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All four of us were captured at the same time. And, handcuffed again, and taken up by a Gestapo agent and into a room which I have imprinted in my mind. Stepped in this room, here’s this young SS officer, typical example of the true Arian man, and he was probably about 21, 22, with a drawn pistol. Death heads hat, with a skull on it. And beautiful uniform, shiny jack boots. He twisted my arm behind me, and after he’d taken off the handcuffs and the interrogator sat across the desk with a girl there taking dictation, well, they’d asked me different questions and, but our briefing back in England we got, said  only name, rank and serial number. Because that was, Geneva Convention, said that is all prisoners have to say. 

Then late, about two in the morning I’d assume, they come and took us out, lined us up in the hall. And I looked at my co-pilot, he had a white shirt on and (puts hand on forehead) he was blood from here to his feet. And his face had been pulverized. They said we’re going to be shot, as spies. Well they had us convinced, I’m telling you, we believed that. They took us outside and two riflemen put down their rifles and then they get on each side of each one of us and, get you by the scruff of the neck like this (grabs collar), one on each side you, then get you on the crotch and they threw you up on the steel plate deck, your hands behind you and just banged your head there for good. You know, there was nothing gentle about it. And so we rode around in Amsterdam in the back of that lorry with those riflemen. So we went to big warehouse area, in a big and pulled up to a door and honked a horn, and a Luftwaffe guard opened that, door. I, I felt like kissing that guy, if I could of, I figured if we got out of the Gestapo hands into the Luftwaffe there might be some sanity somewhere.
