door. It housed a cracked glass pane at 
the top.  

Johno ran his torch-beam around the edges of the door 
and through the grimy glass, halting Koch with a hand. 
‘Back up five yards. You too Thomas.’ They slowly 
stepped backwards as asked.  

The door leant open a fraction, Johno running a hand 
around as much of it as he could; no wires, so no 
makeshift grenade traps. Even after sixty years, he figured, 
a grenade might still work. Sheltering close to one wall he 
eased the door open with his foot and scanned the area. 
Inside he could see ... a car. He kicked the door fully open. 
It squeaked and bounced back as the others stepped closer. 
 ‘Ein auto?’ Koch puzzled as their torch beams 
penetrated the blackness. 
 Then the smell from the room hit them. It reminded 
Johno of something very old and decaying, but not the 
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bodies. He puzzled over it; maybe old cloth, maybe leather 
seats or tyres - which were flat. He stepped slowly inside 
and carefully inspected the door entrance, examining the 
frame and looking for potential booby-traps. 
 ‘Johno!’ crackled from Koch’s radio, startling them all. 
 Johno took a breath then grabbed the radio. ‘Yeah?’ he 
snapped. 
 ‘Anything?’ Beesely asked. 
 ‘A car!’ 
 ‘A car?’ 
 ‘Yeah, some old 1940s car, probably worth a few quid, 
well preserved. Tyres flat, mind you, so get the bicycle 
pump.’ 
 ‘How did they get a car in there?’ crackled from the 
radio. 
 ‘The other entrance,’ Johno said towards the radio, 
sounding a little sarcastic. ‘Not this one. Call you when we 
find something less dusty.’ He handed Koch the radio. 
 ‘This radio will not work if we turn a corner,’ Koch 
idly informed him. 
 Johno glanced back down the tunnel to the blurred 
white blob that represented the entrance as Thomas peered 
inside the car. The boy screamed and dropped his torch. 
They spun around, closing in on the car. In the driver’s 
seat sat a skeleton looking directly out at them, its mouth 
hanging open.  

Johno laughed and picked up Thomas’s torch, handing 
it to him. ‘Scaredy-cat!’ 

‘I am not scared!’ Thomas protested. ‘I was surprise-
ed.’ 

‘Surprised,’ Johno corrected the boy. 
In a co-ordinated ballet of movement Johno and Koch 

shone their torches around the large room. They 
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illuminated a small wooden office in a corner, cables and 
pipes around the concrete walls, a high ceiling of maybe 
twenty feet and a lorry ten yards away. 

Johno turned to the K2 caver. ‘Look in the car, we’ll 
check the back of the lorry.’ 

Koch walked quickly towards the tarpaulin covered 
lorry, John and Thomas walking briskly to catch up, 
everyone’s footsteps echoing. They unclipped the tailgate 
and lowered the rusted metal with a loud screech. Inside 
was empty. 

‘Bugger,’ Johno muttered. 
‘This is odd,’ Koch said, shining his light at the lorry’s 

number plate. 
‘What is?’ 
‘This number plate is from after the war.’ 
‘After the war? Can’t be, unless the people looking for 

the gold brought it in.’ 
‘They must have, this license is from 1947!’ Koch 

insisted, bent double and rubbing dust off the number 
plate. 

‘If they brought it in to fetch something out then why’s 
it still here?’ Johno said, as much to himself as Koch. 
They glanced at each other. 

The K2 caver joined them. ‘Nothing in the car. And 
that car is 1948, sir.’ 

‘Odd,’ Johno puzzled. 
‘Something else, sir,’ the caver began. ‘No way out.’ 
‘What?’ Johno snapped, glancing back at the entrance, 

the bright beam of daylight still evident. He breathed out 
heavily, glaring at the caver. 

‘No, sir - for the lorry! No door big enough.’ 
As a group they moved around to the other side of the 

lorry. The wall did house a door, a normal man-sized door, 
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the rest was all smooth concrete floor to ceiling. Johno and 
Koch glanced at each other, before splitting up and 
circling the room, finding no exit big enough for the car or 
the lorry. They met back in the middle looking very 
confused. 

‘There is only one explanation,’ Koch insisted, waving 
a finger. ‘One wall was built after the lorry and car was 
here.’ 

‘So why leave them here?’ Johno questioned as he 
continued to scan the walls. ‘Why not move them out first 
instead of wasting them?’ 

‘Maybe they are kaput?’ Thomas suggested. 
‘Broken. Bro-ken! Could still be pushed out and fixed,’ 

Johno insisted. 
‘Unless the main entrance had a problem and the 

vehicles could not fit,’ Koch offered. 
Johno considered it. ‘Then why build a concrete wall, 

after the main entrance was blocked?’ They again shone 
their torches around the large room. 

‘It is very odd,’ Koch muttered. 
Johno walked to a wall and banged it with his first. 

Noticing a slime-covered hammer at his feet he hit the 
wall, finding it solid. He progressed along the wall, 
tapping it hard. At the next wall the repeated the exercise. 
The wall next to the entrance was pointless so he tried the 
final wall. In the middle it sounded hollow. ‘There’s 
something behind this wall!’ 

Koch banged it with his fist. ‘So we go through the 
man-door and look to the left.’ 

With Johno in the lead they advanced on the wooden 
door, finding that it opened towards them, making it easier 
to check for bobby-traps. They quickly checked for wires 
before edging it open twelve inches, checking again for 
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booby-traps. It was all clear. With his audience peering 
keenly into the gloom Johno waved his torch beam around 
the even larger room that they now found. This new room 
housed a dozen large machines, all rust covered; lathes, 
cutters and workbenches. Numerous large metal plates 
leant stacked against the wall, tools, spades and pick-axes 
littering the floor. 

‘Seems clear,’ Johno said, nudging the door open 
further with his foot. Stepping inside he shone his 
searchlight beam around the cavernous enclosure.  

Thomas stepped up. ‘Vot is it?’ 
‘Some sort of machine room, for making stuff,’ Johno 

quietly explained. 
‘Vot stuff?’ 
‘Wu ... what ... what stuff?’ he corrected. Looking up 

at the high ceiling he quietly admitted, ‘Don’t ... know.’ 
The rumble built quickly, Johno and Thomas staring 

ahead. Next came a piercing screech that made them 
wince; it seemed to be all around them, shaking their 
insides. A heavy thud was followed by a lot of dust being 
thrown up from behind them, engulfing them and 
smothering their torch beams. They spun around. 
 

* * * 
 
Guido Pepi read the single page report. Lifting his eyes he 
asked his assistant, ‘Could it be they believe the treasure is 
in this place in the Czech Republic?’ The question was as 
much to himself as the man who had delivered the report. 
He shook his head, a slight furrow of his brow. ‘No, 
Gunter would not have moved it.’ 
 ‘There is no … solid evidence that Gunter had the 
treasure, or the files, sir,’ the man reminded Pepi. 
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 Pepi let out a loud sigh. ‘That’s true,’ he admitted. ‘So, 
why are they looking here? And what … are they looking 
for?’ 
 ‘The missing Austrian gold was never accounted for, 
sir.’ 
 Pepi made a face, giving a slight shrug. ‘It would be 
worth the effort, but K2 is not short of money. They did 
very well out of the volatility in the UK stock markets, this 
man Beesely was very cunning. He saw the opportunity 
and took it. I like him, and the way he thinks.’  
 He eased back into his chair. ‘Find out all we can 
about this place and what they are up to, keeping a discrete 
distance.’ 
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No light at the end of the tunnel 
 

1 
 
The doorway had gone, Johno’s torch now revealing a 
rust-coloured metal sheet some two metres wide and four 
meters tall. And the K2 caver lay on the floor. 

They rushed to him, kneeling down immediately, the 
visibility drastically reduced by swirls of choking dust. 
The man was trapped under the metal sheet, lying face 
down. Johno shone his torch along the man’s upper body, 
realising immediately that the sheet touched the floor and 
had sliced straight through the middle of the man’s back. 
The man’s eyes bulged as blood gurgled from his mouth. 
He coughed once and slumped. 

‘Koch!’ Johno screamed, shining his torch around the 
room and trying to see through the dust. ‘Koch!’ 

No answer came back. Then came a tapping noise, 
obvious now that Koch stood on the other side of the 
metal sheet, hitting it with the hammer. Johno stood up 
and hit the door with his torch butt a few times to signal 
that they were OK.  

He waited. No more tapping came, so he figured Koch 
must be on his way out. 

‘We are trap-ed?’ Thomas quietly asked, not sounding 
too concerned, the boy’s position only known from a dust-
blurred point of light. 

‘Beesely will get us out,’ Johno assured him, coughing, 
and wishing all the time that he believed his own words.  

The metal sheet slotted into guide rails, the rusted 
metal an inch thick and weighing at least one tonne in 
Johno’s estimation. Above it he found no cables, just 
hooks. However it had got up there the mechanism for 
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lifting it had long since been removed. And deliberately, 
he figured. Fixed into the ceiling he noted a rusted pulley 
mechanism, studied with his torch and barely visible in the 
grey half-light created by the dust.  

‘We will be OK,’ Thomas confidently suggested in his 
accented voice. 

‘Yeah, what do you know that I don’t?’ Johno quietly 
asked as he shone his torch around the edges of the metal 
plate, a hand now over his mouth. 

‘You are the best, you will find the way out.’ 
Johno allowed himself a quick smile. ‘You Boy, me 

Tarzan.’ 
They turned, cutting the swirling dust with their torch 

beams and starting to cough harder.  
‘Be careful, there’s a lot of rusty old metal in here. If 

you cut your hand it’ll be infected quickly.’ Johno picked 
up the cavers’ torch and turned it off, stuffing it in inside 
his ropes. ‘Let’s go find a way out, shall we?’ 
 ‘We should not be here … waiting?’ Thomas quietly 
asked. 
 Johno took two steps and scanned ahead. ‘That metal 
plate is strong, so maybe eight hours to cut, an hour or two 
to get equipment. Do you want to wait here ten hours?’ He 
glanced down at Thomas’s ghost-like outline, the boy 
shaking his head. 
 

* * * 
 
‘Hilfe! Hilfe!’ 
 Beesely and Otto jumped up as Koch reached the 
entrance. Guards came running from the trees.  
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 ‘There has been … an accident!’ Koch got out between 
laboured breaths. ‘A metal door … came down … 
killed…’ 
 ‘Killed?’ Beesely demanded in a strong whisper. 
‘Killed who?’ He shook Koch’s large frame. 
 ‘The cave exploring man,’ Koch got out. ‘Killed that 
man… metal door … John and boy inside.’ 
 Otto clicked his fingers at two guards. ‘Inside!’ 
 The men grabbed torches and ran inside as Koch was 
helped to a seat. The big man was clearly not used to the 
excitement, or the exercise. 
 Herr Mole raised his phone. Calmly he said, ‘Alarm! 
Johno and Thomas trapped inside mine. Send metal 
cutting equipment immediately. Bring doctors and medics 
as per rescue plan: Mole-Alpha.’ 
 Beesely glanced over his shoulder briefly as he helped 
Koch, listening to the call for assistance. ‘Tell us what 
happened?’ 
 ‘We found a room ... with a car ... and a lorry in.’ 
 ‘A lorry?’ Beesely queried. 
 Koch nodded. ‘Yes, but there was … no door for the 
car or lorry ... only ... a door big enough for a man.’ 
 ‘What?’ Beesely queried. ‘A lorry in a room with no 
doors?’ 
 ‘Yes,’ Koch explained. ‘It was very strange. The 
concrete wall ... it was ... built after the lorry was inside.’ 
 ‘That makes no sense,’ Otto calmly suggested. He 
approached Mole. ‘Has everything necessary been 
requested?’ 
 ‘Yes, cutting torches for this metal door. But I must 
see this door first.’ 
 ‘Go,’ Otto firmly ordered. 
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 Guards came running up the track along with the 
camouflaged snipers. 
 ‘Set a perimeter,’ Otto instructed them. ‘We will be 
here a long time. Bring up tents, clear the forest here and 
make the track to the road wider. Send for another twenty 
men.’ 
  

* * * 
 
Johno led the way, carefully skirting around the lathes and 
other bits of machinery, Thomas right behind. As they 
progressed forwards, spidery shadows on the walls moved 
backwards. 
 They noticed a door ahead, directly opposite the 
blocked entrance and similar to the one they had come 
through in the tunnel. Johno checked above the exit, 
finding no metal sheets or slides. He poked his torch 
through the partially open door, revealing a small 
passageway. Kicking the door hard he stepped back and 
waited. Nothing, just a deathly silence punctuated by 
infrequent drops of water coming from somewhere up 
ahead. 
 He leant into the doorway and glanced upwards, 
scanning for traps, wires or pulleys, then down for 
pressure plates on the floor. All seemed clear. Awkwardly 
leaning in he carefully peered upwards, examining the 
area immediately above the door with his torch. He found 
a low ceiling just a few feet higher than the doorframe. 
‘OK.’  

They walked through.  
‘Stay close to me. If we’re trap-ed, at least we’ll be 

trap-ed together.’ 
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 The area they came to next was more akin a 
passageway than a room, just plain concrete walls and 
another skeleton lying face down. The smell was also 
getting worse, Johno could taste it on the back of his 
tongue. The complex was damp and cold and the stink of 
old concrete pervasive. 
 Whispering as they walked, Johno said, ‘All things 
considered, when I was working for the SAS and MI6 … 
I’d never considered that I would go up against sixty year-
old Nazi booby-traps … in a fucking cave.’ His words 
echoed back along passageway as they slowly progressed, 
a distorted ‘hiss’. 
 Thomas did not fully understand as he trailed behind. 
They turned the corner and stopped, flashing their lights. 
Johno stopped dead, straightening and staring wide-eyed 
at what they found. For almost a minute he shone his torch 
around the cavernous room they had stepped into, shocked 
into silence. 

‘What is it?’ Thomas finally asked, peeking out from 
behind Johno. 
 Johno frowned hard at the scene. ‘What it is ... is a 
very accurate reproduction of and old English street from 
the 1940s. It’s like … like on a film set.’ He highlighted 
what he described. ‘There’s the Dog and Duck pub, 
Wilson the Butchers, Martin’s Bank, a dress shop and 
some houses.’ He shone his torch down the ‘street’, the 
beam not penetrating to the end, then over the high ceiling. 
The smooth concrete walls behind the mock buildings rose 
to around twenty feet, above that chiselled rock, the 
ceiling narrowing to a point. As they stood there, delicate 
swirls of dust followed them as if ghosts evacuating the 
machine room. ‘Welcome to Coronation Street, folks.’ 
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 They stepped up to the open pub door and walked 
inside. The faded mat said, ‘Welcome’.  

Holding the boy by the shoulder and looking serious 
Johno said, ‘Thomas, don’t tell anyone I took you into a 
pub!’ 
 Inside, they found a perfect re-creation of an old 
English pub; bar stools, small tables, ashtrays, a billiards 
table, dartboard ... and countless rows of bottles behind the 
bar. On the bar top they noticed a copy of The Mail 
newspaper from 1942 next to a paraffin lamp. Johno shook 
it, noting the liquid before lighting it. He wound up the 
wick, the flame throwing a moderate yellow glow around 
the pub. 
 ‘Turn your torch off,’ Johno suggested. ‘Save the 
batteries.’  

They both placed their torches on the dusty bar, 
followed by their ropes and bits of kit, Johno ducking 
under the bar hatch and to the bottles. 
 ‘They will be horrible!’ Thomas cautioned. 
 ‘No, some drinks last a long time.’ Johno handled a 
malt whisky, pulling out the loosely placed cork with his 
teeth and making a ‘pop’. He sniffed. ‘Yeah, good.’ He 
put the cork firmly back in and placed the bottle on the 
bar, Thomas reading the bottle’s faded label. 
 ‘What was that?’ Thomas suddenly whispered, 
snapping his head around. 
 ‘A rat,’ Johno explained as he studied the bottles. 
‘Probably a very big one.’ 
 ‘I am not afraid!’ Thomas spat out. 
 ‘You will be later,’ Johno suggested as he touched the 
grubby labels of several bottles. 
 ‘Why later?’ 
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 ‘It may take a day to open that metal door. Maybe 
two.’ He turned. ‘We have to sleep here.’ 
 ‘I am OK,’ Thomas firmly insisted. 
 Johno opened the till, finding old English pounds and 
coins. He handed them to Thomas. ‘I remember now what 
this place is.’ 
 ‘You have been here before?’ 
 ‘No, dope. I remember reading that German agents in 
England were often caught because their English wasn’t 
any good or their knowledge of English customs … like 
this money.’ 
 Thomas examined the currency. ‘It is strange-ed.’ 
 ‘Pounds, shillings, pennies and farthings, I think. I 
could never understand it. My grandmother tried to 
explain it once. She lost me, so no chance for the big 
strapping German spies.’ 
 ‘They practis-ed here?’ 
 ‘Yep,’ Johno answered. Then he stopped dead and 
frowned, studying a wartime notice on the wall: Dig for 
victory! ‘But don’t know why it needs to be underground, 
could have been anywhere, unless they were worried 
about the bombing? But then again, by time they were that 
worried about the bombing this far in the war was lost. So 
fuck knows.’ 
 He ducked back under the bar hatch and grabbed the 
paraffin lamp. ‘C’mon, let’s go explore. Not like we got 
anything frigging else to do.’ 
 The butcher’s shop was, thankfully, empty of dated 
produce. It did, however, have a butcher - traditionally 
dressed and sat waiting ready for customers at the back of 
the shop and quite, quite dead. So they raided the till 
again, finding more notes and coins, Thomas stuffing his 
pockets. 



47 

 Next they entered a clothes shop populated with 
numerous life-sized manikins, all fully clothed with smart 
ladies dresses. 
 Johno tapped Thomas on the shoulder and pointed. 
‘Back in those days women wanted to wear a pair of 
velvet curtains instead of using them for the windows.’ 
With Thomas considering ladies fashion of years gone by, 
running a hand over the strange material, Johno raided the 
till.  
 Thomas tapped the breasts of a manikin. ‘Plastic,’ he 
said with a grin. 
 ‘Don’t you just hate that,’ Joho quipped. 

Next came a replica house. Johno knocked. ‘Hello, 
anyone home?’ 
 Thomas laughed. Picking up a stone he broke the 
nearest of the bay windows. ‘Hello?’ he repeated, his call 
echoing from several directions. The door leant open so 
they entered in single file.  

‘Wipe your feet,’ Johno insisted, both now stopping 
and scraping their feet on the old mat. In the hallway 
Johno ran a hand over the wallpaper, Thomas copying.  
 ‘It feels strange-ed,’ Thomas noted. 
 ‘That’s how the paper was back then. The patterns in 
the paper made it warmer, I think. Houses didn’t have 
central heating like today, they had open log fires or coal.’ 
 A glass-fronted, knitted picture said ‘Bless this house.’ 
Being Swiss, Thomas took a moment to make sure it hung 
squarely. 
 The lounge was surprisingly cosy; cold, dusty, damp 
and dark, but cosy compared to outside. They tried the 
sofa and the chairs in turn. Grabbing his lighter, Johno 
threw a damp old newspaper into the empty fireplace and 
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lit it. It burnt, slowly, and the smoke was going 
somewhere other then back into the room. 
 ‘Toasty. Might stay here tonight if we’re stuck.’ 
 The next room had a wooden drop-leaf table laid out 
with a china tea set.  

Johno put a hand to the teapot. ‘Cold. Bugger.’  
They tried the wooden chairs.  
‘OK,’ Thomas said with a shrug.  
The mantelpiece had been tiled, an old iron fireguard 

leant against the fireplace. Thomas opened and closed it 
like an accordion. On the mantelpiece stood a dated wind-
up clock, complete with key, bracketed uniformly by two 
china dog ornaments. Thomas adjusted the ornaments till 
they were equidistant and balanced. Turning fully around 
they could see a glass-fronted bookcase and so opened the 
doors, each taking out a dusty book. 
 ‘Charge of the Light Brigade,’ Johno laughed. ‘I read 
this, or a later version.’ 
 ‘This name is German?’ 
 Johno peered through the dark, pulling the lamp closer. 
‘Beatrix Potter. No, English, books for children.’ 
 ‘Beatrix is German.’ 
 ‘Really? Well there you go, I learnt something new.’ 
 The kitchen was sparsely equipped; an old rolling pin, 
wooden chopping board, rusted cheese grater, some rusted 
cutlery and an old thick-rimmed milk bottle with a faded 
note in it. 
 Thomas read the note. ‘Two pints please.’ 
 ‘Don’t forget the Gold Top,’ Johno quipped as he 
examined an old wall calendar. ‘Let’s check the beds we 
might be sleeping in, see if Goldilocks is up for a shag.’ 
 The narrow stairs creaked as they climbed, Johno 
holding out the lamp as far forward as it would go and 
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checking the landing and the bedrooms. Everything 
seemed safe, no booby-traps. The beds were neatly made 
and throwing off the dusty and mouldy top-sheet revealed 
some acceptably dirty and damp blankets underneath. 
 ‘No pisser,’ Thomas noted. 
 ‘Toilet,’ Johno corrected. ‘No toilet.’ 
 ‘You and the English soldiers say pisser!’ 
 ‘It’s not good English,’ Johno patiently explained. 
 ‘Don’t say it then. There ... is ... no ... toilet.’ 
 ‘Good. In those days they didn’t have a toilet in the 
house, it was outside. Use the sink, I do.’ 
 ‘Look!’ Thomas screeched. 
 Johno followed the boy’s pointed finger to the bottom 
of the wardrobe, where a skeletal finger hung out. ‘We can 
see you,’ he sang out before easing the door open.  

He slumped onto the bed with a loud squeak. 
Concerned. Thomas was surprised, correctly recognising 
the uniform worn by the skeleton. It was a Russian 
uniform, an officer, in the wardrobe of a mock English 
house in a German built cave in the Czech republic. 
 Johno stared long and hard before reaching in and 
checking the uniform pockets, finding an ID card dated to 
1955. ‘Oh … shit.’ 
 ‘What is it?’ Thomas gasped. 
 Johno breathed out long and hard. ‘This wasn’t built 
by the Germans in the war, it was built by the Russians 
after the war to train their agents to spy in England.’ 
 

2 
 
Koch suddenly sat upright. ‘The wall!’ 
 ‘What?’ Otto queried, staring hard at him. 
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 Koch continued, ‘There is a wall, a false wall, on the 
left. We may be able to break through.’ 
 Otto glanced at Beesely, who gave a small shrug, then 
turned to a guard, ‘Tools, metal bars. The wall on the left, 
try and break through. Quickly!’ The guard ran down the 
trail as two others headed back inside.  

Bright lamps were now laid out around the large 
chamber, making everything a dull grey with long 
shadows of the vehicles rising up the smooth grey walls.  

The first guard back in shouted to the occupants, ‘The 
wall on the left is false. We must break through!’ 
 Herr Mole had been banging the metal sheet with the 
side of his first, making an estimate of its thickness, 
repeating the human seismic-charge exercise with the wall 
near it. That wall he estimated to be eighteen inches of 
concrete and possibly with metal reinforcing. Now Mole 
limped to the wall in question and started to tap it. In the 
corner he turned and tapped the next wall before turning 
back to the wall in question. Moving along its length he 
tapped several times with the hammer as he went, high 
and low.  
 Finally he returned to the middle. ‘There is a section of 
wall here which is thinner, maybe six to eight inches of 
concrete. It is approximately three metres wide.’ He 
focused on the truck, the guards following his gaze.  
 ‘Big enough for the lorry?’ a man enquired. 
 ‘Yes,’ Mole replied. ‘It would appear so. But we will 
need more than this small hammer.’ 
 ‘We have fifty calibre rifles in the car,’ the guard 
offered. 
 Mole faced the man, looking up through his tick 
glasses. ‘That would be a strange way of making a hole. 
But since the tools are not here yet you may proceed. 
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Everyone else outside, please.’ The guards disappeared 
into the blurred shaft of light, Mole limping slowly after 
them.  
 
‘Fifty calibre?’ Beesely repeated, standing up. 
 ‘It is a short term desperation method, sir,’ Herr Mole 
explained. ‘But may make a hole. That hole may provide 
fresh air inside, also a method of communication.’ 
 ‘Yes, good idea,’ Beesely realised. ‘Should be able to 
stick a radio through and boost the signal.’  

Otto agreed as two guards ran up the path with .50 
calibre M82’s, a third guard labouring with a heavy 
ammunition box. 
 ‘Ear defenders!’ Beesely shouted, the men stopping 
and glancing at each other. ‘In there … the blasts will 
rupture your eardrums.’ 
 ‘We will have to improvise with cloth, sir.’ 
 ‘Do so, carefully,’ Beesely ordered before waving 
them on. 
 Sloshing through the water in the tunnel the three 
guards struggled along, quickly setting down the large 
rifles just inside the chamber and opening the bipods as 
the third guard loaded ten round magazines.  
 ‘These are armour-piercing, but we only have twenty.’   
They cocked the weapons.  

The third man tapped the nearest rifleman on the 
shoulder. ‘Good luck. Come out when ready.’ 
 It took several minutes to tear up bits of 4x2 gun 
cleaning cloth and make earplugs, wrapping torn-up t-
shirts around their heads fashioned after bandanas. Finally 
they were both ready, lying prone on the cold wet floor. 

‘You go first,’ the guard on the left suggested. ‘Ten 
rounds.’ 
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 The second guard glanced over at his colleague then 
took aim at the middle of the wall, aiming at a point about 
two feet off the floor. ‘Cover your ears, buddy.’ He 
released the safety, took the first trigger pressure and fired. 
 After a long thirty seconds they glanced at each other. 
‘I think we need better ear defenders!’ the guard waiting to 
fire mentioned, shaking his head. ‘Fuck!’ 
 The smoke from the cartridge lingered in the confined 
space, a covering of dust falling from the roof. The second 
guard jumped up and ran across to the wall, finding a cone 
shaped hole ripped out of the old concrete; twelve inches 
at the surface and narrowing to a finger sized hole through 
the wall. 
 If they had known what lay on the other side of the 
wall they would not have be firing at it. They would have 
been ten kilometres back, and still running. 
 

3 
 
‘What was that?’ Thomas asked in a whisper after a 
startled jump. 
 ‘Sounds like they’re trying to break through the metal,’ 
Johno calmly commented. ‘They should be burning, not 
blasting.’ He stared at the uniform. ‘Something here is a 
bit odd,’ he quietly muttered to himself. ‘Well, many 
things in here are a bit odd, but this is even more odd.’ He 
stood and sighed loudly. ‘OK, let’s keep moving. Might 
find another way out.’ 

Lifting the paraffin lamp they walked back outside, 
into the bar to collect the torches. 

‘See that,’ Thomas shouted, pointing at a dark corner. 
‘A rat,’ Johno said, chuckling at Thomas’s discomfort. 
‘A rat? It was a big as a cat!’ 
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‘Yep, probably was. Might be eating it later. C’mon.’ 
They walked past the ladies clothes shop a second time 

before noticing a traditional British ironmongers. 
‘This could be useful, all sorts of tools in there,’ Johno 

pointed out. Thomas shone his torch inside and at the 
array of tools and bits of rotten wood stacked against a 
wall. 

Next they found a post office, the notice board fixed to 
its door catching Johno’s attention. He stopped and read 
many of the English notices. ‘This is odd.’ 

‘What is?’ Thomas focused his torch on the faded 
paper notices, starting to read the words printed in a 
strange font. The characters did not seem to be in a 
straight line. 

‘They’re all Second World War, not after.’ 
‘So?’ 
‘So, short-arse, why are Russians going to build a 

place like this to train their agents and then put up posters 
about the war?’ 

‘Maybe the Germans made this place - and the 
Russians they took it?’ 

‘Not a daft as you look, are you?’ Johno said with a 
smile. ‘I think you’re right. The Germans made this place 
then the Russians found it when they occupied this 
country. But that still don’t explain why it’s underground 
in the Czech Republic. Germans should have put it in 
Bavaria, not here.’ 

Another bang echoed through the tunnels, small stones 
falling from the ceiling and clattering off the concrete 
floor. 

‘They are breaking through!’ Thomas suggested. 
‘No, it’ll take a lot longer,’ Johno calmly suggested, 

frowning at the wartime notices. 
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They pressed on, their footsteps echoing around the 
high cavern, the sound of dripping water getting stronger. 
Beyond the post office, and hidden from view till now, 
nestled a small thatch cottage. 

Johno smiled. ‘Ah, isn’t it cute.’  
They opened a faded white wooden gate, only knee 

high, before navigating slowly across a small garden. It 
had obviously been ornate at some point, complete with 
dozens of plant pots and garden gnomes. 

Johno stopped and knelt, examining a pot closely. 
‘These are proper plant pots, soil in them with what looks 
like dead flowers.’ He paused. 

‘So?’ 
He straightened. ‘So what plants do you know that 

grow in the dark?’ 
Thomas kicked over the plant pot. ‘Silly plants.’ 
‘Yeah,’ Johno agreed. ‘Silly plants.’ Talking towards 

the plant pots, but pointing with a finger towards the way 
they came in, he added, ‘Go outside and grow like normal 
plants, huh?’  

Johno knocked on the door, causing Thomas to laugh. 
‘I’m going to huff and puff and blow your house down!’ 

‘The three small pigs!’ 
‘Three little pigs.’ 
Johno put a hooked finger through the ornate iron door 

handle, turned it and pulled, forcing the door open as it 
scraped on the doorstep. Odd, he considered, opening 
outwards. He had to duck his head to enter. 

The interior of the cottage was just as he expected; 
simple wooden chairs, large open fireplace, black pots and 
pans hanging around the fireplace and the remnants of 
coal in the fire itself. A round table in the middle of the 
room offered up another tea set, china teapot and rotten 
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wooden coasters. The cottage had no second floor and 
only one large room downstairs. 

‘The other buildings had two floors, beds and all,’ 
Johno mentioned. ‘This is just one room.’ 

‘What did the spies learn here?’ Thomas asked. 
‘How to live in a English country cottage, have tea 

with granny … and how big strapping Aryans should duck 
a lot when invading cottages in England.’ 

As they negotiated the small garden fence, by kicking 
it noisily down, more bangs echoed through the cavern, 
many small rocks dropping from the ceiling. Opposite the 
cottage they found a red brick, two-room schoolhouse. 

‘We’re late for class,’ Thomas suggested. ‘Teacher 
will be cross!’ 

‘After the sun the rain, after the rain the sun ... You 
know it?’ 

‘What is it?’ 
‘A hymn, or a song, not sure which. Used to sing it in 

infants. Kindergarten. Did you sang religious songs in 
kindergarten?’ 

Thomas shook his head. 
Johno quietly sang, ‘After the sun the rain, after the 

rain the sun ... this is the way of life, ‘til the work be 
done.’ 

They pulled at the heavy front door and wedged it 
open. Inside they found an area for hanging coats, two 
classrooms either side of it. The odd thing was that the 
coat pegs were set too high for children, they had been 
placed at an adult level.  

Johno forced himself into a very small one-piece desk 
and chair that seemed to have been chiselled from the 
same piece of wood. ‘Jesus, it’s a tight fit.’ 

Thomas slid into one. ‘You are a fat bastard!’ 
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Johno grabbed a twelve-inch ruler off the next desk 
and rapped Thomas’s knuckles. ‘Don’t cheek your elders, 
young man. Now sit up and pay attention!’ 

‘Yes, Miss!’ 
They examined the numerous faded wall posters with 

their torches. The ‘times tables’ were listed in sequence.  
‘That is not English,’ Thomas noted, focusing his torch 

on the blackboard. The white chalk writing was still 
readable, and German. ‘It is German. Old German.’ 

‘Old German?’ 
‘I know some of these words. My grandmother used to 

say it, but now people do not say these words, only the 
very old.’ 

‘It’s an old complex,’ Johno quietly stated.  
‘Why is this German and everything else English?’ 
‘Good question,’ Johno muttered. They read the words. 

‘It’s explaining the money system, I think.’ 
‘Yes,’ Thomas confirmed. He opened the lid of his 

desk, removing a sheet of newspaper. ‘1934, England.’ 
‘1934?’ Johno queried. ‘Took a long time to get from 

England, five years to the war.’ He eased out with a loud 
sigh. ‘Never liked school.’ 

‘Otto says you did not go to school!’ 
‘Oh, he did, did he?’ Johno muttered as they quit 

school early today. 
‘He says you were made.’ 
Johno smiled widely, unseen in the dark as he directed 

his torch upwards and along the cavern roof. The chamber 
stretched seventy-five yards along in his estimation, quite 
a feat of engineering, or maybe it was a natural cave that 
had been enhanced he considered. Thomas ran to the 
cottage, grabbed a small pebble from the garden then ran 
back and smashed a school window. 
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‘You’ll get sent home from school for doing that!’ 
They both focused on a large set of wooden doors, 

large enough to drive a truck through. The doors hosted a 
man-sized door on the right, which now hung open. Johno 
headed towards it. 

‘Wait!’ Thomas called. 
Johno spun. ‘What is it?’ 
‘We must make a wish.’ 
‘What? What the fuck you on about? It’s just a door!’ 
‘There!’ Thomas jogged across to the side of the 

cottage. There they found an old wishing well. ‘It is 
tradition in your country too?’ 

‘Yeah,’ Johno said with a smile. He grabbed some old 
English coins from his pockets as Thomas dropped his.  

They waited, listening. And waited. Finally an angry 
roar came up the shaft. Thomas jumped back and dropped 
his torch. Johno had his pistol out in an instant, aiming at 
the well. He inched closer, prone on target, and shone his 
torch down. Nothing. It was all jet black, a slight breeze 
on his face. 

‘It’s a ghost?’ Thomas whispered. 
‘No, not a ghost,’ Johno quietly responded, pistol tight 

in his hand and his features hardened. He shone his torch 
around the houses for several seconds then forced a long 
breath. ‘Wind.’ 

‘Wind that sounds like a monster,’ Thomas pointed out 
in a whisper, lifting up his torch. 

‘C’mon, let’s get the fuck out of here.’  
They stepped through the door, Johno ducking down, 

both illustrating the floor ahead with their torch beams. 
Johno straightened. ‘Oh ... shit.’ 

 
2 
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‘We are making good progress,’ an out-of-breath and now 
very grimy guard reported to Otto. ‘Maybe soon a hole big 
enough to crawl through, sir.’ 
 ‘Tools will be here in thirty minutes and then cutting 
equipment maybe twenty minutes after. Carry on.’ The 
guard ran back inside, his head covered in a makeshift 
bandana that supported the cloth stuffed into his ears. Otto 
sat down next to Beesely. ‘We may have a hole to crawl 
through soon.’ 
 ‘Good, good,’ Beesely acknowledged before a series of 
explosions echoed around the forest. He snapped his head 
around. ‘What the hell was that?’ 
 ‘Explosives. We are clearing a landing pad for the 
helicopters.’ 
 ‘Warn me ... next time,’ he gently scolded as he took 
another sandwich. ‘So much for the treasure hunt.’ 
 ‘It is a minor set-back,’ Otto confidently suggested. 
‘Johno will hear the fifty calibres and soon he and Thomas 
will crawl through the hole. Then we will let the engineers 
check and make safe first. What can go wrong?’ 
 Beesely turned his head and focused on Otto. ‘Johno… 
and Thomas … the kid from hell and his big brother … in 
an underground Nazi complex?’ 
 Otto was now worried. 
 

* * * 
 
The two intrepid explorers shone their torches at a pile of 
skeletons. 
 Johno whistled. ‘Shit, there must be thirty, forty bodies 
here.’ 
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 The skeletons were all clothed, all wearing shoes, 
many with rings and wristwatches visible. They lay mostly 
huddled together in the centre of this new cavern, a few 
scattered around the edges. 
 Johno scanned the area with his torch. ‘They died 
quickly,’ he quietly stated. ‘This lot didn’t starve to death. 
There are tools here, enough to dig their way out of that 
blocked entrance.’ He checked the first body with his 
torch. ‘So what killed them?’ 
 Thomas glanced at Johno, now feeling nervous. 
Unknown to the boy, so was his sponsor. 
 This new room offered a long central corridor edged 
by two-storey wooden offices along half its length, stairs 
up the outsides of them. There were enough offices for 
maybe a hundred people to work from, in Johno’s 
estimation. 
 He knelt, placing his torch down so that it illuminated 
the nearest body, and eased off the skeleton’s watch. He 
turned it over. ‘Russian!’ 
 ‘Not Nazi?’ Thomas whispered, closing in. 
 Johno stepped quickly to the next body. ‘Check the 
watches.’ Thomas closed in on the nearest skeleton as 
Johno ripped a watch off a detached arm. ‘Russian,’ he 
muttered to himself. 
 ‘German,’ Thomas informed Johno. 
 ‘German? Any year?’ 
 ‘1939.’ 
 ‘Keep looking. And ID badges.’ He grabbed at the 
pockets of a white lab coat. Inside were papers and a small 
ID of some kind: faded German writing, 1949. The next 
was Russian, 1950, then German, 1951. 
 ‘German, 1949,’ Thomas reported. Followed by, 
‘Russian, 1951.’ 
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 Johno stood, walking to the nearest office and grabbing 
Thomas by the scruff of the neck as he did, leading the 
boy quickly away from the bodies and into a wooden 
office. More skeletons greeted them, many sat at their 
desks. 
 ‘They died where they sat,’ Johno thought out loud, 
now breathing heavily. He pushed a slumbering skeleton 
off the desk with his torch then studied the large technical 
drawing laid out. Its faded white paper made it hard to 
discern the detail. Carefully, he blew away - then swept 
away, a thick layer of dust. Focusing on a part of the 
diagram his eyes widened. He glared, moving his face 
closer and bringing his torch to bear. 
 Thomas noticed, now concerned. ‘What is it?’ 
 ‘Something more frightening than a monster in a 
whishing well.’ 
 ‘What?’ Thomas nervously asked. 
 ‘This place - what the Russians were doing here in 
1950, or whenever.’ He faced Thomas and took a breath. 
‘It’s a nuclear bomb factory!’ 
 

3 
 
The hole in the wall was now almost big enough for 
access, Herr Mole ducking down and shining his torch 
through. He found five yards of empty floor space leading 
to a stack of rusted metal shelves hosting a dozen dusty 
suitcases. Mole directed his torch to the right, finding just 
a plain wall and no sign of access to the other chamber. 
Shining his torch the other way revealed just a similar 
bland grey concrete wall. Upwards he found only chiselled 
rock. Backing out slowly, a guard lifted him to his feet in 
one quick movement. 
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‘Widen this hole with tools, remove the rifles,’ Mole 
instructed the guards. 
 ‘Is there a way through?’ 
 ‘No. Not unless another joining wall is thin enough. 
This room is isolated from the rest.’ Dejected, the guards 
cursed at the complex as Mole limped out. 
 ‘Well?’ Beesely urged as Mole appeared, the little man 
considerably dirtier than when he had entered.  

Mole held a hand over his eyes. ‘This room that we 
have made a hole into is just an annex, not connected to 
anything else.’ 
 ‘Damn it,’ Beesely muttered. 
 ‘What is in this room?’ Otto firmly enquired. 
 ‘Ten or more suitcases - all sealed in.’ 
 ‘Suitcases?’ Beesely queried. 
 ‘There is something of great value inside them,’ Mole 
suggested. 
 ‘What?’ Beesely asked, straightening. 
 ‘We will not know until we go inside,’ Herr Mole 
pointed out. ‘Someone made a concrete wall to hide them, 
at great pains to do so.’ 
 ‘So, some treasure,’ Beesely quietly stated. ‘But first 
we have to rescue Johno and Thomas.’ 
 ‘Cutting equipment will be here soon,’ Otto 
confidently suggested. 
 ‘And then how long?’ Beesely pressed. 
 Herr Mole stated, ‘The metal plate will take three or 
four hours at best.’ 
 ‘That long?’ Beesely questioned. 
 ‘It is maybe two inches thick.’ 
 ‘That will be difficult,’ Otto reluctantly admitted as 
they sat back down. 
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 ‘Well done anyway, Herr Mole,’ Beesely offered. 
‘You’re good underground.’ He immediately stopped, 
raising a pointed finger. ‘I did not mean it to sound … 
quite like that.’ 
 

* * * 
 
With little else to do, a guard began attacking the edges of 
the small hole with the old hammer that they had found. A 
minute later a loud metallic bang echoed around the 
cavern. Jumping to his feet he walked around the truck as 
other guards closed in.  

Another metallic bang echoed loudly around the 
chamber, originating from the metal sheet. They inched 
closer, but approaching the sheet was not easy since the 
lower half of the caver still lay there. The guard tapped 
three times with the hammer, someone tapping three times 
back in response. Then a strange sequence of taps came 
from the door. 
 ‘What is it?’ a guard asked in a whisper. 
 ‘I know! It’s Morse Code!’ the second guard 
suggested. 
 ‘What does it say?’ 
 The second guard let his shoulders drop and shot a 
look at the other man. ‘How the hell should I know? Do 
you know Morse code?’ 
 ‘Just SOS,’ the man reluctantly admitted. 
 ‘Go outside and tell them.’ 
 
‘Sir,’ the guard called out as he emerged, a little out of 
breath. ‘Johno is signalling in Morse Code.’ 
 Beesely stood. ‘I used to be good with that. Bit rusty 
now.’ 
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 ‘I can translate,’ Herr Mole offered, hobbling quickly 
towards the entrance. 
 Beesely watched him go. ‘Ricky used to send the odd 
message in Morse, just to confound anyone listing in.’ 
 

* * * 
 
‘Did they understand?’ Thomas excitedly asked. 
 ‘If they did … they’d respond in Morse. Beesely 
should know Morse Code, but he may be a bit, you know, 
old. Probably forgotten it.’ 
 A series of taps came through the metal, Morse code 
for ‘RESEND’. 
 Johno smiled encouragingly at Thomas. He punched 
the boy gently on the shoulder then started to send the 
message. 
 
Herr Mole snapped upright. 
 ‘What is it?’ a guard asked, noticing Mole’s puzzled 
expression. 
 ‘Go and tell Herr Beesely that this facility is a 1950s 
Russian nuclear bomb factory.’ 
 The guard stared, his head inching closer. Mole 
focused on the man, starting to nod. The man ran out. 
 
‘Sir! Herr Beesely,’ the guard coughed out, now out of 
breath. ‘Herr Mole has a ... message ... from Johno.’ They 
all stood and gathered around the guard. ‘He says ... that 
this complex … is a 1950s Russian nuclear bomb factory!’ 

‘What?’ Otto shouted. 
 Beesely stared, his mouth hanging open. ‘We ... uh ... 
we need Geiger counters.’ 
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 ‘Always in the cars now,’ Otto informed him. He 
pointed at a guard, the man sprinting down the track. 
 ‘Thank God for Swiss efficiency,’ Beesely let out. 
 ‘Will there still be anything left inside?’ Otto asked. 
 Beesely made a face. ‘One thing you can be sure of 
with the Russians - always leave a mess behind. So yes, 
there may be something in there that’s radioactive. Half 
their nuclear submarine fleet is rusting in harbours, 
leaking radiation into the world’s oceans.’ 
 Otto straightened. ‘We will have to tell the Czech 
authorities.’ 
 Beesely took a deep breath and rubbed his scalp. ‘How 
do we handle this ... mess?’ 
 ‘We own the hotel below, which is not so far. We say 
that … we were exploring maybe, some of our staff 
walked into the cave…’ 
 Beesely lifted his eyebrows. ‘Having spent the night 
digging out the rubble?’ 
 ‘We can remove or hide these rocks, say that there was 
a small hole that our people went through.’ He beckoned a 
guard. ‘Start to hide the rubbish pile, make it look old as 
well.’ The man jogged into the woods, lifting his radio. 
Otto continued. ‘Then we will say that ... when we knew 
they were inside and not answering we sent for rescue 
specialists by helicopter from Zug, not realising it was 
serious until - maybe two hours after now.’ 
 ‘Yes, that might work. Is this forest up for sale? If it’s 
our land we can do whatever the hell we like on it?’ 
 Otto raised his phone. ‘Find out if the land around the 
mine is available to buy. If so, buy it. Call me quickly.’ 
 ‘Then there’s just the question of the radiation.’ 
 ‘If there is any,’ Otto pointed out. 
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 Koch had been listening, the old Czech man not 
following. ‘Sir, I don’t think the Russians would trust the 
Czechs with a bomb factory here, it would be deep inside 
Russia.’ 
 ‘That’s true,’ Beesely agreed. ‘It’s a puzzle as to why 
it’s here, but if Johno says it is then he’s obviously found 
something or he wouldn’t send out a message like that.’ 
 ‘What was the name of the small Russian nuclear 
missile on the lorry,’ Otto asked. 
 ‘I know what you mean - mobile launchers. But they 
didn’t come into service until the 1970s.’ 
 ‘The Russians may have wanted a missile close to the 
German border,’ Otto suggested. 
 ‘Perhaps, but not in the 1950s. Back then the Russian 
nukes were the size of a house. They were six or seven 
years behind the West.’ 
 ‘What about the suitcases?’ Koch asked. 
 Beesely suddenly stiffened, shocked to his core. 
 ‘What is it?’ Otto gasped, concerned for him. 
 ‘I just remembered something,’ Beesely got out, 
shaking. ‘I need to make a call. Otto, start that diplomatic 
process, I think we are seriously in the shit.’ 
 
A guard appeared two minutes later with Geiger counters 
still in their boxes and ducked straight into the tunnel. 
‘Here!’ the man said as he passed one to Herr Mole. They 
ripped open the boxes, tore apart the plastic covering and 
threw down the dual Hebrew-English instructions, putting 
the batteries in the rear. 
 The guard swung his detector around the room. 
‘Nothing!’ Then at the metal door. ‘Nothing!’ 
 Mole popped his Geiger counter through the hole, 
getting an elevated reading. ‘Low levels of radiation.’ The 
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guards glanced at each other as Mole approached the 
metal door. With the hammer he tapped out a message: 
‘UNDERSTOOD. ACTION TAKEN. WAIT.’ 
 

* * * 
 
Beesely raised his phone. ‘Oliver Stanton, please.’ He 
waited. 
 ‘Beesely?’ came the familiar voice. 
 ‘Olly, did I wake you?’ 
 ‘No, I’m in London, so on your time give or take an 
hour.’ 
 ‘Get yourself to Prague, after you push the panic 
button.’ 
 ‘What is it?’ 
 Beesely took an audible breath. ‘We had a tip-off 
about a mine in the north east part of the Czech republic, 
some local guy suggested that it may have had Nazi gold 
in it.’ 
 ‘And?’ 
 ‘It’s a 1950s Russian nuclear installation of some 
kind.’ 
 ‘Jesus.’ 
 ‘We found a dozen suitcases cemented behind an old 
wall...’ 
 ‘Christ, you don’t think?’ 

‘I bloody well do, old friend.’ 
‘I’ll get the State Department to call their President, 

ready the decon’ teams in Germany. Have you notified the 
local authorities?’ 

‘No.’ 
‘No? Why the hell not?’ Oliver barked. 
‘Johno and the boy are trapped inside.’ 
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‘Inside?’ 
‘Yes, a trap door came down. I was hoping to extricate 

them first and be long gone. Be a few more hours until 
they’re out.’ 

‘If we wait … the Czech’s will be seriously pissed,’ 
Stanton pointedly remarked. 

‘I know, that’s my next call. Do what you can in the 
meantime, I’ll call you back soon.’ He hung up. 
‘Operations, put me through to the Czech Interior 
Minister.’ 

‘Yes, sir.’  
He waited, stepping to the edge of the pleasant green 

forest. 
‘Sir, it’s a Mister Novak.’ 
‘Hello?’ came a middle-aged man’s voice, heavily 

accented. 
‘Do you speak English, German or French?’ 
‘English and German, yes. Who is this?’ 
‘My name is Sir Morris Beesely –’ 
‘You are English?’ 
‘Yes, but I am the owner of the International Bank of 

Zurich, Switzerland.’ 
‘I know of it,’ came an inquisitive voice. 
‘Well, I’m also the director of a security company 

called K2.’ 
The Minister paused. ‘Of this I am familiar as well. 

What can I do for you?’ 
‘I have just bought a chateau in the village of Bily 

Potok, near Libere - if I pronounce it correctly.’ 
‘I understand where it is.’ 
‘Well, I bought the house and some grounds, we are 

going to be opening a hotel here.’ He hesitated. ‘Some of 
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my people went walking in the hills, found a hole in a 
collapsed cave and went inside.’ 

‘They are trapped?’ 
‘Yes.’ 
‘You will need heavy equipment?’ 
‘Yes. But there is a problem, a very serious problem.’ 
‘They are hurt?’ 
‘One has been killed, but that is not the problem.’ 
‘Not the problem? What are you saying?’ 
‘The people trapped inside have sent message out. 

They have found a 1950s Russian nuclear bomb assembly 
complex in the cave.’ Beesely waited, kicking mushrooms 
with is foot. ‘We have looked for such a place, but in the 
south west of our country. I did not believe it existed.’ 

‘I’m afraid it does. I believe your President will be 
getting a call from the American State Department soon.’ 

‘The American State Department! What for?’ 
‘I would like to bring specialist decontamination 

experts here from Germany, American experts.’ 
‘That is very kind of you, but this is an internal 

matter,’ came the curt reply. 
‘May I ask … how much experience your people have 

of such matters?’ 
‘It is still an internal matter,’ Novak insisted. 
‘Mr Novak, people I care very much about are trapped 

inside. If some action you take, or don’t take, results in 
their deaths ... I will be most displeased ... with you 
personally.’ 

The Minister paused. ‘Call me back in thirty minutes,’ 
came the unhappy reply. 
 

4 
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Johno straightened and turned. ‘OK, they got the message. 
Let’s see if we can find a way out, huh?’ 
 They walked slowly back through the obstacle course 
that was the machine room, past the lathes and cutters and 
through the door to the ‘village’. Navigating around the 
skeletons they retrieved their ropes and packs. In the 
village street they scared two large rats with their torches 
before carefully checking the whishing well again, 
entering the morbid office area for a second time. At the 
end of the office area they found another large door, this 
time metal, with a man-sized door built in. This smaller 
door stood firmly locked with a hefty padlock. 
 ‘This padlock doesn’t look like it’s from the 1950s,’ 
Johno suggested, a puzzled examination of it. 
 ‘Who put it here?’  
 ‘Good question, Boy Wonder.’ 
 ‘Boy Wonder?’ 
 Johno focused on him. ‘Batman ... and Boy Wonder.’ 
 ‘No! Batman and Robin.’ 
 Johno lowered his head and gave it some thought. ‘So 
who was Boy Wonder?’ 

‘Boy Wonder was another name for Robin, stupid.’  
Thomas forced a smile, before Johno realised that the boy 
must be getting cold. It was chilly inside, but they had 
both been reasonably dressed to start with. 
 Together they shone their torches across the width of 
the large metal double-door, finding no other way past, the 
large doors bolted from the other side. Johno peered 
through a crack, but there was no way of influencing or 
nudging the large bolt he could see. 
 He tugged at the padlock. ‘We’ll need some tools,’ he 
sighed. 
 ‘You cannot shoot it?’ 
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 ‘No, too strong,’ he reluctantly admitted. He dropped 
his pack and equipment at the door, Thomas copying his 
mentor’s actions a moment later. ‘We need to check the 
ironmonger’s for tools.’ 
 Turning around they walked back to where they had 
left the paraffin lamp, still going strong outside the 
cottage. Johno turned the wick up a notch and knocked off 
his torch. 
 The inside of the hardware shop had the obligatory 
skeleton on the floor, this one in a military uniform but 
with no markings or rank insignia. Johno gently nudged it 
to a corner with his foot as they started to search. A 
pickaxe looked hopeful, being tossed into the make-
believe street with an almighty clatter and echo. A large 
hammer and a suitable chisel were examined next, also 
tossed out. 
 The shop’s shelves offered its visitors hammers and 
nails, lead pipe in various sizes and a great many tools for 
carpentry - planes and wood chisels, tins of paint, 
paintbrushes and some rolls of the thick wallpaper - 
blackened and rotten. 
 ‘I can’t see any bolt cutters,’ Johno light-heartedly 
mentioned as he searched. ‘Didn’t really expect to.’ 
 They raided the dusty old till, more English coins and 
notes pilfered.  

With further searching proving fruitless, Thomas 
diligently lugged the heavy hammer and chisel, balancing 
his torch under his arm. Johno carried the pickaxe over his 
shoulder, whistling the theme tune from ‘The Seven 
Dwarfs’, the tools dumped noisily down next to the metal 
doors. Johno tugged on the padlock, glanced at the tools, 
then tugged it again with a curse. 
 ‘Not enough?’ Thomas asked, a little out of breath. 



71 

 ‘Maybe. Let’s check that machine room.’ 
 As they progressed through the office area Johno 
noticed a glint in the ceiling. Stood almost directly under 
the reflected light he switched his torch back on and 
peered up. ‘That’s an air vent.’ It nestled into the roof, 
some forty feet up. ‘Hard to see from here.’ 
 ‘What’s that?’ Thomas asked. 
 Johno inspected the nearest skeleton with torchlight 
and the area that Thomas now stood illuminating. The 
skeleton’s clothes were obscuring a tin with faded writing 
on. He nudged the skeleton away then crouched, rolling 
the tin toward himself with his torch. He shot upright and 
backwards, grabbing the boy.  
 ‘What is it?’ Thomas nervously asked. 
 Johno’s breathing quickened. He raised his torch back 
to the roof and the air vent before focussing back on the 
tin. ‘It’s the reason these people died quickly.’ 
 ‘What?’ 
 ‘It’s a gas that the Nazis used to kill a lot of people in 
the war. Someone dropped it down from that hatch. Open, 
it would seem. It killed everyone in here.’ 
 ‘Why did they kill them?’ Thomas asked in a soft 
voice. 
 ‘Don’t ...  know,’ Johno quietly let out with a sigh. 
‘Could be to cover their tracks about what was going on 
here.’ 
 ‘They did not want people to know about the bombs?’ 
 ‘Apparently not,’ Johno quietly stated, a heavy frown 
creasing his brow. ‘C’mon.’ 
 The machine room was not much help. It housed 
plenty of heavy cutting machinery, which unfortunately 
sat fastened to the floor and bolted-in to stop it from 
vibrating as the lathes were worked. And there was the 
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small problem of no electricity. A long crowbar offered 
some hope, Johno lugging it back with them. 
 He propped it up against the metal door. ‘Hungry?’ 
 Thomas nodded, seeming a little ashamed of the 
weakness he now displayed.  
 ‘Cold?’ 
 Again the boy nodded.  

Johno retrieved a large swathe of cloth from the dress 
shop and wrapped it around the boy. ‘Better?’ Thomas 
forced a smile. Johno took a deep breath and stepped back, 
sizing up the large metal doors with hands on hips. 
 ‘There are more lamps,’ Thomas suggested. 
 Johno turned his head. ‘What?’ 
 ‘In the shop, many lamps on the wall.’ 
 ‘Really? Good. You want to get them?’ 
 Thomas hesitated, before bravely walking forwards. 
Johno smiled widely and joined him. Soon they had three 
lamps going, illuminating all sides of the metal doors as 
Johno tried the crowbar. It was too wide to get inside the 
ring of the padlock, no leverage against the door. He tried 
hitting the padlock, but with no effect. Next came the 
hammer and chisel. Johno made a determined effort for 
ten minutes, working up a sweat, but the padlock was not 
budging. 
 ‘It is too strong,’ Thomas reluctantly admitted.  

Johno rolled his eyes. He stepped back and put his 
hands on his hips again, studying the problem.  
 ‘You can make a bomb!’ Thomas suggested. 
 ‘Bomb?’ 
 ‘To blow up the doors!’ 
 ‘From what, exactly?’ Johno testily enquired. 
 ‘In the shop. Tins and bottles.’ 
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 ‘Yeah, of paraffin and paint and paint cleaner. They 
burn slowly, they don’t explode too well.’ Thomas looked 
dejected, which Johno now noticed. ‘But that’s a good 
idea, there may be something around here we can use to 
make a bomb.’ He pointed. ‘The chemicals we need are 
probably on the other side of this door.’ 
 Thomas laughed, his sponsor giving him an 
encouraging smile through the gloom. 
 Ambling up to the edges of the metal door Johno 
folded his arms, thinking. He kicked the edge of the 
concrete wall where it enclosed and supported the door’s 
hinges, a small chunk of concrete falling away. ‘Thomas. 
Hammer, please.’ 
 Thomas laboured across with the heavy hammer.  
 Johno pointed with his foot. ‘Hit that, there’s a good 
lad.’ He stood back. 
 Thomas swung the hammer as if he was striking a ball 
with a cricket bat, a large chunk of concrete falling away. 
‘Look!’ he shouted. 
 ‘It’s very old and damp concrete. Swing away, young 
man. Knock that ball out the grounds.’ 
 Thomas attacked the wall. A minute later his arms 
were tired, but the wall was revealing a rusty hinge. 
 ‘Warmer?’ Johno asked with a knowing smile. 
 Thomas smiled back and threw off the cloth as Johno 
lifted the crowbar. At the opposite end of the metal doors 
Johno jabbed at the lower hinges, soon making a large 
hole. The sounds of their earnest combined efforts echoed 
loudly around the cavern, scaring the rats.  

From far behind a pair of eyes watched their efforts 
from the shadows. 
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Mole tunnels 
 

1 
 
Herr Mole eased through the hole. After all, he was only 
one who could. Inside he straightened-up awkwardly, 
picked up his torch and determinedly investigated the 
small room, confirming that all sides of the room were 
simply smooth concrete. 
 The small hammer was passed through to him. He 
reached down and grabbed it before limping to the wall 
closest to the metal plate, the wall that Johno and Thomas 
were stuck behind. Tapping the wall, he moved along its 
length investigating high and low as far as he could reach, 
finding the wall solid. He knelt awkwardly, and painfully, 
and tapped the floor in several places, finding it solid. 
Then the far wall, facing the forest; again solid. 
 Finally he tossed the hammer towards the entrance and 
focused on the suitcases. There were twelve, enough space 
on these old metal shelves for perhaps fifteen. A single 
case rested open, stuffed full of newspapers. With his 
torch held close he slowly lifted the lid of the first closed 
case and peered inside. 

 
* * * 

 
As Beesely watched, the blast knocked the guard closest to 
the entrance off his feet. Beesely closed his eyes and spun 
just as the blast hit him, knocking him to the ground. 
 Dust bellowed from the entrance as Otto jumped down 
and covered Beesely with his body. After a moment, when 
no further blast or danger presented itself and silence 
recaptured the forest clearing, he clambered up and lifted 
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Beesely, both now covered in grey dust. ‘You are OK?’ 
Otto got out in a panic. 
 ‘Yes, I think so,’ Beesely coughed out. 
 ‘To the road!’ Otto shouted, guards closing in and 
helping Beesely down the path, Koch following with the 
old Czech man, both coughing as they dusted themselves 
down. 
 Otto rushed to the entrance as a guard emerged, the 
man now covered in dust and bleeding from his nose and 
ears, trickles of blackened blood across grey skin. ‘What 
happened?’ 
 ‘Herr Mole ... in room ... dead.’ The man collapsed, 
grabbed by another guard as the sound of helicopters 
suddenly grew. 
 ‘Evacuate to the helicopter! Carry him!’ Beesely 
ordered. 
 Otto grabbed a torch and ventured inside bent double. 
Just past the first door he checked the skeleton, cursing 
when he realised, then bumped into a guard as the man 
fumbled along, the man’s eyes tightly shut.  

‘Here!’ he shouted, grabbing the dazed man and 
dragging him towards the entrance, crunching irreverently 
over the skeleton. At the entrance he threw the man 
unceremoniously onto the damp grass before turning and 
rushing back in. At the end of the tunnel he started to 
choke and cough, noticing now the delicate beams of light 
fighting their way through the dust. He dropped to his 
knees and crawled.  

‘Anyone here?’  
He heard a cough and a moan. Crawling quickly 

forwards on his hands and knees he discarded the torch, it 
was just about useless. A whimpering caught his attention, 
just off to his right. Crawling painfully on the hard 
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concrete floor, now covered in small rocks, he knelt on 
someone’s hand. He felt with his hands across the rubble 
and found a warm body, immediately starting to drag the 
man towards the dull grey blur that was the entrance. 

 
* * * 

 
‘What was that?’ Thomas asked as he spun around. 
 The pair of eyes watching them was also startled and 
retreated as the thunderous noise reverberated around the 
cavern, dislodging large amounts of dust and small rocks. 
They both put hands on top of their heads as the stones 
rained down. 
 ‘Sounds like they’re using explosives, silly sods. Guess 
they’re keen to rescue us.’ Without Thomas noticing he 
frowned his concern along the passage. ‘Just hope the 
idiots don’t bring the whole damn entrance down.’ 
 ‘We can go out this way,’ Thomas insisted, taking 
another motivated swing at the wall. 
 Johno inspected his little helper’s work. ‘That’s 
enough down there, try up here.’ He tapped a part of the 
concrete around Thomas’ head height, were he could see 
the hinge enter the wall. 
 Thomas lifted the heavy hammer over his shoulder, 
breathing hard, a glint of sweat on his face. He took a step 
forwards and pushed, rather than swung the hammer, 
smashing a piece of concrete off. The hammer fell to the 
floor, too heavy for him to control. 
 ‘Careful!’ Johno snapped. Then quieter, ‘We can’t risk 
you getting an injury, not in here. Go to the shop and get 
yourself a smaller hammer, I saw some.’ 
 Thomas turned and stepped away from the doors, 
fetching up his torch. With his face now covered in sweat 
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he felt noticeably chilled as soon as he started walking. 
Navigating around the skeletons in the office section took 
only a short time before he stepped through the small door 
to the blackened village. 

Johno took a deep lungful of damp air then attacked 
the concrete with the long crowbar. The eyes closed in 
quickly, but silently. Johno jabbed at the wall, loud echoes 
of his labour reassuring the lad of his mentor’s presence. 
 Thomas walked nervously past the wishing well, 
checking it carefully. Noticing a pebble next to the 
cottage’s ornate fence he picked it up and slowly stepped 
up to the well. The eyes narrowed, watching him from the 
shadows. 
 Thomas inched closer to the well, listening carefully. 
He reached out with the pebble over the side of the well 
and let it drop. It clattered against the sides, the sound of 
stone on stone drifting up, distorted in echo. Then nothing. 
He listened. Ten seconds passed. Nothing, no bang or 
clatter.  

‘Stupid ghost!’ he quietly cursed, turning for the shop. 
 The eyes followed five yards back, closing the 
distance. 
 In the shop Thomas found a hammer at the rear. It was 
too small, so he tossed it over his shoulder. The clatter 
halted the eyes at the doorway, backing up a few steps. 
 Thomas tried another hammer, weighing it up, but a 
sound caused him to lower it to a shelf. Without turning 
around he reached into his jacket and withdrew his 9mm 
Walther PPK. Stood silent, frozen to the spot, he thought 
he could hear breathing. He gripped the pistol tightly and 
pulled the hammer back. There was already a round in the 
chamber, but he always carried it as Johno had taught him, 
hammer down. 
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 The click caused a reaction behind him, a slight 
scratching sound. The eyes were close now, very close. 
 Thomas spun, torch and pistol ready, then gasped. He 
couldn’t speak. 
 

* * * 
 
By time Otto had dragged the semi-conscious guard out 
through the tunnel he was losing consciousness himself. 
The cool fresh air was helping, but he let the guard flop 
and dropped to his knees himself, gasping for breath. 
 Another guard grabbed him by the arms and lifted him 
upright, a splash of water on his face a moment later. They 
sat him upright.  

‘Drink!’ someone shouted. 
 Water was poured into his mouth, whether he wanted 
some or not. He spat it back out, clearing the dust and 
coughing. More water splashed onto his eyes, yet more 
again into his mouth. Blinking rapidly he let the water 
wash across his eyes, clearing out the dust. He spat out the 
water then swallowed some. 
 ‘I’m OK,’ he managed to cough out. With his eyes 
closed firmly shut he got lifted to his feet, his arms quickly 
placed across two broad shoulders as he was led away 
down to the track. 
 

2 
 
‘C’mon,’ Thomas called. 
 Johno thought he heard voices and dropped the 
crowbar with a clatter. He took a few steps and lifted his 
torch, turning it on. There came Thomas, talking to 
himself. ‘Found it?’ Johno shouted. 



79 

 ‘Yes,’ came back the reply. ‘And the ghost!’ 
 Johno had turned back to the doors, but spun and faced 
Thomas. ‘Ghost?’ 
 ‘C’mon,’ Thomas was encouraging. 
 Johno tried to picture the boy encouraging the ghost 
along as if it was a dog. He stepped closer. Then Thomas 
shone his torch at the baby bear as at cried out.  

‘Jesus!’ Johno jumped back, before composing 
himself. He laughed loudly. ‘Where’d you find that?’ 
 ‘It was in the shop, and I think it was in the wishing 
well before, same sound.’ 
 Johno checked behind the bear. ‘Just hope the fucker’s 
mum and dad aren’t around here anyplace!’ 
 ‘It’s a European Brown Bear, they don’t grow big,’ 
Thomas lied. 
 ‘How big?’ Johno pressed. 
 ‘Like a dog,’ Thomas lied, encouraging the bear along. 
‘I’m going to keep him.’ 
 ‘Like fuck you are!’ 
 ‘Why not!’ Thomas protested, his plea echoing. 
 ‘Because first we’ve got to get out of weird nuclear 
bomb factory - alive! And right now that bear is looking a 
lot like a good sized steak.’ 
 ‘No!’ Thomas protested. ‘We cannot eat him.’ 
 Johno produced a half eaten Mars bar, knelt down and 
unwrapped it. The bear smelt it almost immediately and 
cried out loudly, grabbing it quickly and wolfing it down. 
 ‘Hey, I could have eaten that!’ Thomas complained.  
 Johno stroked the bear cub and stood, smiling. ‘Well, 
now we just fatten up the steak a bit more.’ 
 ‘No!’ Thomas repeated. ‘We will be rescued quickly, 
then he will fly home with us.’ 
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 Johno laughed and returned to the wall. ‘Can’t wait to 
see Otto’s face when that thing starts shitting in the 
command centre.’ 
 ‘Maybe he knows the way out.’ 
 ‘Why don’t you ask him?’ Johno hit the wall. 
 ‘He got in, so he knows the way out.’ 
 ‘He … is six inches across, I’m not!’ Johno hit the wall 
again. ‘This will take an hour, then we are on the other 
side.’ 
 Thomas patted the bear before attacking the higher 
hinge with renewed vigour, rapid small chips. 
 ‘Watch your eyes,’ Johno cautioned. ‘Stand as far back 
as you can.’ 
 Thirty minutes later they were both sweating and 
paused their efforts, needing a drink. Thomas and his new 
little assistant went back to the house and fetched back the 
old milk bottle, now full of tap water. Upon his return they 
both drank, the water palatable - cold and fresh. 
 ‘The water must come from a spring,’ Johno suggested 
as he rested, breathing loudly. ‘Underground.’ He turned 
and studied the large metal doors. ‘Going to need 
something to stand on, next hinge is too high up.’ 
 ‘Chairs?’ Thomas suggested. 
 ‘Nope, going to need to be a bit higher than that.’ He 
lifted the crowbar and turned. ‘Bring a lamp.’ 
 The bear had been lying down, but now forced itself 
slowly up and followed closely.  
 ‘The poor little steak is starving,’ Johno commented. 
‘Must have been living off rats. Could have been here for 
weeks, but it hardly looks weaned.’ 

Johno surveyed a wooden staircase through the grey 
half-light. It provided access to a second floor office and 
appeared both thin and dangerous to walk up. Jamming the 
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crowbar into a gap against the wooden office building he 
levered hard and snapped a fastening. The next two 
fastenings went easily and the leg supporting the top of the 
steps went with an almighty swing of the crowbar.  

The landing stood eight feet high, running around the 
outside of the second floor offices and reminded Johno of 
a cowboy saloon. He cautiously climbed the loose stairs, 
testing the resistance of each one before proceeding to the 
next step. Where they fitted into the landing he broke off 
the fastenings. 
 ‘Stand back!’ 
 Stood on the landing he noted the second set of stairs, 
at the far end, before forcing off the remaining set of 
fastenings. All that held the stairs in place now was the 
wooden structure itself and some dovetailed joints. 
Jabbing down at the dovetails with the sharp end of the 
crowbar split the old wood easily. 
 ‘Move the frigging bear back, or it’ll be steak sooner… 
rather than later.’  
 Thomas walked backwards and encouraged the bear, 
letting the cub lick his hand. Johno lifted the crowbar and 
smashed it down onto the stair railings. They gave, and it 
slid down to a flat ladder shape on the floor with a loud 
echoing clatter. 
 ‘Drag it to the doors!’  

Johno made his way cautiously along the landing, 
popping his head into the first office. Through the dim 
lamplight he could make out desks and what appeared to 
be drawing tables propped at an angle. The landing 
creaked as he walked along, one hand hovering over the 
banister just in case.  

Soon he was helping Thomas drag the newly fashioned 
ladder noisily along the damp floor the short distance to 
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the metal doors. They jammed it up against the right most 
edge of the metal doors, a ridge on the doors helping to 
secure it, Johno kicking it in so that it was wedged tight. 
He climbed the steps and started to jab the concrete, but 
this time not so hard lest he land on his face when the 
ladder slipped. 
 It did slip, twice, and both times he rode it down, 
breaking a rung. Finally they jammed it in against a higher 
ridge, the ladder now angled at about eighty degrees.  

After thirty minutes of hard work Johno was feeling 
the effects, the sweat chilling quickly. He came down, 
letting the crowbar fall and frighten the cub before taking 
a drink. 
 ‘It is difficult,’ Thomas commented. He had been 
hammering the lower hinges that Johno had already 
exposed. 
 Johno took a long breath. ‘Yep. But soon be there,’ he 
encouraged. 
 A sudden creak caused them both to jump. Johno 
grabbed Thomas, both running clear of the doors. They 
waited in silence for a minute.  

Johno glanced at the metal doors. The top hinges were 
still in place, so there was no chance of it falling on them. 
But the metallic creaks grew louder. Thomas stood back, 
both of them edging further away, beyond where they 
estimated the doors may fall. Their equipment sat off to 
one side, so no problem if it did fall. 
 The doors creaked a final time before the lower hinges 
cracked and catapulted masonry towards them, the bear 
jumping on one piece with two oversized paws and 
smelling it. The top middle of the doors fell away from 
them, the two lower corners buckling inwards, both 
sections moving around four foot before sticking. 
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 ‘Handy,’ Johno commented.  
 Thomas grabbed his torch and rushed across, lying 
down and peering through. ‘It’s a tank!’ 
 ‘Tank of what?’ Johno asked as he eased down. 
 ‘Army tank.’ 
 Frowning strongly, Johno shone his torch through. A 
Sherman tank sat staring back at him; US Army, Second 
World War. ‘Fuck me.’ 
 They quickly grabbed all of their equipment and 
shoved it through, easing past the doors and straightening 
up. The bear followed, sticking close to the new source of 
sticky food. 
 The tank stood proud, albeit in need of a good wash. 
Its green paint was still visible, its turret gun pointing 
directly towards them, angled down. 
 ‘Don’t ... jump on it,’ Johno quietly, yet forcefully told 
Thomas. ‘We can’t afford any injuries in here.’ Shining 
his torch off to the right he was surprised to find numerous 
oil paintings hung on the walls. 
 ‘They are good money?’ Thomas excitedly asked. 
 ‘Doubt it, or they wouldn’t be left here. After all this 
time in the damp they’ll be ruined.’ 
 Below the paintings they noticed many old tea boxes, a 
few sturdy looking wooden boxes stood next to them and 
interlaced as if giant Lego pieces. In the far right corner 
rested part of the tail fin of a Second World War German 
aircraft. 
 ‘Quite the collection,’ Johno muttered. 
 To the left of the tank they noticed what appeared to be 
a submarine’s torpedo. They walked past the front of tank 
to get a better look, focusing their torches. The ‘torpedo’ 
sat propped up horizontal, about four feet off the floor and 
was not a torpedo but a mini-sub.  
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 ‘Shit,’ Johno let out. ‘Now that … is good money!’ 
 ‘It’s a torpedo?’ 
 ‘No, it’s a submarine for just one person. A mini-sub.’  
They approached and inspected it. Johno pointed and said, 
‘The scuba-diver sat there and controlled it.’ 
 ‘What for?’ 
 ‘The British took them to Norway on submarines, then 
dropped them into the water around the corner from a big 
German battleship that was protected by nets. They cut the 
nets and went through, up to the ships and put bombs on 
the hull under the water - blow them up and sink them - 
forerunners to the Special Boat Service, SBS, like I told 
you about. It was the Japanese who used to ram them into 
American ships.’ 
 ‘Why is it good money?’ 
 ‘Very, very rare. I don’t think they ever recovered a 
German one in good condition.’ He caressed its cold metal 
as they inched along its length. Above it hung an 
American Army motorcycle, a dispatch riders’ bike. 
‘Quite the collection,’ he repeated. 
 Next they discovered a small forest of tall brass shells 
for the Sherman, all stood on their bases. 
 ‘Don’t touch. Dangerous.’ 
 ‘We can use the tank to make a hole!’ 
 Johno slapped him on the head. 
 ‘What?’ Thomas protested. 
 ‘That ammo’ is sixty years old. And that tank barrel is 
just as old, and rusty. Stick that shell in that tank and kiss 
your arse goodbye. Boom!’ He pushed the boy onwards. 
 They noted more wooden boxes, more tea boxes - 
some with silver ornaments in – then many more boxes of 
assorted sizes dotted along the side of the large room. 
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They found helmets pinned to the walls, old rifles and 
very old flintlocks. 
 ‘Shit, almost forgot.’ Johno fumbled through his 
pockets and pulled out a small silver digital camera and 
switched it on. When the green light appeared he flashed a 
shot of the tank with Thomas standing proudly in view. 
 Behind the tank stood a half-track, again US Army, 
and with an anti-tank recoilless-rifle on the back. The 
driver’s door rested open and they both took a moment to 
peer inside. Next in line came a US Army jeep, Thomas 
jumping in and trying the steering wheel as Johno 
examined the old radio in the back. 
 Beyond the jeep rested an imposing German half-track, 
which Thomas climbed up into. What caught Johno’s 
attention where the racks of anti-tank weapons propped-up 
next to it, the German equivalent of a modern day RPG; he 
counted dozens of them. 
 ‘Thomas, careful here. Explosives.’ 
 Thomas jumped down. ‘They have been ... made not to 
explode.’ 
 ‘Made safe,’ Johno corrected him. ‘No, I don’t think 
so, I think this lot is the original stuff.’ 
 They sloshed though a quarter inch of water, the bear 
cub shaking its paws as it followed. Another large set of 
metal doors greeted them.  

Johno let out a deep sigh and stepped towards the 
small hatch, a shaft of light catching his eye. He spun 
around and looked up. It was just a vent, but at least the 
surface was somewhere up there. He turned back to the 
hatch.  

Thomas tugged at the padlock, staring at Johno. ‘I’m 
tired. Can’t we use the tank?’ 
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 Johno coughed out a short laugh. ‘If we could, I 
would,’ he said as he examined the padlock. It was just the 
same as the previous one, so he examined the hinges. They 
looked exactly the same, if not in poorer condition. ‘First, 
we go back to where we came in and signal them we’re 
OK.’ 
 He led the way, the three intrepid explorers reducing in 
height down the line. Back past all the military 
memorabilia, under the broken doors, through the office 
block and its pile of skeletons, through the small door and 
then slowly through the village - still quite amazed by its 
surreal appearance, through the machine room then to the 
metal plate trapping them in. 
 ‘There is more dust!’ Thomas pointed out. 
 ‘A lot more. Caused by those silly sods using 
explosives.’ 
 They both coughed as they finally reached the metal 
plate and the top half of the K2 cave expert, the bear cub 
starting to lick the blood off the dead man’s face. 
 ‘Hey! Get him back, he ain’t eating that guy!’ 
 Thomas dragged the protesting bear away as Johno 
banged on the solid metal plate with Thomas’s small 
hammer, the reverberations echoing loudly around the 
room. He waited, no response forthcoming. 
 He banged again, harder, six loud whacks at the plate, 
before waiting a full minute, listening with his ear to the 
cold metal. Again nothing. 
 He banged a third time, this time his arm motivated 
with some anger. The echoes were loud, the cub protesting 
its discomfort with a cry. They waited, noting only silence, 
punctuated with drips of water coming from the dark 
shadows. 
 ‘What is wrong?’ Thomas asked. 
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 ‘They ...  may have accidentally blocked the tunnel,’ 
Johno quietly admitted. ‘We may have to go around the 
other way.’ 
 ‘The bear knows the way out,’ Thomas suggested. 
 ‘Shut up about the fucking bear!’ Johno snapped. He 
took a long breath and calmed himself. ‘This is serious, we 
could be here a while.’ 
 Stood staring at his young charge he could feel the 
chill growing, the sweat in his hair and on his inner 
clothing rapidly cooling. Their clothes were also damp, 
wet in places and collecting dirt. He had not noticed the 
temperature so much earlier, what with the excitement of 
discovery and the work of attacking the doors. Now he 
realised that they both needed a warm ‘cuppa’. 
 He put a sympathetic hand on the boy’s shoulder. 
‘C’mon, let me show you what survival training is all 
about.’ 
 ‘Yes!’ Thomas enthused. ‘The tank.’ 
 They plodded slowly back. At the clothes shop they 
popped in and dug out moderately clean cloth from the 
middle of a pile that lay neatly stacked up.  
 Johno turned the female mannequins around, curiously 
observed by his young charge. ‘Wipe your armpits, balls 
and arse,’ he suggested. ‘Got to get the cold sweat off.’ In 
the flickering light he took off his jacket and unbuttoned 
his shirt, immediately feeling the chill. He dropped his 
trousers, Thomas copying his every move. They wiped in 
unison, rubbing their faces and hair as if they had just got 
out of the shower. 
 ‘Better?’ 
 Thomas nodded. 
 ‘Grab some clean cloth, tear it, make a scarf and some 
head gear, like you see a lady wearing.’ 
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 ‘Errr,’ the boy protested with a smile. 
 ‘Hey, there’s only us and the walking steak in here, no 
one to see you, so stay warm. I’ll be doing it later.’ 
 ‘Do you think there is food here?’ the boy asked as he 
made a scarf from white cotton. 
 ‘There may be some old tins, but can’t risk it, it’ll 
make you sick. We’ve got the guns and there’re plenty of 
juicy rats!’ 
 ‘Rats! Errrr.’ 
 ‘Hey, SAS soldiers learn to catch and eat rats?’ he 
said, his head tipped and eyebrows up. 
 Thomas studied him for a moment, giving it some 
thought. ‘Teach me then.’ 
 ‘That’s the boy. Trooper in the making.’ He messed up 
his young charge’s hair before helping the lad to fix a 
bandana. ‘Very pretty!’ 
 ‘Vanker!’ They laughed.  
 Back in the memorabilia room the adult lead the child 
around as with any other father-son group at a military 
museum anywhere in the world. Johno pointed out many 
things of interest, named numerous bits of equipment - 
describing their use and history as well as interesting facts 
about many items. He was also deliberately keeping the 
boy’s mind off their current situation. 
 The recoilless rifle on the half-track offered a 
possibility, he guessed that some of the shells might still 
work. The tank was not an option, the batteries would be 
dead and the diesel a muddy glue at the bottom of its fuel 
tank after all this time. 
 Then Johno suddenly stopped. ‘Shit!’ 
 ‘What is it?’ Thomas whispered, closing in on a 
wooden crate. 
 ‘Tins of black powder.’ 
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 ‘Like firework powder?’ 
 ‘Just like it.’ 
 ‘Can you make a bomb?’ 
 Johno turned and grinned, a knowing look. Thomas 
brightened until his face appeared it would light the dark 
chamber. With his Swiss Army knife Johno prised the lid 
off a tin. ‘Excellent.’ 
 ‘What is?’ 
 ‘The paper seal is in place, so it’s all nice and dry.’ He 
carefully sliced the paper down the middle and ripped it 
off like the seal on fresh jar of coffee. Lifting a small 
handful of powder he let it filter through his fingers. ‘Dry. 
Good.’ Placing the lid back on he put the tin to one side. ‘I 
noticed some sandbags.’ 
 ‘There,’ Thomas pointed. 
 They moved the lamps, finding two-dozen damp 
sandbags piled up against the wall, Thomas trying – and 
failing - to lift one. 
 ‘They’re full of water,’ Johno said with a smile as he 
helped. ‘Which is exactly what we need.’ Thomas met his 
gaze, a slight frown. ‘If they didn’t have water, I would 
have made them wet. Better for when the bomb goes off.’  

He dragged the sandbag towards the door. ‘I’ll do this, 
you go and look around for a metal case, maybe two or 
three litres inside, but strong metal - maybe five 
millimetres - with a lid or screw top.’ 
 Thomas snapped his fingers at ‘Steak’ and they went 
off hunting with his torch. Johno placed a lamp on the top 
of the German half-track, providing a dull grey light 
around the bottom quarter of the cavernous room. He 
threw off his jacket, took a long sigh at the pile of 
sandbags then started dragging them one at a time towards 
the smaller hatch of the metal doors. 
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‘Johno!’ echoed through the blackness ten minutes later. 
 Johno stopped and wiped his face, the boy’s call a 
welcome distraction. Breathing heavily he walked towards 
the lad, his knee aching from the cold and damp. ‘What’s 
up, short-arse?’ 
 ‘What about this?’ Thomas asked, shining his torch. 
 ‘Your torch batteries are going,’ Johno noted. ‘Use a 
lamp from now on.’ He inspected the metal box. It 
measured twelve inches square, thick walled and with a 
flip lid that secured strongly with a pressure clip. 
 ‘Yeah, might work. I’ll take this, you keep looking, 
another ten minutes.’ He turned then stopped. ‘Oh, pop to 
that shop with the tools, I want a small thin chisel or large 
nail.’ 
 ‘Here, large nails, I saw them.’ 
 They moved along the wall and Thomas ducked down, 
pulling out a rusted paint-tin full of ten-inch nails.  
 Johno inspected one. ‘Yeah, good. Fetch your 
hammer.’  

He slumped down onto the fresh mound of sandbags 
and put the box between his feet, Thomas handing him the 
hammer. Holding the nail in place on the side of the box 
Johno hit it three times, puncturing the metal and making a 
small hole, wiggling the nail to make the hole a little 
larger ‘And what’s this for?’ 
 ‘For the fooze?’ Thomas ventured. 
 ‘Good lad. But we don’t have a decent fuse, although 
I’m sure that there’s probably loads of it here ...  
someplace.’ 
 In the gloomy grey light he examined the box carefully 
before placing it between the sandbags and the door, a 
snug fit. Thomas fetched the black powder and Johno let 
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him slowly pour it into the metal case until three quarters 
full. They carefully closed the lid together, locked the 
pressure clip, Johno directing Thomas on exactly where to 
pour a trail of powder as a fuse, the line snaking away 
from the door and skirting around the damp and wet areas.  
 As Thomas slowly prepared the fuse line, tasted and 
firmly rejected by ‘Steak’, his mentor lifted heavy damp 
sandbags onto the tin and packed them in tightly, one on 
top of the other. Finally, a heavy mound of sandbags 
surrounded the bomb, a small gap left where the powder 
trail snaked along. 
 Fatigued, Johno put the last heavy sandbag on top. 
‘That should do it,’ he got out between laboured breaths. 
With his torch he studied the fuse line of powder, hard to 
see in the poor light, black powder on a black floor. 
‘That’s only about ten seconds, black powder will whoosh 
along.’ 
 ‘Can I light it?’ Thomas urged. 
 ‘Sure. Wait ‘til I am back near where we came in 
though. I’ll take the bear.’ 
 ‘What? No, wait - you light it.’ Thomas picked up the 
protesting ‘Steak’ and headed for the door, ducking 
quickly under it, leaving the amused master bomb-maker 
with the task. 
 At a leisurely pace Johno retrieved the spare lamp and 
their equipment and shoved it through the hole under the 
door. Returning with just a lamp he extended the fuse line 
as best he could with a thin trail, using all the remaining 
black powder from the tin. He tore off a piece of paper-
label from a wooden crate and lit it with his lighter. 
Checking the room and taking a breath he let it fall. 
 Whoosh! He ran.  
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Four seconds and he reached the broken door, ducking 
down and scrambling quickly through, lamp in hand. 
Standing, he jumped to the side and found Thomas and 
‘Steak’ cowering. When he put his hands over his ears 
Thomas let go of ‘Steak’ and copied, the bear wriggling 
free and running off towards the village. 

‘Does he know something we don’t?’ Johno shouted. 
A moment later the pressure wave hit them. They both 

fell to the left, Johno on top of Thomas. 
‘Shit!’ Johno let out, trying to right himself, his ears 

ringing. He shook it off, quickly grabbing his torch and 
glancing through the opening. Thomas scrambled across 
and joined him, coughing away dust. 

A loud clatter echoed through the memorabilia 
chamber, followed by the sound of breaking glass, a lot of 
breaking glass. A short period of silence was followed by 
a loud metallic thud, followed by something smashing, 
followed by the sounds of more glass breaking. 

They glanced at each other as if they were two naughty 
schoolboys. Another smash echoed down the chamber, 
something rolling around on concrete. They glanced at 
each other again. 

‘Oops,’ Johno let out. 
‘What happened?’ 
‘Sounds like that next room was well packed with ... 

stuff.’ 
‘Valuable stuff?’ 
‘Not any more,’ Johno whispered as they crawled 

through. 
‘C’mon, boy,’ Thomas called into the dark. 
Johno grabbed his arm and dragged him quickly 

through and upright. ‘The sodding bear can look after 
himself, he’s done so up to now.’ 
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They walked on, their lamps not much use in the 
smoke and dust. Coughing hard, they waved hands in front 
of their faces, causing visible swirls the dust hung so thick. 
Sandbags were strewn across the floor and ripped open, a 
damp layer of sand covering everything, an inch thick near 
the door.  

Reaching the doors they could see that the metal box 
had gone, a hole now under the metal door, a twelve-inch 
gap to crawl through. Something in the next room fell and 
smashed. 

‘I got a bad feeling,’ Johno muttered.  
‘You broke it all,’ Thomas pointed out, clearly shifting 

the blame to the only adult present. 
‘Sneak,’ Johno muttered as he ducked through the 

hole. Thomas followed. They scrambled to their feet and 
stared ahead, less dust and smoke on this side of the door. 
Johno surveyed the scene. ‘Oh dear.’ 
 

4 
 
A guard emerged from the wooded trail and ran onto the 
gravel road, finding Beesely and Otto sat in the Range 
Rovers, all the doors open on this warm and pleasant day. 
He ran over to Otto, who now sat in the front seat. 
‘Radiation, sir. At the end of the tunnel.’ 
 ‘No sign of Herr Mole?’ Otto quietly asked, his head 
lowered and covered in wet streaks of grey dust. 
 The guard shook his head. ‘He was in the small room 
when the bomb went off.’ 
 ‘OK, move the equipment back,’ Otto suggested. ‘Two 
hundred metres perimeter.’ 
 A helicopter lifted off unseen as four K2 men came 
running through the woods from the cleared landing area.  
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‘Sir, where do you want us?’ 
 ‘Help move the equipment back to the road,’ Otto 
quietly ordered, squinting against the bright sunlight. He 
pointed. ‘Follow that path.’ The new arrivals ran quickly 
across the road and disappeared into the woods. 
 Beesely raised his phone. ‘Oliver Stanton.’ 
 ‘Beesely? What news?’ 
 ‘Confirmed radioactive, I’m afraid.’ 
 ‘Jesus.’ Stanton could be heard breathing. ‘OK, I’m 
sending you a couple of Chinooks, one hour. We got 
clearance, Czech’s were already in a flap.’ 
 ‘I had a word.’ 
 ‘That’s the effect you have on people!’ 
 ‘Do you think the Russians would co-operate, send 
someone who might actually know about this place?’ 
 ‘At the moment relations are not so hot, as you can 
imagine. But if the Czech’s asked ... maybe.’ 
 ‘You coming over?’ 
 ‘Someone has to keep an eye on you.’ 
 ‘See you when you get here then.’ Beesely hung up. 
 ‘What about heavy equipment?’ Otto pressed. 
 ‘My next call. Operations, Mr Novak, Czech Minister.’ 
He waited. 
 ‘Hello, Mister Beesely?’ came the Czech Minister. 
 ‘Yes. May I enquire about heavy digging equipment?’ 
 ‘It is on its way. Our police and army will be with you 
shortly as well. There will be a three-kilometre exclusion 
zone, followed by a ten-kilometre zone. Water sources 
nearby will be monitored and local villagers removed.’ 
 ‘That seems very thorough, Mr Novak.’ 
 ‘The American Army is sending decontamination 
teams and bomb disposal teams.’ 
 ‘Yes, I requested it,’ Beesely pointed out. 
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 ‘You ... requested it?’ 
 ‘I am far more important than you realise, Mr Novak.’ 
 ‘Of that I am now sure. I am starting to realise many 
things.’ 
 Beesely took a moment to think. ‘My bank will be 
paying for all costs associated with the clean up and bomb 
disposal and compensating local villagers.’ 
 ‘That is ... very good of you. But why?’ 
 ‘We bought the hotel, found the mine ...  it was our 
fault that you must now move these people.’ 
 ‘You have a very strange way of looking at things, Mr 
Beesely,’ Novak commented. 
 ‘Will you be travelling here?’ 
 ‘Yes, I shall be leaving in five minutes.’ 
 ‘Are there any good hotels nearby?’ Beesely enquired. 
 ‘There is a Health Spa some ten kilometres from you, 
on the road to Libere. In fact, just south of the town.’ 
 ‘What’s it called?’ 
 ‘I will find out,’ Novak offered. 
 ‘No, no problem, we’ll find it. Any of your staff can 
stay there - we will be paying. Oh, more little thing. Do 
you think you could call the Russian Defence Minister?’ 
 ‘Russians? Why?’ 
 ‘The Russians may know what’s down in the cave, 
how to access it.’ 
 ‘Given what this place is, I do not think they will help,’ 
Novak pointed out. 
 ‘Still, you can at least try. In fact, while I think of it, 
there are skeletons in the cave –’ 
 ‘Skeletons? You mean bodies?’ 
 ‘Yes, dating back to 1950, maybe earlier. I think the 
Russians may want to recover them.’ 
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 ‘I have not heard of them doing this before,’ Novak 
commented. 
 ‘Could you ... at least, send the message.’ 
 ‘I will discuss it with the Minster for Foreign Affairs. I 
will see you in one hour.’  

Beesely cut the call then pressed green. ‘Operations? 
Were you listening? 

‘Yes, sir.’ 
‘Right, buy that Spa, compensate anyone there then 

throw them out. Get our people in, we will use it tonight, 
Chateau is a little breezy. Oh, notify Oliver Stanton of its 
name and location as our HQ.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 ‘Get me Minister Blaum, please.’ He waited, glancing 
at the equipment being loaded up. 
 ‘Beesely, how are you doing?’ came a loud and 
cheerful Minister Blaum. 
 ‘Are you sitting down?’ 
 ‘Oh hell.’ 
 ‘Could you possibly come to the Czech Republic … 
and meet us with the Swiss Ambassador?’ 
 ‘What’s happened?’ 
 ‘Well, not our fault –’ 
 ‘It never is, but you still manage to find trouble!’ 
 ‘Quite. Well, we bought a hotel here, to do it up and 
make a Spa out of it -’ 
 ‘Sounds straight forward enough so far,’ Blaum quietly 
commented. 
 ‘Then we discovered a cave on the hill behind the 
hotel.’ 
 ‘And in the cave?’ Blaum pressed. 
 ‘A 1950s Russian nuclear bomb factory.’ 
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 ‘Beesely!’ he screamed. ‘How can you go to buy a 
hotel and find a nuclear bomb factory? You knew it was 
there!’ 
 ‘No, Minister, I can assure you we did not. We thought 
the cave had Nazi gold.’ 
 ‘Nazi gold?’ came the softer enquiry. 
 ‘It may well have been a German Army installation 
during the war, taken over by the Russians after. And then 
made into a bomb factory.’ 
 ‘What do you need us for? Just tell the Czech 
authorities.’ 
 ‘We have done and they are on they way - in force by 
the sounds of it, so is the American Army.’ 
 ‘Beesely ... what else is going on?’ 
 ‘Johno and Thomas are trapped inside the cave, no 
way out.’ 
 ‘I am on my way.’ Blaum hung up. 
 ‘That’s what I like, a man of action,’ Beesely muttered. 
 From the front seat Otto turned his head. ‘We must tell 
Ricky’s pregnant woman.’ 
 ‘Christ, yes.’ Beesely rubbed his eyes. ‘She’s lost both 
of them now, both our fault.’ He peered out the window. 
‘Christ. Do you know where she is?’ 
 ‘Yes, Zug is a small town and they were seen many 
times. She is very tall, Herr Mole was very short - an odd 
couple.’ 
 Beesely breathed out loudly. ‘Send someone, a 
woman, see if we can be any help. But don’t force any 
help, as Ricky requested.’ 
 ‘What about the Russians? You think they will help?’ 
 ‘Normally, not a chance. But there are ways and 
means.’ He raised his phone. ‘Operations?’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
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 ‘Tip off some Russian newspapers that the remains of 
Russian soldiers, dating to 1950, have been found in the 
Czech Republic and that the Czech authorities are refusing 
to hand them back. They will be buried in unmarked and 
untended graves. Oh, contact Duncan in London, same 
story.’ He hung up. 
 Otto turned his head fully around. ‘What will that do?’ 
 ‘Reverse psychology. The Russian public will go mad, 
demand their return and send some representatives. We’ll 
explain that we cannot recover the bodies because of the 
radiation, and would they mind awfully helping us out.’ 
 ‘Le fox!’ 
 ‘Sad thing is that Stalin murdered millions of his own 
people, no one ever really tried to identify them all. These 
days it’s a different story, so the modern Russians may 
want to give a damn. Anyway, before the Czechs get here 
we’d better get you cleaned up … or they won’t believe 
you’re Swiss!’ 

 
5 

 
Batman and Boy Wonder surveyed the room, its contents, 
and the damage they had done. 
 ‘I’m telling on you!’ Thomas quietly suggested, staring 
wide-eyed. 

‘And I’ll cook your fucking bear!’ 
Thomas knelt and faced the hole. ‘C’mon, boy. Bear, 

where are you?’ 
Johno lifted him by the collar. ‘First problems first, 

like getting out of here.’ They stepped further into the 
room.  

‘What is this?’ Thomas asked, pointing at glass strewn 
across the floor. 
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‘What it was ... was a chandelier. In fact, about fifty of 
them. Looks like they were hung on these metal frames.’ 

‘Good money?’ 
‘Oh, yes, especially if they were old and original.’ 
‘You broke them.’ 
Johno clipped the boy’s head. ‘We ... broke them. 

Don’t tell grandpa Beesely.’ 
Thomas laughed. ‘What are those?’ 
‘Grandfather clocks, hundreds of them.’ 
The middle of the darkened room lay covered in 

broken glass and wrecked chandeliers, the floor glistening. 
The walls housed dozens of tall grandfather clocks, most 
leant against each other at an angle away from the doors. 
Some lay face down, others at odd angles. From the 
ceiling some remaining chandeliers swayed, throwing up 
odd glints of light. 
 ‘Great, we got a glitter ball,’ Johno muttered as they 
crunched slowly forwards. 

‘Glitter ball?’ 
‘Like in a disco.’ 
Thomas laughed. ‘Otto says you like Abba!’ 
‘Nothing wrong with Abba, you little shitbag,’ Johno 

muttered as they noisily progressed across the large room.  
The central portion of the cavern was bare except for a 

sprinkling of pictures on the walls; faded oil paintings, 
some swords and coats-of-arms, some old trumpets and 
horns. 

After fifty yards they came across another set of 
identical doors. They stopped, glanced at each other, both 
groaning and sighing. As Johno lit up, for the first time 
since they entered the complex, Thomas checked the 
padlock.  
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‘Like the other one!’ he loudly reported, sounding tired 
and dejected. He wandered back, letting his arms swing in 
an exaggerated fashion. 

Johno glanced at his watch. Three hours had passed 
since they had entered the complex. 

‘Can we use the tank?’ Thomas quietly wined. ‘I’m 
cold and I’m hungry.’ 

Johno took a long drag. ‘First, we warm you up and 
rest, then we try the artillery, OK?’ 

Boy Wonder started dragging his heavy, twelve year 
old frame back to the hole in the door, followed by a 
dejected Batman. 
 
It only took a few minutes to get a good fire going in the 
‘comfy’ house. Johno had filled an old Indian Tea Leaf tin 
with water and was now heating it. Two china cups had 
been cleaned by Thomas and a quarter inch of cold water 
placed into them, as Johno had instructed. Now Johno 
poured out two ‘waters’, the cold water taking the edge off 
the boiling tin-water. 

‘Try that.’ 
Thomas sipped. ‘It’s just like warm water.’ 
‘It is ... warm water.’ 
‘How will this help?’ he protested. 
‘It’s not the tea in the cup of tea that does all the 

good,’ Johno began. ‘When you’re a soldier you learn all 
about the loss of body heat, like wiping our armpits and 
balls earlier. Hot drinks put the heat back in the body. You 
know why that is good?’ 

‘To make you warmer?’ 
‘Not quite. The warm drink makes you warmer, which 

means your body don’t need to use the valuable blood 
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sugar to make you warm. Saves on energy, even if it is just 
water.’ 

Trooper Thomas sipped his water considering biology 
and chemistry. Sitting quietly they both stared at the fire’s 
welcoming flames, listening to the clock that Johno had 
fetched from the next room, it’s ticking reminding him of 
his grandmother’s house. The sound seemed to reassure 
him, something modern and regular keeping him firmly in 
the 21st century. 

After ten minutes of sitting quietly in front of the 
crackling fire Johno turned his head. ‘Feel better?’ 
Thomas nodded, seeming relaxed. ‘So, we blow the 
doors?’ 

‘All the sandbags are wrecked,’ Thomas reminded 
him, holding his cup with two hands and staring at the 
welcoming fire. 

Little ‘Steak’ loudly greeted them as he entered, 
jumping up on Thomas and immediately curling into the 
warm body. 
 

* * * 
 
An hour later Johno woke in almost complete darkness, 
just a few embers glowing and the reassuring tick of the 
old clock. He clicked on his lighter and re-lit a lamp, 
winding on the wick. Noticing for the first time a box of 
candles in a white wooden cabinet he lit several, re-
starting the fire with fresh paper and wood. 

Thomas stirred, waking Steak. ‘I fell asleep.’ 
‘We all did – you, me and the fucking bear. That’s 

what blowing up stuff does to you, makes you sleepy. We 
should’ve got to bed earlier last night instead of playing 
computer games.’ He sat back, lighting up, the cub raising 
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its head and stretching his neck and sniffing the new and 
unfamiliar scent. 

‘What do we do now?’ Thomas asked with a yawn. 
‘Another cuppa first. Old British Army rule, never try 

and think about anything without a cuppa in your hand.’ 
Thomas laughed. ‘I’m not kidding,’ Johno insisted as he 
warmed more water in the tin. 

‘When we were asleep the ghosts could have come,’ 
Thomas suggested with a glint in his eye. 

‘The only dangerous thing in here … is me.’ 
‘That’s true! You wrecked everything.’ Thomas 

laughed, Steak jumping down. 
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A nice water feature 
 

1 
 
At the chateau the sun was high, the day warm. Two-
dozen K2 staff had arrived by car before the remainder got 
caught in the roadblocks and the resulting tailbacks; they 
had been directed to the Spa Hotel. 
 Maps of the mountain were laid out on the large 
wooden table, chairs purchased locally arranged around it. 
A ‘food and drinks’ team had been set up in the next room 
and a rotation of guards instigated, everything being 
organized with Swiss efficiency. 
 A dozen Czech police had turned up; some local, some 
traffic police and some State police. They did not know 
quite what to do and where now leant against a wall and 
waiting for their bosses. Otto explaining that the Interior 
Minister was on his way had not cheered the officers. 
 Beesely’s phone chirped. ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘Sir, Mr Stanton says to tell you ... Chinooks in ten 
minutes.’ 
 ‘Thank you.’ He hung up and walked outside, grabbing 
Otto. ‘Landing strip?’ 
 Otto pointed to a barren field opposite the chateau. 
‘That field is the only option.’ 
 Beesely nodded as they walked to the nearest police 
officer. ‘Do any of you, perchance, speak good English?’ 
 A State police officer stepped up. ‘Yes, I do.’ 
 ‘There will be a number of American Army helicopters 
landing here soon –’ 
 ‘Here? American Army? What for?’ 
 ‘Nuclear bomb decontamination unit,’ Beesely pointed 
out, the officer’s eyebrows shooting up. ‘Yes, that’s what 



104 

inside the mountain. Did they not say? Anyway, could you 
please get some of your officers, the brightly coloured 
ones, to stand on the side of that field there and direct in 
the helicopters.’ 
  The heavy drone of large helicopters could now be 
heard.  
 ‘Guess they are early,’ Beesely began, facing the field. 
‘You know, the Yanks always used to be late for wars 
helping out us Brits. These days they like to get right in 
there early, often before we’ve even been attacked.’ 
 The police officer did not understand the sarcasm, but 
he did oblige with two orange-striped motorcycle officers, 
manoeuvring them to stand on the wall of the field as four 
Chinooks came into view. The C-130 Hercules appearing 
overhead was a surprise, especially since there was no 
airfield nearby. It circled at around three thousand feet as 
the Chinooks got everyone’s attention, drowning out 
normal conversation. 
 Beesely and Otto walked back to the chateau as guards 
emerged, watching the four heavy Chinooks coming in to 
land. 
 The first Chinook came in quickly and ‘flared’, angled 
back to slow itself down. Hands in pockets, the K2 men 
watched the Czech police get knocked promptly off the 
wall, Otto and Beesely glancing at each other. The officers 
got back up, dusted themselves down then diligently 
continued to hold out there arms and point at where they 
though the helicopters should land. The Chinook pilots put 
down in a line where they wanted to land.  
 Five minutes later their engines wound down and 
loadmasters signalled for help. Otto waved the K2 men 
forwards as familiar decontamination tents started to 
emerge, the exact same style that had been used at Zug. 
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From the back of one helicopter an officer emerged, K2 
guards running over and shaking the man’s hand. Otto 
turned to Beesely, a silent question.  

‘I guess so,’ Beesely answered. ‘We must be keeping 
the poor chap busy.’ 
 The officer jogged across the field and straddled a low 
stone wall before bounding up to Beesely. ‘Someone call 
for the US cavalry?’ 
 Beesely smiled formally and stuck out a hand. ‘Are we 
keeping you busy?’ 
 ‘Yeah, but don’t knock it, rest of the year is just 
simulations and exercises - classroom hero’s.’ He shook 
Otto’s hand. ‘Where’s Johno and Ricky?’ 
 Beesely stopped smiling, glancing at Otto. ‘Ricky is 
dead, I’m afraid.’ 
 The Captain dropped his shoulders. ‘Dead? How?’ 
 ‘Stuck his hand in that dirty bomb a few weeks back, 
didn’t know what it was,’ Beesely explained. 
 ‘Ah, I’d heard something, didn’t know it was him. 
Heard about Johno in London though!’ 
 ‘Yes, he did well.’ 
 The Captain straightened. ‘He around?’ 
 ‘Trapped inside the bomb factory, I’m afraid.’ 
 ‘Then what the hell we doing stood around here, I 
brought a top team. What d’ya need?’ 
 ‘We have an entrance that is radioactive, and a dozen 
suitcases that just blew up. Inside the cases is, I believe, 
powder.’ 
 ‘Powder? Jesus, that’s tough to deal with. And you say 
there was an explosion? So the powder is air-born?’ 
 Beesely took a moment. ‘As far as we know.’ 
 ‘Jesus, air-born powder!’ 
 ‘That is a problem?’ Otto asked, 
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 The Captain raised his eyebrows in mock concern. 
‘Most protocols say don’t go near it! If this was my call 
I’d seal the cave.’ 
 Beesely tipped his head forwards. ‘We don’t have that 
luxury, there are people trapped inside, plus potentially 
more radioactive oddities down there.’ 
 ‘If your guys can drive me there I’ll suit up and make 
an assessment. But Beesely, that powder could already be 
in the lungs of your guys.’ 
 Beesely lowered his head, nodding to himself, and 
breathed out. ‘I know.’ 
 ‘And if it’s air-born outside the cave the local 
authorities are going to want a twenty or thirty mile 
exclusion zone downwind. For everyone!’ 
 Beesely took a half step forwards and focused his eyes 
on the man. ‘If I have to … I will go in there myself.’ 

The Captain nodded, turned and shouted to his men as 
the C130 came back across. As they glanced up 
paratroopers emerged, not from the side door as with 
normal soldiers, but from the rear as if Special Forces. In 
an instant their chutes were open, a dull green colour. 
 Men peered skyward, hands over their eyes, especially 
the police. Someone was breaking their exclusion zone. If 
fact, six of them were. 
 Within a minute the paratroopers were ready to land on 
the road in front of the chateau. Beesely and Otto moved 
to the doorway as the first man landed with a gentle step, 
his parachute released by two shoulder clips and allowed 
to drift away, grabbed by K2 men. He took off his helmet 
and waved. Mr Grey. 
 ‘It is him,’ Otto noted, a little surprised. 
 Grey jogged over, releasing his harness quickly as his 
associates landed. 
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 ‘Sir,’ he greeted Beesely, shaking his hand. ‘Mr Otto, 
sir.’  
 ‘You’re the advance guard ahead of Olly getting here?’ 
Beesely puzzled. 
 ‘No, sir. I brought some friends. Special bomb disposal 
team, best there is. Anywhere.’ 
 ‘Glad to hear it, we’ve got some booby-traps in the 
cave, apparently. 
 The Captain walked up, frowning his surprise. Then is 
eyebrows shot up. ‘Sergeant?’ 
 ‘Not a sergeant, I’m afraid,’ Beesely pointed out, 
enjoying the moment. 
 Mr Grey grinned. ‘CIA.’ 
 ‘CIA? Shit! What were you doing working as –’ 
 ‘Undercover ... Captain,’ Beesely pointed out. ‘Best 
left at that.’ 
 ‘Christ,’ the Captain quietly let out. 
 Grey’s team assembled. He faced the Captain, a smug 
grin. ‘Not much we can do till you OK the radiation.’ 
 ‘Make yourself a coffee, back in ten.’ The Captain ran 
off. 
 Beesely put a hand on Mr Grey’s shoulder. ‘Have 
some bad news for you.’ Grey’s features hardened 
quickly. Beesely continued, ‘Herr Mole triggered a booby-
trap … got it full in the face by all accounts.’ 
 Grey lowered his head, placing his hands on his hips. 
‘He was a good man, sir. Heart of lion in a small body.’ 
Lifting his head he added, ‘He told me about the woman, 
in case he was killed in the States.’ 
 Beesely nodded. ‘We know. We’ll do the best we can 
for her.’ 
 ‘Can’t take revenge on a sixty year old trap,’ Grey 
quietly pointed out, turning and walking off. 
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 Otto pointed down the road. ‘Now comes the quick 
talking.’ 
 Beesely squinted down the road as a convoy 
approached. The police were saluting, so that meant Czech 
authorities. ‘Make sure that guns are not visible, especially 
anything bigger than a pistol, and even then. Any guards 
inside or around visitors must be unarmed.’ 
 Otto lifted his phone as Beesely stepped forwards. 
 After much debate as to where to park the lead vehicle 
parked on the side of the road. Suited bodyguards started 
to emerge, followed by two aged Army officers. Their 
slow egress was interrupted slightly by a K2 helicopter 
coming in to land, rapidly followed by another. 
 Shooting the helicopters an irritated look Beesely 
greeted the new arrivals. ‘I’m Sir Morris Beesely.’ 
 The first man shook his hand. ‘I am Minister Novak.’ 
 ‘Thank you for attending, Minister. Novak - newcomer 
to the village, as with Newman in English?’ 
 ‘You know Czech names.’ 
 ‘It’s Slavic, quite common.’  
 Novak gave Beesely a look that suggested he would 
rather be somewhere else, or anywhere else. ‘Mr Beesely, 
this is Mr Sobek, our Minister for Foreign Affairs.’ 
Beesely shook the man’s hand, the two men bowing 
towards each other politely. ‘And this is General Martinek 
and General Mlynar.’ 
 ‘I’m sorry to have inconvenienced you all with this 
discovery,’ Beesely offered as Otto stepped up. 
 General Martinek shrugged slightly. ‘We have looked 
for this place for fifty years, so it is not the inconvenience 
as you say - perhaps the relief.’ His English was almost 
perfect. 
 The new arrivals noticed the American soldiers.  
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‘The decontamination team?’ Novak enquired. 
‘Yes,’ Beesely answered. ‘And a bomb disposal team. 

There appear to be booby-traps in the cave.’ 
‘Left behind by the Russians?’ General Martinek 

puzzled. 
‘So it would appear,’ Beesely responded as Otto 

stepped up. ‘This is my number two, Otto, in charge of 
logistics. If you will come inside, gentlemen, we have a 
map room set up and some refreshments for you.’ Beesely 
led them inside. At the map table the visitors assembled, 
each taking a peek at the layout of the area and the cave. 

‘Heavy equipment is on its way,’ Mr Novak flatly 
pointed out. 

‘I am very grateful,’ Beesely said with a hand on 
Novak’s arm. ‘My people will direct them to the main 
entrance. It is quite a rock fall and could take a day or so 
to clear. And we will pick up any costs.’ 

Minister Blaum entered with the Swiss Ambassador to 
the Czech Republic, plus the Czech Ambassador to 
Switzerland. They greeted and introduced each other. 

‘Glad you could make it,’ Beesely told Blaum as they 
shook hands. 

‘Least I can do. Any news?’ 
Beesely shook his head, offering a worried look. 
‘And the entrance has radiation?’ Blaum quietly asked. 
‘Afraid so,’ Beesely affirmed. 
Refreshments were brought in by guards and offered 

around. 
‘Gentlemen, if you will be seated,’ Beesely called. 
Novak’s expression suggested that someone was 

overstepping his authority, but sat along with the rest. 
When the group had settled, Beesely finally sat. ‘First, 

may I thank you all for attending here today, and 
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apologies for any inconvenience caused. For the benefit of 
everyone I will first recap on just who we are and what has 
happened. I am Sir Morris Beesely, the owner of The 
International Bank of Zurich, Switzerland, but I am 
English.  

‘I purchased this property - actually acquired it free on 
condition that we renovate it and turn it into a hotel - and 
we arrived here this morning to have a look at it. Some of 
my staff drove up the hill to have a look around, since we 
are interested in buying the land around this chateau. 

‘They discovered a cave entrance and ventured inside, 
the start of this problem. They found several skeletons in 
the cave entrance and so investigated further. They then 
found a large room with smooth concrete walls, inside of 
which was a car and lorry dating back to 1949. Strange 
thing was, there was no way out for the lorry or car - they 
had been walled in - just a small door for a man to walk 
through.’ 

‘They were walled in?’ Novak queried. 
‘Hard to say why at the moment, but one of the walls 

of this large room was false and we made a hole into it 
after our people got trapped.’ 

‘How, exactly, did they get trapped?’ Novak enquired. 
Beesely explained, ‘There was a small door in this 

large room. Two people stepped through and triggered a 
shutter door that trapped them inside.’ 

‘It was deliberate, no accident?’ Blaum enquired. 
‘No, quite deliberate by the looks of it. No way to open 

the door from either side, so clearly a trap.’ 
‘And this hole you made?’ Novak nudged. 
‘Our people reported twelve suitcases inside, nothing 

else. One of our people detected radiation –’ 
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‘How ... did they detect radiation?’ Novak probed. 
‘You carry Geiger counters wherever you go?’ 

Beesely forced a smile. ‘No, of course not. The people 
trapped inside sent a message out, telling us of the Russian 
facility inside.’ 

‘And if they are trapped,’ Novak continued, ‘how did 
you get the message?’ 

‘Through the metal door trapping them.’ Beesely 
rapped out SOS in Morse Code on the table. 

‘Fortunate that they were expert in this code,’ Novak 
noted. ‘What, may I enquire, is the background of the 
people inside?’ 

Again Beesely forced a smile. ‘Trapped inside is my 
driver and his twelve your old adopted son.’ 

That surprised Novak. He was momentarily taken 
aback. ‘And this … driver knows this military code?’ 
Novak pressed, folding his arms. 

Beesely focused on Novak. ‘He is ex-military, so yes. 
When we got the message we flew in a Geiger counter, 
just an hour from Zurich. It detected the radiation. But 
when one of my people stepped into the small room 
something exploded, killing the man. A second man was 
killed when the metal shutter came down, it cut him in 
half.’ 

‘My God,’ Blaum let out. 
‘And when, exactly, did you decide to contact the 

authorities?’ Novak enquired. 
‘As soon as we discovered the radiation. That’s when I 

called you.’ 
Novak straightened. ‘And within fifteen minutes my 

President had a call from the US State Department asking 
that we co-operate with you.’ 
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Beesely took a moment. ‘I realised we would need 
them. You see, Mr Novak, I know a thing or two about 
military history and I judged that, by the description of the 
inside of the complex and the radiation, that it was a dirty 
bomb facility.’ 

‘Dirty bomb?’ one of Generals repeated. 
‘Inside the cave entrance, behind a false wall, are 

twelve suitcases which, I believe, have uranium powder 
inside. The powder came from Nazi uranium captured by 
the Russians in 1945 - the start of their nuclear 
development programme. The plan was, I believe, the 
same for the Germans in 1945 as it was for the Russians in 
1946 - drop the radioactive powder over London or Paris, 
make a lot of people sick. That … is a dirty bomb in its 
original sense.’ 
 

2 
 

Ten minutes later the Captain stepped down from a Range 
Rover, the car pulling quickly off. With Geiger counter in 
hand he made his way as quick as he could waddle in his 
cumbersome suit up the wooded track, now clear of K2 
staff. At the cave entrance he stopped and assessed the 
scene, waving the Geiger counter about and adjusting 
settings. It registered as clear. In he went. 
 The dust was settling, but it the air was still fogged, his 
large suit scraping noisily along the walls. He slowed his 
progress and eased in his shoulders, accidentally stepping 
on the first skeleton, which was now the worse for wear. 
‘Jesus!’ 

Beyond the first metal door he stopped and checked 
the water. It was, thankfully, clear of radiation - but a 
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concern; the water was going somewhere and could 
contaminate the local water table. 
 At the edge of the large room he got his first radiation 
reading, a slight elevation. Breathing loudly through his 
built-in filter he stepped into the chamber, shining his 
torch about and noting the lights already there. Then he 
stepped on something, backed up and bent forward, 
finding a human hand. ‘Jesus!’ he repeated. Surveying the 
room he carefully assessed his readings, the only elevated 
source drawing him to the enlarged hole in the wall.  
 Kneeling as best he could he operated the Geiger 
counter in front of the hole to the suitcase annex. The 
reading came in moderately high, but in this suit he had at 
least twenty minutes of safe exposure, he estimated. The 
lower half of the hole appeared smooth enough, so he 
risked it and crawled slowly and carefully in. Standing, he 
delicately manoeuvred his torch, looking for booby-traps.  

He noted many suitcases across the floor, some closed, 
several open. Leaning across one he could see the exposed 
booby-trap, its wires and explosives. It was a simple set 
up; dated, but effective. The wire movement caused a 
slight spark, which set-off the explosive housed in durable 
plastic. Whoever set it knew what they were doing, he 
considered. And these were made simple - to last to the 
test of time. 
 Inside each case he noted a metal sphere, the cause of 
the radiation. Examining one carefully he noted a screw 
thread, a simple twist off. Whatever was emitting the 
radiation lay inside the small spheres.  
 Then he noticed an isolated sphere on the floor, well 
away from any suitcase. He lifted it and examined the 
thread. Discounting a booby-trap mechanism actually 
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working - having been in close proximity to radiation for 
sixty years - he unscrewed it.  
 It was stiff. He applied more force. 
 It squeaked. He increased the pressure. 
 It squeaked again.  
 With one gloved hand above, one below, he turned the 
top counter-clockwise, his loud breathing distracting him, 
his visibility limited. Finally it gave, revealing a thread 
just a few millimetres thick. Lifting one side he peered in, 
angling the small light on the side of his helmet. 
 Inside the sphere he noticed fine metal shards, tiny 
pieces no more than a few millimetres across. And no 
booby-trap. Whilst holding the sphere carefully he 
lowered it so that it was exposed to his Geiger counter. 
The reading came in high, but low compared to what that 
required for a nuclear bomb or would be emitted by a 
nuclear reactor. 
 He screwed it back up, one gentle turn, and placed it 
down. Back outside he waddled down the hill fifty yards 
to his waiting men, Mr Grey sat on the roof of a vehicle.  

‘You hear me?’ the Captain asked over his suit radio, 
sweat now dripping down his face. 
 ‘Yes, sir?’ came from the team’s sergeant. 
 ‘The radiation is below nuke bomb levels, it’s a finally 
machined metal, almost a powder, dirty bomb standards. 
It’s all in a dozen small spheres, six inches diameter, 
simple twist off.’ 
 ‘What about booby-traps, sir?’ 
 ‘The suitcases have simple pull-friction sparkers with a 
quarter pound of explosive in plastic. Looks like four or 
five of the twelve have blown.’  

As he reached his men they began to pour buckets of 
water over his suit, improvised decontamination.  
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He continued, ‘If the cases are brought out closed it 
shouldn’t be a problem. Explosive is not enough to rupture 
the spheres.’ 
 Grey lifted his radio. ‘So the traps are for inquisitive 
visitors, not part of the dirty bomb?’ 
 ‘Seems that way.’ 
 ‘Suit up boys,’ Grey calmly ordered. ‘We’ll blow the 
boob-traps just outside the cave entrance.’ 

 
* * * 

 
Beesely took the call then addressed the assembly. ‘I’m 
afraid that we have confirmed it, radioactive powder. But 
the area is contained and there is no radiation outside of 
the cave, in the water or the air.’  

The assembled dignitaries were relieved. Even Novak.  
Beesely continued, ‘The radioactive material will be 

removed and placed into suitable containers and handed to 
your people, Minister.’ 
 ‘We are handing it to the Americans,’ Novak admitted. 
‘They are sending a plane.’ 
 Beesely studied him for a moment. ‘After that the 
Americans will make-safe the explosives. Then, hopefully, 
we can press on with freeing our people. After that comes 
the real work ... and the real problems.’ 
 ‘What problems?’ Novak unhappily enquired. 
 ‘We don’t know what else is inside,’ Beesely pointed 
out. ‘There could be a lot more radioactive material in 
there.’ 

 
3 
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The half-track’s 88mm recoilless rifle appeared to be in 
good condition. Its mechanism was purely mechanical, 
nothing electrical or chemical to worry about, it was 
basically just a long tube. 

Thomas fetched more paraffin from the shop and 
grabbed some cloth, wrapping the end of a large cleaning 
rod with thin cloth before dousing it in paraffin. As a co-
ordinated team they shoved it in, twisted then pushed; 
shove twist, shove twist.  

A minute later it emerged from the far end, Johno 
reaching up and pulling out the rod and letting it drop to 
the floor. With Thomas shining a torch down the barrel he 
peered inside. 

‘It’s OK,’ he suggested, his words echoing oddly down 
the tube. ‘Clean and smooth.’ 

Next they tackled the shells, Thomas given the task of 
cleaning the brass casing with paraffin as Johno checked 
the firing mechanism and closing latch. All seemed to be 
in order. The original piece of cord used as a trigger was 
rotten and so they fashioned a piece of wire to it, followed 
by a length of rope, allowing the firer to be a long way 
back. 

Finally Johno loaded a shell, closed the latch and 
clambered over the side, the weapon now pointing at the 
first set of metal doors, dead centre, the hope being to hit 
the second set once these had gone. 

‘Ready?’ he asked as he neared the Sherman tank. 
Thomas peered out of the top hatch wearing an 

oversized helmet that he had found inside. He nodded, his 
ears now bunged with cloth. Johno took up station beyond 
the tank, Thomas watching him progress.  

Finally Johno put his hands over his ears, looked up 
and nodded. Thomas lowered himself into the turret and 



117 

yanked hard. Nothing. He tugged again. Nothing. He 
tugged harder, the wire breaking lose. 

‘It’s an old shell!’ Johno shouted. ‘Worth a go.’ 
Disappointed, and cursing in German, Thomas 

clambered out of the tank, accepting a hand down from 
Johno and unplugging his ears. 

‘C’mon,’ Johno encouraged. ‘Plenty more stuff in here 
to try.’ He clambered awkwardly up onto the half-track, 
tapped the mechanism and tugged the wire. 

A bright flash was followed by a deafening bang, the 
flash leaving a stark and detailed image on Johno’s retina 
of the cavern, corners and features previously not seen. 

The blast was not much, certainly not life threatening 
to him or the original wartime operators that this weapon 
had been used by, but his ears were ringing as he peered 
towards the hole now in the slopping metal doors, figuring 
it to be around nine inches in diameter. He jumped quickly 
down, lifting Thomas up off the wet floor. They ran to the 
gap under the metal door and slid under, standing and 
staring at the far door. They couldn’t see it and so 
crunched briskly through the glass with lamps 
outstretched. As with the first door that had been hit by the 
shell this one had a hole around nine inches in diameter. It 
was, however, in a reasonable position to reach the bolt on 
the other side.  

Realising that he was not tall enough Johno grabbed a 
clock with the help of Thomas, stacking two against the 
doors. Johno jumped up, stuck an arm through as far as he 
could and shouted, ‘I can reach it!’ He did not have much 
leverage but alternated the metal handle up and down, the 
old bolt protesting its disturbance with a sharp metallic 
squeak. It proved hard work and he started to glisten. 
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After ten minutes arduous work something popped, the 
left door opening an inch. Thomas put his shoulder into it, 
shoving as Johno stepped down breathing hard. They both 
pushed until they had opened a twelve-inch gap. With 
lamps outstretched they squeezed quickly through. They 
keenly stared ahead through the gloom, then turned and 
glanced at each other. 

‘Bloody … hell,’ Johno let out. 
 

4 
 
Otto led Beesely to the next room when the meeting broke 
for toilet use. ‘This man Novak, we should have him 
removed,’ he suggested in a whisper. 

‘May be a little premature. He seems ... difficult, but 
we are walking all over his country.’ Otto seemed 
unconvinced. Beesely added, whispering, ‘There are 
probably dead Germans in there, so send for Wilhelm or a 
senior German official, they have a lot if influence with 
the Czechs. We’ll gang up on him.’ 

Otto brightened a little and nodded. They returned to 
the ‘map room’. Novak lowered his phone, looking even 
more disgruntled than before. 

‘Problems,’ Beesely gently enquired. 
‘That was the Russian Ambassador,’ he informed the 

room. ‘They know there are dead Russians in there and 
they are insisting that the remains be handed over.’ 

‘That seems reasonable,’ Beesely suggested. ‘What is 
the normal practice when fifty year old Russian soldiers 
are found?’ 

‘I ... am not aware of the Russians asking us for such a 
thing before,’ Novak admitted. He turned to an Army 
general. That man had not dealt with such a matter either. 
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Beesely made a face. ‘It’s not my responsibility, or 
area of interest, Minister, but it seems reasonable for them 
to ask for their dead back. But it is a little … one sided.’ 

‘One sided?’ Novak repeated with a quizzical 
expression. 

‘Well, here we are ... risking our lives to 
decontaminate this place and rescue our people, then clean 
up the mess that the Russians left behind. And all the time 
they have the plans for that cave and could help us gain 
entry and disarm any booby-traps at the same time.’ 

Novak and his Foreign Minister brightened, standing 
and glancing at each other. ‘You are correct,’ Novak 
affirmed. ‘They should help!’ The Foreign Minister raised 
his mobile and stepped out. 

 
* * * 

 
The Czech mining experts stood at the main entrance 
along with K2 staff, all with hands on hips. 
 ‘It looks like it was blown up,’ a man suggested. 
 ‘We think so,’ a K2 man offered. 

‘Which means, as we remove the rocks, more will 
fall,’ the mining engineer unhappily pointed out. 

‘You each get a thousand euro a day bonus,’ the K2 
man pointed out. 

They got to work. 
 

5 
 
 ‘What is it?’ Thomas asked. 
 ‘It’s a German rocket plane, intact and good condition. 
Shit.’ 
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 They approached and inspected the aircraft. The 
cockpit glass rested open, Johno lifting Thomas for a 
quick peek inside. 
 ‘It’s like other planes,’ Thomas noted. ‘Many dials.’ 
 ‘Well ahead of its time,’ Johno pointed out as he ran a 
hand over the wing. ‘Swept delta wing, rocket engine.’ He 
lifted his lamp and surveyed the rest of the room. He could 
see the outlines of more memorabilia through the gloom, 
boxes against the walls, paintings, some rifles from the 
Second World War, some swords. Beyond the jet-fighter 
stood a ... Volkswagen camper van. He stopped dead and 
stared, mouth open. 
 ‘What is it?’ Thomas asked when noticed Johno’s 
look. ‘Is it dang-er-ous?’ 
 ‘Depends on the type of girl you get in there.’ 
 Thomas walked forwards, puzzled. ‘I have seen this 
many times. Not dang-er-ous.’ He pressed hard with his 
thumb at the key button, tugged several times and 
managed to open a door and poke his head inside.  

Johno opened the driver’s door and sat inside. ‘This 
takes me back.’ 

‘You know this car?’ 
‘Yeah, it dates to 1965 - or later. My mate had one 

around 1984.’ 
‘Someone was here, after 1950?’ Thomas surmised. 
‘Oh, yeah, this collection was being appreciated long 

after 1956 - by someone who didn’t mind ghosts or 
bodies. Well, either didn’t mind, or didn’t give a shit.’ 
Thomas looked up, not understanding. Johno explained, 
‘The people who brought this car here, they knew about 
the bodies.’ Johno stared ahead, a heavy frown creasing 
his brow. 
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They jumped down into an inch of cold water and 
walked past a lorry to the next set of doors. 

‘What is it?’ Thomas asked. 
‘Stay back!’ Johno snapped as he drew level. ‘There’s 

a booby trap wired to the doors.’ 
‘It is a stupid trap, we can see it!’ 
Johno frowned at it through the dim light, turning and 

staring back down the cavernous enclosure before making 
eye contact with a curios Thomas. ‘It is meant for people 
coming in through the doors the other way, not this way.’ 

‘I don’t understand.’  
‘We’re inside,’ Johno suggested. ‘Whoever locked 

those doors didn’t go out this way.’ He carefully checked 
the mechanism and wires to see if someone could have set 
them before pulling the doors closed behind them. 

‘Inside?’ Thomas repeated, still confused. 
Johno turned. ‘There’s another way out.’ 
‘The way we came in?’ 
‘No, I don’t think so. Someone using that would risk 

bringing down that metal sheet. Besides, it was blocked up 
a long time. You remember the skeletons in the first part?’ 

‘Yes, there were three.’ 
‘And they died from the gas. So the stiffs were in here, 

managing to run out that way, and they wouldn’t run that 
way if they knew about the metal shutter or the entrance 
being blocked. They ran that way because that was an 
entrance in use, maybe up to 1956.’ 

‘The people who killed them, they closed the tunnel?’ 
‘I think so, and put that metal sheet there - or at least 

set it as a trap, after the Russians were dead. Odd thing is, 
the bodies.’ 

‘Why?’ 
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‘Why leave them? They would smell bad … and are 
bad for your health,’ Johno explained. ‘And more to the 
point there’re none here, in these rooms.’ He considered it, 
running a hand over his moustache. 

‘Skeletons are not bad for you ... these do not smell?’ 
‘Which means,’ Johno quietly puzzled, ‘they blocked 

up the entrance, and somebody came back later - maybe 
ten years.’ 

‘The people who killed them?’ 
‘Or somebody else, someone who knew about it. The 

Volkswagen camper van was maybe 1964, so that’s ten 
years later. And those padlocks look later again.’ 

‘But they stopped visiting the tanks?’ 
Johno stared back down the room towards the 

memorabilia. ‘The tanks haven’t been visited for a long 
time, maybe thirty years or more. Someone was here 
around 1964 ...  for a few years maybe. After that ... they 
stopped coming.’ 

‘But why, if these things are good money?’ Thomas 
asked in his accented voice. 

‘Good … question. And one I aim to answer, Boy 
Wonder.’ Thomas smiled. ‘OK, there’s another way out, 
something hidden. We need to find it.’ 

‘The bear knows!’ 
‘I’m starting to think he might,’ Johno said as they 

started walking. ‘Where is the little bugger?’ 
‘He went towards the village.’ 
Johno stopped. ‘OK, you take this wall, always left. 

Look for a secret passage or door. I’ll be on the right. 
OK?’ 

Thomas quickly trotted to the far left corner and held 
up his lamp, checking the smooth concrete walls as he 
slowly advanced. Johno turned and doubled back to the 
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right hand corner to begin a parallel process. They moved 
boxes away from the walls, checking high and low. They 
even checked behind the oil paintings. It took thirty 
minutes before they met back at the doors having found 
nothing of interest. 

The chandelier room offered little promise, but the 
room was relatively bare in comparison to the others and 
so quicker to check. Thomas knocked over many clocks in 
sequence, checking behind them. Johno checked the 
opposite side, behind some heavy boxes, again finding 
nothing. 

In the tank room they started the process again, 
Thomas warned to be very careful. They moved boxes, 
shone torches at shadows up the walls and banged at the 
concrete with hammers. The room took forty minutes and 
they were both suffering. 

‘Nothing?’ Johno asked as they met at the broken 
doors.  

Thomas shook his head, clearly dejected.  
‘Can you check under the vehicles for me?’ Johno 

quietly asked. ‘My knee’s hurting.’ 
Thomas sighed and headed back, ducking under each 

vehicle and looking for a trap door, but not finding any. 
He squeezed under the doors five minutes later, Johno 
emerging from the ground level offices on the right.  

‘OK?’ Johno called, his words echoing. 
Thomas gave a lazy ‘thumbs up’ in front of his torch, 

stoically starting on the first office on the left and offering 
a tired ‘hello’ to each skeleton in turn as they sat at their 
desks.  

They met at the door to the village, Johno putting a 
hand on the boy’s shoulder. ‘We’ll check the village, then 
a nice cuppa, eh?’ The lack of a response quickly became 
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a worry. The boy was tired and cold and had been in this 
stale air for almost six hours. 

They both checked the well. It obviously went 
somewhere, but would that be out? 

‘A small person can go down there,’ Thomas quietly 
offered, the energy gone from his voice. 

‘They couldn’t have used that to move equipment in 
and out. Whoever came and went brought lights and other 
bits of equipment.’ 

They tapped the walls behind the well and then entered 
the cottage together, examining the walls and stamping on 
the floor. They even checked the thatch roof. 

Next came the ironmongers. Wooden shelves 
prevented them accessing the back walls and so they 
pulled them down with a clatter, finding just concrete 
behind. The ladies dress shop offered similar shelves, the 
back wall painted. They tapped away hard with hammers, 
finding nothing. The butchers had a wooden panel at the 
rear covering one half and oddly out of character with the 
rest of the shop. Johno jammed his hammer behind the 
edge of the wood and ripped it off. Again nothing. 

‘What is it?’ Thomas asked, pointing. 
Johno focused on the bare concrete wall where 

Thomas held a finger, moving his lamp closer. On the wall 
Johno noted a mark, a snaking line with a ‘H’ letter 
through the middle of it. He rubbed his fingers over the 
mark. ‘It’s a ‘concrete signature’. I had a friend who was a 
builder, he did them sometimes, somewhere inside where 
you couldn’t see it.’ 

‘Graf-eee-teee,’ Thomas carefully pronounced. Badly. 
‘No, it says who did it. Pride in their work.’ 
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Finally they reclaimed the ‘comfy’ house, making a 
fire and sitting. Thomas fetched more water and they 
‘brewed up’ British Army style. 

Ten minutes later, just as they were getting drowsy, 
little Steak could be heard, wandering in a few seconds 
later. Johno let his hand down, the bear cub licking it 
briefly before it jumped up onto him. He frowned strongly 
at the bear. 

‘He will not bite you,’ Thomas said, peering out from 
under heavy eyelids. 

‘I like this bear,’ Johno stated. He lifted a leaf off the 
bears back and held it for Thomas to see. 

‘What is it?’ 
‘Have you seen any bushes in here?’ 
‘He was outside?’ 
‘Recently. Now all we have to do is to follow him to 

wherever he goes, when he decides to go there.’ 
They sighed together, staring at the bear cub as it 

promptly fell asleep. Very gently, Johno lifted the dozy 
bear onto Thomas.  

‘Give him half an hour,’ Johno whispered. ‘I am going 
to check the village.’ He left on tiptoes. 

The pub did not reveal a secret passage, but another 
Whisky warmed his insides. The wall next to the bar got 
quietly tapped, nothing revealed. The bank offered up a 
small amount of old currency, some notes and coins, but 
no secret rooms or doorways. Then came the gap in 
between the buildings, earnestly tapped high and low.  

The schoolrooms teasingly offered rotting wooden 
panels in all the rooms. Johno tapped a few, ripping one 
out before tapping the remainder in the second classroom, 
smashing numerous holes into the rotten wood and 
revealing the concrete hidden behind. There remained only 
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the mini-cloakroom. He tapped the back panel, finding it 
hollow; distinctly, welcomingly hollow. 

He stepped back, turned up the wick in the lamp and 
carefully surveyed the area. A small handle, easily missed. 
With a deep breath he pulled on it, clicking some internal 
mechanism and opening the door. The next sound he 
recognised. Ping! 

Turning, he ran through the door, taking two big steps 
as he dropped the lamp, diving head first as the grenade 
detonated. 
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A Twix, a Rollo and the Mars bar 
 

1 
 

‘No!’ Thomas screamed at the top of his voice as he ran 
towards Johno’s seemingly lifeless body, a plume of 
smoke coming from the school. He slid to a halt, dropped 
his lamp with a clatter and tried to turn Johno over. 
Johno’s lamp lay broken and on its side but still alight, 
offering some extra illumination from its flickering flame. 

Johno groaned as Thomas used all his might to turn 
him, blood coming from Johno’s nose and lips. ‘My arse,’ 
he whispered. 

‘What?’ Thomas shouted, his eyes now full of tears.  
‘My ... arse.’ 
Thomas patted Johno’s bum, finding it warm and wet. 

Lifting his hand he could see it was blood. ‘You are hurt!’ 
he screamed. 

‘I’ll live. Calm down.’ Little Steak licked Johno’s face, 
causing him to laugh. ‘Ain’t dead yet, fucker. Shoo!’ 

Thomas laughed through the tears. 
‘Help me up,’ Johno urged in a laboured whisper, 

Thomas using all his strength to get Johno to his hands 
and knees, easing him upright. ‘Get the first aid kit.’ 

‘Where did we put it?’ 
‘By the second door, on the right, I think,’ Johno 

managed to get out. ‘I’ll be in the house.’ He forced 
himself fully upright. Thomas ran off, chased by a 
complaining Steak. 

Johno hobbled along, holding his butt cheeks with a 
hand. In their new home he was greeted by the warm and 
welcoming orange glow from the fire. Painfully, he 
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dropped his trousers, running his hand over the cheeks. He 
was now bleeding badly. 

Hurried footsteps and a complaining bear signalled 
Thomas’s return. ‘God!’ the boy gasped. 

‘Never seen a man’s arse before?’ Johno croaked. 
‘You are hurt bad!’ He placed the first aid kit on the 

table.  
Johno opened it with blood soaked fingers. He ripped 

open a sterile pad and wiped the blood as best he could. 
Next he passed Thomas a tube of anti-septic cream. 
‘This’ll have to do. Spread it onto the cuts.’ 

‘They are bleeding.’ 
‘Do it anyway,’ Johno encouraged, emptying the first 

aid kit. He retrieved a suture and hook-nosed needle kit. 
Next came the tricky bit. Thomas fetched water and 

cleaned the wounds, applying more cream. Now he had to 
do what he was told. Exactly. Johno handed him a 
threaded needle and explained in great detail.  

The screams scared the bear out of the house and 
echoed around the cavern, bouncing off the village walls 
and repeating. 

 
Johno gently examined the band-aids on his butt cheeks. 
‘Good job,’ he croaked, his voice going. ‘Hope you did 
good stitches, I don’t want any scars!’ He eased down 
onto the damp sofa, lying on his side. ‘Whisky, from the 
bar, bottle on the counter.’ 
 Thomas diligently fetched the bottle, pouring some 
into a cup and handing it to Johno.  

The wounded grown-up gulped down the drink and 
loudly exhaled. ‘Ah, much better. You did a good job,’ he 
commended, waving the cup. Thomas poured more 
whisky, appreciatively gulped down. Johno closed his 
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eyes and eased back, roused a moment later by his little 
charge cleaning the blood off his nose and lips and 
applying cream before fixing numerous band-aids. 
 ‘Now you look normal,’ Thomas offered. They both 
laughed. 
 ‘You got an alarm on your wrist watch?’ 
 ‘Yes, and mobile phone.’  
 ‘Set it for one hour, let me sleep. You get some rest as 
well.’ 
 Thomas took the empty cup off the injured grown-up 
and placed some cloth over him as a blanket. ‘You sleep.’ 
 
A noise brought Thomas around an hour later. He had 
been dozing, Steak fast asleep next to Johno. His patient’s 
mouth hung open, the wounded hero breathing loudly.  

Another noise. Where the rescuers breaking through?  
He quietly eased up, putting more wood on the ebbing 

fire before stepping quietly out, turning up the wick on a 
lamp. In the middle of the village street he stood and 
listened. The sound seemed to be coming from the office 
block cavern. 
 Stepping through the wooden door he was startled 
when something hit the floor up ahead, an odd sound 
issued. He held out the lamp and tapped his holstered 
pistol before bravely walking forwards and negotiating the 
skeletons. 
 Near the tin that Johno had said killed all the people 
lay a Mars bar. Then he spotted a packet of Rollo and a 
Twix. He snatched them up and pocketed them, straining 
to look up and seeing the next packet fall. He almost 
caught it, snatching at the air with a huge smile. Glucose 
tablets. 
 ‘Thank you!’ he shouted. 
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 An oddly distorted voice echoed down the air vent, but 
he could not understand it. Checking the floor he found 
another two packets of glucose tablets and another Mars 
bar. Next came a packet of cigarettes with a lighter stuffed 
inside. It made him smile as he pocketed it, Johno would 
be pleased. 
 After a minute wait, looking up, nothing more came 
down. He carefully checked the area around the tin, not 
finding any additional goodies. Then came a metallic 
clank from above. He waited, breathing loudly, as the 
sounds grew. He peered up through the gloom, stepping 
back and sideways for a better look up at the black cavern 
roof. 
 A clinking sound wafted and echoed around the 
cavern. Then he noticed something being lowered down 
on a piece of wire. Slowly it inched down, before speeding 
up and landing right in his hand. Smiling widely he 
pressed the TRANSMIT button on the side. ‘Hello?’ 
 ‘Thomas?’ crackled a man’s voice. 
 ‘Yes, who’s that?’ 
 ‘It’s Simon, big Simon, you know me.’ 
 ‘Yes, I remember. You have come to rescue us?’ 
 ‘Where is Johno?’ 
 ‘He is sleeping. There was a bomb and he was hurt in 
the arse.’ Thomas paused, but no response came back. 
‘Hello?’ 
 ‘Yes, we are still here. Is Johno hurt bad?’ 
 ‘No, he says he will be OK. I did the stitches on his 
skin and he screamed like a baby!’ 
 ‘You just hang on, we are looking for a way to get you 
out.’ 
 ‘What about the big metal door? Johno said you would 
burn it.’ 
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 Simon paused before answering. ‘We cannot go into 
that tunnel, it is radioactive. You understand?’ 
 ‘Radiation? Yes, Johno said this was a Russian bomb 
factory, 1950.’ 
 ‘What else is down there, Thomas?’ 
 ‘Uh ... there is room for machines and making things, 
then there is the village –’ 
 ‘Village?’ 
 ‘Yes, it’s a little English village in a big room. Johno 
says that the Russians and Germans … they trained spies 
here for going to England.’ 
 ‘What else?’ 
 ‘There is a room of offices and a hundred dead 
people.’ 
 ‘Dead?’ crackled the voice. 
 ‘Skeletons, like the first tunnel. Then there is a room 
with a tank and a submarine, a tank and bombs and rockets 
in,’ he excitedly reported. ‘Then a room of clocks and a 
glitter ball for Abba and a door with a bomb on it we did 
not go through.’ 
 ‘OK, Thomas, listen. We will be here all the time. 
When Johno is awake … use this radio, OK?’ 
 ‘Yes. Can you send some British Army tea-bags and 
sugar?’ 
 ‘Oh ... er ... hold on.’ The voice crackled off. 
 He waited. 
 Something soft hit him on the head a minute later. He 
bent and picked it up. A tea bag. Next came a small white 
packet of sugar. 
  

2 
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Otto took the message from Simon. He lowered the phone 
as they sat in the chateau’s garden, the sun low in the sky. 
‘I think maybe the Russians may now wish to help.’ 
 Beesely slowly raised his head. ‘Really. Why?’ 
 ‘A hundred or more dead Russians down there.’ 
 Beesely’s eyebrows shot up. ‘A hundred?’ He glanced 
at the stream. ‘Dear God. What else?’ 
 ‘Johno is hurt, not badly according to Thomas.’ 
 ‘Hurt how? A booby-trap?’ 
 Otto offered Beesely a pained expression. ‘A grenade 
into his backside.’ 
 Beesely winched and breathed in sharply. ‘It would be 
old and dirty metal, so septicaemia will set in. He’ll go 
into shock in a day or two. He needs out before then or 
he’ll die.’ 
 Otto straightened, concerned. ‘Thomas reported also 
that there is a machine room.’ 
 Beesely nodded. ‘That adds up. Machine room and 
suitcase dirty bombs. All starting to fit now.’ 
 ‘He also reports a ... village inside a cavern.’ 
 ‘Village?’ Beesely puzzled. 
 ‘A re-creation of an English village. Johno says that 
German and Russian spies trained there, before going to 
England.’ 
 ‘Ah, now that’s making a lot more sense. Train the 
spies in English customs then drop them in with suitcase 
dirty bombs. I remember reading the report.’ 
 Otto tipped his head. ‘You read about this place?’ 
 ‘After the last war it was rumoured that the Germans 
had a pound or two of uranium, talk of it going by U-Boat 
to Japan. There was also talk of it, in fact plans found, to 
make radioactive powder and flying it over London and 
releasing the powder - last desperate act of Hitler in his 
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bunker. Those suitcases and that powder were to be hand 
delivered, spread around. Sixty years ahead of those Arabs 
the other week!’ He raised his phone. ‘Oliver Stanton, 
please.’ They waited. 
 ‘Beesely?’ 
 ‘Olly, we found it - suitcase powder dirty bombs, Nazi 
spy training facility, re-creation of an English village in 
the cave!’ 
 ‘Dear God, man, we’ll have to re-write some history 
books!’ 
 ‘That’s for certain. There are also a hundred dead 
Russians down there.’ 
 ‘A hundred? So not just some stragglers who got 
caught.’ 
 ‘You know what I’m thinking?’ Beesely posed. 
 ‘Comrade Stalin,’ Stanton confidently suggested. 
 ‘I’ll get back to you when I have more.’ Beesely hung 
up. 
 ‘What was that?’ Otto enquired. 
 ‘Stalin. He had a way of covering up various projects, 
maintaining secrecy by removing the research and then 
killing everyone involved.’ 
 ‘The Russians, they killed their own people?’ 
 Beesely seemed disappointed with the question. ‘Stalin 
killed more Russians than Hitler did, you should now 
that.’ 
 ‘I have read some of the history, yes. But why here?’ 
 ‘Cover his tracks, I suppose. Those suitcase dirty 
bombs were on their way to England. Desperate act of a 
desperate man.’ 
 ‘Desperate? Stalin or Hitler?’ 
 ‘Both, but for different reasons. After the war and up 
until around 1955 the Russians did not have an effective 
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nuclear bomb or way to deliver it to the west. Americans 
could have nuked Russia with no problem. Stalin knew it, 
so he had a few crazy plans, including our dirty bombs - 
Uranium grabbed from the Germans at the end of the war.’ 
 Otto was surprised, staring back. 
 ‘Yes,’ Beesely affirmed. ‘What’s in that cave was, I 
believe, ordered by Stalin himself, so to the execution of 
those Russians once the suitcases were ready. Sealed them 
into the wall with concrete, collapsed the cave and waited 
until they were needed. Odd bit is, they never came back 
for them.’ 
 ‘It is strange, yes. Thomas also said there are German 
weapons in there, a submarine with torpedoes.’ 
 ‘Submarine!’ Beesely snapped. ‘We’re land-locked 
here. Nearest ocean is bloody long way off!’ He frowned 
hard at the grass. ‘What else did he say?’ 
 ‘There are bombs, rockets and a tank.’ 
 ‘A tank?’ Beesely puzzled. ‘And rockets? Why the hell 
would the Russians allow stuff like that inside that place? 
Doesn’t make sense.’ 
 ‘Now that we have a radio link we can talk to Johno.’ 
Otto took a call. ‘The dirty bomb room has been cleared,’ 
he informed Beesely, just as distant explosions echoed 
down the valley. ‘That is the booby-traps being dealt with. 
One problem, the people with the metal cutting equipment 
will need to be in decontamination suits.’ 
 ‘Some residual radiation?’ 
 ‘A small amount, yes.’ 
 Beesely observed a Czech police helicopter. ‘Maybe 
Mr Grey or the Captain could cut the door.’ 
 ‘I will suggest it,’ Otto said, raising his phone. 
 ‘Be dark soon, have to move to that hotel.’ 
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Johno lifted his eyelids and sniffed, Thomas holding a cup 
under his nose. ‘Hey buddy,’ he quietly let out as his eyes 
focused on the brown liquid. ‘Smells like tea?’ 
 ‘It is! And sugar. And we have chocolate and 
something called glue-cooose’. 
 Johno eased upright and woke the poor emaciated bear 
as Thomas placed a Rollo into the cub’s mouth. ‘Where 
did this lot come from?’ 
 ‘They dropped it down the small hole,’ Thomas said, 
beaming a huge smile. ‘I spoke to them and asked for tea 
bags.’ 
 Johno sipped the tea, tested the temperature then took 
several quick gulps. ‘Ah ... that’s good,’ he let out, 
accepting a Mars bar from his little helper. The bar went in 
whole, chewed and swallowed, washed down with tea. 
Next he wolfed down half a pack of glucose tablets and 
eased slowly upright as the cub filled up on Rollos.  
 ‘More cigarettes,’ Thomas pointed out. 
 Johno lit up and stretched his back, carefully probing 
his butt cheeks. For the most part they were numb, which 
was not a good sign. He took a long drag and breathed out 
slowly. ‘OK, let’s go talk to the outside world, shall we?’ 
Thomas assisted Johno outside and to the office cavern.  

Johno pressed TRANSMIT on the dangling radio. 
‘How’s the weather up there, fuckers?’ 
 ‘Johno?’ crackled Simon’s voice. 
 ‘Who else? It’s just us two, the bear and the rats.’ 
 ‘Bear?’ 
 ‘Yeah, we got a bear stuck in here with us.’ 
 ‘Is it dangerous? You have your gun?’ 
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 ‘The only danger is that I kill it and eat it. Don’t worry, 
it only weighs about four kilos.’ 
 ‘A baby bear?’ 
 ‘Yeah. What’s been happening your end?’ 
 ‘Herr Mole was killed.’ 
 Johno lowered his head and breathed out hard, his 
shoulders dropping. They made eye contact, Thomas 
suddenly saddened. ‘How?’ he asked, still focused in the 
boy. 
 ‘There was a false wall, in the first room –’ 
 ‘I remember.’ 
 ‘Well, we made a hole and he went in. He said there 
were many suitcases in there, but we detected radiation –’ 

‘Radiation?’ 
‘Yes. Then there was an explosion. Now they are 

removing the radioactive material.’ 
‘That makes some sense. I found a machine room and 

an office complex here, complete with technical drawings, 
and they had radiation symbols on them. But I haven’t 
seen anything down here that could make any significant 
bomb - one small machine room and a dozen offices. And 
about thirty skeletons.’ 
 ‘These people, they were trapped inside?’ 
 ‘No.’ Johno glanced at Thomas. ‘Someone dropped a 
can of Nazi Zyklon-B down this air-vent.’ 
 Simon paused. ‘Are you sure?’ 
 Johno kicked the tin. ‘The tin is still here,’ he quietly 
stated. 
 ‘Someone closed the entrance after?’ 
 ‘Listen, there’s a Volkswagen camper van here, from 
maybe 1964.’ 
 ‘1964?’ 
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 ‘Yeah. So someone was visiting this place long after 
the people here died. I think they died around 1955. So 
someone came here ten years later, you understand?’ 
 ‘Yes. Is there any sign of recent use?’ 
 ‘No, nothing for at least thirty years. Listen, you got 
any C4?’ 
 ‘C4? No, not here. We had some detonation cord, but 
we used it to clear trees. And Johno, I don’t want to drop 
C4 down this shaft.’ 
 ‘We may need it to blow a door with booby traps on. 
There’s plenty of black powder down here and artillery 
shells, which still work.’ 
 ‘Still work? How do you know?’ 
 ‘I fired one through a couple of doors.’ 
 ‘Johno, you must be careful in there.’ 
 ‘Yes, mum. Listen, bring Beesely up-to-date, we’re 
going to find another way out. Don’t be surprised if we 
don’t make contact, we maybe a long way off. It’s large 
down here - very large! Oh, tell Beesely there is an 
original ME163 down here, and a mini-sub. Johno out.’ 
 They ambled back to their lounge, another ‘brew’ a 
necessity before the British Army decided on a course of 
action. 
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Beesely took the call. ‘An ME163, dear God! A mini-sub? 
Talk about re-writing the history books. What?’ Beesely 
listened, his face ashen. He hung up and faced Otto. 
 ‘Are you OK?’ Otto asked, now concerned. 
 ‘There’s a 1964 Volkswagen camper van in there!’ 
 Otto’s eyes widened. ‘Someone was here in 1964?’ 
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 ‘With an access point big enough to get a van in there. 
And I’m starting to think that all this Nazi memorabilia 
was not here when the Russians were using it - they would 
have had it away as trophies.’ 
 ‘It is very strange. I do not understand what happened 
here.’ 
 ‘That makes two of us,’ Beesely unhappily agreed. 
 Beesely’s phone rang. He listened. ‘OK, thank you.’ 
He faced Otto, his eyelids heavy. ‘The Russians were, 
apparently, killed with a tin of Zyklon-B.’ 
 Otto’s eyebrows shot up. ‘Zyklon-B? From 
Auschwitz?’ 
 Beesely lowered his head as he thought. ‘I suppose the 
Russians back then would have had a stock, they liberated 
the camps after all.’ 
 ‘And they used it on their own people?’ Otto asked in a 
strained whisper. 
 ‘Some of the things Stalin did would make you lose a 
lot of sleep,’ Beesely quietly stated, making firm eye 
contact. ‘Let’s break the bad news.’ 
 In the map room people were packing up and getting 
ready to head to the Spa Hotel or back to Prague. 
 ‘Gentleman, if I may have your attention,’ Beesely 
stiffly called.  

The assembled guests stopped what they were doing 
and faced him.  

‘We have some news from inside the complex, from 
our people trapped inside. We have managed to lower a 
radio with a wire connection down an airshaft. The 
complex is, apparently, very large inside. There is the re-
creation of an English village –’ the Czechs glanced at 
each other. ‘- which we think was used for the training of 
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spies in English traditions. There are some old pieces of 
old German armaments, including an original ME163.’  

Novak’s group were both surprised, and now intrigued.  
Beesely took a breath and straightened. ‘It would also 

appear that the hundred odd dead Russians down there 
were killed with a tin of Nazi Zyklon-B.’ 
 A chorus of shocked whispers shot around the room. 
 Beesely added, ‘I think, maybe, that the Russians 
covered their tracks and killed their scientists, then 
collapsed the cave entrances. The dirty bombs in the 
suitcases were left in a position where they could have 
been dug out and used later, if needed.’ 
 ‘That makes no sense,’ Blaum pondered, Novak 
agreeing. ‘Why not take them back to Russia, under guard. 
Why leave them here?’ 
 ‘That, gentlemen, is for the historians to find out, or 
maybe we can ask the Russians if they send someone. 
Anyway, we have rooms for all of you at the hotel, food 
and refreshments - all paid for by our bank for anyone 
who wishes to avail themselves of the facilities. We shall 
also arrange fresh shirts and clothes for you, gentlemen.’ 
 As they walked outside to their vehicles, all except the 
Army Generals indicated that they would be staying at the 
nearby Spa hotel. 
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‘We need to check for any other passages, just the 
machine room left,’ Johno commented, savouring the tea. 
 ‘Maybe the bear came in during the night, through the 
open tunnel,’ Thomas idly suggested. 
 ‘Of course! They opened the entrance last night and 
waited for us to arrive. The little bag-of-bones wandered 
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in, thinking it a nice cosy cave.’ He paused. ‘No, that 
don’t make sense, where did the leaf come from?’ 
 ‘It was on him before?’ 
 ‘No, we both stroked him several times. No leaf.’ 
 ‘So he knows a way out?’ 
 ‘Maybe. We’ll have a look.’ 
 The lamp faded and went out as they both observed its 
dying flame. Johno reached across and shook it, the lamp 
now empty, just an orange glow from the fire illuminating 
the room. ‘We’ll have to check the ironmongers for more 
paraffin.’ 
 ‘There are some small white tins,’ Thomas informed 
Johno, getting up and going before he had been asked, 
back a minute later with three tins. Twisting the rusty top 
off one Thomas recognised the smell. ‘It is the same 
smell.’ He opened the small nozzle on the empty lamp and 
carefully poured for twenty seconds. Closing the nozzle 
and unscrewing the warm glass he re-lit the wick with 
Johno’s lighter, the room bright again a moment later. 
 Johno cocked an eyebrow, an amused smile forming. 
‘Well then, I’ll just sit here while you find us a way out.’ 
 Thomas offered up a confident smile. ‘Me and Steak 
will check the machine room.’ 
 Johno eased up, wincing in agony. ‘With me watching 
close by,’ he forced out in a strained whisper. He arched 
his back. ‘C’mon, young Indiana Jones.’ 
 The walls between the village and the right-angled 
corridor revealed nothing other than damp concrete walls, 
no sign of any holes that Steak could have got in through 
or out of. But the cub disappeared in the machine room.  
 ‘He’s gone!’ Thomas shouted. 
 ‘Good, so there’s a hole here someplace.’ 
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 Starting inside the door, on the immediate left, they 
worked their way cautiously around. They knocked down 
a metal sheet with an almighty clatter but found nothing 
behind it. The walls leading to the large metal plate that 
trapped them were smooth and clear of obstructions. 
Beyond the plate, and the half-body, the walls were again 
smooth. They struggled to move a wooden set of shelves, 
letting them fall forwards and smash loudly, throwing up a 
cloud of dust. Nothing. They were back at the entrance. 
 ‘I don’t understand!’ Thomas complained, kicking the 
lathe whilst coughing out dust. 
 ‘If there’s no hole in the walls, then it’s in the floor, 
under something.’ 
 They started to search. Then there it was, a large drain 
with the grill moved off to one side. Carefully, inch-by-
inch, they eased under the lathe and pushed their lamps in. 
The mouth of the drain appeared big enough for Steak, 
maybe for Thomas at a squeeze, but looked far too 
dangerous to try. They eased back up.  
 ‘That leaves the big doors,’ Johno began, ‘which lead 
to the other collapsed entrance, or we try the dodgy school 
room.’ 
 ‘The school room has bombs!’ 
 ‘It’s the only way out, unless you want to wait for 
them to dig us out? This metal door would be quicker, but 
they can’t get near it because of the radiation. And that 
main entrance may take a week to get out of.’ 
 ‘They will send us food down the hole,’ Thomas 
suggested as they made for the exit. 
 ‘You want to stay here for a week?’ Johno quietly 
posed. 
 Thomas gave it some careful thought. ‘No.’ 
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 ‘Good, because my arse would infected before then 
and I’d be dead in … oh … about two days.’ 
 Thomas snapped his head up as they stepped back into 
the corridor. ‘You will die? We must go quickly to a 
doctor.’ 
 ‘Got no argument from me there, short-arse.’ Johno 
rested a hand on the boy’s shoulder as they walked back. 
 Outside the schoolhouse they stopped and stared at it.  
 ‘Right, young man, earn your bloody keep. Find some 
rocks, sticks, metal bars. Throw them down the 
passageway then run very quickly back here. Understand?’ 
 ‘Yes,’ Thomas enthusiastically replied as he ran into 
the ironmongers behind them, emerging a few seconds 
later with an arm full of garden tools, forks and spades. He 
dropped them with a clatter at the school entrance then 
lobbed the first spade down the passageway, ducking 
along the school’s brick wall. The clatter of metal on 
metal echoed up the passage, but no explosion followed. 
Next came a trowel, thrown hard. Again nothing. Then a 
large hammer, banging loudly down unseen metal steps. 
 ‘Drop your torch in,’ Johno suggested. ‘Gently.’ 
 Thomas stepped to within a foot of the entrance, 
shined the torch all round the inside then let it drop, 
rushing out. They waited, but nothing went bang. Johno 
stepped in, turning up his re-filled lamp. Carefully, they 
both checked the doorway to the secret passage.  

They found chiselled rock, with nowhere to hide a 
booby trap, the opening about the size of a large cupboard 
and housing the start of a spiralled metal staircase. 
Thomas’s torch lay visible around twelve feet down, 
illustrating the patterned metal steps cork-screwing 
downwards, no wires visible so far. 
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 Johno straightened and arched his back. ‘Go and fetch 
one of the ropes we brought in, the other torches and first 
aid packs.’ Thomas ran off as Johno leant against a wall, 
delicately probing his damp nether-regions and lighting 
up. 
 With a rope slung over a shoulder, torch and lamp in 
hand, metal helmet back on, explorer Thomas stood ready. 
With a huge smile, and a tap on Thomas’ helmet, Johno 
led the way slowly down the steps. Touching a trowel with 
his foot he kicked it lower and waited before kicking the 
hammer lower in a similar fashion. Finally they hit bottom 
around ten metres down, finding a tunnel, a cold breeze 
heading back up the stairwell. 
 ‘What was that?’ Thomas asked. 
 Johno turned an ear to the breeze. ‘Sounded like 
Steak.’ Thomas looked back up the stairs. ‘No, down 
here.’ 
 Thomas shone his torch into the tunnel, his light 
reflecting off the wet floor. They peered in, but couldn’t 
see anything. 
 ‘Maybe that drain ends up down here,’ Johno 
whispered. ‘C’mon.’ 
 They inched carefully forwards, checking the walls 
and the ceiling for anything unusual; pressure plates, 
wires, booby-traps of any kind. It took a tiring ten minutes 
to reach the end, finding a cavern some five metres high 
and just as wide. The sound of running water grew louder, 
the odd cry from Steak echoing to them from the shadows. 
Splitting up, they examined the walls of the cavern 
carefully. 
 ‘Look,’ Thomas whispered. 
 Johno turned and crossed the cavern, bringing his lamp 
to bare. They both stood staring down at a skeleton. 
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 ‘It’s a woman,’ Thomas suggested. ‘Look at the 
shoes.’ 
 ‘Yeah,’ Johno agreed with a heavy frown. 
 ‘She was chained to the wall,’ Thomas quietly pointed 
out. 
 ‘And left some food and drink,’ Johno noted, kicking a 
plate and a bottle. 
 ‘She was a prisoner?’ 
 ‘Good question. I don’t think she was one of the 
Russians, and this body looks later that the others.’ He 
knelt awkwardly, putting down his lamp. Closer to the 
skeleton now he noticed a glint, finding a silver locket 
clutched in one hand. Lifting it out of the ladies skeletal 
hand he fumbled to open it, holding it close to the lamp to 
illuminate the contents. Smiling back at him were two 
faces he recognised. The inscription read, ‘To Marianne, 
from Gunter’.  
 ‘Oh ... no,’ he muttered. He snapped the locket shut, 
put it in a pocket and slowly stood with the help of 
Thomas. 
 ‘What is it?’ Thomas quietly asked, now concerned. 
 Johno took several deep breaths. ‘Drop your 
equipment, take a lamp and go back to the radio.’ Thomas 
started to take off the rope. ‘Tell them to give a message to 
Beesely, very important, just one word - Gunter.’ 
 ‘Gunter?’ Thomas repeated with a sceptical frown. 
 Johno put a hand on the boy’s shoulder. ‘Ask no 
questions, do as I ask, go carefully.’ 
 Thomas splashed quickly back along the tunnel, his 
footsteps on the metal stairwell echoing a few seconds 
later. Johno lit up, breathing out slowly as he studied 
Marianne’s remains, his aching body now very heavy. 
 ‘Even after death that arsehole is hurting people.’ 
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 She lay with her hands bound and chained off to one 
side, the food plate and bottle the other way. Her blonde 
hair was still clearly visible, her teeth, some jewellery and 
a watch. Judging by the decayed clothing she had not been 
wearing much, maybe just a slip, left to freeze and starve, 
nibbled at by the rats. 
 ‘So this is why he never came back,’ he quietly told 
himself. ‘You were here, putting him off re-visiting. All 
this shit starting to make some sense now, love.’  

He rubbed his face. ‘You’ll be glad to know your boy 
turned out OK, and he killed Gunter and nicked his 
money. We’re making good use of it.’ Steak’s pitiful cry 
wafted by on the breeze. ‘Beesely’s here too, up top. He’s 
still going strong, still causing trouble.’ 
 Thomas reappeared with a burst of light and panting. 
 ‘All OK?’ Johno quietly asked, still focussed on the 
skeleton. 
 ‘Yes,’ the boy panted. ‘Who is she?’ 
 ‘Someone very special, and very important, to Beesely 
and Otto.’ 
 Thomas was staggered. ‘You know her?’ he gasped, 
studying the laying form. 

‘We’ll talk of it later,’ Johno quietly suggested. ‘First, 
we need to get the hell out of this ...  fucked up place.’ He 
turned towards the only way to progress, another tunnel 
similar to the one leading to the stairwell. They raised 
their lamps and stared down the tunnel, the cold breeze 
catching their damp hair and chilling them.  
 ‘C’mon,’ Johno sighed. ‘If someone used this tunnel 
for regular access it can’t be too long … or difficult.’ 

 
5 
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In the hotel bar Beesely lowered the phone and collapsed 
into a seat, helped by Otto and others, all now seriously 
concerned for his health. 
 ‘Are you OK?’ Otto whispered, a trembling 
desperation in his voice. ‘What was the message?’ 
 Beesely waved away the others. ‘Can we have a 
private moment?’ He waited, easing closer to Otto. ‘We 
now know who visited this place in 1964 and set the 
booby-traps.’ Otto waited. Beesely made strong eye 
contact, their faces close. ‘Gunter!’ 
 Otto slowly straightened, staring down at Beesely. He 
ran his hands through his hair and turned around, taking 
several deep breaths. Turning back and lowering his gaze 
to Beesely he quietly said, ‘And the world is coming to see 
his dirty work.’ 
 ‘Our ... dirty work. We could take the blame for this, 
the bank.’ 
 Otto shook his head. ‘If nothing, Gunter was very 
thorough. I suspect he left no trail.’ 
 ‘Johno has found some evidence, so bring some sharp 
edged assets closer. We may need to contain this.’ 
 Otto nodded as Beesely raised his phone. Beesely said, 
‘Get me Mister Grey, please.’ 
 
‘Beesely, this is Grey. You wanted me, sir?’ 
 ‘Yes, we may have a containment situation.’ 
 ‘Sir?’ 
 ‘Some of the old assets inside, we do not want the 
Czech authorities having a look at. Our eyes only.’ 
 ‘Understood, sir.’ 
 ‘Stand ready to blow it. Thoroughly. Make sure our 
people are the first in there.’ 
 ‘Will do, sir. Oh, got some news on that metal door.’ 
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 ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘Tempered steel. Could take a week to burn through 
without specialist kit, like plasma cutters.’ 
 ‘Keep at it, try the walls - no blasting, Johno is on the 
other side. Besides, what’s on the other side may go bang, 
understand?’ 
 ‘Yes, sir. We’ll order plasma cutters, but that may be 
tomorrow morning. But I had an idea, sir. On this old 
concrete, high-pressure water cutters might do the trick.’ 
 ‘I’ll leave it to you, work round the clock, ask for 
anything you need.’ 
 ‘Yessir. And Mr Stanton is in Prague, sir. Said to tell 
you he is pressing the flesh.’ 
 
 
 



148 

Are we nearly there yet? 
 

1 
 
Twenty metres deeper into the tunnel they again heard 
Steak, but the little bear did not sound as if he was getting 
any closer. Or any less hungry. They emerged into another 
chamber, identical in dimensions to the last one, only this 
time they found a metal door leading off to the right, the 
main tunnel heading straight on. They lifted their lamps 
into the tunnel’s continuation, unable to see any end to it 
or any other discerning features. 
 ‘Let’s try the doorway first,’ Johno suggested, 
coughing in the damp air. 
 The door itself was missing, just a frame remaining, 
before more of the same style of chiselled tunnel the other 
side. They checked the metal frame carefully, digging 
their feet into the dirt and checking for traps or wires. It 
seemed clear. This new side tunnel stretched for ten yards 
before ending with a rotten wooden door.  

Again they kicked up the dirt and checked for wires, 
peering through cracks in the wood as best they could; no 
wires visible. Johno ran a numb finger around the edges, 
finding nothing. The door opened towards them so he 
gently widened the gap, big enough to put an arm inside, 
reaching through with his lamp. With Thomas holding his 
lamp behind himself Johno used the backlight of his lamp 
to check for booby traps.  
 The rotten door was almost see-through, revealing no 
sign of anything dangerous attached to it. Johno opened it 
fully and peered along the continuation of the tunnel, 
finding that the tunnel ended after a few yards and turned 
sharp right. They pressed slowly on, carefully negotiating 
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the corner before opening into a huge chamber, stepping 
into the middle with their lamps held high.  
 ‘Wow!’ Thomas exclaimed. ‘It’s a rocket-bomb!’ 
 ‘Doodle-bug,’ Johno corrected. ‘V1’ 
 The cavernous new room stretched out in front of them 
with similar dimensions to those above, and enclosed at 
both ends by the exact same style of metal doors. 
 ‘This ain’t the way out,’ Johno admitted with a sigh. 
‘This is torture chamber number two.’ 
 Thomas ran to the metal doors on the right and 
grabbed the padlock. ‘Same,’ echoed around the chamber. 
He trotted quickly the opposite way, Johno examining the 
German V1. ‘This one is open!’ 
 ‘Don’t touch anything!’ Johno snapped, hobbling 
quickly over. Holding up his lamp he could see wires the 
other side of the door. ‘Wires.’ He let his shoulders drop, 
breathing out loudly. 
 ‘The other tunnel is the way out,’ Thomas adamantly 
suggested, coughing also now. 
 Johno turned, sighing with fatigue and closing his eyes 
for a moment. ‘C’mon.’ In great pain he hobbled slowly 
back into the tunnel, winching with every step, his pain 
unseen by his young charge. Back in the second small 
chamber they turned right and lifted their lamps.  
 ‘It looks a long way,’ Thomas noted, trying – and 
failing – not to make it sound like a complaint. 
 ‘Stay behind me.’  
 In the cold air they laboured slowly down the tunnel, 
soon sloshing through an inch of cold water, the two of 
them loudly splashing along as a few rats scurried away. 
Fifty yards in Johno stopped, shaking his lamp. They had 
enough paraffin for maybe an hour, if his body held up. 
But the pain was growing, so to the stiffness in his legs, 
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his knees not quite so keen on co-operating with his brain 
and his feet numb with the cold. Another fifty yards 
brought a right turn, a zigzag and a left turn, Johno 
shaking his head and starting to doubt himself. 
 Getting colder with every step they were getting 
soaked from drips off the tunnel roof. They pressed on, 
their feet immersed in cold water up to their ankles now, 
both of them hacking loud coughs down the tunnel. 
 Another fifty yards brought them to yet another metal 
door. Johno turned, only to find Thomas shivering. ‘Soon 
be there,’ he encouraged. A blast of warmer air caught his 
attention. Lifting his head he could feel the slight breeze 
on his face. Fumbling with a hand above his head he 
tapped the edge of a vent. 
 ‘You look very sick in the face,’ Thomas noted 
through chattering teeth. ‘And you walk as if you have a 
big shit coming.’ 
 Johno tried to smile, his cold numb cheeks not fully 
cooperating. ‘Step back a bit.’ 
 Another metal door, another check for booby-traps - 
his brain was on autopilot. With badly focused eyes he 
peered through the gaps that the open door offered, a 
numb finger scraping around the edges; nothing, no traps. 
He kicked out at it, opening it forty-five degrees. Inching 
through he held up his lamp. A rock fall had filled in the 
tunnel many years earlier. 

Summoning every bit of strength he had Johno turned 
to the boy, whose life was now in his hands. He put a hand 
on Thomas’s shoulder and breathed out loudly. ‘I’m going 
to need you to be strong for me,’ he quietly stated, his 
words distorted by his own shivers. Thomas just stood and 
shivered, looking back up through tired eyes. ‘We can’t go 
out this way, we have to go back ... to the house.’ 
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 The boy simply lowered his head and turned, sloshing 
slowly back along the tunnel, Johno following close 
behind. 
 Thirty minutes later they were back at the house, 
Thomas’s lamp empty, Johno’s almost empty. Using 
candlelight Johno quickly refuelled his lamp, both of them 
now shivering uncontrollably. With the lamp lighting the 
room he faced Thomas. 
 ‘OK, now listen. I’m going to teach you some survival 
training, OK?’ 
 Thomas nodded, his arms folded tightly for extra 
warmth. 
 ‘First, we make a big fire.’ He coughed and breathed 
loudly, starting to rasp. ‘Then we ... take off the wet 
clothes and dry them in here ... over the fire ... put up 
some string or use the chairs. One does one task, then his 
mate - his ‘oppo’ - does the other. So first, wet clothes off, 
fire started.’ 
 He helped Thomas take off his jacket, beginning to 
undress himself as Thomas started a fresh fire with books 
from the cabinet. The literary antiques were soon roaring, 
their inner pages perfectly dry. Wood from a broken chair 
added to the combustible material available as Johno 
painfully took off his shoes and socks, all now soaking 
wet. 
 The backs of chairs offered good clothes-rails upon 
which to put the wet socks, the shoes placed on their sides 
on the mantle-piece. With the mouldy old curtains drawn 
and the internal door closed the room warmed up quickly, 
Thomas starting to boil water in a tin hung on a chair leg. 
Down to their underwear they wrapped stinking old cloth 
around themselves and sat making tea on the cold floor. 
 ‘You are bleeding,’ Thomas pointed out. 
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 ‘I know. It’s not much, I’m too cold to bleed.’ 
 Their ‘brew’ took a long ten minutes. Holding the 
warm cups in both hands felt good, greatly appreciated 
along with the warm, sugary black tea; there were no more 
powdered milk sachets and just another two tea bags 
remaining. 
 With the effect of the tea and sugar kicking in Johno 
put his damp shoes on. ‘I need to get them to drop some 
supplies.’ He clambered awkwardly upright. ‘You stay 
warm.’ 
 Thomas nodded, his eyes half closed. 
 Wrapped in thin cloth Johno felt the chill immediately 
he stepped across the threshold and into the street, turning 
right and walking as quickly as he could shuffle along. He 
ducked through the first door, stepping briskly across to 
the middle of the office cavern – little care now for the 
huge pile of skeletons – and grabbed the radio. ‘Room 
service,’ he croaked. 
 ‘Johno?’ 
 ‘Yeah, listen up. I need you to drop a Tetanus booster 
and a medical kit with antibiotic injections and more food 
and tea bags, urgently.’ 
 ‘Your injuries are getting bad? You sound like shit.’ 
 ‘Thomas’s health is not good, we’re both in trouble 
down here.’ He coughed painfully for several seconds. 
 ‘We are dropping things down now, but it will take 
some time to get the medical supplies.’ 
 A Mars Bar whacked him on the head. Cursing he bent 
down and got a Twix on the back. ‘Fuck.’ A soft packet of 
teabags landed on his shoulder and tumbled before he 
caught them. A dozen sugar sachets snowed down and 
littered the floor, followed by powdered milk and a dozen 
packets of glucose tablets. 
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 A flash of light was followed by a pen-torch bouncing 
off a skeleton. Johno picked it up and turned it off. 
‘Handy.’  

He pressed TRANSMIT. ‘I’m going back to check on 
Thomas, and we’ll probably sleep. I’ll try and come back 
in a few hours for the medical stuff, wrap it and drop it.’ 
 A Rollo bounced off his head. As he hobbled away the 
sounds of dozens of things falling echoed quietly around 
the cavern. By time he reached the door he figured they 
had dropped enough chocolate there for several days of 
hyper-activity. It caused a smile, surprising himself at the 
simple movement of his cold face. 
 Thomas was sat dozing.  

‘Hey! Wake up!’ The boy opened his eyes. ‘First, get 
the heat back in your body, then some food, then you can 
sleep.’ He checked his watch: 2am. Considering what they 
had gone through it was a miracle the boy was conscious 
at all. 

Rollos were stuffed down quickly, another brew made 
by a very slow moving Thomas as Johno threw two damp 
old mattresses down the narrow stairs. Some equally damp 
and smelly sheets followed. With the drop-leaf table 
moved into the window bay, and most of the wooden 
chairs smashed up for firewood, their ‘front room’ now 
afforded plenty of space. Johno stood the sofa on its end 
before laying the mattresses side-by-side, dumping the 
damp sheets on top. 

The little-and-large socks were mostly dry and 
appreciated on the cold stone floor. Their shoes were 
steaming, their clothes would take longer. With his 
‘Ghandi’ robes wrapped around him Johno retrieved some 
thick logs from the ironmongers two doors down. Six logs 
were soon piled up next to the fire, one put onto the fire. 
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The fireguard from the back room was retrieved. As soon 
as it was placed down the warmth felt directly from the 
fire’s flames dropped significantly. 

‘I can sleep now?’ Thomas asked in a feint voice. 
‘Yeah, the mattress closest to the fire. Put the blankets 

over you. They smell like shit, and they’re damp, but 
they’ll still keep you warm with the fire going.’  

As Johno watched, his young charge fell asleep a 
millisecond after lying down. He put the blankets over the 
lad and adjusted them for maximum warmth as he lit up. 

‘You asleep?’ he shouted. Nothing, the kid was well 
out of it, he considered. 

A scratch at the door made him smile. He quietly lifted 
up and opened their front door for the bear. ‘Dirty stop 
out!’ he whispered, letting the bear in. Helped by Johno 
the bear cub wolfed down several chocolate bars before 
smelling Thomas and the blankets at length, curling up 
between the boy’s mattress and the fire. 

‘So, all the family here,’ he whispered, taking a long 
drag. ‘Not quite how I pictured it. And I was figuring on a 
cat or dog, not a fucking bear. But hey, this is the Beesely 
family, so why not a fucking bear - everything else is 
crazy around here. We’re in a make-believe house, in a 
cave, built by Germans, full of dead Russians and kitted 
with priceless memorabilia by Gunter, who’s wife was 
fucked by my dad. Yep, just about as fucked up as you can 
get.’ He blew out smoke and smiled at the surreal setting.  

 
2 

 
A knock on Beesely’s bedroom door was answered by 
Otto. ‘Mister Stanton. Please, come in.’ 
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 Beesely eased himself up and met Oliver in the middle 
of the room with a tired smile and a handshake. 

‘Looking tired, Beesely.’ 
‘Old age.’ 
Otto closed the door on two of Stanton’s bodyguards, 

now stood next to two K2 guards. 
‘Perhaps,’ Olly suggested with a scowl, ‘it’s the 

trouble you manage to find?’ 
‘Could well be.’ Beesely gestured Oliver to a seat, Otto 

pouring out three teas. 
‘So,’ Oliver sighed. ‘What’s the latest?’ 
‘A serious problem.’ 
‘Oh?’ 
‘Gunter.’ 
‘Gunter?’ Oliver puzzled, a deep frown taking hold. 
‘He was here, around 1964. Place is stacked full with 

priceless German wartime memorabilia which, according 
to Otto, is right up Gunter’s street.’ 

‘Why’d he leave it here, abandon it like that?’ 
‘Don’t know. And that’s what’s worrying us. So far we 

have a German installation - no doubt grabbed by the 
Russians in 1945, probably German uranium powder 
ready for their dirty bomb, which then became a Russian 
dirty-bomb site and possibly training ground for their 
agents. Then someone killed them all, probably Stalin, 
sealed the entrance and concreted up the bombs. Ten years 
later Gunter discovers it, stuffs it full of memorabilia and 
then abandons it.’ 

‘Jesus, what a puzzle.’ Stanton sipped his tea. ‘First, 
how the hell did Gunter get regular access to the Czech 
Republic?’ 

Otto answered, ‘We are investigating carefully. Gunter 
was a very rich man in 1964, so maybe he offered money 
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to the Russians for travel permits, and he probably had a 
Swiss diplomatic passport. In fact, I am certain he did.’ 

‘OK, maybe I buy that,’ Stanton said, staring into his 
tea. ‘But how the hell did he ship German memorabilia 
like a damn ME163 across to it from Germany? In 1946 
an ME163 was like a Stealth Fighter today - damn 
valuable! Russians would have loved to get hold of it, only 
a few recovered intact.’  

‘It’s a puzzle,’ Beesely sighed. 
‘Unless,’ Otto began, ‘the ME163 and other equipment 

was already in the Czech Republic.’ 
Oliver wagged a finger. ‘Or in the hands of a Russian 

regional commander, someone on the make.’ 
‘Might make sense,’ Beesely agreed. ‘Russians 

grabbed trophies, just like your lot. But I doubt that they 
could have hidden an ME163 and a mini-sub in a known 
bomb factory.’ 

‘The odd thing is why the Russians abandoned it,’ 
Oliver mused. 

‘Just the one odd thing?’ Beesely quipped, cocking an 
eyebrow. 

Stanton eased upright. ‘So what happens if the Czech 
authorities find some evidence that the collection is 
Gunter’s? They take it, sure, but do they attack the Swiss 
… or your bank … because he knew about it, about the 
sites significance and the bodies … and didn’t report it?’ 

Beesely offered an open palm. ‘Very little that 
happened forty years ago will make it to the modern 
courts.’ 

‘The biggest problem,’ Otto interjected, ‘will be the 
symmetry. They will think we knew, and came for 
Gunter’s collection. If anyone else had found it ... anyone.’ 
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Stanton nodded. ‘Yep ... I see the problem. Current 
owner just happens to find collection of prior owner. Like 
Nixon finding those tapes and handing them in,’ Oliver 
said with a smile. 

‘My fear is ... what else is down there?’ Beesely said. 
‘A lot of surprises so far,’ Oliver agreed. ‘Could be a 

sting in the tail.’ 
‘We’re ready to blow it,’ Beesely informed him. 

‘Making use of your guys, if that’s alright?’ 
‘Of course it is, you don’t need to ask.’ 
‘So, how we play this is ... have a look, get Johno and 

Thomas out, and if we find something we don’t like … 
accidental cave in. After all, place is full of munitions.’ 

‘That’s the one good thing that you’ve going for you,’ 
Oliver agreed. 

‘Staying here?’ 
‘No, Embassy. Have some work to do anyway, 

dangling a few carrots, bit of pressure on their President.’ 
Beesely mockingly blinked. ‘To help little old me?’ 
‘Don’t under-value yourself, old man. Or get modest, it 

would confuse me after all these years.’ They laughed. 
 

* * * 
 
Otto woke Beesely at 6am, just as it started getting light. 
Two breakfast trays were delivered as Beesely quickly 
showered, Otto tucking into his omelette. 
 ‘Any progress?’ Beesely asked as he emerged in a 
robe. He sat down opposite Otto and poured a tea. 
 ‘Some. The plasma cutters will be here today and 
enhanced cutting torches. During the night guards attacked 
the concrete walls with tools, making some progress, but 
very difficult to work in the suits. Some men collapsed.’ 
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 Beesely looked up. ‘They’re alright?’ 
 ‘Yes. Heat exhaustion.’ 
 ‘Are we still looking for another entrance?’ Beesely 
asked as he buttered toast. 
 ‘Yes, but we have scaled down. There are now Czech 
soldiers everywhere.’ 
 Beesely again looked up. ‘Soldiers?’ 
 Otto nodded. ‘Part of an inner exclusion area.’ 
 ‘Will we get back in?’ Beesely asked with a quick tip 
of his eyebrows. 
 ‘I think so, yes. But we will go by helicopter anyway. 
Wilhelm is here.’ 
 Beesely stopped, glancing at his watch. ‘Now?’ 
  ‘Arrived a short while ago.’ 
 Beesely added Marmalade to the toast. ‘Must have 
been up early. Let’s meet him and fly him in with us.’ 
 ‘And a Russian delegation is in Prague, driving here 
now.’ 
 ‘Russian press gave them a nudge, eh? Any word on 
them identifying the cave?’ 
 ‘They have already said they have no knowledge of it.’ 
 ‘Doubt they will reveal its purpose anyway,’ Beesely 
sighed. He munched his toast. ‘You sleep well?’ 
 ‘Yes. I was very tired, so quick to sleep.’ 
 Beesely made eye contact. ‘Anything on Gunter?’ 
 Otto lowered his head for a moment. ‘He was a secret 
man, very private. There have been many rumours about 
many things in the last twenty years, not so much the 
evidence.’ 
 ‘So no hard evidence of him coming here in K2 
records?’ 
 ‘I have to work very carefully, even inside K2. Only 
certain people can work on this.’ 
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 Beesely nodded his understanding. ‘If he came here 
regularly then he must have stayed somewhere nearby, 
some hotel. No helicopters in those days.’ 
 ‘I have already a team checking all old records.’ 
 ‘Good. When we get access to that camper van, let’s 
fingerprint it and check the license plate. If there is one.’ 
 Otto forced a thin smile. ‘Then maybe have an 
accident with a bomb.’ 
 ‘Accidents happen in caves full of munitions.’ Beesely 
immediately regretted saying it, his features saddening. 
 ‘Johno will get out. He is very good.’ 
 Beesely forced a quick smile. 
 

3 
 

Johno woke with a start from a bad dream, finding their 
lounge dark except for the dull orange glow from the fire, 
the room still warm. He coughed long and hard, his chest 
tight, before checking his watch: 9am, he had been asleep 
seven hours. 
 Something glistening on the floor caught his attention, 
two needles and a few vials. He smiled. ‘Well done, lad,’ 
he whispered, glancing around their lounge. Steak lay by 
the fire, but there was no sign of Thomas. ‘Thomas?’ he 
shouted. 
 Nothing came back as Steak stirred. Johno wrestled his 
aching body to his feet and coughed. ‘Thomas!’  

Only silence greeted him. The street welcomed him 
with the same blackness, a gentle chilling breeze, the 
oddly distorted sounds of water drops from the shadows. 
Shining the pen-torch to check where he stepped Johno 
eased further into the street. ‘Thomas!’ 
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 Concerned now he hobbled as quickly as he could back 
inside. His trousers were dry and he screamed with agony 
as he pulled them on, frightening Steak. Next he forced his 
shoes on by stamping into the slip-ons. His shirt was now 
dry, but took a long minute to try and button up with stiff 
fingers. The jacket was still damp but he threw it on and lit 
a lamp, turning up the wick. He stuffed his pistol into a 
jacket pocket, threw the rope over a shoulder and headed 
out into the street. 
 ‘Thomas!’ 
 He listened intently. Nothing, just the rhythmical and 
monotonous drip of water somewhere in the shadows. The 
entrance to the lower levels lay across from him at an 
angle, through the school. Would Thomas have gone down 
exploring? Would he be near the radio? 
 He turned right and headed quickly for the radio, 
through the wooden door and then along half the length of 
the office room. Grabbing it he quickly shouted, ‘Hello? 
You there?’ 
 ‘Yes,’ crackled back. ‘This is Simon.’ 
 ‘I’ve lost Thomas.’ 
 ‘Lost him?’ 
 ‘When did you talk with him last?’ 
 ‘About an hour ago. We sent down the injections in the 
night. You got them OK?’ 
 ‘Yeah, but now he’s wandered off. He may’ve had an 
accident or got stuck somewhere.’ 
 ‘He was OK when I spoke to him,’ Simon offered. 
 ‘I’ll get back to you, I’m going to search.’ He quickly 
headed to the tank room, ducking painfully and 
awkwardly under the broken door and hobbling quickly 
through the memorabilia. 
 ‘Thomas!’  
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Nothing, there were no signs of him. He pressed on, 
through the hole at the bottom of the next metal doors, 
crawling through the wet sand and into the clock room.  
 ‘Thomas!’  

No reply came, just a feint tinkle as the breeze 
oscillated the remaining chandeliers. Crunching quickly 
through glass he reached the far end and stopped at the 
open doors. ‘Thomas?’ He kept going, past the camper 
van and to the booby-trapped doors, stopping and turning. 
In the cold air he could feel the sweat on his forehead 
chilling him.  

‘Thomas!’ he screamed with as much energy as he had 
left, the words echoing and distorting many times, 
diminishing in strength as they dissipated along the length 
of the complex. 
 He hobbled quickly back, taking the time and effort to 
clamber painfully onto the tank and check inside - just in 
case the boy had gone inside and gotten stuck. No sign of 
him. He banged his elbow and jarred his knee on the way 
down, his adrenalin suppressing the pain for the moment. 
 Ducking back under the door to the office he crawled 
through an ice-cold puddle and forced himself upright. 
Every ground level office got checked. No sign. Back in 
the village he checked the schoolrooms and shouted down 
the secret passage, waiting as the cool breeze robbed him 
of valuable body heat. Deciding to check this level first he 
hobbled to the little cottage and checked the single room 
quickly. 
 Next, the ironmongers. He stepped in with the lamp, 
shocked upright by a pitiful and loud cry from Steak, 
loyally sat next Thomas on the floor. Johno jumped in and 
knelt, ignoring the extreme pain now coming from his 
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legs. Cradling the boy’s head he checked for breathing, 
placing a hand across his chest and stomach.  
 He was alive, just unconscious. It could have been 
fatigue or hypothermia, Johno considered. With both 
hands he checked the boys head, running his fingers down 
the outside of the skull and symmetrically checking. He 
found a small bump, some dampness; the boy had slipped 
on the grimy floor and hit his head. 
 Johno carefully lifted Thomas, screaming with pain 
from his knee, and eased the boy’s limp body out of the 
ironmonger’s head first and towards their house. On the 
mattress he quickly checked for any other injuries, 
satisfied that Thomas had just hit his head. In the bright 
light of a lamp the bump was examined; a slight cut, no 
sign of a skull fracture. 
 With great care and tenderness Johno turned the boy 
over and into the standard recovery position; a knee up 
and hand under face, head tipped back. He checked the 
boy’s pulse. It beat strong enough, so he hobbled outside 
and to the radio, a curious Steak in tow. 
 ‘Hello!’ 
 ‘Yes?’ crackled Simon’s voice. 
 ‘Have you got any smelling salts?’ 
 ‘Wait, there is a doctor here - in fact, dozens.’ 
 ‘Dozens?’ Johno quietly repeated to himself. 

Thirty seconds later a clatter from above resulted in a 
packet hitting a skeleton. Johno grabbed and opened it, a 
small vial wrapped in tissue. With vigour he hobbled back 
to their new home. 
 ‘Try this, sleepy head.’ He prised the top off with a 
thumb and waved it under Thomas’s nose for several 
seconds. The lad coughed and shook his head, his eyes 
opening a moment later.  
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‘Don’t move, you hit your head when you went to the 
ironmongers,’ Johno whispered. ‘Out cold for almost an 
hour, nothing serious.’ 
 Thomas groaned and reached for his head. 
 ‘Yep, it’s going to hurt. Stay here and lie still, I’m 
going to get the kettle on, you’re cold.’ 

 
After a cup of tea with five sugar sachets in Thomas was 
feeling better. 
 ‘Normally, in these cases,’ Johno quietly began, ‘you’d 
have a nice shiny ambulance and a check up, but we ain’t 
got that luxury today. So you’re going to have to tough it 
out.’ 
 ‘I’m OK,’ came a weak voice. 
 ‘Good, ‘cause I need you to do something for me.’ 
 ‘What?’ 
 ‘Stay awake!’ Johno roared. Then softer, ‘Make sure 
you don’t go back to sleep. Eat chocolate, glucose bars, 
have tea and stay the fuck awake!’ He stood. 
 ‘Where are you going?’ 
 ‘To blow down some fucking doors. I’m going to close 
this door and lock the bag of shit in here with you. When 
you hear some loud bangs don’t worry - the British Army 
is on the case. Which means we’ll probably miss the first 
time, but … we’ll get there in the end.’ 
 Thomas forced a weak smile as Johno left. 
 The Panzer-Faust Johno grabbed were sixty years old, 
but the mechanism was very simple; a simple explosive 
charge to lob the ‘head’, the dangerous end detonating 
when it hit something solid, in particular the Sherman tank 
they were stacked near. He took three and slid them under 
the door, grabbing another three before he crawled 
through the wet sand. Dragging several boxes out to the 
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centre of the camper van room he stacked them as an 
improvised shield. 
 ‘Here goes nothing.’ 
 He pulled out the safety pin, aimed the bulbous end 
towards the booby-trapped door and fired. Nothing. He 
threw it across the room with anger. Next one. No good, 
also thrown across the room. 
 Third time lucky, he considered. Safety pin out, aim up 
for a lob shot, pulled the trigger. Bang. Followed a second 
later by a louder bang as the anti-armour shaped charge 
went off against the door. 
 Then he remembered to duck. ‘Shit!’ 
 Two loud explosions echoed around the cavern; 
grenades. He eased his head up, lifting his lamp as decades 
of accumulated dust drifted down onto him. He could 
make out a jagged hole as he coughed. Unfortunately, it 
punctured the doors six foot high. Breathing out loudly 
and cursing he grabbed the next Panzer-Faust and fired. 
Small bang, duck this time, louder bang. 
 He lifted back up, falling dust bathing his face; he had 
to blink several times to clear his eyes. When the smoke 
had cleared another hole became evident, two foot in 
diameter and three feet off the ground. 
 ‘Thank God for German engineering!’ 
 He rushed at the door, sliding into it and thrusting his 
head through with the pen torch and finding a narrowing 
tunnel, some boxes and then just rocks and rubble. This 
was the main entrance, collapsed by Gunter he considered. 
He sighed, but at least he had found and eliminated it. 
 Collecting the two remaining weapons he returned to 
their box and grabbed another four of the light Panzer-
Fausts, carrying them under the broken doors and through 
the office room to the village. He placed them carefully 
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down and hobbled into the house, knocking before he 
entered. 
 ‘Who is it?’ came a soft voice. 
 ‘The big bad wolf.’ He sat and faced Thomas, the boy 
now slumped on a mattress and nibbling chocolate. ‘How 
you feeling, kid?’ 
 ‘OK,’ Thomas insisted, looking a little drowsy. 
 ‘Keep the cuppas and chocolate going, stay awake.’ 
 ‘What did you do?’ 
 ‘I blew a hole in that far door, the one with the wires.’ 
 Thomas’s eyes widened. ‘What was there?’ 
 ‘The main entrance, the one that was filled in with 
rocks that the old man told us about in Beesely’s office.’ 
 ‘You look like the skel-ee-tons outside.’ 
 ‘Thanks a lot, fucker. You’re bedside manner needs 
work. You injected me?’ 
 ‘The doctor man on the radio told me what to do, so I 
jabbed you in the arse. One centimetre of liquid of each 
needle, no air bubbles.’ 
 Johno smiled as best he could. ‘Let’s hope it did the 
trick.’ 
 ‘What will we do now?’ 
 ‘Now I’ll blow up the other door downstairs, see where 
it goes.’ He stood. 
 ‘Be careful,’ came a quiet and pleading voice. 
 ‘Don’t worry, I wasn’t born - I was made!’ 
 The journey back down to the lower level was arduous, 
Johno stopping for breath, the energy gone from his body. 
By time he emerged into the large cavern on the lower 
level he was exhausted and chilled, his socks and shoes 
soaked again. 
 First, the door without booby-traps. He hid behind a 
metal chest and aimed; safety off, squeeze the trigger. 
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Bang! He ducked. A loud echo knocked dust and small 
rocks from the ceiling, pinging off metal. With a laboured 
dragging of his leg he rushed towards the door through 
thick swirls of dust and smoke, finding a hole around two 
foot square. He placed the lamp through and then his head, 
suddenly wishing he hadn’t. 
 ‘Fuck ... me!’ 
 Without any hesitation he clambered through and 
straightened, staring up. ‘Dear ... God!’ 
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Hitler’s decisive weapon 
 

1 
 
Johno stood and stared. This massive new room housed a 
tall rocket, chequered with black and white squares - a 
German V3, only guessed about by Allied Intelligence 
during the Second World War. It stood proudly erect, 
reaching up some eighty feet tall, and was supposed to be 
able to hit New York or Moscow, he remembered. The tail 
fins themselves were thirty feet tall and the width of a 
small house. 
 ‘Shit!’ he slowly let out. 
 He cranked his neck back and peered upwards into the 
gloom that surrounded the unseen nose section, wobbling 
and almost falling backwards. Shaking his head in 
disbelief he kicked a nearby barrel. It was full. So was the 
next one, and the one besides that. They were all full, full 
of something that a V3 rocket made use of; fuel and 
explosive payload. 
 ‘Christ!’ He had just blown a hole in the door. 
 His phone bleeped, caused him to jump. He breathed 
heavily, cursing, having long since forgotten it was in his 
jacket. Then it hit him. Holding the phone he slowly lifted 
his gaze, noting several tiny stars of light. The launch roof 
must be retractable, and thin metal, he considered. He 
pressed green. ‘This is Johno!’ 
 ‘Operations here, sir. Are you out?’ came a pleasant 
and detached female voice. 
 ‘No, still stuck inside, but I found somewhere with a 
thin roof. Zero in on my GPS and get some digging 
equipment and burning torches. In fact, forget the torches 
– there’re enough explosives down here to take the top of 
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the fucking mountain off. Tell Beesely I’ve found a V3 
rocket, all lined up and ready to go.’ 
 ‘Will do, sir. I have your GPS position.’ 

‘Give it to Simon, tell him to run to it and jump up and 
down.’ 
 ‘One moment, sir.’ 
 As he waited he walked around the rocket, noting the 
train tracks half buried in dirt. A metal stairwell climbed 
around the concrete walls of the silo, but it had seen better 
days. Running a hand across it caused powered rust to fall 
off by the bucket full. 
 ‘Johno?’ came a man’s voice. 
 ‘Yeah?’ 
 ‘It’s Simon. I am at the GPS position, but no air vent!’ 
 ‘Jump up and down ya great fat lump!’ 
 He waited, straining to listen. Nothing could be heard, 
but something started falling down and making a ‘ting’ 
noise off the stairs.  

‘You’re directly above me, but be careful, you’re on 
the roof of a missile silo. If you go through it’s a hundred 
foot drop to a shit loud of explosives that’ll blow you right 
back up faster than you came down. Rope yourself to 
something twenty yards away and start digging. Carefully! 
Understand?’ 
 ‘Yes.’ 
 ‘Good. Now get off the line. Operations?’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 ‘I want a bomb disposal team, twenty men familiar 
with Second World War ordnance.’ He struggled for 
breath. ‘I want a doctor and a medic that are physically fit 
- no one comes down here who is not fit and well clothed, 
understand?’ He coughed hard. 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
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 ‘Then I want a hundred body bags and one coffin, 
good quality, very good quality, and I want it down here 
as fast as possible. No, coffin in the chateau will do. When 
Simon breaks through he’ll need ropes, thirty or forty 
metres. I want climbing experts to rappel down the ropes.’ 
He forced a breath. ‘Then they’ll need to lift me and 
Thomas up.’ 
 ‘Understood, sir.’ 
 A ‘ting’ sound caught his attention, small flakes of 
rusted metal starting to hit his head, so he hobbled back 
towards the hole in the metal door, the sounds growing. 
Then a loud ‘glang’ echoed from high above, followed by 
the first burst of light. 
 ‘Yeah baby!’ He lifted the phone. ‘Simon?’ 
 ‘One moment, sir.’ 
 ‘This is Simon.’ 
 ‘I can see light!’ He could hear a cheer go up. ‘Be 
careful, you’ll come crashing through the metal.’ 
 ‘It’s rusty. Above it is maybe six centimetres of soil. I 
can see the metal, so now we are clearing a hole.’ 
 A burst of light illuminated the V3 for the first time in 
sixty years, this desperate piece of German engineering 
glistening in the welcoming light, Johno temporarily 
blinded and unable to look up after two days in the dark. 
 A rope pack hit the floor some five yards from him, 
followed a few seconds later by the fast rappel down of a 
medic. The man unclipped and ran straight to Johno, the 
room now light by daylight. ‘You OK, sir?’ came a Swiss 
accented voice. 
 ‘No, but we’ll have to wait till we get the boy.’ 
 Another body came down the rope and quickly 
unclipped. Simon. 
 ‘Simon, grab the bolt here, open the door!’ 
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 The three of them eased the rusted bolts and opened 
the door as two more men appeared behind. The large 
metal door groaned and resisted before finally giving up 
its secrets after sixty years and opening a few feet. 
 ‘OK, everyone, watch for booby-traps, trip wires, 
explosives – there’re bombs everywhere. Don’t … touch 
anything!’ 
 An American accent came from behind. ‘We’re bomb 
disposal.’  
 Johno turned and stared wide-eyed. ‘American?’ 
 ‘Yessir. Part of the decon’ team upstairs.’ 
 ‘Well ... first make an assessment of that rocket and 
these barrels, we’ll be back in five minutes, then out. After 
that you can make safe.’ 
 ‘Yessir.’ 
 ‘Rest of you, on me!’ He hobbled as best he could, 
back down the tunnels, the men’s helmet lights helping. At 
the small cavern they halted.  

‘Someone stay here, this skeleton has to be guarded, 
it’s very important,’ Johno softly ordered. A bomb 
disposal man stayed guard as Johno led the way on, 
around the bend and through the joining tunnel, slowly 
clanking up the spiral staircase and through the school to 
the village street. 
 ‘Fuck ... me!’ Simon exclaimed as he took in the 
village. The medic stopped dead, even more stunned than 
the sight of the V3. 
 Johno limped into the house. ‘Anyone home?’ 
 ‘Only us rats,’ came a quiet voice. 
 ‘Cavalry is here,’ Johno said with a beaming smile. 
 Simon stuck his head in. ‘Thomas?’ 
 With renewed energy Thomas jumped up, as did Steak 
- sniffing the newcomers. 
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 ‘Get him topside,’ Johno firmly ordered. ‘On the 
double!’ 
 The medic pushed in as Simon led Thomas outside, 
soon following them, Johno bringing up the rear with little 
Steak. Green light-sticks were now laid out along the floor 
and forming a trail and they quickly retraced their steps, 
passing more bomb disposal men coming in. In the V3 silo 
quite a crowd had gathered, equipment being lowered 
down, gas detectors and Geiger counters being swung 
around. 
 ‘You’re clean, sir,’ a man said after a cursory check of 
Johno with a Geiger counter. 
 ‘I’d have to argue the case with you there, mate,’ 
Johno quipped. ‘Right, harness for the boy!’ 
 ‘Here, sir.’ 
 Many eager hands quickly dressed Thomas in a 
harness and he shot upwards a moment later. ‘Don’t forget 
Steak!’ wafted down. 
 ‘Steak?’ Simon queried. 
 ‘The bear cub,’ Johno explained. ‘We call him Steak.’ 
They stared at him. ‘Because I was planning on eating 
him, no other food down here.’ 
 ‘Your turn now, sir.’ 
 ‘Not yet. Get a body bag down here, something to do 
before I go. And someone grab that damn bear!’ 
 Simon radioed up, a body bag lowered down a minute 
later. ‘What do we do with this?’ he asked as he retrieved 
it. 
 ‘Come with me.’ 
 In the small cavern Johno laid out the bag and 
reverently moved the remains across, breaking the rusty 
old chains. The skeleton was zipped up, Johno taking a 
moment to catch his breath. 
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 ‘Who was it?’ Simon quietly asked. 
 ‘That’s private,’ Johno stated. He lifted his head and 
made eye contact with Simon through the gloom. Between 
them they lifted the light plastic body bag and carried it to 
the silo. 
 ‘Headgear off!’ Johno shouted as they entered, his 
words echoing around the massive enclosure. The K2 men 
did as asked, the puzzled Americans a moment later. ‘I’ll 
go up first, then the lady.’ 
 ‘Lady?’ many voices repeated, puzzled looks at the 
light body bag. 
 The harness was fixed and Johno started upwards, his 
progress nowhere near as fast as that of his young charge, 
not least because of an extra four kilos of crying bear cub. 
The harness digging into him rapidly became agony, but 
he could see light, and the way out, an involuntary smile 
taking charge of his face.  

‘Never ... again.’ 
 

2 
 
With eyes firmly shut he was grabbed and manhandled to 
one side and unclipped.  

‘Jesus, Johno!’ came a voice he recognised, a guard he 
knew. A pair of sunglasses were placed onto his face, 
Steak handed to a surprised and perplexed guard.  

Only then did Johno open his eyes a fraction, still 
squinting against the bright sun. He waited for the body 
bag, accepting a lukewarm coffee and half a sandwich. 

‘I’m a doctor, sir,’ came a voice. 
‘In the chateau, mate. I have shrapnel wounds in the 

arse. It’ll need surgery, the bits are still in there.’ 
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‘You’ll need to go to hospital, sir, in Switzerland. I’ll 
call ahead.’ 

Johno squinted through the trees at the crowd and their 
numerous uniforms; Czech, Russian, German, American. 
‘What the fuck’s been going on up here - United Nations 
peace keeping force?’ 

The doctor explained, ‘The significance of the 
complex and the bodies. Herr Beesely has been getting 
them together. Many want it to be declared a war grave, 
some want the bodies back.’ 

‘Christ,’ Johno muttered, the body bag emerging into 
the light. ‘K2 men! Body detail!’ Four men ran over. 
‘Head gear off,’ Johno quietly insisted.  

They grabbed four corners, Johno leading the way 
down through the forest, the path now a well-worn track. 
Noticing the body bag most of the soldiers removed their 
caps and lowered their heads, some up-ended the rifles and 
placed the barrels on boots respectfully. 

A guard ran over and whispered in Johno’s ear, ‘Herr 
Beesely says to be politically correct on the surface, 
surprise visitors.’ 

Johno puzzled that statement as he laboured on. 
The path to the road cut through mostly bushes and not 

thick trees, not particularly difficult going. But Johno was 
in no hurry, he had a heavy burden to bare. He stopped 
men rushing by and waved them to the side as he hobbled 
along, leading the bag steadfastly onwards. 

At the roadside a line of Range Rovers were pulling 
up. He recognised Blaum jumping down, followed by the 
German Minister, Wilhelm. Then came Beesely and Otto, 
a Russian General and another man, a senior officer in a 
uniform he did not immediately recognise. Thomas now 
sat on the grass, being examined by several fussing 
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medics. He did not look happy. Seeing Johno he jumped 
up and ran across. They linked up as if father and son. 

Those people who had been grouped by the roadside 
took off their headgear and lowered their heads, followed 
by the Russians and the other officers. The Russians 
pointed, loudly asking what nationality the body was as 
Beesely and Otto neared. 

‘Swiss,’ Johno answered, stopping next to the Russian. 
He thrust out a dirty hand, the General grasping it. ‘Your 
people, all you people, will be brought out.’ He forced a 
breath. ‘They’ve waited a long time, a few more minutes 
won’t make much difference.’ A man to his side 
translated, the General bowing his head in thanks. 

Beesely stepped closer. ‘Dear God, Johno,’ he let out, 
looking horrified at his son’s condition, Otto equally 
concerned. 

‘Don’t worry,’ Johno said with half a smile. ‘I wasn’t 
born, I was – apparently - made.’ 

‘And well made too,’ Beesely commended. He put a 
hand on Thomas. ‘You OK?’ The boy nodded. 

Otto looked past Johno and at the bag, carried now by 
four sombre guards. ‘Who is in the bag? The cave 
climber?’ 

‘No,’ Johno answered, glancing first at Beesely then at 
Otto.  Beesely caught Johno’s look, now concerned. Johno 
explained, ‘The person in the bag was chained to a wall 
without much clothing … and left to die in a cave under 
the complex. She was left a plate of food and a bottle of 
drink, left in the freezing dark - to die alone with just rats 
for company.’ Johno took out the locket and handed it to 
Beesely, calling over two K2 guards and telling them to 
stand behind Otto. 
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Otto puzzled the strange move, glancing at the guards. 
‘Johno?’ 

Beesely went down quickly, grabbed by Johno and 
Thomas, the Russian General beside him a second later 
and helping. Beesely burst into tears, a strange, unnatural 
noise. 

‘Medic!’ a guard called. Blaum rushed over and knelt. 
Johno turned and motioned the bag down with a flat 

hand. Turning back he grabbed Otto strongly by the arm 
and around the neck, their faces close. Into his ear Johno 
whispered a long sentence. Otto faced the bag, his knees 
going out from under him a moment later, the guards 
helping him down. 
 ‘Will you move back for a minute please,’ Johno asked 
of the onlookers. ‘There’re some people here collecting 
their dead.’ 
 The crowd moved back to the road, Blaum staying 
with Beesely. Otto moved to where he could touch the 
bag, resting a hand on it as doctors tended Beesely. 
Beesely’s eyes were moist and closed, his body shaking. 
 ‘Who is the woman?’ Thomas asked, concerned now 
for both Beesely and Otto. 
 Johno straightened and took a long breath. Awkwardly 
he bent over and whispered in the boy’s ear, ‘She was 
Otto’s mother, tortured and killed by Gunter and left in the 
cave to die.’ 
 Thomas began to cry. With everything else that had 
happened he just lost it. The guards glanced at each other, 
not understanding. 
 Johno turned to them. ‘You two, put Otto in a car. 
Now! Blaum, doctor, put Beesely in the car. Quickly, 
please, there’re people watching.’  
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He addressed the guards next to the body bag. ‘Put the 
body in another car, down to the chateau and then the 
coffin. C’mon, move it!’ 
 When the orders had been carried out he hobbled along 
the track, his appearance and injuries the cause of many 
surprised looks. He signalled Wilhelm and the Russians 
towards him.  

‘Gentlemen, what happened during the war is long 
since over. What happened during the 1950s is also a part 
of a sad history.’ The Russian assistant translated. ‘What 
happened in this complex is of great historical 
significance, but that’s just it - it’s historical. There’re 
many dead people down there, Russian and German 
scientists, men and women - people who once had 
families. Their identity is on their bodies, you should have 
no problem in identifying them. 
 ‘There’s a lot of unexploded ordnance down there, not 
to mention any radiation. It’ll take some time to make 
safe, then we’ll bring up the bodies for you, with all due 
respect.’ 
 The Russian assistant finished translating and the 
General thanked Johno with a handshake, as did Wilhelm. 
 ‘We will go down the hill and wait,’ Wilhelm offered, 
a nod at his Russian counter-part. 
 Johno clambered painfully into a Range Rover with 
Otto, Beesely and Thomas. ‘Driver! Go, quickly.’ The 
vehicle turned and headed down the hill. 
 ‘So, all the Beesely clan here,’ Johno said with a sigh, 
stroking Steak - now sat on Thomas and keeping his eyes 
firmly shut. In the daylight Johno could see just what poor 
health the cub was in. 
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 ‘My God, Johno,’ Otto whispered from behind moist 
eyes. ‘You look like you are dead.’ Beesely opened an 
eye. 
 ‘Not far off it,’ Johno quietly answered, his voice 
breaking after two days of continuous damp air. ‘Another 
day or two would have finished me. Going to need a quick 
flight to hospital and surgery.’ 
 ‘You are hurt that bad?’ Otto whispered, leaning 
forwards and ignoring the horrendous smell. 
 Johno nodded and put a hand on Thomas. ‘You OK?’ 
 ‘Yes. I am learning to be the soldier,’ came a quiet 
croak. The words were stronger than the body. 
 Beesely tapped the boy’s leg. ‘If you take after Johno,’ 
he forced out in a whisper, ‘you’ll do well.’ 
 The rest of the journey was made in silence, phone 
chirps ignored. 
 

3 
 
At the chateau Johno opened his eyes and squinted out of 
the car window. ‘Jesus! What the hell is all this?’ 
 The grounds around the chateau were dotted with 
hundreds of people, soldiers and police. He recognised the 
American Army uniforms, the Chinooks, Czech soldiers 
and police, German Army officers, noting finally a group 
of Russian Army officers. 
 ‘The world has come to see the complex,’ Otto quietly 
stated, glancing out of the window. ‘And the radiation has 
brought many of the Czech authorities here.’ 
 ‘Who came in the Chinooks?’ Johno croaked. 
 ‘US Army decontamination team, same people as 
came to Zug,’ Otto softly informed him, barely above a 
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whisper. The energy had left his body. ‘The Captain, he is 
here.’ 
 ‘Shit,’ Johno let out. 
 Their vehicle pulled up next to a K2 helicopter with its 
rotors turning, its doors open. Guards opened the car doors 
and helped them down, practically carrying Johno to the 
waiting helicopter. Without further words Johno, Thomas 
and little Steak clambered into the rear, a doctor into the 
front. 
 With Otto and Beesely stood at the edge of the grass 
Johno gave a lazy wave, gazing down as the helicopter 
gained altitude. It nosed forwards and sped away as he 
placed on a headset. ‘That you Steffan?’ 
 The pilot glanced over his shoulder. ‘Christ, Johno, 
you look like shit. And that smell! Is that the bear … or 
you?’ 
 Johno cracked a smile. ‘Straight to hospital, buddy. 
Quick as you can.’ 
 The pilot glanced over is shoulder again. ‘You hurting, 
buddy?’ 
 ‘Big time.’ 
 ‘Forty minutes, straight to Zurich. Hang on. 
Operations, this is Kilo Nine.’ 
 ‘Kilo Nine, go ahead over,’ came back a detached and 
professional female voice. 
 ‘Kilo Nine to operations, heading direct to Zurich, 
forty minutes. Have emergency surgeons standing by.’ 
 ‘Kilo Nine, understood.’ 

 
* * * 

 
Beesely and Otto forced down a little food, sat quietly in 
back of the chateau in a room full of camp beds for 
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guards. Two men were asleep in the room, but Beesely did 
not seem to notice or care. The coffin rested in the 
corridor; an expensive, locally made piece with golden 
handles and a large wreath centred on top. 
 Simon, the senior guard, wandered in. ‘Sorry, sir. May 
I collect my bag?’ he asked. 
 ‘Of course,’ Beesely quietly agreed with a wave of his 
hand. 
 Simon grabbed his kitbag as Blaum entered. Blaum 
sat, just staring, a sympathetic look offered. 
 Beesely caught the eye of Simon and waved him over. 
‘What’s your name?’ 
 ‘Simon, sir.’ 
 ‘Sit down, please.’ Otto slowly raised his head. 
Beesely asked Simon, ‘What do the staff think about me, 
compared to Gunter?’ 
 Blaum’s brow furrowed as Simon shifted uneasily on 
his seat, not sure how to answer.  

‘Sir?’ Simon asked. 
 ‘It is not a trick question, and I want the truth. How do 
the men compare me to Gunter?’ 
 ‘They do not, sir, compare you. They like you, sir, and 
respect you a lot in what you have done. Gunter was not 
well liked, sir.’ Simon glanced at Otto as he finished that 
sentence. 
 ‘What else do they say?’ Beesely quietly pressed. 
 Simon shrugged. ‘When you came to Zug everyone 
was surprised, sir. The Swiss, they do like the English so 
much. Not as bad as the Germans, but not so friendly. But 
they could see the new training with the British soldiers, 
sir, and they liked that. After the bomb in London they all 
had the great respect for you and Johno, sir. And after the 
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big attack on Zug … well, you stayed and fought with the 
men.’ 
 ‘I have spoken with many of the guards,’ Blaum 
quietly put in. ‘They like the fact that K2 is now centre 
stage, that it is important and that they are important. They 
are part of something big, they are part of something 
respected and they feel that respect with a professional 
pride.’ 
 Beesely nodded to himself as he thought. He faced 
Otto. Their eyes met for a moment, before Beesely turned 
back to Simon. ‘The woman in the coffin is Otto’s 
mother.’ 
 Blaum straightened. Simon was visibly shocked. 
 ‘How can that be?’ Blaum asked in a strong whisper. 
 Beesely quietly explained, his eyelids heavy, ‘Gunter 
was married to Otto’s mother, for a short while, but was 
not Otto’s father. He knew that fact, which is probably 
why he chained her to the wall down there, in a cave, and 
left her to die. Around 1964 or 1965, not long after Otto 
was born.’ 
 ‘Dear … God,’ Blaum let out, looking horrified. 
 ‘You may tell the men,’ Beesely informed Simon. ‘But 
no one outside K2 must ever know.’ The guard stood, 
staring hard at the coffin as he left. 
 Blaum focused on Otto. ‘You never knew her?’ 
 Otto shook his head, a very slight movement. 
 ‘And that old bastard killed her,’ Blaum quietly added, 
clearly angered. 
 ‘She has a grave, in Bern,’ Otto stated, his voice 
breaking. 
 ‘A fake,’ Beesely suggested. 
 ‘Must be,’ Blaum added. 
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 A guard knocked on the open door. ‘Sir,’ he quietly 
asked, Beesely raising his head. ‘They are bringing the 
bodies out now, all going to the morgue in Prague for 
formal identification. The Russians and Germans are 
leaving for Prague, sir.’ 
 

4 
 
Beesely and Otto sat on deckchairs an hour later, 
overlooking the stream and warming in the sun.  

Simon approached. ‘Sir?’ Beesely lifted his head. 
Simon continued, ‘The old man who informed us of the 
cave, he has been found dead. Murdered, sir, his throat 
cut.’ 
 Beesely glanced at Otto. ‘Someone not happy he 
brought us here?’ 
 ‘There can be no other reason to cut the throat of an 
old man some small years from death.’ 
 Beesely lifted his head to Simon. ‘I want his house 
searched and a discreet investigation made. Do the Czech 
authorities know about his death?’ 
 ‘Yes, sir. The Interior Minister, Novak, visited the 
man’s house in the village today.’ 
 Beesely stared wide-eyed at Otto. ‘Since when have 
Interior Ministers visited crime scenes?’ 
 ‘Something is not correct here.’ 
 ‘A great many things are not correct here, especially 
this. Do we have anything on Novak?’ 
 ‘He has a son in prison in Spain, Costa Del Sol,’ Otto 
informed Beesely. 
 ‘I know the prison, hellish place. What charge is he 
on?’ 



182 

 ‘Drug possession. He has been captured for six 
months. He waits a trial.’ 
 ‘And on the Costa Del Sol that can take four years, two 
at best,’ Beesely pointed out. He made eye contact with 
Simon. ‘Is the good Minister still here?’ 
 Simon nodded. ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 ‘Ask him if we would be kind enough to meet with us 
in private.’ Beesely gazed back out over the pleasant vista 
as Simon withdrew. 
 ‘What do you think is his connection?’ Otto asked. 
 ‘Wish I knew. First, how did he know that we spoke to 
the local man? I suppose he could have found out that the 
local man travelled to Zug, but why kill him?’ 
 ‘If Gunter was alive, I could understand why he would 
kill the old man,’ Otto suggested. 
 ‘Maybe Gunter left some money with a local firm, to 
watch the old man, kill him if he informs anyone about the 
cave.’ 
 Otto considered it. ‘It is probable. If we are killed, 
money is transferred to such people. Maybe Gunter had 
this idea.’ 
 ‘Did you ever see him do such a thing?’ 
 ‘As I have said, he was a private man, secret about 
many things.’ 
 ‘Well, if Gunter’s in the dock, why pique the interest 
of the Czech Minister?’ Beesely thought out loud, a deep 
frown creasing his brow. 
 Minister Novak appeared, walking around the edge of 
the Chateau. Otto stood and pulled closer another 
deckchair. 
 ‘Gentlemen,’ Novak coldly offered as he sat. He 
waited. 
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 ‘How are things with you, Minister?’ Beesely flatly 
asked. 
 ‘I think, Mister Beesely, that you are not so interested 
in my health, or my business.’ Beesely stared back for a 
few seconds. Novak added, ‘Your people have been 
rescued, and yet you are still here.’ 
 ‘We are trying to help, Minister,’ Beesely flatly 
replied. 
 ‘That is very kind of you. But the Americans are 
looking for further radiation, what can you do that our 
people cannot?’ 
 ‘A great deal, in many areas. I would have thought that 
was obvious by now.’ Beesely checked his nails. 
 ‘For the moment my President is allowing you to be 
here, but when the cave is made safe there will be no 
reason for you to remain.’ 
 ‘Except this chateau, and the Spa we have bought, of 
course.’ 
 Novak hesitated. ‘I was referring to the mountain.’ 
 ‘Which we are also trying to buy,’ Beesely pointed out. 
 ‘It is park land, I have already checked.’ 
 ‘Really? Why ... did you enquire?’ 
 ‘So that no one should purchase land with such a 
dangerous complex underneath it. After all, we have to 
consider the safety of visitors.’ 
 ‘Of course,’ Beesely firmly, and mockingly, agreed. 
‘Safety first!’ 
 ‘Was there anything else?’ Novak curtly asked. 
 ‘Yes, quite a lot I’m afraid. We were just wondering 
why you visited a crime scene today.’ 
 Novak did not react. ‘And why would such an event be 
of interest to you?’ 
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 ‘Seems odd, for senior Minister to get involved with 
such a matter?’ Beesely probed. 
 ‘That is a Czech matter. What is your interest?’  
 ‘We knew the old man who died.’ 
 ‘Did you kill him?’ Novak asked with a slight smirk. 
 ‘And odd question, Minister. When we kill people … 
no one ever finds the body.’ 
 Novak’s features hardened. ‘You are not in 
Switzerland now,’ he quietly but forcefully pointed out. 
 ‘I was not referring to Switzerland. I was being 
general, as in … the whole world.’ 
 ‘You seem to think you have a lot of influence and 
power, Mister Beesely.’ 
 ‘That’s because I do. And I wield it carefully, very 
carefully.’ 
 ‘How very noble of you. Was there anything else?’ 
 ‘Yes, your son,’ Otto put in. 
 Novak angered quickly, but controlled it. ‘My son?’ 
 ‘I understand he is in prison in Spain?’ Otto added. 
 ‘You are well informed,’ Novak reluctantly admitted. 
 ‘Sounds like he will be there a while,’ Beesely casually 
mentioned. ‘Spanish justice moves very slowly. And that 
prison on the Costa Del Sol generally leaves the inmates 
scared for life when they do, eventually, leave.’ 
 ‘Why are you mentioning this?’ Novak quietly, yet 
angrily demanded through clenched teeth. 
 ‘Would you like the boy home this week?’ Otto 
offered. 
 Novak’s eyes widened, angered, before quickly 
softening. He lowered his gaze. ‘If it was my concern 
alone I would leave him there to rot.’ 
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 ‘Does your wife, and family, agree with that 
sentiment?’ Beesely delicately enquired, again checking 
his fingernails. 
 Novak took in the view, facing away from them for ten 
seconds. Turning back to them he said, ‘What are you 
offering, and at what price?’ 
 Beesely replied, ‘What we are offering is your boy 
back. The price … is simply the truth.’ 
 ‘The truth?’ Novak repeated with a laugh. ‘I am 
surprised you do not know the truth, a man of your 
means.’ 
 ‘We will find out, it’s just a matter of time,’ Beesely 
quietly suggested. He waited. 
 Novak obviously had a lot on his mind; his face 
seemed to go through many emotions. Finally he said, ‘I 
know the old owner of your bank came here, a long time 
ago. I also think it was your people who killed the old 
man.’ 
 ‘You are correct, Gunter did come here. But we did not 
kill the old man,’ Beesely pointed out. 
 ‘Why should I believe you?’ 
 ‘Because we killed Gunter,’ Otto cut in with. 
 Beesely glanced at Otto, surprised, then turned back to 
Novak. 
 Otto continued, ‘Killed him and stopped the bank’s 
money going to Nazi groups around Europe, after which 
we were attacked by those same Nazi groups. Herr 
Beesely’s daughter was killed in that attack.’ 
 Novak was clearly surprised, straightening in his chair. 
 ‘Yes, Minister,’ Otto added. ‘We fight Nazis, we don’t 
help them. My mother was Jewish.’ 
 Novak nodded to himself. ‘And I think it was Nazis 
who killed the old man.’ 
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 ‘We will find them and deal with them,’ Otto 
suggested. He raised his phone. ‘Put the boy on,’ he said, 
handing the phone to Novak. 
 ‘Hello?’ Novak said. He followed with a minute’s 
conversation with his son, cold and detached, finally 
handing the phone back to Otto. ‘He is in a clinic in 
Switzerland. They ... are forcing him ... cold turkey. Even 
in prison he had the drugs.’ 
 ‘It is for the best,’ Otto suggested. 
 Novak nodded and stood. ‘There are many people who 
want to know what is in that cave, many who want to 
know about the people who operated it, and many 
powerful men who want it kept closed. I cannot help 
further.’ He walked off. 
 ‘What was all that about?’ Beesely asked with a 
concerned frown. ‘You lost me in there, and you grabbed 
the kid without telling me.’ 
 ‘An idea I had, but not until now. I think Gunter did 
arrange the death of the old man, even after he was gone. I 
needed to convince the Minister that we are not the same. 
It has been seven months since Gunter’s death, so not 
long. As for the boy, you have enough to worry about, I 
must do some work to help you.’ 
 ‘Do you think the authorities here know anything 
about Gunter, his Nazi past?’ 
 ‘I am sure they do. At least this man does. I am also 
sure that on several occasions Gunter retrieved gold and 
other things from here. There is also the problem, I 
believe, that he was rumoured to have killed many Czech 
police officers.’ 
 ‘Really? Why?’ 
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 ‘To get access to underground facilities here. It was 
said that hunting treasure with Gunter was the dangerous 
pastime. This joke is not so much the joke, I think.’ 
 ‘He killed them afterwards to keep them quiet,’ 
Beesely pointedly suggested. ‘And the Czech authorities 
suspected him, but did not say anything.’ 
 ‘Gunter will have bribed some of their officials. And 
there is another reason for being quiet.’ Beesely faced 
Otto, who added, ‘Many Czechs welcomed the Germans–’ 
 ‘In the Sudetenland?’ 
 ‘And elsewhere. After the war there was rumour of an 
underground Nazi movement here, helping the Western 
Allies against the Russians, funded with Nazi gold.’ 
 ‘Would Gunter have left anything of value in there?’ 
Beesely asked as he stood and stretched his legs. 
 ‘No, I do not think so. These tanks, they would have 
not been so much value in 1964.’ 
 ‘But the V3 would have been of great interest!’ 
 ‘How could Gunter move these large items? If they 
were discovered the Russians would have taken them. So 
he kept quiet.’ Otto took a breath. ‘And if he left my 
mother here then maybe he did not want to think of it.’ 
 Beesely took a reflective breath. ‘You know, from 
1964 to 1968 there were a lot of attempts to kill me. I used 
to think I was popular.’ 
 Otto stood. ‘It may have been Gunter. But he did not 
know about The Lodge, or how good you were.’ 
 Beesely smiled at the compliment. ‘Many of those 
attempts were Europeans. Some German and French, all 
sorts. No Swiss, I believe.’ 
 ‘We will never know.’ 
 ‘Is it worth looking further through the cave system?’ 
Beesely pressed. 
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 ‘I think we must be thorough. If we will have a hotel 
and some business here, I hope no surprises near by.’ 
 ‘Get some geologists and seismologists, and some 
good computer guys who can make those –’ 
 ‘Three dimensional models.’ 
 ‘Yes. Make a model of the inside.’ 
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A pain in the arse 
 

1 
 
A bump woke Johno and Thomas. The helicopter’s doors 
flung open and a blast of warm air tainted with aviation 
fuel greeted them. Johno squinted against the bright light 
as he removed the headset, the burst of noise hurting his 
ears. With his eyes closed tightly he accepted a hand down 
from doctors and orderlies. 
 The helicopter had landed on a patch of brown and dry 
grass, a few short steps to a concrete path. They laid him 
face down onto a waiting trolley and wheeled him inside. 
An injection into his leg was the last he remembered. 
 

* * * 
 
A punch on the arm woke Johno. He slowly opened his 
eyes into an air-conditioned and darkened room, thin blue 
curtains drawn tight. 
 ‘You are making the noise with the nose!’ Thomas 
complained. 
 Johno turned his head to the left. ‘Hey, short arse,’ he 
croaked out. Thomas now stood dressed in fresh clothes, 
spotlessly clean. Johno studied him with a slight frown. 
‘You had a hair cut?’ 
 ‘Yes, and two baths and they cleaned my nails on the 
fingers and toes, and I was swimming in the pool for fat 
old people with one leg.’ 
 ‘You smell better. For that matter - so do I.’ Johno 
realised that his buttocks were throbbing a little, but not 
hurting. Reaching down with a hand he could feel a gap in 
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the bed, his butt cheeks hanging down into the gap and 
cradled by a spongy material. Handy, he considered. 
 ‘They did the doctor work on your arse,’ Thomas 
informed him, giggling. ‘But before, they put the tube in 
your arse for the shit.’ 
 ‘Must have been nice for them,’ Johno said with raised 
eyebrows. 
 ‘They all had the clear cream under the nose, for the 
smell,’ Thomas laughed. ‘Your clothes they burned in the 
hospital fire. After one hour they washed you, four 
nurses.’ 
 ‘Really? What were the nurses like?’ 
 The boy shrugged. ‘They were older than my mother.’ 
 ‘Glad I was asleep then. You OK?’ 
 ‘Yes, I have a small bump on the head. They gave me 
needles and I have been drinking the medicine for the 
neck.’ 
 ‘Throat,’ Johno carefully pronounced. ‘Throat 
medicine. You sound better.’ 
 ‘You have a funny voice.’ 
 ‘Got any of that neck medicine?’ 
 Thomas grabbed the electric bed controls and gently 
lifted the top half so that Johno came to rest at forty-five 
degrees. 
 ‘Ah, that’s, better,’ Johno let out with a sigh. ‘Back is 
killing me.’ Thomas handed him a small bottle from his 
pocket, a quick swig downed. ‘Better.’ 
 The door swung open, a doctor and the pilot, Steffan, 
entering.  

‘How are you feeling,’ came from the doctor in a 
mildly accented voice. 
 ‘Hey buddy,’ came from Steffan, now in casual 
clothes. 
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 ‘Normal,’ Johno answered to the doctor. ‘Which is 
never great.’ Only then did he realise that he was wired 
up, turning to the right and noticing the monitors. ‘Give it 
to me straight, Doc’, will I play the piano again?’ 
 ‘I seriously doubt that you played the piano anytime, 
Herr Johno,’ the doctor commented without looking up, 
checking the monitors. 
 Steffan laughed. ‘You want some food?’ 
 The hunger hit Johno like a bolt. ‘Shit, yes.’ He faced 
the doctor. ‘Solids?’ 
 ‘Yes, your tract was not damaged. The shrapnel hit the 
bone and muscle.’ The doctor faced him, arms folded. 
‘Could you pick up a peanut from a chair with your naked 
butt cheeks before?’ 
 Johno eyes widened. ‘Nope.’ 
 ‘Well, you won’t miss it then.’ He checked the plasters 
and stitches on Johno’s face. ‘And I am afraid that you 
will not be as good looking as you were before.’ 
 Steffan and Tomas burst out laughing.  
 ‘Fine way to treat someone mortally wounded,’ Johno 
mock-complained. 
 ‘I agree with young Thomas,’ the doctor commented. 
‘You were made.’ He headed for the door. ‘Food will be 
sent in, ten minutes.’ Stopping and turning he added, ‘I 
would suggest mostly liquids, you will find using the toilet 
painful for a week.’ 
 ‘Hate to say it, Doc’, but I’ve been through that routine 
before.’ 
 The man nodded, turned and left. 
 ‘So, cushy number for a week,’ the pilot suggested. 
 ‘Doubt it,’ Johno grumbled. ‘I’m too valuable.’ 
 Steffan raised an eyebrow, hiding a smile. 
 ‘What’s happening at the mine?’ 
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 ‘They have removed all the bodies they could find, a 
lot of ceremony. I saw pictures of the Russian planes 
landing at Moscow airport, greeted by the Russian 
President himself.’ 
 Johno squinted at Steffan. ‘Shit, that was quick!’ 
 ‘Today is tomorrow, Johno. You were out all night.’ 
 ‘What’s the time?’ Johno asked with a frown. 
 ‘Twelve noon, day after you got here,’ Steffan 
explained. 
 ‘Good kip them,’ Johno approved. 
 ‘They removed the radioactive material, it went on an 
American C5 Galaxy from Prague airport, all over the 
news. They diffused the bombs two days ago now. 
Americans burnt a hole in that metal door, took a day after 
they cleared out the radiation from that small room. They 
think that the main entrance will take another day or two 
to clear, then they can get heavy vehicles in there and start 
to remove stuff.’ 
 ‘I’d leave it in there, make a good museum of it.’ 
 Steffan shrugged. ‘Politics.’ 
 ‘No need to swear in front of the boy,’ Johno 
complained. They laughed. ‘This a day off for you?’ 
 ‘Yes, I worked thirty-six hours straight. Back on 
tonight.’ He opened the top drawer of the bedside cabinet. 
‘Phone and gun. No cigarettes, I’m afraid.’ 
 ‘Sneak some in.’ 
 Steffan tipped his eyebrows. ‘Be my arse in the hole in 
the bed then. Maybe someone more senior can help you.’ 
 Johno turned his head to Thomas. ‘Go steal some 
cigarettes and a lighter.’ Thomas ran out, Steffan shaking 
his head. 
 ‘Kid’s good,’ Johno suggested. ‘He toughed it out in 
there. Most adults would have freaked it, let alone a 
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twelve-year-old kid. Dark, damp, smelly, skeletons and 
bombs everywhere.’ 
 Steffan became serious, taking a breath. ‘He stayed by 
your side until they put you here, hasn’t gone far since – 
telling everyone how great you were in there. If my boy 
liked me, and respected me, as much as yours does - I’d be 
a happy father.’ 
 Johno took a long, deep breath. ‘It’s a big 
responsibility,’ he admitted, staring at the door. ‘And a 
constant worry.’ 
 Steffan smiled widely. ‘Welcome to parenthood.’ 
 ‘That’s twice you’ve sworn at me. And I’m injured. 
Now fuck off, I need a bed pee. Oh, pick a tidy nurse and 
send her in.’ 
 A giant of a woman appeared a minute later. 
 Bastard! 
 

2 
 
Beesely answered his phone whilst lying on the bed in his 
hotel room. ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘How’s it going, old fucker?’ 
 ‘Johno! You up and about? How’s the pain in the 
arse?’ He sat up, now on the edge of the bed. 
 ‘He’s here as well.’ 
 Beesely breathed out loudly. ‘I didn’t mean him, but I 
guess I walked right into that one.’ 
 ‘What’s happening? Anything interesting in there?’ 

‘No, no treasure yet. We’re surveying the complex, 
making a computer model. Bomb disposal are going 
around, making safe all the ordnance. Still not through the 
front door yet!’ 
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 ‘I’ve ordered some concrete specialists, to arrange for 
all the walls to be dated and probed with small drills.’ 
 ‘Do tell?’ 
 ‘We’re missing something,’ Johno suggested. 
 ‘We’re missing a lot of pieces of this jigsaw puzzle!’ 
 ‘How did they get the fucking V3 in there? It’s huge, 
even the front door would have been too small, unless it 
arrived in bits like a Mechano set. There’re the remains of 
railway tracks in the V3 room, but they don’t go 
anywhere! And the railway connection is five kilometres 
away, and maybe a couple a hundred feet lower. Hell of a 
gradient for a frigging train!’ 
 ‘You have been thinking. Not just sitting on your arse.’ 
 ‘The one thing I won’t be doing much of … is sitting 
on my arse. Out of here tomorrow.’ 
 ‘What’s the matter, don’t like hospitals?’ 
 ‘Fuck off,’ Johno quietly muttered. 
 Beesely laughed. ‘You get better, and keep thinking. It 
opens up all new possibilities for the one they call El 
Johno.’ He hung up, smiling. 
 Otto knocked and entered. 
 ‘Just had Johno on the line,’ Beesely enthused, 
standing. 
 ‘How is the pain in the arse?’ 
 Beesely scowled. ‘I suppose that joke will be going 
around for weeks. If not months.’ 
 ‘I would think so. So, how is he?’ 
 ‘Much better, be out tomorrow. He has ordered some 
concrete specialists.’ 
 ‘I was informed. They are here in one hour.’ 
 ‘He also made a good observation. That V3 was 
brought in by train, in parts - large parts. There is some 
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track inside, but just in the V3 room. The nearest rail link 
is five kilometres away, so how did it connect?’ 
 Otto lifted his head, thinking. ‘Another tunnel, a large 
one, with track.’ 
 ‘Which we haven’t found yet,’ Beesely said. ‘I want all 
the walls probed, then drilled through, see what we can 
find.’ 
 ‘Soon we will have ground survey equipment. It reads 
under the concrete.’ 
 ‘Is it still busy up there?’ Beesely asked. 
 ‘Not so much. The Czech Army and police have 
removed the outer exclusion zone, so now just three 
kilometres. There are ten Czech soldiers around each 
entrance and air vent, but they do not give us problems. 
We give them food, drink, cigarettes and tents. And we 
have allowed in photographers.’ 
 ‘Keeping the natives happy then. Good.’ 
 

3 
 
A clattering generator sat creating a great deal of light, 
powering hot air blowers as well. Further generators and 
pumps were blowing air into the vents, all of them 
simultaneously, so that fresh air would circulate, allowing 
reasonable working conditions. 
 The metal doors had either been pinned back or cut 
down, the upper level now just one very long cavern, the 
original access tunnel being the main point of entry. Now 
a ground scanner was being dragged across the village 
floor, watched by many, including Mr Grey and Simon. 
The scans were soon being read.  
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‘Yep, set of railway lines, right down the middle,’ the 
machine’s English operator informed them, his words 
echoing around the cavern.  
 ‘Why bury railway lines in concrete, they are useful?’ 
Simon pondered. 
 Grey responded, ‘Concrete guys will be here soon, 
they can say what year it was done, so then we should 
know who and maybe why.’ 
 Simon stepped up to a confidential distance. ‘Johno 
thinks there are many more passages here.’ 
 Grey nodded. ‘That V3 didn’t fly down the launch hole 
like Thunderbird One!’ 
 ‘And there are no exits down stairs, only the small 
tunnel,’ Simon added. 
 ‘It’s a fucked-up kinda place,’ Grey offered. ‘But I 
love the village.’ They took in the scene. 
 ‘Which one is Thunderbird One?’ Simon whispered. 
 Grey leant closer. ‘Thunder Two is the fat one –’ 
 ‘Ah, the one like a plane, yes?’ 
 Grey nodded. ‘Thunderbird One was like a rocket.’ 
 ‘Ah.’ 
 The machine operator said, ‘So in here they trained 
German spies?’ 
 ‘Maybe Russian too,’ Simon added. 
 ‘So why underground?’ the man asked. 
 Grey turned to Simon, a tired look. ‘Everyone has to 
ask that.’ He faced the man. ‘Listen, fella, we don’t know 
yet.’ 
 Shouting from the far end caught their attention, 
someone shouting, ‘I can see light!’ 
 ‘Broken through,’ Simon suggested. 
 ‘Took long enough,’ Grey complained. 
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 They wandered down; through the office cavern - now 
clear of skeletons - through the tank room, through the 
cleaned up clock room - making light of Johno’s handy 
work - and past the remains of what once passed as a 
Volkswagen camper van that had accidentally blown up. It 
had revealed no fingerprints or a license plate, the engine 
block now being checked. Finally they were six hundred 
yards along the cavern and at the narrowing entrance, a K2 
man perched on the rubble close to the ceiling. 
 ‘It’s light!’ the man repeated. 
 The vibrations of equipment could be felt through their 
feet. Then a burst of light penetrated the cavern as a pile of 
rubble tumbled away. The guard jumped down, his chosen 
platform decidedly unstable, the breeze picking up 
quickly. 
 ‘Just like when they joined up the two sides of the 
channel tunnel,’ Grey noted. 
 ‘My father worked on that,’ Simon pointed out. ‘Swiss 
tunnel engineer.’ 
 Grey gave him an approving nod. ‘OK, next problem. 
How to get the V3 ordnance up to this level.’ 
 ‘First, I think we must find another passage,’ Simon 
responded. 
 ‘Hard to picture how the two caverns relate,’ Grey 
noted. ‘I’m waiting to see the 3D image. That should tell 
us exactly where the tunnels should be, then we probe.’ 
 A Czech engineer came through the hole, smiling. 
‘Bonjeur, Dover and England!’ 
 Simon and Grey rolled their eyes, their shoulders 
dropping. 
 

4 
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A tap on the arm woke Johno. He opened his eyes and 
turned his head, finding himself staring at a pregnant 
woman. 
 ‘You are Johno?’ she said in a French-accent. She 
stood very tall, in her late thirties and with large hips.  
 He stared, wide eyed. ‘Not something I admit to when 
facing a pregnant woman!’ 
 She laughed. ‘Ricky described you well.’ 
 ‘Christ,’ Johno muttered. He reached the controls and 
lifted the bed to forty-five degrees. ‘I’m ... sorry about 
Herr Mole.’ 
 She nodded her head, but did not appear sad. ‘He loved 
working for K2,’ she quietly admitted. ‘It gave him such a 
purpose and a pride in himself.’ 
 Johno gave it some thought. ‘You have everything you 
need?’ 
 She sighed, loudly. ‘If anyone asks me that again I will 
scream.’ 
 Johno smiled widely. ‘Guess you must be getting a lot 
of sympathy around the town.’ 
 ‘I have everything I need - money, house. A little 
happiness would be good, but not so sure how to find 
that.’ 
 ‘Don’t worry, love, rest of us still looking for that one.’ 
 ‘I have learnt a great deal about you, from Ricky and 
Herr Mole.’ 
 Johno offered her a mock look of anguish. ‘Oh?’ 
 ‘They were both very strong, intelligent, and good 
men. And they both had the most respect for you.’ 
 ‘Even Herr Mole? I did my best to annoy the little 
fucker!’ 
 ‘He liked the attention you gave him,’ she admitted 
with a short laugh. She pulled a chair over and sat. 
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 ‘I would have done that for you, love, but at the 
moment I’m a pain in the arse.’ 
 Smiling, she said, ‘I want you to be the God parent.’ 
 ‘Wooah there, baby. Me? You mad?’ 
 ‘I was in the hospital today, to see the K2 doctor - I 
have all medical bills paid, the best care. I spoke to a 
guard about what happened to you, then I spoke to the 
boy, Thomas, for an hour. We had lunch.’ 
 ‘That can’t have been good for my reputation.’ 
 ‘After this talk, I want you as God parent.’ 
 Johno squinted at her. ‘I’m confused, love. Listen, me 
and kids - not so good together. I nearly got the little 
short-arse killed!’ 
 ‘He told me everything.’ 
 ‘Weren’t you paying attention?’ Johno carefully 
mouthed. 
 ‘You do not realise what qualities a woman looks for 
in a guardian for her children.’ 
 ‘Crazy bleeding women you mean. In case you hadn’t 
noticed I spend a lot of time in places like this, shot the 
fuck up. My predicted life span ain’t looking too long.’ 
 ‘But while you are here, and you are close by, I want 
you to think about it.’ 
 Johno took a breath and studied her. ‘What’s your 
name?’ 
 ‘Hilda. Or Hildy.’ 
 ‘Listen Hilda, you’re carrying Ricky’s kid, so I would 
protect you - and the kid - with my life, you know that.’ 
 ‘And how does this compare to a father who may one 
day decide to just go and not come back?’ 
 ‘Stop making sense, you’re confusing me, woman.’ 
 She laughed. ‘You think, and get well.’ Hilda squeezed 
his hand and left, leaving him ...  confused. 
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5 

 
‘It turns right into the wall?’ the man puzzled. 
 Grey and Simon were not as puzzled as the English 
ground-radar operator.  

Simon lifted his radio. ‘Tell Herr Beesely that the 
hidden railway track goes through a wall, in the camper 
van room. East, it goes east.’ He lowered the radio. ‘Blow 
it or drill it?’ 
 Grey inched his head closer. ‘I thought K2 used fifty 
cal’ rifles for this sort of work?’ 
 Simon lowered his head and sighed. 
 ‘We’re looking for Simon!’ came a loud voice. 
 They turned to find a group of six Swiss engineers 
with heavy bags, dragging more equipment balanced on 
two low trolleys. 
 ‘I’m Simon. You are the concrete engineers?’ 
 ‘Yes. What do you want done?’ the first engineer 
asked, dropping his kit. 
 ‘We want to identify the age and construction of every 
wall, when they were made, and if one was made on top of 
another.’ 
 ‘No problem.’ 
 ‘But first, you have drills?’ Simon asked. 
 ‘Yes.’ 
 ‘This wall, there is something hidden behind it. We 
must be careful, maybe booby-traps from the last war.’ 
 ‘We were briefed. Who is bomb disposal?’ Grey 
waved. ‘OK,’ the engineer let out as he approached the 
wall. ‘We will make a small hole and look through.’ 
 ‘You have the small camera!’ Simon enthused. 
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 ‘It’s how we test concrete structures. Drill through, 
have a look from the inside, plug up the hole.’ 
 ‘Excellent,’ Grey quietly enthused. ‘I’ll get us some 
coffee.’ 
 Ten minutes later Grey returned, a tray of coffees with 
lids on, some powdered milk and sugar sachets tucked in. 
He placed it onto a wooden crate nearby. ‘How’s it 
going?’ 
 ‘They are nearly through,’ Simon replied as he grabbed 
a coffee. ‘This wall is six inches of concrete.’ 
 ‘It’s a gusher!’ a man shouted, the others laughing. 
 As Grey and Simon turned back to the wall they could 
see a ten-foot spout of water bursting from the small hole 
drilled. 
 Grey smirked, stood with a hand in a pocket. ‘Should 
bottle it and sell it as spring water.’ They watched the 
water pooling on the recently dried-out floor. 
 ‘Is it an underground river behind there?’ an engineer 
asked. 
 ‘No,’ Grey informed him, a disappointed look. ‘Above 
us here is just twenty metres of rock. It’s rainwater, pooled 
in the cavern behind that wall. Good thing is, the water 
will have screwed up most of the booby-traps.’ 
 An angry little Czech man appeared. ‘What are you 
doing?’ he growled in a heavily accented voice. ‘We 
cleared the water here!’ 
 ‘Sorry, old chap,’ Grey mocked. ‘Sprung a leak.’ 
 Cursing under his breath the little man grabbed a 
sweeping brush and started moving the water towards the 
small drain in the centre of the cavern. 
 Grey faced the engineers. ‘Make some more holes, 
guys, or this’ll take ages.’ 
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 They re-started drilling, but lower down the wall. Soon 
six spouts were squirting water. As they watched, a chunk 
of concrete fell away. Grey waved the engineers back, 
away from the wall, stepping back himself. Simon noticed 
and backed up. 
 A cracking noise preceded another chunk of concrete 
falling away. The little man was furiously sweeping the 
water towards the drain, which had now backed up. 
 A loud crack, and the lower part of the wall gave way, 
a gush of water knocking the Czech man off his feet and 
soaking him in cold water. Laughs echoed around the 
cavern as men started to ease back, the water spreading. A 
wave washed up the opposite wall before spreading 
laterally down the cavern, people quickly grabbing kit 
bags and equipment and lifting them higher. 
 Grey waded through the ebbing flow and thrust his 
torch through the upper part of the cracked wall. Turning 
to Simon he shouted, ‘Get some pipes and pumps, it’s a 
big room, goes a long way back.’ Simon lifted his radio. 
 Grey shone his torch through, suddenly focused on 
something. Smiling he raised his radio. ‘Tell Beesely 
there’s a train behind the wall. A miniature train, maybe 
six foot tall.’ He beckoned the Swiss engineers. Pointing 
along the wall he said, ‘Make another test hole over there, 
looks like another room.’ 
 ‘Our drills have a limited life on batteries,’ a man 
grumbled. ‘When the water goes we need to rig a 
generator or connect to those outside.’ 
 Grey straightened, took a few steps and grabbed a 
pickaxe then set about the wall, easily widening the hole 
as the water pressure dropped. With the help of Simon and 
a Swiss engineer he had a hole big enough for a man to 
walk through in ten minutes. 
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‘Stand back,’ Grey called. He waved away the 
engineer and waited, waving them on until they were 
twenty yards back. 

A careful examination of the hole revealed no booby-
traps. The front of the train, however, clearly offered a 
web of dangling wires. He eased through, immediately 
stepping awkwardly onto railway tracks that still lay 
submerged. Straightening, he examined the new enclosure. 
The room stood as tall as the main cavern, but not as wide. 
The walls were again smooth grey concrete, running away 
from the main cavern at a right angle and curving further 
to the right. And there was not one train, there were two, 
side-by-side and separated by a train width. Behind them 
rain a line of open-top carriages, suitable for lugging 
equipment, now slowly draining of water. 

He turned right, checking the wall high and low, 
finding just plain walls. Along the walls he noted nothing 
of interest, stepping on a few submerged spades and tools. 
Twenty yards in he found another wall, stopping and 
staring. Turning left he could see the opposite wall. His 
brow furrowed as he clambered onto the last truck and 
shone his torch around the room’s extremities. The entire 
room was enclosed, nowhere for the trains to go. And no 
doors at all. ‘I hate this place.’ 

‘OK?’ Simon loudly called, his words echoing around 
the long room. 

‘Stay back, drain the water first.’  
He jumped down and retraced his steps, sloshing 

through six inches of water. At the hole he said, ‘There’re 
wires on the trains, maybe something on the floor. When 
the water is out we’ll sweep for grenades.’ With a hand 
from Simon he ducked back through. 

‘Where does it go?’ 
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‘Nowhere!’ 
‘Nowhere?’ 
Grey lifted his eyebrows. ‘The far wall is blocked up.’ 
‘It’s a crazy place,’ Simon muttered, peering through 

the hole. 
‘I’ll radio the dimensions,’ Grey suggested. ‘They can 

add it to the model.’ 
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A light at the end of the tunnel 
 

1 
 
A radio burst to life. ‘Mr Grey, Simon, come to the small 
tunnel please!’ They glanced at each other, grabbed 
coffees and started walking through the complex in no 
particular hurry. At the schoolhouse they dumped their 
finished drinks and stepped down the spiral staircase, 
halting a man coming up. They emerged into the first 
small cavern, greeted by a K2 caver. 
 ‘We have cleared the rubble in the long tunnel,’ the 
man informed them with a grin. 
 ‘And?’ Grey probed, noting the man’s expression. 
 The K2 man lifted his small echo sounder. ‘This says 
that the tunnel goes maybe a kilometre.’ 
 ‘Thousand yards!’ Simon said. 
 ‘Let’s go have a look-see,’ Grey suggested, gesturing 
the man towards the tunnel entrance. 
 Once they had passed the V1 cavern and the zig-zag, 
they waded through three inches of water for a hundred 
yards before passing through the steel door, as far as 
Johno and Thomas had penetrated. Beyond it waited a 
caver in dry-suit scuba gear. 
 ‘Ah, now that looks nice and warm,’ Grey said as he 
patted the man on the shoulder. Facing the cleared rubble 
he asked, ‘Any signs of wires?’ 
 ‘No,’ came back. ‘But this roof was blown, a 
deliberate cave in. The rock here is good stuff to tunnel 
through. Not so hard, but it does not collapse so much 
either. The tunnel goes to a point at the top, which is good 
construction. They knew what they were doing.’ 
 ‘OK then, let’s take a peek.’  
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Grey took the lead, scrambling over the remaining 
rubble and into the continuation of the tunnel. He waited 
as the caver helped his diver buddy lift his silver 
aluminium tanks onto his back and scramble through. 
Ready now, they set off in a line.  
 ‘No water here,’ Grey noted. 
 ‘We are inclining down,’ a caver suggested. 
 ‘Yeah, I reckon so,’ Grey confirmed. 
 Soon they could hear running water.  
 ‘Spoke too soon,’ Grey sighed. 
 After a further twenty yards they noticed a widening of 
the tunnel and a stream running briskly from left to right. 
It ran at least six feet lower, visible through cracks in the 
rock floor that they were standing on. 
 ‘There is no sign of winter flooding here,’ a caver 
noted. 
 ‘Come again, buddy?’ Grey asked. 
 ‘The walls here, the floor. I know caves and this tunnel 
does not flood in the winter.’ 
 ‘So access all year round by the diggers,’ Grey noted, 
making eye contact with Simon. Simon shrugged and they 
pressed on. 
 The downward incline increased marginally. After 
another hundred yards they could again hear running 
water. 
 ‘Something ahead,’ Grey warned, slowing his pace. 
Ducking his head under a prominent rock he emerged onto 
a ledge and shone his torch around the cavern they 
emerged into. ‘Sweet ... Jesus!’ 
 ‘My God,’ Simon gasped as he straightened. 
 With the four of them stood on a ledge their combined 
torchlight lit the large cavern. This natural feature opened 
to the left of the tunnel, stretching back a hundred yards 
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and as tall as it was long. Stalagmites and stalactites grew 
to around three metres, down from the roof of the cavern 
and up from the floor like giant teeth. Metal ores and 
crystals in the rocks glistened, reflecting their lights and 
sparkling around the walls. A brisk stream ran down the 
middle of the cavern and disappeared into a hole close to 
the ledge they were on. 
 ‘You caver guys getting a firm pecker?’ Grey asked 
with a smile. 
 ‘Amazing!’ they let out. 
 ‘You can come back and play later,’ Grey offered. 
 ‘Wait,’ the scuba diver called. ‘Photo!’ 
 Simon produced a digital camera and took several 
snaps, some of the cavers smiling broadly. Across a small 
jump from the ledge the tunnel continued.  

As they plodded on the scuba diver said, ‘I think the 
caverns up above are natural, with some work after.’ 
 ‘Yep, makes sense,’ Grey agreed. 
 The tunnel continued. And continued. 
 ‘I’ve been counting my paces,’ Grey informed them. 
‘That’s eleven hundred.’ He stopped and turned. ‘Scuba 
guy, you want some help with that gear?’ The man did. 
They took a five-minute break, Grey and Simon both 
relieving the diver of a tank, Simon breaking a chocolate 
bar and sharing it out. 
 ‘Ready?’ Grey called a few minutes later. They 
pressed on, another small cavern being photographed 
before the tunnel took a right turn. 
 Grey stopped and faced the gang. ‘How do you think 
they knew what direction to tunnel?’ he smugly asked. 
 The men glanced at each other. ‘Compass?’ Simon 
suggested. 
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 ‘Maybe. But I’ve noticed some course corrections. He 
lifted his hand and tapped the bottom of a metal pipe. 
‘Fresh air, small tube.’ 
 Simon examined it. ‘They drilled up? How?’ 
 ‘I think I know, but I’ll wait to see if you figure it.’ 
Smiling, Grey pushed on. ‘That’s two thousand yards,’ he 
called from up front. 
 At the next natural cavern they stopped for a break and 
a cigarette, all now both sweating and chilled at the same 
time. 
 ‘I think this goes down towards the railway track,’ 
Simon suggested. 
 ‘Maybe,’ Grey idly commented before noticing 
something on the wall. ‘Look,’ he pointed. 
 Simon inched towards the wall of the cavern. ‘It’s a 
Star of David. Jewish?’ 
 ‘Prisoners made this tunnel,’ Grey stated. ‘So that 
dates it from 1940 to 1945. Probably a lot of bodies in 
here somewhere. It must have been hell to dig this tunnel, 
and I think it probably took a year or so.’ 
 ‘Listen,’ a caver suggested. 
 They listened intently for several seconds. 
 ‘It’s the road,’ Simon suggested. ‘A car.’ 
 Grey nodded, throwing his cigarette into the gurgling 
water. ‘Ready?’ 
 They stood, Grey and Simon lifting the air tanks. 
Another hundred yards further down the tunnel and they 
could again hear the rumble of traffic above them. 
 Grey stopped. ‘Smell it?’ 
 ‘It smells like shit,’ Simon suggested. 
 ‘That’s because it is. Human shit,’ Grey said with a 
grin. 
 ‘We are near the village?’ 
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 ‘Nope,’ Grey enigmatically replied. He pressed on fifty 
yards before plonking down the metal tank. ‘Tanks won’t 
be needed, boys.’ 
 Simon lowered his tank, noticing the metal door ahead. 
 ‘Back up,’ Grey told them. ‘There’s a grenade-trap, but 
it’s on this side of the door.’ They backed up the tunnel, 
ten yards. 
 Grey cut the wire and removed the grenade, putting it 
in his pocket. With the rest of the door clear he eased it 
open with a loud squeak. 

 
* * * 

 
‘Sir! Herr Beesely, Herr Otto, come quickly!’ 
 Otto and Beesely walked briskly back into the chateau, 
the commotion causing others to follow, including Novak, 
Blaum and an Ambassador. In the main hallway Grey 
stood smiling, the cavers emerging from a door under the 
stairs. 
 ‘Mr Grey … you stink,’ Beesely dryly noted. 
 ‘I can imagine,’ Grey said with a smile. ‘Just came 
from the complex the hard way!’ 
 ‘There is a tunnel?’ Novak gasped. ‘From here all the 
way up to the cave?’ 
 Grey nodded. ‘A tunnel made with Jewish prisoners.’ 
 ‘Bodies?’ Beesely asked. 
 ‘No, but a Star of David chiselled into the wall,’ Grey 
explained. 
 Beesely suggested, ‘Get cleaned up, let the people up 
top know you’re safe. Is that tunnel practical?’ 
 ‘Hell no,’ Grey firmly stated. 
 ‘So this chateau,’ Blaum began, ‘was connected to the 
complex. The people who lived here, they knew.’ 
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 Beesely faced Novak. ‘Perhaps you could check the 
records, wartime ownership - and after.’ 
 Novak took a moment to respond. ‘I think those 
German documents you found, you were meant to find 
them.’ 
 ‘A distraction,’ Beesely quietly commented, making 
eye contact with Otto. 
 ‘Mr Grey,’ a guard called from behind Beesely. ‘They 
have found another room next to the trains.’ 
 ‘Trains?’ Novak repeated. 
 Grey explained, ‘We just found a big room with two 
small trains inside. Trains are about six foot tall, but the 
odd bit is the room - it’s sealed on all sides.’ 
 ‘Why bother sealing them in?’ Blaum enquired. 
 Beesely faced him. ‘We have more good questions, 
Minister, than we have good answers.’ 
 ‘I will be off now,’ Blaum informed them. ‘We are 
returning, myself and the Ambassador.’  
 Beesely faced Novak. ‘There is room for one more, for 
a quick ... visit to Switzerland.’ 
 Novak straightened, his features as cold as normal. 
‘Maybe in a few weeks, not now,’ he softly stated. 
Turning quickly he stepped into the map room. 
 Beesely shook Blaum’s hand. ‘Thanks for all your 
efforts.’ He repeated the gesture with the Ambassador. 
 ‘I have an election plan to make,’ Blaum mentioned, a 
slight grin evident. 
 ‘Good luck with that, by the way,’ Beesely formally 
offered. 
 They all walked around the chateau, towards the lawn 
and the waiting helicopter, Beesely and Otto waving off 
Blaum and the ambassador. 
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 ‘Sir,’ a guard called. ‘They have cleared the main 
entrance, vehicles can go in and large items can be 
removed.’ 
 ‘OK, thank you.’ Beesely led Otto to the stream. 
‘Turns out that the liquid oxygen rotted the containers 
long ago and disappeared into a gas. The alcohol based 
fuel, Mr Grey says, has fermented into a useless glue.’ 
 ‘So, no risk of an explosion,’ Otto noted. 
 ‘There is a distinct lack of explosives anywhere near 
the V3. The nose cone has just a small amount of 
explosive that apparently looks like it was hand-packed in 
there.’ 
 Otto turned. ‘You think the V3 was to have a dirty 
bomb warhead?’ 
 ‘Hitler’s final weapon, aimed at London, Moscow or ... 
in his dreams, New York. They are analysing it now, but 
critical bits of it have been removed.’ 
 ‘Removed?’ 
 Beesely nodded. ‘It is not as it was when assembled, 
certainly not ready to fly. Key components have been 
removed, as if to disable it.’ 
 ‘By the Russians?’ 
 ‘Hard to tell. The forensic pathologist in there says that 
some of the bodies were moved, some died where they 
were, but no sign of any Russians on the lower level.’ 
 Otto’s brow furrowed as he thought. ‘Is it possible that 
the Russians did not find the lower level?’ 
 Beesely made a face. ‘It was walled up. But if I was a 
curious Russian in a Nazi tunnel complex I’d be knocking 
down walls like crazy looking for treasure. Curious thing 
is - if the bodies did drop where they died - no weapons, 
no guards.’ 
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 ‘Removed by Gunter, or others,’ Otto suggested as his 
phone went. ‘Yes?’ He listened. ‘Odd.’ 
 Beesely sighed. ‘We shall have to think of other 
adjectives. I think we have used up odd and strange.’ 
 ‘This is ... perplexing then,’ Otto said with a smile. 
‘The engineers say that the cottage and the schoolhouse 
were built five years before the remainder of the village, 
dated to 1933, or maybe earlier.’ 
 ‘1933?’ Beesely repeated, looking down and frowning. 
‘That means that it was early Nazi, built outside Germany 
by Nazi sympathisers just as Hitler started to take real 
power. If the rest was 1938, that means they were training 
ready to parachute into England. Odd. Have a look to see 
if there are any castles nearby, any rich men living here 
around 1933 who were pro-Nazi.’ 
 Otto faced him squarely. ‘What are you thinking?’ 
 ‘That the early Nazis had training camps outside 
Germany, training their people to take Germany by force 
before Hitler got into power. After that, why waste them.’ 
 Otto lifted his phone and made the request. 
 A guard approached Beesely. ‘Sir, we are stopping 
many treasure hunters in the forest.’ 
 ‘Oh dear.’ He took a breath and straightened. ‘Ask 
them, the treasure seekers, if they would all attend a 
meeting tonight at 6pm at the Spa Hotel. Just the serious 
explorers.’ 
 The guard bowed his head slightly and backed up as 
Otto lowered his phone.  
 ‘Treasure hunters?’ Otto enquired. ‘Apparently there 
are some very serious explorers here.’ 
 ‘And some of them may shed some light on Gunter, or 
this place.’ 
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Novak reluctantly joined Beesely and Otto for lunch at the 
Spa Hotel. No sooner had they ordered than both Otto and 
Beesely’s phones went, the messages listened to. 
 ‘A problem,’ Novak asked, observing Beesely staring 
at his phone. 
 ‘So it would appear,’ Beesely answered, glancing 
across as Otto finished his call. ‘The Russians not so 
happy with some of their skeletons. Not scientists from the 
1950s, but Jewish scientists for the most part, captured by 
the Germans in 1941 from Poland and Byelorussia.’ 
 Novak nodded, not shocked. 
 ‘You don’t seem ... surprised, Minister.’ 
 ‘That was Minister Wilhelm,’ Otto cut in. ‘A problem 
with the German bodies.’ 
 ‘Problem?’ Novak casually noted, trying his wine. 
 ‘The German bodies were prisoners, some Jews, 
Dutch, Belgian - some German scientists reported dead in 
1944.’ 
 Beesely frowned. ‘Seems that news of their deaths was 
somewhat premature, by about ten years. Anything you 
would like to say, Minister, before we go the long way 
around and discover for ourselves?’ 
 Novak put down his wine. ‘Some parts of history are 
best left buried.’ 
 ‘True,’ Beesely agreed as his starter was placed down. 
‘But time has moved on, and most of what happened prior 
to 1955 is regarded as old history. Not too many shocks 
left.’ 
 ‘They are some for my people,’ Novak unhappily 
admitted. ‘But I do not have all the facts, just rumours. 
Unpleasant rumours confirmed when that V3 was found.’ 
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 Beesely studied Novak for several seconds. ‘Because 
getting a V3 ready to fly takes a lot of time, expense ... 
and manpower. So why don’t you tell us what those 
rumours say. After all, caves have a way of ... collapsing 
in on themselves.’ 
 Novak eyes narrowed. ‘You would bury it?’ 
 ‘If necessary. But I’m afraid it was probably too late 
when those bodies left.’ 
 Novak nodded. ‘Yes, your eagerness to do the right 
thing was short sighted. Collapsing the cave may have 
been better. For everyone, your bank especially.’ 
 ‘We know Gunter visited in 1964,’ Otto admitted. 
 ‘Not just in 1964,’ Novak pointed out, a storm of 
worry on his face. 
 ‘No?’ Beesely asked. 
 Novak glanced around the restaurant. ‘I believe Gunter 
and his … associates were there from 1944 to 1965, 
continuously.’ 

Otto seemed horrified at Novak’s suggestion, but it 
also rang some bells. He made eye contact with Beesely. 
‘It may have been a good idea to collapse the cave. After 
Johno was out.’ 
 ‘We could not have known,’ Beesely said with a sigh. 
He faced Novak. ‘So this ... hidden redoubt was funded by 
what ... Nazi treasure? For ten years? And those skeletons, 
they were captive scientists, finishing the V3 ready for the 
dirty bomb, fire it at Moscow?’ 
 Novak nodded. ‘I think so.’ 
 ‘Jesus,’ Beesely breathed out. ‘Holding prisoners in a 
cave for all that time. And your shame is, your people’s 
shame, is that they could not have kept it supplied without 
Czech Nazi assistance, right under the noses of the 
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Russians. Hell of a logistical achievement, supplied 
through the chateau.’ 
 ‘The Israelis and the Jewish Congress will not be 
happy,’ Novak quietly suggested. ‘They will make 
trouble.’ 
 Otto turned his head to Beesely.  

Beesely raised his phone. ‘Elle Rosen.’ He waited. 
 ‘Beesely? How goes the treasure hunt?’ 
 ‘Are you sitting down?’ 
 ‘What has happened now?’ came a tired voice. 
 ‘That cave complex, Nazis used Jewish labour to make 
it.’ 
 ‘No surprise there, Beesely.’ 
 ‘Right up until 1955.’ 
 Elle paused. ‘What? Are you crazy?’ 
 ‘It appears that the complex was hidden and manned 
with captured scientists at the end of the war, supplied by 
a Czech Nazi groups as they worked on the V3, hoping to 
send a dirty bomb to Moscow. Right up until 1955, when 
they were all suddenly killed. The workers that is, not the 
staff or guards.’ 
 ‘There were Jewish prisoners, alive until 1955?’ Elle 
pressed. 
 ‘Yes, it would seem so, and I need containment on it. 
It’s history, and we are dealing with it. Send me a senior 
representative of The Congress, please. Oh, some of the 
German bodies, turns out they are Jewish. You’ll need to 
apply for them.’ 
 ‘My God, Beesely, how do you manage to find these 
things?’ 
 ‘It’s a gift. Let me know, yes?’ 
 ‘Will do, Beesely.’ He hung up. 
 Novak had been listening intently. ‘Who was that?’ 
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 ‘Mossad.’ 
 ‘Mossad? And you know the Jewish Congress?’ 
 ‘Yes, we are good friends. Does that help things, 
Minister?’ 
 ‘If it can be dealt with ... discreetly. I don’t want the 
world blaming us for what happened here.’ 
 ‘These old men are dead,’ Beesely pointed out. ‘Any 
of the original Nazis would be long gone.’ 
 Novak took a long breath. 
 ‘No?’ Beesely puzzled. 
 ‘There is still a small underground Nazi movement,’ 
Novak admitted. ‘We think they have had Nazi gold all 
this time to fund themselves.’ 
 ‘They were resistance to the Russians?’ Otto enquired, 
trying his starter. 
 ‘In a small way, yes. Up until 1962 maybe.’ 
 ‘What about the Russians inside, watches from 1950?’ 
Otto pondered. 
 ‘Captured nosing around probably,’ Beesely suggested.  
 ‘And kept alive?’ Novak puzzled. 
 ‘They needed workers, some of the wartime prisoners 
must have got sick and died.’ Beesely shrugged. ‘Without 
knowing who they were, exactly, it is hard to say.’ 
 ‘There were a lot of Russians,’ Otto pointed out. 
 ‘Maybe captured in many places here, taken to the 
cave,’ Novak offered. ‘Captured for their technical 
knowledge, maybe doctors.’ 
 ‘Any ideas as to why so many walls were built?’ 
Beesely asked Novak. ‘They went to a lot of time, expense 
and trouble, even smoothing over the train tracks.’ 
 Novak shook his head. ‘It makes no sense to me.’ 
 

3 
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At 6pm Beesely opened the meeting, fifty Czech treasure 
hunters and some Germans. ‘Thank you all for attending 
here today, I hope you can all understand my softly 
spoken English. If not, I can repeat in French or German, 
that’s all I am afraid.’ 
 No one raised any objections. 

‘My name is Sir Morris Beesely, and I am the owner of 
the International Bank of Zurich.’ He could see some 
puzzled expressions. ‘I recently bought the chateau at the 
base of the mountain, which started this whole thing off. 
You see, some of my staff found a cave and wandered 
inside, getting themselves stuck ... and the rest is history. 
But like you, I am interested in history - and treasure, if 
there is any.  

‘So far they have found tanks, an ME163 –’ gasps. ‘- a 
mini-sub –’ more gasps and turned heads. ‘- and a V3 
rocket as has been reported in the press. They have also 
found a Sherman tank, a half-track, a lot of artillery shells, 
plus a lot of booby-traps. But I understand, from chatting 
to some of you earlier, that such booby-traps are normal 
here in the Czech republic.’  
 He could see a few nods. ‘I am a wealthy man, but I 
also like my metal detector hobbies.’ 
 A few laughs rippled around. ‘So I will say this. If 
anyone has any information about hidden Nazi treasure - 
credible information - then I will be interested in talking to 
you. If anyone has any information about the cave 
complex discovered, history or rumours, then please let 
me know. I may, in the future, fund digs. 
 ‘Now, we have some enlarged photographs from inside 
the complex, and some small items on display here for you 
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to look at. It’s no good asking me about the inside, I 
probably know less than you do.’ 
 The treasure hunters stood and wandered to the tables, 
staff making sure that they all had plenty to drink. 
 One middle-aged man, a stocky bald Czech, came 
straight over to Beesely. ‘I have information for sale about 
the V3 complex.’ 
 Beesely glanced at Otto then led the man to the side, 
flanked discreetly by guards. ‘Go on.’ 
 ‘I want five hundred euros for the first piece of 
information, that you don’t seem to have.’ 
 Otto produced a wad, counting out the money. 
 The man pocketed it quickly. ‘That complex was said 
to have been built here because two thousand years ago 
the Romans had a mine there, tin or copper. In the middle 
ages they thought it haunted. Some thought the Romans 
hid treasure there, that’s why Hitler sent men there to dig.’ 
 Beesely stood hunched over, nodding to himself. ‘Yes, 
I can believe it. What else?’ 
 The man made a face and shrugged. ‘I have the maps 
that say where they found some Roman coins nearby.’ 
 ‘Bring them. Anything else?’ 
 ‘There was a link of the local baron in 1931, to the 
Nazis.’ 
 ‘That ... I would be interested in. See what you can 
find and get back to us.’ The man trotted off for some 
food. 
 ‘You believe him?’ Otto asked, watching the man go. 
 ‘Roman mines? Yes, I think so. Hitler was mad for that 
type of stuff, he had secret digs all over the place. They 
didn’t make Indiana Jones fight the Nazis for nothing!’ 
 The meeting produced a lot of rumours, but not much 
else. Novak put in a quick appearance, wandering around 
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and checking faces, scaring off some attendees when they 
recognised him, the timid explorers bolting for the door. 
 

4 
 
Not surprisingly, Johno quit hospital early, driven to Zug 
with Thomas and arriving as it was getting dark. In the 
great hall he got a slow clap from the SAS ready squad. 
 ‘How’s the pain in the arse?’ Kev loudly called. 
 ‘He’s here,’ Johno replied, getting a punch on the arm 
from Thomas. 
 The guards greeted him with large grins and small 
nods. At the top of the command centre stairs he halted, 
the night-shift staff looking up.  
 ‘Right, as you’re all aware, I have been injured in the 
arse,’ he loudly announced. They all smiled, politely, 
dedicated Swiss professionals hiding their grins well. ‘So 
there’s no need to mention it again. I need a helicopter at 
9am, a wake up call at 8am. Thank you.’ He gave an 
exaggerated regal bow. 
 In the restaurant he found a few managers eating, the 
men smiling and waving when they noticed him. He and 
Thomas ordered food, a lot of food.  
 ‘So what did you say to the pregnant lady?’ Johno 
playfully demanded, now able to sit on his arse without 
too much pain. 
 ‘Pregnant?’ 
 ‘A baby in the stomach!’ 
 ‘Ah, we had food. She is a nice lady.’ 
 ‘And you told her all about me?’ 
 ‘I told her about the cave and the village and making 
British Army tea, and stitches in your fat smelly arse and 
Steak.’ 
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 ‘Didn’t put her off her food then?’ 
 Thomas shook his head. 
 ‘Where is Steak anyway?’ Drinks were delivered with 
doughnuts. 
 ‘In the house for sick animals,’ Thomas explained. 
 Johno stopped smiling. ‘He’s OK?’ 
 Thomas nodded. ‘He has many small animals in his 
skin and ... things. They will make him better after two 
days with needles,’ he idly reported before wolfing down 
doughnuts with all the finesse of a bear cub.  
 The managers were leaving and said hello as they 
passed. 
 ‘Hey?’ Johno called. ‘Can you ask someone to send up 
the latest diagrams of the complex?’ 
 The second manager opened the file he had been 
carrying and stepped over with a big smile, placing down 
five computer-printed sheets. 
 ‘Ah, good man,’ Johno commended, starting to study 
the detail. 
 ‘Do you know it connects to the chateau?’ 
 Thomas snapped his head around.  

Johno looked up. ‘It connects? Where?’ 
 ‘The small tunnel you went into, with the rock fall. 
They moved the rocks and Mr Grey and Simon went 
down, three thousand yards to the chateau.’ 
 ‘Three thousand yards? Fuck, glad we didn’t head 
down it.’ He finished the sentence addressing Thomas. 
 ‘How much is that?’ Thomas asked. 
 ‘Three kilometres walk down the wet tunnel!’ 
 ‘Errr,’ Thomas grimaced. ‘It was very cold and wet.’ 
 ‘You were very brave,’ the manager commended, 
Thomas smiling with pride as they walked off. 
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 ‘They’re all proud of you,’ Johno suggested. ‘You 
were brave, not too much complaining.’ 
 Thomas sipped his mug of K2 tea. ‘This is better than 
the tea in the cave.’ 
 ‘Which was more help?’ Johno said, tipping his 
eyebrows. 
 ‘British Army water cuppa,’ Thomas smiled. 
 ‘Right. Soon I’ll take you on a proper survival course.’ 
 ‘Yes,’ the boy keenly agreed. ‘To eat rats.’ 
 Johno studied the aerial view diagram. The main 
entrance sat detailed on the far right of the paper, where 
the track curled around the contours of the mountain. The 
entrance walls were drawn at a slight angle down, meeting 
the main cavern, which was squared up to the paper edges. 
The camper van room came first, Johno pointing it out to 
Thomas, the train room indicated, then the clock room, the 
tank room ongoing to the left, the office and then the 
village, finally a ninety-degrees turn down towards the 
machine room and the first entrance. 
 From the school room the narrow tunnel snaked under 
the village at an angle, opened into a cavern, turned 
slightly right and parallel to the village before turning 
right into the V3 caverns. The new extension to the small 
tunnel was shown on a separate page, a much smaller 
scale. 
 The V3 caverns ran almost parallel to the village, 
about twenty metres separating them. The end of the lower 
cavern, that they had found booby-trapped, was walled up 
on the other side. Johno asked the kitchen staff for a pen, 
drawing a line from the end of the V3 cavern, around in a 
half circle to the room with the suitcases. 
 ‘I think there’s something here,’ he said as he 
illustrated the idea for Thomas. ‘It’s the only way to get 
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the lorries up and down.’ Thomas studied the map with 
great interest as Johno lifted his phone. ‘It’s Johno, get me 
Simon.’ He waited. 
 ‘Home for fallen women, Matron speaking?’ came 
from the phone. 
 Johno frowned and laughed at the same time. ‘Who’s 
that?’ 
 ‘Grey, pecker head.’ 
 ‘Hey buddy, when did you get here?’ 
 ‘Just about three days ago. Got a call after some daft 
fucker got stuck in a cave. Parachuted in with top bomb 
disposal boys.’ 
 ‘Hope I didn’t drag you away from something ...  
important.’ 
 ‘I was having my hair done.’ 
 They laughed. 
 ‘You in charge of bomb disposal?’ 
 ‘Joint, with Simon. Simon is in charge of the site, well, 
from a K2 point of view. Czechs are all over it. How’s the 
pain in the arse?’ 
 ‘He’s here.’ Thomas punched him again. ‘Listen, you 
know the suitcase room?’ 
 ‘Yeah?’ 
 ‘Do me a favour, break a hole in that wall or floor, 
pronto, will you.’ 
 ‘You know something?’ 
 ‘Been looking at the pictures. Truck must have driven 
out that way.’ 
 ‘We’ll take a look. You just –’ 
 ‘Sit on my arse! Yes, I know. And what you doing 
answering Simon’s phone?’ 
 ‘Right now he’s sitting on his arse, or rather squatting, 
frightening the local bears.’ 
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 ‘Ask him if the shit sticks to his fur. See ya.’ He hung 
up. 
 ‘Who is it?’ 
 ‘Mr Grey, American. You met him.’ 
 Thomas nodded, distracted by the diagrams. 
 

5 
 
Grey stood in front of the wall in question with Simon and 
a dozen engineers. The jagged hole into the suitcases room 
had been widened and now afforded easy access. They 
stood tapping the inner wall. 
 ‘It sounds the same all along,’ Simon noted. He started 
hammering on the floor. ‘Solid.’ 
 ‘Truck got in here somehow,’ Grey pointed out. He 
stood to one side. ‘OK, boys, give it hell.’ 
 The engineers stepped forwards, three drills starting up 
at the same time and attacking the old concrete, Grey and 
Simon stepping out for a cigarette break. 
 As they stood in the dark a guard came running. 
‘Simon, we have found something!’ 
 ‘What?’ Simon asked, clearly tired. 
 ‘At the helicopter landing sight. The corner of 
something concrete under the grass.’ 
 Grey and Simon turned towards the unseen site, almost 
parallel to the track and fifty yards away, not visible 
through the trees. 
 Grey shook his head. ‘That’s well away from the 
complex, which is behind us. Only tunnel that goes in that 
direction is the small one, and that’s at least a hundred feet 
below us.’ 



224 

 Simon turned to the guard. ‘Divert the helicopters, get 
a team to clear the site, carefully, you don’t want to fall 
down a missile silo.’ 
 They stubbed out their cigarettes and wandered back 
inside, commenting on the old car and the numerous 
‘smiley faces’ drawn into the dust. 
 ‘Well?’ Grey asked they entered the suitcase room. 
 ‘We’re in eight inches already,’ a man complained. 
 ‘How thick was the train wall?’ Simon asked. 
 ‘Eight inches, but the thickness varied. It was carefully 
made on the outside, no so much on the inside.’ 
 ‘Keep going,’ Grey nudged, placing on a pair of ear-
defenders. 
 Ten minutes later the main driller stopped. ‘I’m 
through!’ 
 ‘How thick?’ Simon shouted. 
 ‘Twelve inches!’ 
 ‘Shit,’ Grey let out. ‘They didn’t want this room found. 
Camera!’ 
 The engineer with the pen-camera eased it through, 
studying a two-inch black and white screen. ‘Big room, 
same size as this. It goes down.’ 
 ‘Well done Johno,’ Grey offered. ‘Any wires?’ 
 ‘No,’ the cameraman suggested. ‘Smooth wall.’ 

Grey stepped back. ‘OK boys, shift work, two on, one 
support. Call us when it’s a big hole, and don’t go in.’ 
 The ‘big hole’ took more than four hours, Simon 
waking Grey at 2am, the American having the annoying 
habit of going from fast asleep to wide awake in a second. 
 With Simon complaining about the lack of sleep, and 
carrying two coffees, they walked through the forest from 
the permanent camp near the V3 silo, back down to the 
track then along to the first entrance. Cigarettes stubbed 
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out at the entrance, coffee gulped, they entered the 
passageway - now permanently lit with a pearl-string of 
small lights. 
 ‘Good morning campers!’ Grey let out when he 
noticed some sleepy K2 guards. He stepped through, 
finding a hole two foot wide and five foot tall, jagged at 
the edges. 
 Grey stepped straight into the dark hole, turning on a 
large torch, Simon pulling up next to him. ‘It’s an early 
multi-storey car-park,’ Grey suggested with a grin. 
 Stretching down in front of them lay just that; a 
concrete ramp declining thirty yards, a curved turn, 
another ramp going lower, back towards them and no wall 
between the two ramps. 
 ‘You have coins for the meter?’ Grey asked as they 
walked down, flashing their torches. ‘After all this time, 
the Panzer will probably be clamped!’ 
 They turned the corner, stopped dead, then ran back up 
laughing and through the hole.  
 ‘What is it?’ the Swiss engineers asked. 
 Grey and Simon were in hysterics. ‘Have a look,’ Grey 
suggested as he stepped out of the room. He grabbed a 
sleepy guard. ‘Go radio for a vet with a tranquilliser gun. 
Tell Johno we found Steak’s mum!’ 
 A shriek came from the new hole, an engineer running 
through a moment later. ‘There’s a fucking bear in there!’ 
 ‘It’s not a very big bear!’ Grey chided. ‘It’s hardly 
bigger than a small car. But no one shoot it, the kid will be 
all over us.’ 
 ‘I’ve got some meat,’ a man volunteered. ‘Two tins. 
We can tempt it out.’ He produced them from his pack. 
They used the tin’s small key to unwind the lid and 
scooped out the contents with a knife. 
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 ‘OK, stand back,’ Mr Grey ordered. ‘Let’s see if the 
bear’s hungry.’ With cupped hands full of meat, Grey 
stepped back in with Simon, his torch slung over his 
shoulder on a strap. 

The bear stalked slowly up the ramp, limping, and did 
not look in the best of health. Simon stopped, Grey edging 
closer as the bear started to growl. It smelt the food and 
raised its snout, stopping dead.  

Grey knelt down, dropping the meat, then stood off to 
one side and waited. Simon slowly inched out his pistol.  

The bear inched closer, driven by hunger, eventually 
licking the meat and stepping back. It grabbed a chunk and 
withdrew, lowering its head to the floor as it chewed. 
Those bits it dropped it licked up quickly, coming back for 
more. A minute later the meat had gone. Grey took a 
chocolate bar from his pocket and opened it, tossing it to 
the bear’s feet, the hole in the wall behind him now full of 
silent observers. The bear took the chocolate and lowered 
its head as it ate. 
 Grey turned his head to the hole, waving a signal. The 
men got out of the way, Simon quietly moving further to 
one side. Grey stepped to the wall as a chocolate bar came 
through the hole, landing just inside. The bear could smell 
fresh air, freedom more important than further sticky food. 
It bolted for the hole, shouts and screams echoing a second 
later. 
 Grey and Simon laughed loudly as they walked down 
the ramp for the second time. The lower level of the ramp 
turned back on itself and then kept going. 
 ‘You know what I think,’ Grey began, pointing over 
his shoulder. ‘I reckon they blocked up the V3 entrance.’ 
 Simon nodded as they went down another four levels. 
‘How far down do you think?’ 



227 

 ‘Lower than the V3 floor,’ Grey pointed out. 
 They descended further, checking the walls as they 
went. Their radios crackled, the signal too distorted and 
now being ignored. 
 ‘Must have been fun getting a truck up and down 
here,’ Grey commented as they turned another corner, 
heading ever lower. Finally they hit a dead end with a 
large crack in the wall on the left, just enough room for the 
bear. 
 ‘I hate this place,’ Grey sighed. Kneeling, he shone a 
torch at the opening. ‘Big enough for a bear, so definitely 
big enough for a man.’ 
 ‘What’s inside?’ 
 Grey stuck his torch in. ‘Level three.’ 
 ‘Three?’ 
 ‘Third level down, same size and style as the others. 
Line of trucks, maybe ten. Lot of boxes.’ He stood. ‘Back 
up, get some kit, widen this entrance, then we start again.’ 
They began the long haul back up. 
 

6 
 
Otto took the call in Beesely’s bedroom as they sat 
drinking wine. When finished, he informed Beesely, ‘A 
third level, below the others.’ 
 ‘Crikey. Big complex.’ 
 ‘This one has ten trucks, some boxes. Johno suggested 
that Simon dig behind the wall in the suitcase room, they 
found it there.’ 
 ‘How did Johno know where to look?’ Otto shrugged. 
‘Must have got a sense of the place from inside,’ Beesely 
suggested as he phone rang. ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘Heard the news?’ Johno buoyantly asked. 
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 ‘Johno, yes, you psychic now?’ 
 ‘Psychotic maybe. Listen 9am, meet me there, flying 
back.’ 
 ‘Are you ... well enough?’ Beesely delicately 
broached. 
 ‘Fine, stop whining.’ He hung up. 
 ‘Johno will be here 9am. Guess he wants to have a 
look at that new room. Those trucks sound promising.’ 
 ‘I will wake you 7am,’ Otto offered as he eased up. 
 ‘Goodnight.’ 

* * * 
 
It took only thirty minutes drilling to make a suitably sized 
hole in the level-three wall since it was already crumbling. 
 The generator was knocked off. ‘American!’ 
 Grey and Simon eased up slowly and walked down to 
the engineer, taking off their ear defenders.  

‘It’s Mister Grey, not American,’ Grey softly corrected 
the engineer. 
 ‘So many damn people here from so many places I 
don’t know the fuck who anyone is,’ the man grumbled. 
 ‘I know the feeling,’ Grey replied as he ducked 
through the hole. Simon followed with two more 
American bomb disposal technicians. Grey faced them. 
‘Hey, you Americans, wires! You know the drill.’ 
 The two ‘Americans’ started at the entrance, radiating 
outwards. 
 Grey walked forwards with Simon, both going straight 
for the back of the nearest truck. With a leg up from 
Simon Grey peered inside. Boxes, but no wires. He 
clambered in, offering a hand for Simon. Sitting on boxes 
with stencilled German writing they forced open other 
boxes with screwdrivers, cracking the damp wood easily. 
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Inside they found silver ammunition tins. Grey flipped one 
open and pulled back the paper-thin metal seal.  
 ‘Ammunition,’ Simon muttered. ‘Lot’s of it.’ 
 They checked several boxes, finding them all the same. 
Opening the tailgate they eased down and to the next 
truck; more boxes opened, more ammunition found. 
 ‘Quite the small armoury here,’ Grey noted as they 
headed for the third truck, finding it similarly stocked, and 
for the next tiring eight trucks to the end of the cavern, 
where the same style of metal doors greeted them. 
 ‘Someone was planning a war,’ Simon noted. 
 ‘Stupid fuck Hitler still thought he had a chance. Hide 
some soldiers here, pop-up later. Yeah, right. Let’s go left 
around the room.’ 
 ‘Grenade!’ echoed down the cavern. They stood where 
they were as the bang echoed down the cavern. It was too 
far off for it to be of any danger, they were more than a 
hundred yards distant. 
 ‘Sorry!’ echoed down. 
 ‘Bloody Americans!’ Grey cursed. ‘I’ll bring some 
Canadians next time.’ 
 Simon tapped him on the arm and pointed at the first 
large crate. Then Simon stopped dead. ‘Hey, how did that 
bear get in here?’ 
 They shone their torches at the metal gates; closed and 
padlocked. 
 ‘Must be a hole, big enough for a bear,’ Grey 
suggested. 
 ‘We’ll look as we go.’ Simon broke open the wooden 
crate with his screwdriver, Grey pulling away the rotten 
wood. 



230 

 ‘Yeah, baby!’ Grey let out, lifting out an MP40 
machine pistol. ‘This little baby was the forerunner of 
every assault rifle in the world.’ 
 ‘A lot of ammunition, so why not a lot of rifles. Fuck 
it, let’s open the doors.’ 
 ‘Easy tiger.’  

They stepped slowly to the doors, checking for booby 
traps. Nothing could be seen through the small gaps in 
rusty metal gates, so Grey squeezed a blob of plastic 
explosive inside the large keyhole of the padlock, needing 
it in. Finally he attached a small fuse, breaking the end as 
if snapping a match. 
 He faced Simon, a wicked grin. ‘Run,’ he whispered. 
 Simon’s eyes widened. He turned and ran, followed by 
Grey.  

‘Fire in the hole!’ Grey shouted. 
 Five seconds later the bang echoed down the cavern, 
Grey walking briskly back to the padlock, now hanging 
open, as dust and stones fell down around them. Throwing 
off the padlock he opened the door slowly, checking for 
wires. It seemed clear, so they stepped through. Twelve 
lorries in a line greeted them.  
 Grey turned to Simon. ‘I spy, with my little eye, 
something beginning with … ‘A’.’ 
 Simon held a forefinger to his chin. ‘Ammo?’ he 
ventured. 
 Grey lifted his eyebrows. ‘You’re ... good.’ 
 ‘First, the bolts,’ Simon suggested.  

They turned, heaved on the rusty bolt for five minutes 
and released the main door. With an ear-rupturing squeak 
they opened the large doors fully. 
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 Simon peered down the line of trucks, both ways, 
before sighing in the cold air. ‘I am volunteering the 
Czech Army to move this lot. Their problem.’ 
 They clambered into the first truck, finding just 
ammunition. The second truck they just peeked into, the 
same size boxes, so it got ignored. Third truck the same. 
Fourth truck, larger boxes. 
 They faced each other. ‘Rifles,’ they said in unison, 
but climbed in anyway. Prising off the lid of the first box 
they found a cloth, under which sat three paintings.  
 ‘Jackpot!’ Grey announced. ‘Ladies and gentlemen we 
have a winner.’  
 ‘Cannot be valuable, like the paintings upstairs - left to 
rot.’ 
 ‘I’m no art expert, but they look old, and nice oil 
paintings,’ Grey argued. 
 ‘I know Gunter, and he knew art treasure. If they were 
valuable he would have removed them.’ 
 ‘A puzzle then.’ 
 They started on the next box. More paintings, the third 
box offering up silver tea sets.  
 ‘They ... have to be valuable,’ Grey insisted, examining 
the bottom of one, holding it to the light of his torch. 
‘Genuine silver markings. And Russian.’ 
 ‘I’ll call Otto later.’ 
 They tackled additional boxes with renewed vigour. 
China, more silver, more paintings, coloured glass 
panelling, assorted jewellery, and a safe. 
 ‘A safe?’ Simon puzzled. 
 ‘Let’s have a look.’ 
 ‘You can open it?’ 
 Grey smiled enigmatically. ‘I can open any safe in the 
world. Part of my training.’ 
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 ‘I like this training programme,’ Simon enthused as 
they slid the heavy box towards the back of the truck, 
moving other boxes up and over it, ten minutes arduous 
labour. 
 They were starting to glisten, the cold air keenly felt on 
their faces. With the box at the tailgate they pushed it 
over, crashing it onto the concrete floor and splintering the 
wooden box that housed it. Jumping down they kicked 
away the rotten wood, righting the old safe. 
 Grey examined it. ‘Two simple tumbler key locks, 
1930s or 1940s. Blowing it will be easy.’ 
 ‘You’ll destroy what’s inside,’ Simon whispered. 
 ‘No, it’s all about pressure, no flame or force. Pressure 
goes in and bounces back.’ Grey jammed plastic explosive 
into the two keyholes and needed it in, just as with the 
padlock, the fuse attached and snapped as before. 
 Simon walked a few steps, Grey just three. ‘Fire in the 
hole,’ he quietly stated. 
 The blast was not great, echoing around the cavern and 
loosening more dust and stones from above, the safe door 
swinging open. Kneeling down they examined the 
contents with their torches, finding just paper files.  

Simon opened some and read. ‘Plans for the 
reconstruction of Germany.’ 
 ‘Hah! Us ... generous Yanks did that with the Marshal 
plan!’ 
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Once is unfortunate, twice is just rude 
 

1 
 
Not being able to sleep, Johno wandered out from his 
‘snug’ and into The Dungeon at 3.30am, finding Thomas 
playing computer games. ‘Can’t sleep?’ 
 ‘Went to sleep at 8pm.’ 
 ‘Hungry?’ 
 ‘Yes.’ The boy jumped up. 
 
Johno squeezed out the last of the ketchup onto his chips 
then doused them in vinegar. Looking up he noticed the 
kitchen staff filing out. 
 The first stepped up to him. ‘We go now, sir, thirty 
minute break. If you want anything –’ 
 ‘Go, go,’ Johno coughed out. ‘I can help myself.’  

The kitchen staff trundled out as the SAS ‘old dogs’ 
wandered in, black fatigues and MP5s slung over 
shoulders, smirking towards Johno as they slowly 
progressed. 
 ‘Right, Boss?’ 
 From under his eyebrows Johno watched them, helping 
themselves to tea, doughnuts and cake before sitting in the 
corner. 
 Ten minutes later Thomas suggested ice cream, both of 
them getting up and wandering into the kitchen storeroom 
where tall, stand-up silver fridges lined the walls. Thomas 
opened the first fridge, grabbed a tub and wandered out. 
Johno ran a finger over the selection available, grabbing 
three small tubs, one of each of his favourites. Closing the 
fridge door he dropped one.  
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Easing down cautiously, with his bad knee in mind, he 
reached for the tub, now sat under the legs of the fridges. 
Reaching in between two fridges he noticed something on 
the painted wall behind the fridges, something that chilled 
him more than the vanilla and raspberry he now held. 
 He straightened. ‘Ready squad! One me!’ 
 They came running, weapons prone.  
 ‘Ditch the weapons, grab these fridges and ease them 
back. Quickly.’ 
 ‘What for?’ Kev asked as he stepped forwards. 
 ‘There’s a hidden passage,’ Johno carefully mouthed 
to him. 
 ‘Shit …’ Kev let out. 
 The squad grabbed the fridges and eased them out, 
pulling out the power plugs without noticing. The room’s 
central table got dragged noisily away, making more 
room. Finally, Johno grabbed a saucepan off the wall and 
started tapping the wall as Thomas appeared and pushed to 
the front, spooning out large lumps of ice cream. 
 ‘What is it?’ he idly enquired. 

Johno smiled knowingly and pointed at the mark on 
the wall. 

Thomas knelt down and examined it. ‘It is similar to 
the mark in the butcher’s shop.’ 
 ‘Butcher’s shop?’ Kev repeated. 
 Johno made eye contact, a large grin. ‘Butcher’s shop 
in a fake village in a sixty year old Nazi cave complex.’ 
 ‘How’s that possible?’ Kev questioned. 
 ‘Old man Gunter, Beesely’s predecessor, was involved 
with the complex in the Czech Republic.’ 
 ‘Jesus,’ Kev let out. 
 ‘And the man who did some of the concrete walls in 
the cave made this mark. Probably a long time ago.’ 
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 ‘That wall backs onto the cliff,’ Kev pointed out. 
 Johno handed him a raspberry ice cream pot off the 
table. ‘Well done, you win a prize.’ He continued tapping 
the wall. ‘Can’t tell, but it doesn’t sound thick.’ 
 ‘Builder’s cupboard!’ Kev shot in. 
 Johno turned fully to Kev. ‘Builder’s cupboard?’ 
 ‘Next door there’s a store room,’ Kev explained with a 
smirk. ‘They keep their tools here, saves bringing them 
back and forth.’ 
 Johno rolled his eyes. ‘Get them. C’mon.’ 
 A minute later Johno had a large hammer in his hand. 
Quite a crowd had now gathered; the kitchen staff had 
returned early to see what the problem was, along with a 
few guards, as Johno started to swing at the wall, chipping 
off chunks of concrete - much to the horror of the kitchen 
staff. 
 After just thirty seconds of earnest whacking the 
concrete cracked, a line some three-foot tall snaking up the 
wall. He swung harder, now aiming for the sides of the 
crack and widening it until a section fell away into an 
unseen opening. 
 ‘Shit,’ Kev let out slowly. ‘Something behind there.’ 
 Johno waved Thomas back a step and swung hard, 
knocking out chunks until he had made a sizeable hole. 
Accepting a small torch off Kev, part of his standard web 
equipment, Johno illuminated a tunnel that had not been 
penetrated for perhaps forty years. ‘There’s a tunnel.’ 
 Whispers shout around the kitchen. 
 Johno faced a guard, ordering, ‘I want powerful 
torches,’ the man running out immediately. 
 Lifting the heavy hammer he started on the wall again, 
making the hole larger, enough for him to ease through 
without difficulty. The guard returned, panting, passing 
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forwards a large torch. Poking his upper body through the 
hole Johno checked for booby-traps, finding just a 
chiselled rock wall and a familiar damp smell. 
 He stood back, the assembled crowd getting an 
unpleasant whiff and backing up. ‘I want crowbars and 
large hammers, cave team, engineers and bomb disposal. 
Move it people!’ 
 As the guards grabbed phones Johno moved Thomas 
back from the hole and continued widening it, Kev tucking 
into his raspberry ice cream. Hitting the wall close to the 
opening made cracking the old concrete much easier, soon 
a hole big enough to walk in for someone of Thomas’s 
size. 
 Glistening with sweat, Johno let Thomas have a go 
with the hammer, pinching the remaining ice cream off 
Kev. Guards returned with crowbars and other tools, 
torches and pickaxes. After ten minutes they had made a 
man sized hole. Johno again checked carefully for booby-
traps before stepping cautiously inside.  

The tunnel stood six foot high and just over six foot 
wide, the rock surface appearing less well chiselled than in 
the complex. To Johno, it looked older somehow. He 
shone his torch down the tunnel, not seeing any significant 
features; it sloped down at a slight angle and curved to the 
left. He took three steps then became aware of Thomas on 
his right. 
 ‘Fuck! Thomas - get back!’ he shouted, thumbing 
towards the opening. 
 It was too late, the rumble and screech were familiar, 
the bright light from the kitchen storeroom sliced away in 
an instant. Johno dived towards the metal plate, a thin strip 
of light visible at the base. ‘Kev!’ 
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 A crowbar came through, an inch from his face. Then 
another. As the metal sheet fallen it had crushed the 
dislodged concrete blocks, leaving a two-inch gap. 
 Johno sighed. ‘Forget the crowbars, boys, this door 
weighs a tonne. But jam them in, stop it closing all the 
way.’ He stood and faced Thomas. 
 ‘I didn’t do it!’ the boy protested. 
 Johno stared at him for a moment, then breathed out 
heavily. ‘Got any tea bags?’ 
 Thomas gave a big shoulder shrug, continuing to spoon 
out ice cream. 
 ‘C’mon.’ They turned, Johno shining the torch down 
the tunnel. 
 ‘We will be cold,’ Thomas pointed out as they started 
forwards. 
 ‘I know, we’re both in t-shirts. But that gap under the 
door is big enough for teabags at least.’ 
 

2 
 
Otto took the call as he and Beesely were conducting 
middle-of-the-night staff reviews, going through files that 
a K2 manager had brought to them an hour earlier. Neither 
of them could sleep. He lowered the phone, Beesely 
concerned by the perplexed look.  

‘Problem?’ Beesely enquired. 
 ‘Only Johno could do this.’ 
 ‘Do what? What’s he done now?’ 
 Otto rubbed his eyes and took an audible breath. ‘He 
noticed a marking on a wall in the castle. That marking 
was the same as on a concrete wall here.’ 
 Beesely’s eye’s widened. ‘That means –’ 
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 ‘That there is a strong connection to Gunter, here and 
the castle.’ 
 ‘And someone making false walls here was making 
concrete walls at the castle!’ Otto nodded. ‘What year did 
K2 move into the castle?’ 
 Otto paused for dramatic effect, raising an eyebrow. 
‘1965.’ 
 ‘Dear God, you don’t think?’ 
 ‘Johno found a false wall.’ Otto lowered his head. 
 ‘That’s great,’ Beesely enthused before noticing Otto’s 
look. ‘Otto?’ 
 Otto looked up, an exasperated expression etched into 
his face. ‘Johno smashed open the wall, he stepped inside 
with Thomas ... a metal sheet came down –’ Beesely jaw 
dropped. ‘- and now they are trapped inside.’ 
 Beesely glanced at the window and then casually 
tossed the file his was holding over his shoulder.  

Otto studied his file for a moment then tossed it over 
his shoulder. ‘I second that motion.’ 
 Beesely ran a hand over his scalp, rubbed his face then 
faced Otto. ‘Helicopter. Get Grey and his team, our 
cavers.’  

Otto lifted his phone. 
 

* * * 
 
‘Mr Grey! Simon!’ The guard came running through the 
dark, out of breath. ‘Johno is trapped in a cave!’ 
 Grey stopped, glancing at Simon before turning back 
to the guard. They both stared. 
 ‘Johno is in Zug, idiot,’ Simon quietly pointed out. 
 The man shook his head. ‘No. I mean, yes, he is in 
Zug, but he found a secret passage - in the cliff in Zug.’ 
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 ‘Really?’ Grey let out. ‘Shit.’ 
 ‘You must both go,’ the man panted. ‘Quick, to Zug. 
Helicopter.’ 
 They started the long trek to the surface. 

 
* * * 

 
The mobile phone quietly trilled, getting gradually louder. 
Pepi’s wife reached across and knocked on a light, 
nudging her groggy husband. 
 Pepi lifted the phone. ‘Yes?’ he croaked out. 
 ‘Sir, K2 have discovered a secret passage in the 
castle!’ 
 Pepi forced himself up, putting his feet into his 
slippers. ‘Call me back in ten minutes.’ 
 With his wife grumbling into the pillow, Pepi rushed 
down stairs. 
 

* * * 
 
The passage continued to curve down and to the left until 
Johno figured they were parallel to the cliff, finding a 
familiar looking metal door on the right of the tunnel. He 
shone his torch around the rusted metal and glanced at 
Thomas. 
 ‘It is the same,’ the boy quietly pointed out, casually 
finishing off his ice cream. 
 Johno glanced at the ice cream then nudged Thomas 
back. They found no padlock, the door leant open an inch, 
a finger search revealing no wires. ‘I don’t think there’ll 
be any booby-traps here.’ 
 ‘It was Gunter’s home,’ Thomas suggested. 
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 ‘Well, out there was. A grenade in here won’t make 
any difference, but people will hear it maybe. Let’s just 
hope he didn’t want to blow up any unwelcome visitors. 
Stand back.’ 
 Thomas backed up as Johno eased the door open, wide 
enough to get the torch through and check for wires. It was 
clear, a large red Nazi flag visible just inside. Johno eased 
the creaking door open and stepped inside, checking the 
floor quickly and finding smooth concrete compared to the 
tunnel dirt. He carefully checked above the door, finding it 
clear. With a sharp breath he faced the room as Thomas 
appeared at his side, the boy dropping his ice cream when 
he saw what was in the room. 
 ‘It’s treasure?’ Thomas whispered. 
 ‘It’s memorabilia again,’ Johno whispered back. ‘And 
why do we always whisper when we find this stuff?’ 
 Thomas chuckled as they stepped forwards. ‘Hello!’ 
the boy screamed, his cry echoing around the room. 
 
Back at the metal sheet Kev leant close to the opening. 
‘Hello … hello … hello for fuck’s sake!’ 
 
Lining the sides of the entrance hung a myriad of flags, 
perhaps fifty, all seemingly different. All hung off wooden 
poles, some with ornate golden eagles on the ends, each 
flagpole angled at forty-five degrees. Anyone walking into 
the room would be reminded of a Nazi flag ceremony, the 
placing of the flags giving the visitor the impression that 
they were the ones being honoured. Below the flags ran a 
line of parallel glass cases laid out similar to a museum, as 
Thomas commented, and filled with medals, pistols, 
photographs, cap badges, caps and helmets. They inched 
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along, carefully studying each exhibit, wiping dust off the 
glass. 
 ‘No bombs in here,’ Johno suggested. ‘This was his 
special place.’ 
 ‘He came here to look at these things. Gunter’s 
museum?’ 
 Johno smiled. ‘Yeah, Gunter’s morbid museum.’ 
 ‘Morbid?’ Thomas did not know the word. 
 ‘Old stuff, dead people, sick in the head.’ 
 Thomas nodded as they inched along. 
 ‘I like the throne,’ Johno commented, shining his torch 
beam over it: three steps of faded red carpet, a gold-
enamelled wooden seat with a coat of arms on the 
backrest. 
 ‘Good money?’ Thomas asked. 
 ‘That? I’d think so. Probably stolen off some royalty. 
The coat of arms looks Polish.’ 
 They turned to the right, peering through the gloom 
and finding many wooden crates of a similar style to the 
Czech complex, but in far better condition.  

Thomas ran a hand over the wood. ‘It is dry.’ 
 ‘No moisture in here, not damp.’ 
 ‘No streams.’ 
 ‘Nope.’ 
 The first box was hurriedly opened; large leather boots 
with German emblems. The next was covered, but not 
nailed down. 
 ‘Why is there no light?’ Thomas complained. 
 ‘What?’ 
 ‘No light. Gunter came here, and we are in the castle. 
Is there a light switch?’ 
 Johno laughed. ‘Don’t be silly.’ Then he stopped dead, 
turned and walked back to the door. There it was, a rusted 
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old light-switch that turned clockwise. He clicked it on, 
six weak bulbs in the ceiling coming to life. 
 ‘See!’ Thomas proudly pointed out. ‘Gunter came 
here, so lights.’ 
 Laughing, Johno knocked off his torch, taking in the 
room. The entire right hand wall of the room was lined 
with boxes. Mounted along the wall above them hung 
dozens of weapons. Johno pointed out, ‘Old to modern, 
left to right.’ 
 Thomas lifted his gaze. The swords and flintlocks were 
on the far left of the wall as they faced it, bolt-action rifles 
in the middle, German MP40 sub-machine guns on the far 
right, finally an AK47. 
 ‘The last one is Russian,’ Johno pointed out. 
 Thomas opened a box, leaned in and pulled out a 
crown, placing it on his head. It was too big for him, 
falling down and resting on his ears and nose.  
 ‘Fetching. If it’s real - it’s worth millions.’ 
 ‘Millions!’ the boy gasped. 
 ‘And no, you can’t have it.’ 
 Johno inspected a box containing crumpled German 
jackets, grey and with officer insignia, finding one with 
medals pinned on the chest. He tried it on, the jacket 
fitting well enough, Thomas laughing at him.  

‘You feeling cold?’ Johno pointedly enquired. 
 Thomas grabbed a sub-mariner’s jacket, placed it on 
and rolled up the sleeves. ‘They smell.’ 
 ‘Not as bad as the cave they don’t.’ 
 They advanced further into the room, opening 
numerous crates and peering in. One held a dozen MP40 
sub-machineguns, one a dozen ammunition tins - opened 
and inspected. Beyond the wall of weapons they found a 
small alcove and an ornately decorated wooden door. 
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 ‘This looks promising.’ 
 Thomas closed in. ‘What is it?’ 
 ‘A very nice door, maybe for a very nice room, 
hopefully with some very nice stuff in it.’ There was no 
way to check for booby-traps so Johno simply turned the 
handle and pulled it open. 
 They stepped cautiously inside across dusty and faded 
red carpet, along a wood panelled corridor with 
illuminated vases in alcoves and then to another door. 
 ‘We are in Wolfenstein,’ Thomas suggested. 
 ‘Where’s that?’ 
 ‘No, the computer game we play.’ 
 Johno took in the narrow corridor with a frown. ‘Yeah, 
it does,’ he agreed with a grin. He turned the handle of the 
far door and opened it outwards, away from them. ‘Dear ... 
God.’ 
 ‘What is it?’ Thomas whispered. And whispering 
seemed appropriate for this room. 
 ‘It’s an alter ... or a shine of some sort.’ 
 ‘Like in church?’ 
 ‘Only if you’re a fucked up Nazi church goer. Since 
the Vatican supported them, why not.’ 
 Cautiously, they stepped further inside, slowly and 
almost reverently. Many lights in the ceiling brightly 
illuminated the small room, some bulbs purposefully 
adding backlight to the alter itself. The floor offered more 
faded red carpet, carpeted red steps rising up to a stone 
alter. Next to it rested a marble font, less the water. What 
it did have caused Johno to gasp. He quickly stuffed what 
he found into his jacket inside pocket. 
 ‘You are taking things, why can’t I?’ Thomas 
protested. 
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 ‘You can take small stuff. But if people outside see it, 
in the town, the police will take you.’ 
 Thomas gave the problem some thought. ‘We must 
keep it the in the castle.’ 
 ‘Good thinking, Boy Wonder!’ They both laughed 
loudly, stood in their oversized German jackets. 
 Johno stepped around the alter and approached an area 
of ornate wooden panelling covering the entire wall 
behind the alter. It housed full-sized doors with golden 
handles, looking like an oversized wardrobe, so he pulled 
them open, closing them again quickly. ‘Wow.’ 
 ‘What is it?’ Thomas asked, trying to get a better look. 
 ‘Something that the Russians would be very happy to 
get back.’ 
 ‘It was taken from Russia?’ 
 ‘Yeah, in the war.’ He made strong eye contact with 
Thomas. ‘Don’t... say what you’ve seen here to people 
outside, or we’ll all be in trouble. Understand?’ 
 ‘OK, Boss. What’s this?’ He tapped the font. 
 ‘It’s for when a Christian baby is baptised in church.’ 
 ‘Ah, yes, I have seen this. Gunter, he was religious?’ 
 ‘Yeah, but not in the way you think.’ Johno glanced 
around. Quietly he muttered, ‘I’m still waiting to find a 
fucking ram’s head in here.’ 
 In a corner they examined stained-glass panels, stacked 
against a wall and looking as if they had been stripped 
from churches, before retracing their steps out to the main 
room. On the next wall hung maps, old military maps. 
 ‘Someone has graf-eee-teee it,’ Thomas noted, a finger 
on the writing. 
 Johno eased closer, a hand on the dusty map. ‘That’s 
writing. And … a signature.’ He faced the boy. ‘You 
know who I think made that writing?’ 
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 ‘Gunter?’ 
 Johno let out an exasperated sigh, gently slapping the 
boy’s head. ‘No. Hitler himself.’ 
 ‘It is good money?’ 
 ‘If it was Hitler himself yes, to the right people. And to 
historians.’ 
 Below the maps stood chests of drawers, the top draws 
pulled opened in unison.  
 ‘It is for the woman,’ Thomas noted, holding up an 
ornate and antique hand mirror. 
 Johno studied the back of the mirror in the dim light. 
‘This looks French.’ 
 ‘They took it?’ 
 ‘Yeah, when the German soldiers were in France.’ 
 Thomas consider it with a studious frown. ‘When you 
are soldier, you can take things?’ 
 Johno laughed. ‘No, there are rules. You mustn’t steal 
from the people you kill. Shooting them is OK, taking 
their stuff isn’t. It’s called the Geneva Convention.’ 
 Thomas snapped his head up. ‘Geneva? I have been 
there many times.’ 
 As they inched along the wall Johno explained, ‘A 
long time ago they had a meeting and decided what was 
OK in war, and what wasn’t. It’s OK to kill someone dead, 
but if they’re just a bit dead ... you can’t kill them any 
more, you must help them or move on.’ 
 Thomas looked confused. ‘If you miss, you cannot try 
again?’ 
 Johno laughed loudly. ‘That’s it.’ 
 ‘Gunter killed many people and took their things. Did 
he not go to Geneva?’ 
 Johno rolled his eyes. ‘C’mon.’ 
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 Stepping cautiously they weaved between dozens of 
waist-high crates and reached the far corner, finding 
another door.  

Johno stopped and turned, staring down. ‘What’s 
behind this door, then?’ 
 ‘A tank?’ 
 Johno tipped his eyebrows. ‘Have you seen a door big 
enough for a tank?’ he playfully challenged. Thomas 
lowered his gaze after being stared at. Johno twisted the 
handle and opened the door. Ping. 
 Diving, he knocked Thomas to the floor, a loud bang 
echoing a second later. Smoke and dust wafted from the 
new room in delicate, slow moving swirls as Johno eased 
up, feeling the damage he had done to his knee and elbow 
and wincing. Thomas lay groaning.  

‘Are you hurt?’ Johno shouted, checking the boy 
quickly and lifting him upright. 

‘I hit my head on the sharp box,’ Thomas grumbled, 
holding his head and grimacing. 

Johno felt Thomas’s scalp, opening his hand and 
revealing some blood. ‘You’re cut. Not bad.’ 

‘You are cut bad,’ Thomas pointed out. 
Johno held the side of his head, a hand covered in 

blood when he lowered it. ‘Sod it.’ 
‘We must go to the door,’ Thomas insisted, still 

holding his head. 
Tracing their original path the hapless explorers 

navigated back around the throne, well away from the 
door with the grenade trap, and back out into the tunnel, 
turning left and walking twenty yards to the metal plate. 
Movement could be seen behind the door, flickering 
shadows.  

Johno eased down. ‘Who’s there?’ 
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‘Johno? It’s Kev,’ came a disembodied voice. ‘There 
was an explosion?’ 

‘Grenade trap. Push through some first aid stuff, some 
band aids.’ 

‘Fuck, Johno, what ya up tis? Sit tight and we’ll get ya 
out.’ 

‘Ask a manager to come forwards, everyone else clear 
out for a minute.’ 

‘Hallo?’ came a Swiss accented voice a few seconds 
later. 

‘Listen, top secret … tell Otto there is treasure here, a 
lot of treasure.’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 
A few seconds later bandages, creams and plasters 

were passed through. Thomas shone the torch to 
illuminate the cut as Johno wiped his head.  

‘Can you see the cut?’ Johno asked. 
‘Yes, not bad as before.’ Thomas wiped it, put on 

cream and a large band-aid in what was now a well-
practiced routine. ‘Better.’ 
 

3 
 
As Otto and Beesely walked to the helicopter Otto’s phone 
chirped, causing them to stop.  

‘Yes?’ he answered, soon followed by a gasping, 
‘What?’ He glanced towards Beesely, trying to remain 
composed. ‘OK, understood. We will be back in forty-five 
minutes.’ Otto lowered his phone, turning his head a notch 
to face Beesely. ‘Johno has … sent a message from behind 
the metal plate.’ 

‘And?’ 
‘Treasure. A lot ... of treasure.’ 
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‘Christ, you don’t mean –’ 
‘Yes,’ Otto quickly cut in with. ‘What was here 

maybe, and many other places. Stolen Nazi treasure that 
Gunter… stole.’ 

‘Well, well. Right under our noses all the bleeding 
time!’ 

Otto nodded. ‘There were the rumours when I was the 
small boy. But no one could do anything with Gunter 
alive. And I never new of any secret doors.’ 

They walked on.  
‘Well, we’ll soon see,’ Beesely noted. ‘Gunter’s 

hidden treasure at the castle.’ 
‘Yes, should be … interesting.’ 

 
* * * 

 
Back in the throne room the wounded explorers 
immediately headed to the left, through the lingering dust 
caused by the grenade and to the door with the grenade 
trap, finding it hung open and splintered in a few places. 
The inside offered only darkness, Johno shining his torch 
beam through. Staring right back at them was a huge 
Panzer Mark IV. 

‘It’s a tank!’ Thomas loudly protested, stamping his 
foot. He turned and slapped Johno on the arm. ‘I said a 
tank!’ 

‘OK, smart-arse, you want to go first?’ 
Thomas grabbed a small box and threw it through the 

opening. They waited, nothing going bang. Next he threw 
through a helmet and a flintlock. Again nothing. 

‘You’re getting good at this,’ Johno teased before 
stepping into the doorway, checking the doorframe and 
wall surround for any more surprises and finding it clear. 
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They stepped cautiously in and glanced around, 
illustrating what they could with the torch beam. The room 
they now found themselves in was massive, almost as big 
as the caverns in the complex and packed full of military 
vehicles. 

‘That’s a Mark III Panzer,’ Johno pointed out. ‘That’s 
a First World War tank, that’s the same half-track as in the 
complex. There’s a Sherman, that’s a British tank - a 
Churchill I think.’ 

‘Aeroplanes!’ Thomas noted. 
They edged past the massive Panzer and to the right.  
‘That’s a ME109 - without the wings. That’s a British 

Spitfire, looks like it crashed. That’s another ME163, but 
not like one I ever saw.’ 

‘What are those?’ Thomas excitedly asked, pointing at 
a row of mannequins. They stepped closer, now being able 
to see their breath in the torch light. 

‘They’re Roman soldier’s uniforms, breast plates.’ 
Johno examined the old iron. ‘They look real.’ 

‘Good money?’ 
Johno made a face, giving an unseen shrug. ‘If real, 

maybe worth some money.’ 
In the torchlight they examined spears and swords, 

followed by numerous spearheads in dusty glass cabinets – 
again laid out like a museum. Beyond the cabinet they 
could now see another ornate wooden door, this one with 
gold enamelling. 

‘Thomas, get that door would you,’ Johno joked. 
Before Johno could stop him Thomas had run at it, 

turned the handle and pushed it open before running back. 
They both ducked, waiting several seconds in silence, just 
the sounds of their breathing for company. They slowly 
stood, Johno shining his torch into the new opening.  
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‘Be ... careful,’ he growled at his young charge.  
Ignoring the useful advice, Thomas grabbed a spear 

and threw it through. No explosion. Taking another spear 
he thrust the end into the doorway and swung it around. 
Noting a rusted old light switch Thomas turned it, the new 
room now dimly lit. They peered in, leaving the torch on 
for extra illumination. 

‘Roman things,’ Thomas whispered. 
‘Stop whispering,’ Johno whispered, stepping in and 

checking the doorframe. 
The room offered up more spears, more breast plates 

and a golden ‘eagles head’.  
‘Now that ... could be valuable,’ Johno enthused, 

examining it. 
‘Gold?’ 
‘Yeah, and two thousand years old!’ 
Thomas lifted the lid of a chest. 
‘Careful!’ Johno managed to get out before he was lost 

for words. He focused the torch on the chest’s shiny 
contents. 

Thomas turned, a cheeky grin. ‘Small things?’ he 
teased. He dug his hand into the cold golden coins. ‘They 
are real?’ 

‘Looks like it.’ John lifted one and examined it. ‘Shit.’ 
He pocketed it, scanning the rest of the room and the four 
heavy trunks that looked identical to the one Thomas had 
opened. Then he lifted his eyes to a map on the wall. 
‘Look!’ he gasped. 

Thomas snapped his head up and rushed closer, 
examining the image. ‘It’s the caves!’ 

‘It’s a map of the complex, all laid out. You see where 
the Roman sword points at, a lower level. So that’s where 
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he found this lot.’ Johno shook his head, lighting up. ‘No 
fucking wonder he went back.’ 

‘He found this treasure in the caves?’ 
‘Yep. And probably killed everyone there for it. This 

much gold would tempt anyone.’ 
‘Not you,’ Thomas idly suggested, grabbing more 

coins. 
Johno lowered his head and studied his young charge. 

After a few seconds he quietly asked, ‘Why do you say 
that?’ 

‘Otto says it. You don’t want money, only to fight the 
bad men.’ 

Johno took a long drag, turning his head back to the 
map. ‘Yeah … well, Otto says too much. C’mon, let’s find 
a way out.’ Muttering he said, ‘Ain’t no files hidden in 
here.’  

‘I’m OK, we can look,’ came quickly back. 
Johno chuckled. ‘C’mon, before you break something.’ 
‘Like Abba glitter balls?’ the boy teased as they 

withdrew. 
‘That ... was not my fault. I was concerned for you, to 

get you out.’ 
‘You are a good man,’ Thomas sarcastically stated, 

nodding his head in an exaggerated fashion as he went. 
Johno smiled widely, stopping and taking a drag. ‘So, 

Sherlock Holmes, where did the tank come in through?’ 
Thomas pointed toward the far end of the room, a 

narrowing and a large tunnel curving down and to the 
right. 

‘Well spotted.’  
They walked towards it in dull torchlight; past the 

ME109, past the skeletal frame of some other aircraft - the 
aluminium still in good condition - and towards the tunnel. 
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Following its curved walls they inclined down and to the 
right fifty yards before finding a solid metal door, two 
grenade traps attached to it. 

‘We are inside,’ Thomas noted. ‘They are for people 
who come in the other way.’ 

‘Yep.’ Then Johno noted the soil and roots coming in 
around the edges of the door. ‘Look.’ He pointed with his 
foot. 

‘It’s plants.’ 
‘So that means what?’ 
Thomas tentatively answered, ‘On the other side is 

garden?’ 
‘Dirt, or soil,’ Johno carefully pronounced. ‘Yep, this 

door is buried.’ 
‘We cannot go this way?’ 
Johno detached the wires to the two grenades. ‘No, 

don’t know how much soil. May be able to blast it, but if 
there’s a lot of soil it won’t do any good, the blast will 
come back this way. C’mon, we can try the rest of the first 
tunnel we found.’ 

They laboured slowly back up the tunnel and across 
the cavern between the tanks and planes, Johno pointing 
out and naming many things, and back into the throne 
room. Beyond that lay the original tunnel where they now 
turned right. 

The tunnel straightened for ten yards before turning 
further to the right, ending at a set of concrete steps, the 
left wall of the steps concrete as well. Easing slowly down 
thirty steps they again encountered a rusted metal door. 

‘Are we inside or outside?’ Thomas asked. 
‘We’re inside,’ Johno suggested, checking the door. 

‘Get ready.’  



253 

With the torch held close to the lock he turned the 
handle with a ‘click’, took a measured breath then quickly 
pulled it open an inch before closing it again, a foot 
against the bottom of the metal door. The lagged image on 
his retina was of no wires or grenades. They waited a 
silent five seconds, easing the door open with a slight 
creaking. The torchlight revealed no booby-traps, the door 
now pushed opened fully. 

With Thomas peering around from behind Johno they 
stepped into a narrow corridor, similar to the first tunnel, 
but more carefully chiselled from the rock, not so many 
jagged edges sticking out. 

‘Look,’ Thomas whispered, finding another rusted 
switch. He turned the light switch, dull bulbs lighting the 
corridor, and the steps behind them a second later. Turning 
back from the steps they peered ahead, finding that the 
short corridor ended with a wooden door after twenty feet. 
They cautiously eased along, checking the walls and floor, 
quite the father-and-son bomb disposal team. 

‘It is not cold,’ Thomas whispered. 
Johno stopped and considered it, pursing his lips and 

blowing breath past a bulb. ‘Must be close to the castle, 
warmed up from there.’ 

Stepping slowly they approached the wooden door, 
examining it with the torch. Facing each other they 
shrugged. Thomas stepped back as Johno turned the 
handle slowly and opened the door. 

No ‘ping’ came as they held their breath. The door 
swung open, the room inside lit by dull bulbs. 

‘Woo-eee!’ Thomas screamed, jumping up and down 
and slapping Johno several times with alternating hands.  

Johno just stared ahead, smiling from ear to ear. Ahead 
of them lay more stacked gold bars than Johno had noted 
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in Beesely’s section of the bank vault. And that was worth 
more than a billion pounds. 

Thomas rushed in and touched a bar. ‘It feels cold.’ 
Trying to lift it took all his strength. It dropped to the 
floor. ‘Shit!’ 

Johno gently tapped the boy’s head, whilst staring 
ahead at the pile of gold bars. ‘Don’t swear,’ he 
whispered, lifting a bar himself. ‘Fifteen, twenty kilos.’ 

‘How much is here?’ 
‘A shit load. A shit load of … treasure.’ Then 

muttering to himself he added, ‘And buried with the 
treasure are files of great value…’  

‘There is no door?’ 
Johno lifted the torch. Still smiling broadly he walked 

around the edges of the room, checking high and low, 
round in a complete circle, tapping the walls. ‘Solid. This 
is just a room for the gold. Two ways in, the kitchen or the 
outside where the dirt is.’ 

‘No, there is another door,’ Thomas confidently 
suggested as he examined the gold. 

Caressing a gold bar Johno quietly said, ‘Oh, yeah? 
What do you know that I don’t?’ 

‘Gunter came to look at this, and upstairs, the flags.’ 
‘Not for a long time, it’s very dirty and dusty. At least 

ten years,’ Johno suggested. 
‘Why put it here?’ 
‘Good question. Why does anyone hide anything?’ 

Johno posed, making eye contact with Thomas. 
‘So that other people cannot see it?’ 
‘So who exactly did Gunter not want to find this place? 

And more to the point, why did he give a shit?’ 
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‘Maybe he had looked too much,’ Thomas suggested, 
struggling with another bar. ‘He wanted something else to 
look at.’ 

‘Maybe. Anyway, he knew where it was, close at hand 
if he wanted it. He knew where it was, those he was hiding 
it from didn’t.’ He sighed, Thomas not listening. ‘Let’s get 
back to the kitchen, tell them we’re OK.’ 

‘And we tell them about the gold?’ Thomas asked, 
Johno shrugging. 

On their way back the tunnel walls were carefully and 
diligently checked, no obvious doors located. 

At the metal plate Johno lay on his side, resting in the 
concrete rubble. ‘Kev!’ 

‘Here! You OK in there?’ 
‘Fine. Nice warm draft here as well.’ 
‘Cold in there?’ 
‘Not too bad, some heat from castle getting in 

somehow.’ 
‘People in reception said they could hear banging in 

the walls.’ 
Johno glanced at Thomas in the half-light as he spoke 

to Kev. ‘Really? They probably heard the grenade go off.’ 
‘Careful in there, Johno.’ 
‘Yes, mum. Stick some more fags through, there’s a 

good rescuer.’ A pack slid through the gap and he lit up, 
propped up against the wall. 

‘What do we do?’ Thomas asked. 
‘Wait, or find a door.’ 
‘We use the tank!’ 
Johno was about to shout when he checked himself. 

‘Maybe.’ The kid had an annoying knack of being right. 
‘Can I have a cigarette?’ Thomas delicately ventured. 
‘No, they’re dangerous.’ 
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Thomas cocked and eyebrow and tipped his head. 
‘I said no.’ 

 
4 

 
Ten minutes later they were both bored and so tried the 
throne room again.  

Tapping the concrete and moving things away from 
walls revealed no secret doors. Wooden panels were edged 
out and diligently checked, dusty flags moved aside and 
the walls behind tapped. In the alter room they found 
hollow noises coming from behind wooden panelling, but 
just concrete behind that, all diligently tapped. 

The tank room stretched back a long way so, after a 
little nagging, they had another look at the gold before 
thinking about searching further. 

 
* * * 

 
Beesely’s helicopter landed in front of the drawbridge, 
Kev walking to a window when he heard it. 
 ‘Boss is back!’ Kev shouted. Then he took in the 
restaurant. ‘Oh … shit.’ He greeted Beesely and Otto at 
the lift. 

‘Kev, how goes it?’ Beesely asked. 
‘They’re making good progress, sir. Johno says it’s 

warm enough inside, and only the one small grenade 
mishap.’ 

Beesely stopped dead, his eyes wide. ‘Grenade?’ 
Kev offered them a pained, apologetic expression. 

‘Johno tripped a door trap, minor cuts –’ 
Beesely’s eyebrows shot up. ‘He’s hurt ... again?’ 
Kev offered an apologetic shrug.  



257 

Beesely breathed out hard, shook his head and walked 
along the wide corridor and to the restaurant doors, Kev 
rushing ahead and opening them for him. Inside Beesely 
stopped and gasped, his shoulders dropping. The entire 
restaurant was covered in a fine dust, the tables moved 
back, seats upturned and placed on them, dozens of tool 
bags littered about, cables snaking across the floor. 

‘Kitchen staff ... er ... gone for the night, sir.’ 
Beesely focused on Kev, his eyes narrowing. ‘And?’ 
‘One threw a saucepan at me,’ Kev quietly admitted, 

his head lowered. 
Beesely made eye contact with Otto. 
Otto sighed. ‘It is not so easy to find the kitchen staff. 

They have a bonus now.’ 
‘Wait ‘til ya see the kitchen store room,’ Kev warned. 
‘Oh ... gawd,’ Beesely let out as they turned right and 

stepped through an obstacle course of equipment and to 
the storeroom. Stepping carefully over rubble and trying 
not to fall or twist ankles they stopped just inside, the 
drillers halting their work. 

The first driller lowered his mask and lifted his 
goggles. ‘Making good progress, sir.’ Beesely did not look 
pleased.  

Otto pointed at a part of the revealed wall. ‘There is 
the edge of the metal plate. So when that is exposed, 
maybe to pull it forwards.’ 

Beesely nodded, pointing. ‘What, gentlemen, is that?’ 
The drillers and guards glanced at the sticky mess on 

the floor that was a fridge load of melted produce seeping 
out. 

 
* * * 
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Johno sat on the floor, his back propped up against the 
gold, and lit up as Thomas started counting individual 
bars. ‘No,’ he quietly said. ‘Count across, then down, then 
multiply - like three times four times five. Yeah?’ 
 Thomas adjusted his approach as Johno rested his hand 
on the concrete floor. 
 ‘Thomas, come here, quick.’ The boy ran and couched 
down. ‘Feel the floor.’ 
 Thomas felt the floor with both hands. ‘Warm.’  
 ‘Try all across the room.’ 
 Thomas did as he was told, scrambling across on hands 
and knees. ‘Cool, warmer, warm, warm, OK, cooler, cold.’ 
 Johno eased up and put the torch on for a better look. 
‘There, a crack. Cold and warm makes the concrete crack.’ 
 Lifting off a bar of gold he let it drop under its own 
weight and bang down on the floor, widening the crack. 
Thomas copied, struggling with a bar and banging it down 
hard. 
 
A manager walking through the control room stopped and 
frowned, lifted his head for a moment as he listened, 
before shrugging and walking on. 
 
Johno banged down with a gold bar, repeatedly hitting the 
crack. Something seemed to be happening, the edges of 
the crack were extending to the edge of the stacked gold. 
They both banged down furiously, knelt just six inches 
apart. 
 ‘Can’t wait to see what’s under here.’ 
 ‘More treasure?’ Thomas asked, a little out breath. 
 ‘Of a kind.’ 
 Then came the first cracking sound. Johno jumped up 
and grabbed Thomas, moving to the side of the room. As 
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they observed in silence a second muffled crack echoed 
around the room. 
 Johno eyed the pile of gold; the large, and very, very 
heavy pile of gold. ‘Maybe that wasn’t such a good idea.’ 
 ‘What?’ 
 The next crack revealed a strong shaft of light. 
 ‘Oh shit. We’re above the offices!’ He glanced at 
Thomas. ‘I’m just hoping grandpa Beesely loves me more 
than I think he does.’ 
 ‘Why?’ 
 The floor gave way with a tremendous rumble. Johno 
pushed Thomas towards the door, the ground he was 
standing on following the gold down a second later. 
Thomas bravely tried to grab Johno and went down after 
him. 
 

5 
 
‘Sir!’ a guard screamed towards Otto. ‘Cave in! In the 
command centre!’ 
 Men sprinted out of the restaurant, Beesely and Otto 
stepping quickly to the lift.  

‘No!’ Otto shouted. ‘It could be damaged.’ 
 They took the stairs, Beesely moving decidedly quick 
for a man of his age. Entering the corridor to the command 
centre they were met with the smell of damp concrete and 
a fine swirling dust. Finding the blast doors propped open 
they rushed in, along with many guards. At the top of the 
stairs leading down to the lower level Beesely and Otto 
stopped dead, peering through a haze of fine grey dust.  

Staff and managers were walking around in a daze, 
grey all over, their eyes peeking out from behind grey 
masks. They coughed as they surveyed their desks and 
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computers, all now covered in dust and debris, a smoke-
like plume of dust bellowing out from Beesely’s office. 
The people huddled at the entrance to the command centre 
simply stood and stared as silence engulfed the room.  
 An odd rumbling noise came from somewhere, almost 
metallic, just as Johno appeared from Beesely’s office 
doorway; grey German officer’s jacket with red swastika 
armband, large band-aid on his head, covered in grey dust 
with streaks of blackened blooding running down his face. 
He casually lit up. 
 Thomas appeared at his side, stood in his over-sized 
German submarine Captain’s jacket, covered in dust and 
coughing. Noticing everyone staring at them, Thomas took 
a quick step to the left and pointed at Johno. ‘He did it!’ 
 Stunned, Beesely and Otto walked slowly around the 
companionway and towards Johno. Pulling level with him 
they peered into Beesely’s office, then glanced at each 
other. Twelve metric tonnes of gold bars were sat where 
Beesely’s desk used to be, now just splinters of wood 
under the gold. 
 Johno took a drag and breathed out. ‘So ... you’re back 
then?’ 
 Beesely slowly raised a hand and pointed at the gold, 
but was lost for words. 
 ‘It’s a shit load of gold,’ Johno quietly pointed out. 
‘Otto, how much is that lot worth?’ 
 Wide-eyed, Otto stared at it. ‘One, one and half 
billion.’ 
 ‘That’s a new car for me then. Wait till you see what 
else is up there.’ 
 Otto and Beesely slowly inched their stunned gaze 
back towards Johno.  
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‘Wha ... what is up there?’ Beesely managed to get out, 
starting to cough. 
 ‘Besides the Tiger tank and an Me109, another ME163 
and some weird stuff I didn’t recognise.’ 
 Thomas help up a gold coin. ‘Roman treasure.’ 
Beesely inspected it.  
 ‘Four or five chests full of those,’ Johno explained. ‘It 
came from under the complex in the Czech Republic. 
Gunter fetched it out.’ Beesely stared, his mouth open. 
Johno continued, ‘Certain Russian Amber Panels.’ 
 ‘My God!’ Otto gasped. ‘They are priceless!’ 
 ‘Diamond encrusted crowns,’ Johno added, enjoying 
the looks on their faces. ‘Oh, and one more small item.’ 
He opened his jacket and lifted up part of the item. 
  ‘It’s not!’ Beesely croaked. 
 ‘Cannot be!’ Otto protested. 
 Johno lifted his eyebrows. ‘Would Gunter erect an 
alter and shine to a fake?’ 
 ‘Alter and shine?’ Otto repeated in a strained whisper, 
glancing nervously over his shoulder at the staff. 
 ‘Then the one ... in Austria -’ Beesely began, again 
coughing.  
 ‘As far as I know they’ve contested that one anyway,’ 
Johno pointed out. He shrugged. 
 ‘What is it?’ Thomas asked. ‘It’s just a dirty old spear 
head!’ 
 Johno took a drag and faced Otto. ‘Wasn’t someone 
supposed to be getting married in the morning? Some nice 
gifts up there.’ 
 ‘She will wait,’ Otto flatly stated. 
 Beesely slowly cranked his head around to face Otto. 
 ‘That’s the attitude!’ Johno approved. ‘Make her wait, 
she’ll want you all the more.’ He leant over the railings, 
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addressing the nearest manager. ‘Get us ten armoured cash 
trucks, would you. And we need all guards on duty... 
now.’ 
 Still stunned, managers lifted dusty phones. 
 ‘C’mon,’ Johno encouraged, turning Beesely gently by 
the shoulders. ‘Let’s get you to bed, and me cleaned up a 
tad. Again.’ 
 
Away from the others Otto approached a manager. 
Whispering he said, ‘I want that cave searched, every 
inch!’ 
 The manager exchanged a look, nodded and set off. 

 
* * * 

 
An hour later the gang were cleaned-up and sat in 
Beesely’s bedroom as a full staff turnout dealt with the 
aftermath of Johno’s handiwork. 
 Otto poured out a wine for Beesely, one for Johno. 
‘You are OK?’ he asked Johno, who now sat fiddling with 
a band-aid. 
 ‘Yeah, just small cuts.’ 
 ‘How is the pain in the arse?’ Otto flatly enquired. 
 ‘Sleeping, I hope.’ 
 Beesely smiled. ‘You’ve spent quite a lot of time 
together lately, and still not ready to kill each other,’ he 
noted. 
 ‘Kid saved my arse in the cave,’ Johno suggested, 
sipping his wine. ‘Literally. If he hadn’t stitched me up I 
might have lost a lot of blood - was cold enough already to 
be in trouble. Kid got the injections from the doctors and 
jabbed me in the arse when I slept.’ He frowned and 
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smiled at the same time. ‘Not sure if the half-pint enjoyed 
that or not.’ 
 Otto chuckled. 
 ‘I have something to tell you,’ Beesely said with a 
sigh. ‘And this is top secret. Would be in lot of trouble if 
this got out.’ 
 ‘More trouble than what we just found?’ Johno 
puzzled. ‘Got half the crown jewels of Europe in the back 
room under the sofa.’ 
 ‘Yes, potentially more trouble, with the kind of people 
that shoot,’ Beesely suggested. 
 ‘Oh dear,’ Johno let out. 
 ‘What is it?’ Otto asked, concerned. 
 ‘When you two weren’t around I put in a call to a 
worried Dame Helen. She had some unpleasant 
conversations with her uncle, and others, regarding British 
SOE and wartime activities, Gunter and Czechoslovakia - 
as it was then. I spoke to her on a hotel phone, so no one - 
even here - knows.’ 
 ‘Get on with it then,’ Johno urged. 
 ‘Seems that wartime SOE knew about Gunter, and 
about some of the caves in the Czech Republic. In fact, a 
commando raid was organized by my predecessors in the 
American OSS, got caught and sent back - 1947 or 
thereabouts.’ 
 ‘They went after gold?’ Otto asked. 
 ‘And other things, like V3 rockets tucked away. When 
that, and other sneak operations failed, they worked a deal 
with Gunter. In return for his co-operation, apparently, the 
Allies would not go after him and would leave him alone – 
and his Nazi treasures. He co-operated, but did not tell 
them where it was –’ 
 ‘He was after the treasure,’ Johno suggested. 
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 ‘Yes,’ Beesely agreed, ‘and the Roman coins. Not to 
mention the Sword of Destiny - if that is, indeed, the right 
one. Seems that Gunter co-operated in removing some key 
parts of the V3. No one really knows what happened after 
that. In 1953 Gunter told the British authorities that his 
associates in the Czech, Swiss and Austrian Nazi 
underground didn’t trust him anymore.  
 ‘At that point they contacted me, first I knew of the 
relative who was a Nazi. They asked me to try and 
befriend him, but I could see it would not work. I declined 
the job. Strange world, here we are come full circle, sat in 
his castle.’ 
 ‘Having nicked his money, and now his treasure,’ 
Johno pointed out. 
 ‘Drinking his wine,’ Otto added. They raised their 
glasses. 
 Beesely continued, ‘Gunter’s interest in me around 
1963 may have been that the British and American 
authorities had leads on where the Nazi treasures where 
buried - and may still be buried - garnered from captured 
German soldiers in 1945. They think Gunter wanted to get 
access to that information.’ 
 ‘So, something else of interest still under the ground,’ 
Johno suggested. 
 ‘May well be, my boy - we found this. It also seems 
that later they approached Gunter with a view to him 
helping spy on the Russians. He did, apparently, help for a 
while, using his contacts. Last known contact was 1959.’ 
 ‘Why make all the fucking concrete walls?’ Johno 
complained. 
 ‘I assume that Gunter killed the people in the complex 
and disabled the V3, pinched the suitcase bombs and hid 
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them behind a wall for later use - or sale maybe. The 
concrete may have been to cover what the complex was.’ 
 ‘Hardly,’ Johno spat out. ‘Anyone with half a brain, 
opening up them doors, would see all the crap in there. 
And he left all the identifiable bodies there.’ 
 ‘Oh, while I remember, your bottomless well - dead 
bear cub at the bottom. So when you dropped coins it hit 
the bear’s fir, no noise.’ 
 ‘Spooky, that was. First time we dropped coins Steak 
roared, scared us shitless. How does it connect?’ 
 ‘Mr Grey found the drain system, bears seem to have 
come up it. There’s a crack in the wall on level three 
where the ammo’ trucks are. Some treasure there as well, 
gave it to the Czechs, keep them happy.’ 
 ‘Treasure left there?’ Johno contested. 
 ‘Apparently not so valuable, but not junk.’ Beesely 
sipped his wine. ‘Your idea, Johno, about dating the 
concrete, good one. Should have the results soon then 
maybe make some sense of it. They’re still finding 
rooms.’ 
 Otto eased forwards. ‘The experts believe that the train 
tracks were concreted over to allow easy movement of 
trucks. I think that Gunter used it as a base for maybe ten 
years.’ 
 ‘So, trucks coming and going,’ Johno considered, 
making a face. ‘Makes some sense. But he went to a lot of 
trouble, went fucking crazy on the concrete.’ 
 Otto suggested, ‘He may have seen the place as a long 
term base of operations.’ 
 ‘Some suggestion of a blood letting with the Czech 
underground,’ Beesely added. ‘With Gunter winning.’ 
 They sipped their wine as Thomas entered. 
 ‘Hey, short-arse,’ Johno greeted him. 
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 ‘Grandpa Beesely, tell me about the Geneva con-ven-
tee-on.’ 
 Beesely was pleased, Otto surprised. 
 ‘Good to see you’re interested,’ Beesely approved. 
‘Especially since you’re Swiss. What did you want to 
know?’ 
 ‘Johno said that a soldier can not kill a man if he 
misses him the first time.’ 
 Beesely frowned and faced Johno, Otto repeating the 
move. 
 ‘You explain it,’ Johno suggested with a grin. 
 ‘Johno says,’ Thomas added, picking up the rusty 
spear head, ‘it is OK if a soldier kills another soldier, but 
if the soldier he shoots is not dead he cannot shot him 
again or take his things.’ 
 ‘Well ... er ... yes, that’s true, but there are different 
circumstances. If you shoot someone and they drop their 
rifle and don’t shot back, and lie down hurt - you should 
not shoot them.’ 
 ‘Yes, I know that,’ the boy protested. ‘But it’s silly.’ 
 ‘Silly?’ Otto barked. ‘You should be studying the 
Geneva Convention in school. I will talk with your tutors! 
Why do you think it is silly?’ 
 ‘Because it is OK to kill the man the first shot, but 
after you cannot kill him if you miss and he is lying 
down.’ 
 Beesely put hand on the boy’s shoulder. ‘Thinking is 
not Johno’s strong point, although he does have his 
moments. War is not about killing people, it is about 
taking land, buildings and fields. You shoot someone so 
that you can take the land and the buildings. If you can do 
that without killing too many people, or damaging too 
many buildings, then you have conducted a good war. And 
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afterwards you have the land of the other people. You 
don’t shoot to kill the man, you shoot to try and move 
forwards and take the land. Understand?’ 
 ‘I think so. Will we give back to the people the things 
that are theirs?’ 
 ‘Some of them yes, some of the things we will 
destroy,’ Beesely quietly explained. ‘The gold will be 
melted, altered and made into paper money. And no, you 
can’t have a bar.’ 
 Thomas handed Beesely the spear. ‘You will keep 
this?’ 
 ‘Hell no! I’m not long for this world and I don’t want 
to upset the powers out there.’ He handed it to Otto. 
 ‘Me? I’m not keeping that.’ Otto slid it across to 
Johno. 
 ‘Scaredy-cats.’ But Johno quickly gave it back to 
Thomas to hold. 
 ‘You are the warrior, Johno,’ Otto pointed out. ‘You 
should have it.’ 
 ‘Like fuck!’ Johno muttered. 
 ‘What is the problem with it?’ Thomas puzzled. 
 ‘It brings good luck, or bad luck,’ Beesely explained. 
‘Depends on who is holding it.’ 
 ‘We should give it to the people who lost it,’ Thomas 
suggested, accidentally scratching Beesely’s table with it. 
 ‘Seems like it’s in good hands,’ Beesely noted. ‘But 
we’ll see how our ... friends react to it.’ 
 Beesely’s phone warbled. ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘Oliver Stanton, sir.’ 
 ‘Ah, good. Put him through.’ 
 ‘Beesely, how goes it at the dig?’ 
 ‘All done and sorted. Listen, where are you?’ 
 ‘Just hit New York.’ 
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 ‘Turn around, fast as you can, get to Zug. Something to 
show you.’ 
 ‘God, Beesely, I’m jet lagged on top of jet lagged.’ 
 ‘Guess what my adopted grandson is holding?’ 
 ‘Something worth the trip, I’d hope.’ 
 ‘Well, let’s start with the four boxes of gold Roman 
coins. Take a trip past an ME163, a Tiger Tank and some 
experiment German stuff that never saw the light of day.’ 
 ‘You have this back at the castle?’ 
 ‘Oh yes, been here … quite a while.’ 
 ‘You had that away quietly. Mr Grey said there was no 
significant treasure.’ 
 Beesely added, ‘Advance then to some certain amber 
items.’ 
 ‘You ... haven’t?’ 
 ‘Sure do. Then chuck in ten tonnes of gold, Nazi 
stamped. Some documents and maps signed by Hitler 
himself, half the crown jewels of Europe.’ 
 ‘Jesus,’ came down the phone. 
 ‘And finish with something that my boy is scratching 
his backside with, and has just dug a small hole in my wall 
with.’ 
 ‘What the hell are you on about?’ 
 ‘A certain spearhead.’ 
 There was a pause. ‘The real one?’ 
 ‘We think so, the other one in Austria may be the 
fake.’ 
 ‘And the boy is jabbing it into the fucking wall?’ 
 ‘Strange family, so I’ve heard. See you in the morning, 
over and out.’ He hung up. 
 Johno turned to Thomas. ‘Thomas! How will the 
people who want that back ...  feel about you damaging 
it?’ 
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 Thomas wandered over and placed it down. ‘I want to 
give something back.’ The adults made eye contact. 
 ‘Bored of shooting ducks, are we?’ Beesely teased. 
 Johno kicked Otto’s leg. ‘Aren’t you getting married in 
... a few hours?’ 
 ‘No, she can wait.’ 
 Beesely sighed. ‘Otto, you have surprised me with 
your attitude towards this girl. She sounds lovely?’ 
 ‘She is. She makes an effort always, keeps me happy.’ 
They waited. Otto added, after a sigh, ‘She keeps me 
happy because she is an agent of the French Secret 
Service.’ 
 Beesely and Johno glanced at each other. Johno 
checked the bottle.  
 ‘Sorry?’ Beesely asked. 
 ‘She is DGSE,’ Otto admitted with a shrug. 
 ‘And you know?’ Johno asked. ‘And you’re going to 
marry her anyway?’ 
 ‘Why not? She looks after me, no arguments, no 
problems, good sex. Perfect.’ 
 Beesely inched his head closer, staring. ‘Apart from 
the fact she is spying on you!’ 
 ‘How long have you known, for fuck’s sake?’ Johno 
asked. 
 ‘Since the first week, three years ago now. Gunter 
always was very careful with who I knew, because he 
trusted me with many things.’ 
 Johno shook his head. ‘You’ve been shacked up with a 
spy all this time … and known it?’ 
 ‘Yes. It seems ... logical.’ 
 ‘It does?’ Beesely asked. 
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 Johno laughed. ‘Yeah, it does actually. She’ll look 
after him because she’s being told to. Does she have a 
mate?’ 
 Beesely sighed. ‘I must be tired, because even less is 
making sense around here than normal. Kindly sod off, 
take the little monster, put the spearhead somewhere safe.’ 

 
6 

 
Johno found Mr Grey and Simon in the restaurant an hour 
later. ‘You missed it all,’ he teased as he joined them on a 
dusty table. ‘What was level three like?’ 
 ‘Thirty trucks,’ Simon complained. ‘And we looked in 
most.’ 
 ‘And?’ Johno nudged. 
 Grey made a face. ‘All ammo’ and MP40s. Czechs are 
earning their keep and TV is filming them removing it, 
plus the bit of treasure that was there.’ 
 ‘You had a look a the stuff here?’ Johno asked Mr 
Grey. 
 ‘Quick look, love the Tiger. Reckon I could get that 
going.’ 
 Johno offered him a sceptical look. ‘Bar of gold if that 
thing rumbles in less than a week.’ They shook. 
 ‘You’re popular down stairs, I hear,’ Grey mentioned 
in passing, a feint grin evident. 
 ‘I’ll just avoid them for a month or two, they’ll calm 
down. Eventually.’ 
 Simon did not seem convinced of that. ‘There are 
people coughing up concrete dust. And the builders 
arrived down stairs ten minutes ago.’ 
 ‘Shit, I’d best avoid them.’ 
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 Simon added, ‘And the kitchen staff have gone home 
until we say it is safe. Seems as if every week now it is 
self-service. I will bring sandwiches soon. The restaurant 
in the village loves you, Johno, all the business they get.’ 
 Grey laughed loudly. 
 ‘Beesely’s office was a bit Spartan anyway,’ Johno 
suggested. ‘And they’re going to put a small café next to 
it.’ 
 ‘Ah, good,’ Simon suggested. ‘Keep you out of here.’ 
 Johno faced Mr Grey. ‘Oh, while I remember, Stanton 
here tomorrow some time.’ He checked his watch. ‘Which 
is today I guess.’ 
 ‘Poor fella just landed in New York, he’ll be beat. 
What’s the occasion?’ 
 Johno raised his eyebrows and grinned. ‘Certain 
artefact that Hitler liked.’ 
 ‘The spear?’ Grey whispered, wide-eyed. 
 Johno checked over his shoulder then nodded. ‘Simon, 
not a word. To anyone.’ 
 Simon shrugged. ‘What spear?’ 
 Johno rolled his eyes. ‘Never mind.’ 
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Get that tank off my lawn 
 

1 
 
Johno placed down a mug of tea for Beesely, the afternoon 
sun beating through the windows. ‘Bit grimy, all self-
service. Big hole in the kitchen apparently.’ 
 ‘They’ll have the ramp open soon, it exits just by the 
cottage,’ Beesely explained. ‘Then we’ll stick a temporary 
door on the kitchen.’ 
 Johno straightened, a slight frown. ‘All the stuff out?’ 
 ‘No, but they’ll take it out the secret passage that 
someone missed.’ 
 ‘Where was it?’ 
 ‘Mr Grey found it hidden in the wall of the tank room. 
It goes all the way down to the edge of the West Camp, to 
a cottage that only Gunter was ever allowed into. Been 
dead seven months odd, no one bothered with it.’ Beesely 
tipped his head and listened. ‘What in God’s name is that? 
Are they drilling somewhere?’ 
 Johno peered out the window, a hand over his eyes. 
‘Nope. That’s Mr Grey in that Tiger tank. Looks like Mr 
Stanton in there as well.’ 
 ‘That’ll be good for the grass and tarmac,’ Beesely 
grumbled. 
 ‘I owe Grey a gold bar now.’ 
 ‘Made a bet with him, did you?’ 
 ‘Yeah. There’s ten bars kept back from the hoard.’ 
 ‘Olly will want one. Oh, Elle Rosen and chums here 
4pm today.’ 
 ‘That poor bugger never gets any peace with us on the 
case.’ 
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 ‘Quite the crowd down there. Shall we have a look at 
the Tiger?’ 
 ‘When you’re ready, Boss.’ 
 

* * * 
 
‘Minister Blaum?’ 
 ‘Yes, Otto? All sorted in the Czech Republic?’ 
 ‘Yes, and no. Are you sitting down?’ 
 ‘No, standing and worried. You are starting to sound 
like Beesely!’ 
 ‘I shall take that as a compliment.’ 
 ‘What news?’ 
 ‘Johno found the treasure -’ 
 ‘He what?’ Blaum gasped. 
 ‘The Austrian gold that Gunter stole…’ 
 ‘Ah, so he did have it.’ 
 ‘And four trunks of cold coins, Roman, from the mine 
in the Czech Republic, plus numerous wartime relics. 
There are also numerous paintings, jewels and other 
items.’ 
 ‘What about…?’ 
 ‘No sign at all - and we have searched thoroughly.’ 
 ‘Then maybe all are doubts -’ 
 ‘Were well founded. If Gunter searched for forty years 
and did not find the list, what hope do we have?’ 
 ‘Yes,’ Blaum sighed. ‘Keep me informed please.’ 
 Otto hung up. ‘You know what you need to know, 
Minister.’ 
 Claus waited with an expectant look, stood at a 
confidential distance. ‘Do we declare all the treasure?’ 
 Otto shook his head. ‘We declare most of the Austrian 
gold, some of the coins, the paintings. The rest we hide.’ 
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* * * 

 
‘So, the Austrian gold was stolen by Gunter after all,’ a 
white-haired elderly German man stated, stood in a Turin 
hotel room with Pepi sat in the window. He paced the 
room. ‘And nothing else in this secret area?’ 
 Pepi replied, ‘Flags, maps, weapons from the war. A 
large room with a Tiger tank.’ 
 At that the German stopped, a smile forming. ‘Gunter 
always did like his toys. You know why?’ Pepi stared up 
and waited. ‘Because he was a coward in the war!’ the 
German snarled. ‘He worked in administration, some 
simple spying work in Switzerland. I do not believe he 
ever fired a shot!’ 
 ‘The gold moved out from the castle is the right 
quantity of bars to be that of the missing Austrian stash.’ 
 The German considered it. ‘So why have it in the 
mountain, other than to hide it from us?’ 
 ‘He hid it from his staff as well,’ Pepi pointed out. 
 ‘It was taken in 1959. He moved to Zug in 1964.’ 
 ‘So, the rumours of something hidden at Zug –’ 
 ‘May be this gold, and his fanciful idea of his Nazi 
heritage. Pah!’ 
 ‘We should re-assess if the files were ever there, and if 
he had them.’ 
 The German made a face, stood hunched forwards. 
‘Perhaps. I think it would have been found before now.’ 
 ‘You know, they found the body of Otto’s mother in 
the Czech complex.’ 
 The German considered it, stepping to the window. 
‘So, he killed her. That was the rumour in 1965,’ he 
offered with a disinterested shrug. He turned to face Pepi. 
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‘So, we look again at old records. Maybe it is someplace 
else.’ He stepped to the door and spun. ‘What news of the 
Russian, Luchenkov?’ 
 ‘We will get him out of prison in a few days.’ 
 ‘Is everything in place?’ 
 Pepi stood, nodding. ‘The castle and all the buildings 
will be destroyed entirely. Only rubble left.’ 
 ‘Gute. And this English man? The traitor.’ 
 ‘All ready, sir.’ 

 
* * * 

 
‘Is someone acting like a big kid?’ Beesely firmly 
enquired as guards helped Oliver down from the Tiger. 
 ‘Damn right. Love stuff like this.’ 
 ‘Got a Sherman in good condition if you want it?’ 
 ‘Hell, yes!’ 
 ‘Have to get it stateside. Heavy, I guess.’ 
 They turned and walked in, Johno escorting. 
 ‘How’s the pain in the arse?’ Oliver enquired. 
 ‘He’s fine,’ Beesely and Johno said in unison. 
 They took the lift to the top floor, walking through the 
restaurant into the storeroom then into the tunnel, turning 
right into the throne room. 
 ‘And this was here all along?’ Oliver asked. 
 ‘Yes, right under our noses,’ Beesely admitted. 
 ‘Well, for twelve weeks under your noses,’ Oliver 
corrected. He stopped dead. ‘Wow, look at all this stuff.’ 
 ‘This way,’ Johno called. He entered the alter room, 
relieving a guard. 
 ‘Jesus!’ Stanton let out. ‘Gunter had an alter? Freaky 
or what?’ Thomas appeared from the doorway, Oliver 



276 

smiling a welcome. ‘Hello young man. You’ve been 
having some adventures lately.’ 
 ‘Yes. Now I can make British Army tea.’ 
 ‘Excellent,’ Oliver commended. ‘And your English is 
much better.’ 
 ‘Are you here to look at the things that Johno would 
not show me?’ Thomas asked in his accented voice. 
 Oliver cocked a questioning eyebrow at Johno. 
 ‘Security,’ Johno explained. ‘Kid’s a bit of a 
blabbermouth around here. Some things private, even for 
the guards.’ He opened the wooden panels. 
 ‘Oh ... wow,’ Oliver slowly let out. ‘Those are the 
original Amber Panels?’ 
 ‘No idea,’ Beesely cheerfully admitted. ‘We’ll check. 
But knowing Gunter they must be.’ 
 Thomas handed Oliver a Roman coin. ‘This is for 
you.’ 
 ‘Thank you, young man,’ Stanton said as he examined 
it. ‘Emperor Caesar. Excellent.’ 
 ‘And this,’ Johno pulled from his jacket, ‘is either 
worth fuck all, or everything on the planet.’ 
 Oliver accepted the spearhead reverently. 
 ‘Why is it important?’ Thomas asked in a small voice. 
 ‘Well,’ Oliver began, ‘some people believe that this 
spear is what was used to kill Jesus on the cross.’ 
 Thomas seemed to understand, nodding. 
 Johno added, ‘And a lot of people, who call themselves 
Christians, would kill us all to get hold of it.’ 
 Oliver faced Beesely. ‘What’ll you do with it?’ 
 ‘What else? Stick in a museum in Jerusalem. Supposed 
to come from there, so let those who want to believe in it, 
and peek at it, do so.’ 
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 ‘Seems like the right thing to do,’ Oliver agreed. ‘No 
one has it, everyone can look at it.’ 

 
2 

 
Elle Rosen smiled and waved as he entered the hastily 
cleaned restaurant. Behind him trailed two grey haired 
men in suits, one American, one British. 
 Beesely greeted Elle and they shook hands. ‘Hope 
we’re not keeping you busy?’ 
 ‘Beesely, everyone morning I look for stories about 
you - any intercepts. It’s the first thing I do every morning, 
last thing at night.’ 
 ‘Well, we’re going to create a bit more paperwork for 
you, I’m afraid.’ 
 Otto, Johno and Thomas were lined up, all now in 
suits. Mr Stanton and Mr Grey, cleaned up and suited as 
well, stood at the back, Elle being greeted by Otto and 
Johno in sequence. 
 ‘This is Mr Goldman and this is Mr Levy,’ Elle 
introduced the two new faces. ‘They are senior 
representatives of The Congress.’ 
 Five minutes of pleasant greetings and handshakes 
followed, the two members of The Congress recognising 
Mr Stanton and saying hello. 
 ‘OK, gentlemen,’ Beesely called. ‘Before we have 
some drinks and refreshments let’s get the business over. 
Czech Republic, forget it - don’t need you on that.’ 
 ‘No?’ Elle queried. 
 ‘No,’ Beesely affirmed with a confident smile. ‘We are 
well on top of the Czech problem. The Czech Ministers 
were a bit worried you would make a fuss about some 
Jewish prisoners being kept alive ten years after the war.’ 
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 ‘Aren’t we?’ Mr Levy queried. 
 ‘If you want,’ Beesely said. ‘But if you do kick up a 
fuss it may hurt my organization.’ 
 ‘May hurt K2?’ Elle queried. 
 ‘Yes, because we pinched some stuff from the 
complex.’ 
 Elle tipped his head. ‘Beesely?’ 
 ‘Thomas?’ Beesely called. ‘Your turn now.’ 
 Thomas walked forwards, putting his hand on a large 
box on the table. ‘This is for you to take home.’ He lifted 
the lid, the visitors peering in.  
 Elle seemed shocked. ‘My God, Beesely. Are those...?’ 
 ‘Yes, they are. You can’t say where they came from, 
but we figured you’d want them.’ 
 Elle peered at the box of gold teeth, extracted by the 
Nazis during the war. The visitors glanced at each other, 
silent for many seconds. 
 ‘These ... were in that complex?’ Elle enquired. 
 ‘No, we pinched them from a Swiss bank,’ Beesely 
pointed out. ‘Less said the better.’ The visitors glanced at 
each other. ‘Thomas?’ Beesely nudged. 
 Thomas lifted three old books and handed them over to 
the perplexed guests. ‘These are for you as well,’ Thomas 
formally announced. 
 Mr Levy opened the first book then glanced at 
Beesely. 
 ‘Hitler diaries,’ Beesely carefully mouthed. ‘Do with 
as you please. Thomas?’ 
 Thomas lifted a shrouded painting and placed it against 
a table, taking off the sheet. ‘This is one painting, there are 
sixty two for you.’ 
 Elle pointed, ‘That’s –’ 
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 ‘Yes,’ Beesely cut in. ‘The Rothchilds should be 
pleased. We think that ten of these are theirs, the rest from 
various Jewish families.’ 
 ‘They are priceless!’ Mr Levy gasped. ‘And you are ... 
giving them to us?’ 
 ‘Who takes money for returning stolen items?’ Beesely 
sternly asked. 
 ‘London wheel clampers,’ Johno quietly suggested. 
 ‘Thomas?’ Beesely called. ‘The special gift.’ 
 ‘Special?’ Elle choked out, pointing at the painting. 
‘And these aren’t?’ 
 Thomas brought out the Spear of Destiny wrapped in a 
cloth and handed it to Elle. Elle unwrapped it. 
 Beesely stepped closer. ‘We want that to go into a 
Jerusalem museum so that anyone can peek at it.’ 
 ‘What about the one –’ Elle began. 
 ‘Fake, we think. Hard to tell, who cares.’ 
 Elle turned his head. ‘Who ... cares?’ 
 ‘You take it, check it, see if it is the real one or not.’ 
 Steak wandered in on a lead handled by a guard. 
Thomas took the lead and led the bear towards the visitors, 
Steak promptly biting Mr Levy’s leg. 
 ‘Thomas!’ Beesely barked. 
 ‘We’ve trained the bear to bite Jews,’ Johno joked. 
Otto closed his eyes and lowered his head. 
 Elle laughed, but Mr Levy didn’t see the joke, Beesely 
scowling at Johno. 
 
An hour later The Congress had departed with the returned 
art treasures. Now Elle and the gang were sat around the 
restaurant table, ties loosened except for Otto. Steak lay 
curled up and snoring after a huge pile of dog food. 
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 Johno faced Beesely. ‘Have you ever had a ‘Pearly 
Gates’ dream?’ 
 ‘Pearly Gates … oh yes, many.’ 
 ‘The same one, over and over?’ Johno asked. 
 Beesely thought back. ‘There is one particular heaven 
dream I used to have, very vivid.’ 
 ‘What happens in it?’ Johno pressed. 
 ‘I argue the case for why I should enter, I think,’ 
Beesely explained. ‘I just remember arguing and debating 
a lot.’ 
 Johno nodded, deep in thought. He faced Otto. ‘What 
about you?’ 
 ‘A dream of the gates of heaven?’ Otto stated. ‘Yes, I 
have this dream. I am standing at the gates, there are many 
people and I am checking my shoes and tie.’ 
 Beesely and Johno laughed at the same time, Elle 
frowning. 
 ‘You check your frigging appearance?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘Yes,’ Otto said with a shrug. 
 ‘It’s a Swiss thing,’ Beesely suggested. ‘They grow up 
in narrow grooves!’ 
 ‘Yeah,’ Johno began, ‘but how can you equate being 
judged by God, with having nice fucking shoes on?’ 
 ‘It’s symbolic,’ Mr Stanton offered. ‘It’s how you see 
yourself being judged in the eyes of others.’  
  ‘What about you, Mr Stanton?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘Ah … that’s a closely guarded secret!’ Stanton replied 
with a smirk. 
 ‘Come on,’ Beesely nudged. ‘I told you mine.’ 
 ‘Well, I usually dream that when I get to heaven I start 
asking a lot of questions and criticising the structures –’ 
 ‘No bleeding surprise there, then,’ Beesely scoffed. 
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 ‘What you suggesting, old man?’ Stanton asked 
Beesely, a slight scowl forming. 
 ‘You’ve been a snob all of the time I’ve known you!’ 
 ‘A snob?’ Stanton repeated as Johno laughed. ‘That’s 
rich coming from the only … plumb-in-mouth nobility at 
the table!’ 
 ‘Got you there,’ Johno suggested. 
 Beesely offered Johno an unfriendly glance. ‘Hardly. 
Yanks aspire to be noble, we Brits have it in abundance!’ 
He faced Stanton. ‘We should have never given you 
independence.’ 

‘Gave us?’ Stanton repeated, Elle roaring with 
laughter. 
 Johno faced Mr Grey. ‘What about you, Grey boy, any 
heaven dreams?’ 
 Mr Grey shrugged. ‘Sure. But I always kill St. Peter 
and blow the gates open.’ 
 Beesely faced him, a stern look. ‘You kill St. Peter?’ 
 Stanton turned to face Grey. ‘You blow the gates? 
Christ, you’ve been doing this job too long - blowing up 
stuff in your damn sleep!’ 
 ‘My shrink would love you,’ Johno suggested with a 
grin. 
 ‘You kill St. Peter!’ Beesely repeated, a strong glare. 
‘Just how the hell would you expect to get into heaven by 
fighting your way in?’ 
 Mr Grey glanced around the faces and shrugged. 
 ‘What about you, Elle?’ Johno asked. ‘Do you know 
the secret way in?’ 
 Elle smiled widely. ‘I always meet a lot of people I 
know at the gates, they dress me in a robe and lead me in.’ 
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 ‘So,’ Johno began, ‘it’s not what you’ve done in your 
little Jewish life that counts, it’s who you know already 
there? Bloody typical.’ 

‘Johno!’ Beesely quietly scolded. 
 ‘What?’ Johno asked with a deliberately large shrug. 
 ‘It’s OK,’ Elle assured Beesely. ‘Johno is refreshingly 
honest, he takes the piss out of everyone in equal 
measure.’ 
 ‘See,’ Johno pointed out. ‘I’m not racist, I just don’t 
like any fucker!’ 
 ‘What do you do in your dream?’ Elle asked Johno. 
 ‘Strange, it’s the same dream over and over, slight 
variations,’ Johno explained. ‘I walk through the mist, get 
to the gates - if you look down there’s just sky. A man 
appears, looking just like Beesely –’ 
 ‘A nightmare then,’ Stanton suggested. 
 ‘- and he sprouts wings and asks me some questions, 
but I’m always given time to think about them. So a sofa 
appears, then a table with drink and food, then usually a 
girl.’ 
 ‘And then what?’ Stanton asked. 
 Johno shrugged. ‘I wait outside enjoying myself - I 
never go in.’ 
 Mr Grey squinted at him. ‘You never go in?’ 
 ‘Ever?’ Otto asked, Johno shaking his head. 
 ‘It’s because you should have died so many times,’ 
Beesely suggested. ‘Always another chance, so you don’t - 
subconsciously - see yourself ever getting there, the end.’ 
 Johno faced him. ‘You’ll have to write that down and 
give it to Doc’ Manning, it sounds plausible. Better than 
his fucking theories as to why I’m fucked-up in the head.’  
 ‘We don’t think you’re fucked-up in the head,’ Stanton 
offered. ‘We know and love you for the trouble-maker you 
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are.’ The table laughed. Stanton continued, ‘What’s that 
English saying? Black sheep –’ 
 ‘Black sheep of the family,’ Beesely finished off. The 
table laughed again. 
 ‘Could be worse, you could dream of killing your way 
into heaven,’ Beesely commented, a sideways glance at 
Mr Grey. 
 Johno faced Elle. ‘Did you want any memorabilia for 
yourself? There’s a room full.’ 
 ‘I don’t think Elle will be big on Nazi flags,’ Beesely 
pointedly remarked. 
 ‘Actually I find it all fascinating,’ Elle began. ‘My 
degree was in New York, modern history. I wouldn’t mind 
having a poke around.’ 
 ‘Help yourself,’ Beesely offered. 
 Elle added, ‘Those Hitler diaries will go to a lecturer 
friend of mine in New York, he’ll be very grateful for a 
long time. Anything else like that and he’ll be picking up 
the cheque for years.’ 
 They laughed. 
 ‘Send him the fucking V3!’ Johno suggested. 
 A manager ran in, a little out of breath. He waited, 
signalling Otto, quickly whispering in Otto’s ear when 
Otto stepped up to him. The manager walked out as Otto 
sat. 
 ‘Problems?’ Beesely asked. 
 ‘Mr Grey’s team has found the inner sanctum,’ Otto 
announced. Everyone closed in. ‘There is a giant alter, a 
large golden Buddha and –’ he faced Elle. ‘- thousands of 
human skulls, the workers who made the tunnels.’ 
 They all focused on Elle as he sat back, his features 
blank. He finally took a loud breath. ‘I’d like to see it.’ 
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 Beesely pointed at Mr Grey. ‘I want you there ten 
minutes ago!’ Grey ran out. Beesely took a moment, 
facing Stanton. ‘We’ll blow it.’ 
 Stanton studied Beesely. ‘Let’s take a look first, photo 
it - let our future historians have a chance at least.’ 
 Beesely nodded. ‘Helicopters at 8am.’ He faced Elle. 
‘You sure you want to come?’ 
 Elle took a deep, reflective breath. ‘Yes.’ 
 Beesely glanced at Otto. ‘Help Mr Grey, make sure we 
have enough explosives to collapse the caves. Make some 
excuse tonight, such as … a gas build-up. No! Say an … 
unstable new ordnance, get everyone we don’t want in 
there out, perimeter moved back.’ Otto got up and walked 
briskly out. Beesely raised his phone. ‘Get me Minister 
Novak, at home if necessary.’ He waited. 
 ‘Mister Beesely?’ 
 ‘Yes, Minister. Sorry to disturb you at this hour –’ 
 ‘You disturb me … all the time.’ 
 Beesely took a moment. ‘That is probably true. 
Anyway, we are collapsing the caves tomorrow morning.’ 
 ‘Why?’ 
 ‘We found something.’ 
 ‘Oh …. I see. Something best not seen in the light of 
day?’ 
 ‘Very much so. Would you meet us there at 9am in the 
morning?’ 
 ‘Yes, I will be there.’ 
 ‘See you there then. Good night.’ He hung up. 
 ‘Novak?’ Stanton asked, a concerned look. 
 ‘We have his son,’ Beesely pointed out. 
 ‘You kidnapped his son for co-operation?’ Stanton 
asked with no hint of emotion. 
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 ‘No, we rescued the boy from a hellish prison and he’s 
now going through cold-turkey.’ 
 ‘Ah, some leverage,’ Stanton approved. He stood. ‘I’ll 
check my room and catch you for dinner.’ 
 ‘An hour,’ Beesely suggested, before facing Elle. ‘You 
want a room or a helicopter?’ 
 ‘A room would be fine, save going back and forth.’ 
 ‘Ask Mr Frieserling or his deputy for clean clothes, 
they’ll deliver them before breakfast and wake you at 
6.45am.’ 
 ‘Not like Tel Aviv hotels,’ Elle said with a smirk as he 
stood. 
 Beesely stood. ‘Dinner in a hour, get some fresh 
clothes first if you like.’ His phone chirped. ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘Sir, Dame Helen will be here in one hour.’ 
 ‘Dame Helen? Coming here, to the castle?’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 ‘Do you know why?’ Beesely puzzled. 
 ‘She said it was private and urgent.’ 
 ‘Oh, OK. Let me know when she arrives.’ He lowered 
the phone, staring down at it. 
 ‘That the head of MI6?’ Stanton asked. 
 ‘Yes,’ Beesely said with a concerned look. ‘Something 
urgent and private. Which may mean it’s about that 
complex.’ 
 ‘Another twist?’ Stanton asked. 

‘Probably. Enough bleeding twists so far. Still don’t 
understand half of what went on in there.’ 

  
* * * 
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As the diners finished their first course Dame Helen and 
Willis walked in, the gentlemen all standing and 
welcoming her.  

She acknowledged Otto and shook his hand, greeted 
Mr Stanton and finally squinted at Elle. ‘You seem 
familiar.’ 

‘Elle Rosen, Mossad, London,’ he explained. 
‘Ah, yes, I think we met two months ago. Sorry for not 

remembering you.’ 
‘It was a busy room when we met,’ Elle offered. 

‘Don’t worry, I like to blend in.’ 
‘Really?’ she said dryly. ‘Not some sort of spy, are 

you?’ 
They laughed. 
Beesely pulled out seats for her and Willis. ‘Have you 

eaten?’ 
‘No, starved!’ 
Beesely called over a waiter and she quickly ordered 

for the both of them as Beesely poured out wine. ‘So,’ he 
began. ‘Something up with our complex in the Czech 
republic?’ 

‘Perhaps,’ she suggested after a moment’s thought, 
taking in the faces. ‘Are you sure you want to discuss 
this… here.’ 

‘We don’t have many secrets on this table,’ Beesely 
pointed out. 

‘Well, I suppose it’ll kill three birds with one stone,’ 
she suggested. She took a breath and composed herself. 
‘During my investigations into that complex we found 
some old files on Gunter, a bit of a worry in some of the 
detail. We also came across an old rumour, a very 
worrying old rumour.’ She had their attention, the men 
waiting on her next sentence. ‘Seems that around 1972 
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someone fished up a crashed American bomber from the 
Med’, one that had two live nukes on it.’ 

Stanton straightened and met Beesely’s concerned 
gaze. 

She added, ‘And that someone may have been Gunter 
or a close associate. Add to which the rumour of the nukes 
being stored very deep underground somewhere…’ She 
held up her hands. 

‘Christ!’ Beesely let out. ‘Gunter could have stored 
them in our complex. Since the dirty bomb suitcases were 
there, why not?’ 

‘I thought Mr Grey went right around with Geiger 
counters?’ Stanton asked.  

‘He did,’ Otto informed them. ‘Very thoroughly.’ 
‘I’m not saying it’s in that particular cave,’ Dame 

Helen pointed out. 
‘That bloody complex is massive,’ Beesely unhappily 

informed them. ‘There could be dozens more rooms we’ve 
not found yet.’ 

‘The one good thing,’ Stanton began, ‘is that those 
nukes would weigh two or three tonnes at least. They were 
six foot wide.’ 

Otto inched his head forwards. ‘Nothing of that size 
could have been moved around the caves. There was no 
heavy lifting equipment that was working anytime after 
the end of the war, only trucks.’ 

‘So we may be lucky,’ Beesely suggested. ‘Anyway, 
tomorrow we collapse the caves.’ 

‘You’ll what?’ Dame Helen queried. 
‘We found a voodoo room with all sorts of weird 

stuff,’ Beesely informed her. ‘And we most certainly are 
not letting the world look at that if Gunter was involved.’
 ‘What about the nukes?’ she pressed. 



288 

‘We … are just as concerned as you,’ Stanton pointed 
out. ‘If not more. Personally, I think that putting a million 
tonnes of rock on top them is not a bad idea. After that, 
we’ll discreetly search around the edges. Besides, I don’t 
think they’re there.’ 

‘Really? Why?’ Dame Helen challenged. 
Stanton regarded her. ‘We’ve done studies, they’d be 

leaky as hell by now, a good radiation trail. They would 
show up.’ 

Beesely faced Otto. ‘I want our best two managers on 
this permanently. If there is a link to Gunter –’ 

‘I agree,’ Otto firmly suggested, standing. ‘If you will 
excuse me, ladies and gentlemen.’ He bowed and left. 

Beesely faced Dame Helen. ‘You know, there is 
another rumour about nukes on crashed American aircraft 
from that period. Isn’t that right, Elle?’ Only then did he 
face Elle, a wry smile forming. 

‘I don’t know what you mean,’ Elle came quickly back 
with.  

‘Me neither,’ Stanton offered with a smile. 
She took in their faces. ‘Would that be the rumour that 

some of the crashed aircraft actually ended up in the 
Negev desert in Israel?’ She faced Elle, a question in her 
look. 

Elle said, ‘You may think that, I could not possibly 
comment.’ 

They all laughed. 
‘Are you sure you’re not some sort of spy?’ she asked. 
‘Do you need a room?’ Beesely asked her. 
She shook her head. ‘Straight back after we’ve eaten. 

Early meetings. Now, where’s the memorabilia room?’ 
 

* * * 
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Four helicopters sat on the grass as Beesely and Stanton 
stepped through the castle drawbridge.  

‘Johno and the boy not coming?’ Stanton asked. 
‘No,’ Beesely replied. ‘I think they’ve seen enough of 

the inside of caves for a while.’ 
They laughed as they walked on, helicopter engines 

starting up. Beesely and Mr Stanton flew together, Otto 
and Elle in another, the remaining two helicopters filled 
with agents. Landing an hour later, on the road closest to 
the main cave entrance, they were met by Novak stood 
alone. 

Beesely shook his hand. ‘Quiet around here?’ 
‘Everyone has been moved back, just those American 

bomb disposal men in there. Apparently … there is some 
dangerous ordnance in there.’ 

‘So I heard,’ Beesely responded. ‘But I believe that it 
does not get too dangerous until after we leave.’ 

Novak failed to register any humour and glumly 
welcomed Mr Stanton and Elle without enquiring as to 
who they were.  

Mr Grey walked out of the complex entrance a 
moment later. ‘Gentlemen,’ he offered, looking tired. ‘The 
ten dollar tour is about to begin, if you’ll follow me.’ 

As the group reached the first metal doors Grey’s men 
issued hard hats and torches to the visitors. On the upper-
level the torches were not needed, a pearl-string of 
overhead lights now brightly illuminating the chamber. 

Mr Grey pointed at the first metal doors as they passed. 
‘That hole was blown into the door by Johno using a sixty 
year old Panzer-Faust, equivalent to a modern RPG. He 
could see that it was the main entrance, but no way out.’  

As a group, they ambled slowly inside.  
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Grey led them to the left, pointing at the train room. ‘In 
here are two miniature trains. They were covered in water 
for sixty years - so not such good condition.’ His words 
echoed down the vast cavern as the visitors peered through 
a jagged hole in the concrete.  

‘Beyond the far wall is another cave, that one slopping 
down and going towards the chateau, some three 
kilometres, and then on to the main train track.’  

‘Blimey,’ Beesely let out, making eye contact with 
Otto. ‘Three kilometres!’ 

Scanning the high roof in sequence they walked on 
through the massive cavern, in awe of its size. 

‘In here,’ Mr Grey explained, ‘was memorabilia, tanks, 
half-tracks and jeeps. They’ve all gone to Prague to some 
museum.’ 

The group approached the next set of steel doors.  
Grey smiled. ‘In here were a hundred or so 

chandeliers, plus a hundred odd grandfather clocks. Johno 
blew the doors ahead using black powder –’ 

‘And blew the chandeliers to bits,’ Beesely unhappily 
pointed out. ‘Were the grandfather clocks salvageable?’ 

‘No, sir,’ Grey answered, his words echoing. ‘Sixty 
years of damp on the wood and mechanisms. They were 
mostly binned.’ 

They walked slowly on, their footsteps echoing. 
‘In here was a half-track that Johno used to blow the 

doors, plus a Sherman tank.’ Grey pointed ahead. ‘These 
next doors, they were the ones that Johno and the boy 
opened by chiselling the concrete around the hinges. Took 
them an hour or so of hard work.’ 

Novak stepped closer to the doors and glanced at the 
exposed hinges and the old concrete. 
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‘And this,’ Grey announced, ‘is the office cavern. Here 
is where most of the skeletons were placed.’ 

‘Placed?’ Novak repeated.  
‘Yes, sir. Placed by … someone.’ 
‘It’s OK,’ Beesely told Mr Grey. ‘He knows all about 

Gunter.’ 
Grey glanced at the Minister. ‘It’s been determined 

that they didn’t die here. They did seem to die in their 
clothes and wearing watches, but were moved here some 
ten years after they died. Johno should have realised that 
when he found some sat in chairs. Dead bodies slip off 
chairs and leave a mess behind, especially if propped up 
on a writing board.’ 

‘Dare say he had other things on his mind,’ Beesely 
pointed out. 

‘An analysis of their bones and hair ruled out Zyklon-
B, sir.’ 

‘So,’ Beesely began. ‘Someone’s idea of a sick joke?’ 
‘Seems like it, sir.’  
They stopped and examined the old offices, poking 

their heads into a few offices and noting the drawing 
boards. 

‘And the technical drawings here?’ Beesely asked. 
‘Fakes,’ Grey pointed out. 
‘Well, the bleeding suitcase bombs weren’t fakes!’ 

Beesely firmly stated. 
‘The uranium dates to the Second World War, sir. The 

cases and the booby-traps date to 1963.’ 
‘Any finger prints?’ Stanton asked as they walked 

further in. 
‘Yes, sir, but none Gunter’s.’ 
‘So someone else handled them,’ Beesely noted as he 

faced Novak. 
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Novak shrugged. ‘It is thought that Gunter was in 
contact with the underground Nazi movement here until 
maybe 1962.’ 

‘So what did they want with the dirty bombs?’ Beesely 
posed. ‘Use them against the Russians?’ 

Novak shrugged again and walked on.  Next came the 
village. 

‘Wow!’ Elle let out. ‘Must have been spooky to find 
this in pitch blackness.’ 

They examined the wishing well, the cottage, a long 
look around the school rooms and then all sat around the 
lit fire they found in the ‘comfy’ house. 

Grey explained, ‘This is where Johno and Thomas 
slept that night, this fire burning.’ 

‘Quite cosy,’ Stanton suggested. 
‘Should have smelt it when we first came in,’ Grey 

suggested with a grin. 
‘Was that sixty years of stale air, or Johno?’ Otto 

asked. Many laughed as they filed out. 
The machine room had been cleared of dangerous 

debris and a path made. Now the tour group stepped 
through the door, opened up by removing the metal plate, 
briefly studying the car and lorry before stepping into the 
suitcases room, finding K2 guards guarding the second 
entrance. 

‘This is where Herr mole died,’ Grey solemnly pointed 
out.  

The men took a moment, glancing around at the bland 
grey walls before walking single-file through the hole in 
the wall and starting the descent. On the third turn of the 
concrete ramps they passed through another hole and into 
the cavern that led to the V3 room. Then there it was, the 
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V3, now exposed to the elements and brightly illuminated, 
most of the roof removed. 

‘Just light the blue touch paper and withdraw to a safe 
distance,’ Beesely suggested, straining to view the nose 
cone, a hand over his eyes as he peered up. 

‘Wouldn’t go whiz, or bang,’ Grey suggested.   
‘No?’ Stanton queried. 
‘No fuel, no warhead, no guidance system and key 

components removed,’ Grey informed them as they stared 
up towards the nose cone of the massive rocket. 

‘They were handed to British SOE in January, 1947,’ 
Beesely stated, noting Novak’s surprise. 

‘Which means,’ Elle pondered, ‘that no-one was 
working on it after that date, certainly not till 1955!’ 

Beesely faced him and nodded, hands clasped behind 
his back. ‘Best we can figure, there was no one here - 
living and working, after 1946.’ 

‘So it was a lie,’ Novak said to himself. 
‘Thankfully, yes,’ Beesely pointed out. ‘Seems that the 

prisoners either escaped or were killed around the end of 
1945. So much for the redoubt.’ 

Elle seemed confused. ‘What about the watches on the 
skeletons?’ 

‘Gunter’s idea of a joke, throw people off the scent,’ 
Beesely quietly suggested. 

‘It was all about the treasure,’ Novak sullenly 
suggested.  

‘A lot of treasure,’ Beesely commented.  
‘And where is that treasure now?’ Novak probed. 
‘We have it,’ Beesely firmly indicated. ‘It will be used 

well. And while I think of it, tomorrow - that charity you 
have for raising money for children’s hospitals here - will 
be getting ten million pounds.’ 
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Novak took a moment to respond. ‘Oh. That is good of 
you,’ he reluctantly offered. 

‘Least we can do, Minister.’ 
Grey approached Otto. ‘Would you like to see where 

she died?’ he quietly asked. 
Otto gave it a moment’s thought, finally nodding. 
They followed Grey down a narrow tunnel and to the 

small cavern where Johno found Marianne, the chains still 
evident. Beesely removed his hat, followed by the others. 
He tapped the rusted metal plate with his foot and breathed 
heavily. 

‘What is it?’ Novak asked, a little confused by the 
actions of the others. 

Otto faced him with a tired look. ‘Gunter killed my 
mother. She was chained to the wall here.’ 

‘My God,’ Novak muttered. ‘The body bag on the 
second day?’ 

Otto nodded. Beesely tapped some wires coming from 
the ceiling then glanced at Grey.  

‘Explosives, sir. We’ll blow the tunnel to the chateau 
first, otherwise the blast here would demolish the chateau.’ 

Beesely’s eyes narrowed, focusing on Grey, a 
threatening look. ‘Better bloody not!’ He gestured Grey 
towards the tunnel and they filed quietly out, Otto last to 
leave, a quick look back. 

Back on the concrete ramps they descended, a leisurely 
walk through the third level, all the lorries now removed, 
finding two of Mr Grey’s team walking down the large 
cavern towards them. 

‘All set?’ Beesely asked, his words echoing around the 
cavern.  

‘Yes, sir,’ came back in tandem. 
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Grey led the group to a hole in a wall and down to the 
inner sanctum. They met two armed men at the end of the 
tunnel, part of Grey’s team, plus four K2 guards inside 
with Simon. 

Beesely greeted Simon with a slight nod. ‘Been here 
all night?’ 

‘Yes, sir. But ready now,’ Simon replied, looking tired. 
Beesely stepped into the large cavern, a bright golden 

light welcoming him. ‘Jesus!’ 
The men eased in and lined up. ‘Fuck!’ someone 

whispered. 
Grey pointed at a small tunnel entrance off to the left. 

‘Down there are the original Roman caves. We had a 
metal detector and actually found a few coins.’ He handed 
one to Mr Stanton, who carefully examined it. Otto 
accepted one and studied it in the poor light. 

Beesely lifted his gaze. Looking back down at him was 
a thirty-foot golden Buddha with a six-foot red swastika 
painted on its belly. ‘That’s not gold, is it?’ he asked. 

‘No, sir,’ Grey informed them. ‘Painted on. It’s carved 
stone.’ 

Elle walked to the edge of the Buddha. The entire wall 
behind the Buddha was made up of skulls, Elle 
immediately noticing several with bullet holes. He 
swallowed. 

To the left stood an alter similar to that found in the 
castle, but much larger. Behind it protruded numerous 
rusted metal flag holders, the poles and flags removed to 
Zug. Behind the flagpoles ran stone terraces suitable for 
people to sit on, room for perhaps thirty. To the right stood 
another alter, this one with a set of rusted metal cups, then 
more stone terraces behind it, more flag holders. 

‘What went on here?’ Elle asked no one in particular. 
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‘God knows,’ Beesely let out. He faced Grey. ‘Any 
clues?’ 

‘Not really,’ Grey responded. ‘But there is evidence of 
ritual sacrifice here. The forensic guys said that it had 
been going on for hundreds of years.’  

‘Hundreds of years?’ Elle repeated. 
‘Seems that way,’ Grey offered. ‘Maybe even in 

Roman times or the middle ages.’ 
‘Which would give it the kind of credibility the Nazi’s 

would have loved,’ Stanton suggested, staring at the 
skulls. He pointed, making eye contact with Grey. ‘How 
many?’ 

‘We estimate at least two thousand, sir. Some date 
back to Roman times.’ 

Beesely faced Elle, a silent question.  
Elle took a big breath and faced the skulls. ‘There 

could be no way of identifying them,’ he quietly admitted. 
Novak stepped forwards and touched the Buddha. ‘I 

wonder if Hitler came here?’ 
‘A good question,’ Beesely stated. ‘I would think so. 

Spear in hand, no doubt.’ 
Grey pointed off to the right. ‘There’s a cave over 

there, some rooms with beds in, some cages for holding 
prisoners … and a bunch of old butchers knives and other 
stuff.’ 

‘I’ve seen enough. Blow the damn thing,’ Beesely 
ordered. 

Otto stepped quickly out, followed by the K2 guards 
and Grey’s men. Elle turned, glancing back once as he 
stepped towards the entrance. 

Beesely stepped up to Stanton, but faced the Buddha. 
‘Sometimes, I think I’ve been alive too long, seen too 
much.’ 
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Stanton studied the golden carving. ‘We killed a lot of 
the bad guys. Think what things might have been like if 
we hadn’t.’ 

Beesely nodded. ‘Good point.’ He turned. ‘Let’s go.’ 
 
The men stood in a line on the chateau grass facing the 
hill, Mr Grey a few steps ahead of them. He pressed a 
button on his radio-controlled panel. They could all feel a 
slight vibration through their feet, rapidly followed by 
another.  
 ‘That’s the tunnel underneath us,’ he informed them. 
 He pressed another button, a siren sounding in the 
distance for a few seconds, its echo lagging and repeating 
as they waited. The next button in sequence was selected, 
a plume of smoke and dust rising in several places through 
the trees in the distance.  
 ‘Lower level,’ he informed them.  
 Next button, a dull rumbling under their feet. 
 ‘Level three and the V3 room.’ 
 A large plume of dust and smoke rose up through the 
trees, followed by the sounds of the blast echoing off 
nearby hills.  
 ‘That was the V3.’ He pressed again. A more distinct 
rumble under their feet and more dust and smoke. ‘Main 
cavern,’ he announced as he turned around. His men lined 
up behind him. ‘Gentlemen, a minute’s silence for those 
who died in there over the past two thousand years.’ 
 Everyone lowered their heads, each with their own 
thoughts, Beesely gripping Otto’s hand briefly. 
 

* * * 
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Back at the castle restaurant Beesely and Otto found Johno 
and Thomas having tea. 
 ‘Visitors gone?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘Yes, all gone,’ Beesely informed him as he sat, a loud 
sigh issued. 
 Otto sat as a waiter came over. ‘Coffee, please. Two.’ 
 ‘Funeral tomorrow?’ Johno asked Otto. 
 ‘Of a sort,’ Otto enigmatically answered. 
 Beesely faced him. ‘Of a sort?’ he repeated, appearing 
tired. 
 ‘I was not happy to put my mother in the cemetery at 
Zug,’ Otto explained, his eyes heavy and words slow. 
‘There was a small park near the West Gate, now it is a 
company graveyard. I have moved Jane’s gravestone, now 
it can be visited with a small walk. There is a mausoleum 
for Marianne, with a photo, similar for Herr Mole.’ 
 ‘Seems like a good idea,’ Johno suggested, facing 
Beesely. 
 Beesely’s head remained lowered. Now he nodded 
gently to himself. 
 ‘We’ll take a look in a bit,’ Johno suggested to Thomas 
as coffees were placed down. 
 ‘No, do not,’ Otto suggested. ‘It is bad luck. Tomorrow 
morning is the ceremony - we will place flowers. All the 
staff will be there. I have ordered bronze statues of Ricky 
and Herr Mole. They will be placed in the guard 
compound.’ 
 ‘Reminders,’ Beesely quietly suggested without 
looking up.  
 Johno studied him for a moment. ‘Remind everyone 
just why we’re here,’ he quietly stated. ‘And … the risks 
that go with it.’ 
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* * * 
 
Johno stood alone, studying the two bronze statues. Ricky 
stood in an upright pose, his uniform and combat gear 
clearly discernable in the detail of the carving, an MP5 
held ‘ready’. He seemed to be walking forwards and 
looking down at a slight angle to his left. His statue stood 
mounted on a polished marble base with a silver plaque, 
detailing a cryptic account of how he died, but not of who 
he was. 
 A few yards away, to the right, stood the smaller 
statue, that of Herr Mole, also mounted on a marble base 
with a silver plaque. Mole was, however, identified by 
name. His statue held a cane with both hands, looking as if 
he was leaning forwards and resting his weight on it, his 
gaze directed up towards Ricky. Numerous fresh flowers 
littered the grass around the bases of the statues. 
 Johno lit-up and walked up the compound road, dozens 
of guards in suits already making that small journey. At 
the front of the castle the guards seemed to be stood in a 
queue, mostly single file. Puzzled, Johno walked past 
them, noting men in suits and ladies in formal wear, most 
holding flowers. 
 Beyond the castle he could now see that the queue 
went all of the way down to the new mini-cemetery close 
to the west fence, a good three hundred yards. Limping, he 
plodded slowly on, joined a hundred yards later by 
Thomas jogging up in a suit. ‘Do your tie up,’ he 
whispered as they walked directly across the grass, not 
following the road and the queuing mourners. At the new 
company cemetery they found Otto and Beesely stood 
talking to others, guards and managers. 
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 The area sectioned off was little more than ten yards 
square, but offered plenty of room to the left and right of it 
to add more graves. They walked diagonally towards the 
new plot and stopped at the side, a twelve-inch high fence 
surrounding it. 
 Jane’s gravestone from the Zug cemetery came first, 
then Herr Mole’s, but from the angle they were stood they 
could not read the small inscriptions. Next came 
Marianne, a large white marble mausoleum that had been 
carefully inscribed. Beyond the remaining free space, 
perhaps five yards, and outside of the small plot, a carpet 
of flowers stretched out towards the perimeter fence. 
 Noticing that Beesely and Otto were now walking back 
across the grass, Johno joined them, leaving Thomas 
walking around the back of the plot. Johno fell into step 
with them. ‘Room in there for us?’ 
 ‘Room enough,’ Beesely quietly agreed. ‘But just so 
you two know, I want to be buried in the village cemetery, 
Church Fenton, next to the rest of my family.’ 
 Johno and Otto made brief eye contact as they walked 
on. 
 ‘And you, Johno?’ Otto asked. 
 It was Beesely that answered. ‘He doesn’t care. 
Cremate him, then make sure no trace is left on this earth.’ 
He faced Johno as they walked. ‘Right?’ 
 ‘Right,’ Johno agreed, lighting up. 
 ‘And you, Otto,’ Beesely asked. ‘Should you befall an 
accident?’ 
 ‘Here is OK,’ Otto softly responded. ‘But I was 
considering something last night. What if we are not here, 
in control of K2 in the future? What would the new owner 
of this place do to our graves?’ 
 ‘Good point,’ Johno noted. 
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 ‘Leave some money with a local solicitor,’ Beesely 
suggested. ‘Move the graves someplace if ownership 
changes hands.’ 
 ‘Sounds … practical,’ Otto offered. ‘Not … Swiss, are 
you?’ 
 They smiled as they walked back to the castle. 
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Critique and contact 
 
 
If you would like to critique this book then please feel free 
to do so, emailing comments to k2novels@aol.com. All 
emails are picked up, but no guarantees are offered that 
your comments or suggestions will be entered into revised 
versions of this book, or that emails will be answered. 
 
If you have any comments, which could be used as 
testimonials, kindly forward them.  
 
All comments (good and bad) are gratefully received. 
 
 
You can find copies of the books in the series on 
www.lulu.com/gwresearch or email us for details. 
 


