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Carl Heinrich Meier 

Charles Albert Kieboom 

and 

Sjoerd Pons 

Jose Rudolf Waldberg  
At least we know that his real first name might have been: Henri 

or he was called Henri. 
In Meier’s statements to the British he noticed: Dubois, not unlikely  
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This contribution is, in my perception, unique; as it starts with - the chain of events on the 
bases of New Scotland Yard’s Sergeant Buswell, and Mr. Hinsley-Cooke’s interrogations. 
What becomes evident, is, that the German espionage organisations, in respect to the invasion 
of the U.K. (Unternehmen Seeloewe (Seelöwe)), were hardly prepared for such an endeavour.   
As Hitler expected, in the pre-phase of his Poland campaign, which was initiated on 1st 
September 1939, that England again would ultimately not stand to their promises given to the 
Polish Government. On 3rd September 1939, however, War was declared on Germany; by 
France and the United Kingdom.  

The reason might have been: that Hitler was not prepared for such an engagement against 
England; unlike a war against France.  Why should they otherwise have had to rely upon, for 
instance, Dutch citizens? Who weren’t even trained when they became engaged; with the 
exception of Jose Waldberg, albeit that he was partially a ‘foreigner’.   

What, nevertheless, should be taken into consideration, is, that the German military planning 
counted that those currently at England’s soil’ - would soon be joined again after their 
successful occupation of the U.K. territories. 

As usually in my KV 2/xxx file series, all selected sections are my own considerations. My 
additional comments are clearly recognisable in the colours: red; blue and sometimes green.   

Its purpose: is for studying exceptional aspects of history. 

Please do not multiply this document, as it obeys still to Crown Copyright. 

 

By Arthur O. Bauer 
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 Received from Miss Verel one transmitting set, morse key and two crystals. 
17.2.1941     
        RSS 
(RSS, Radio Security Service, the main intercept service) 
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Two I.B.31. H.O. form necessary for entering England according Aliens Order, of 1920 
On both Carl Heinrich Meier and Charles Albert van den Kieboom (called by Meier the 
Japaese)   Date of stamp 4 September accomplished in London 
 

 
 
 
↓ 
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The rest equals about the foregoing form 

We learn now also that Walberg’s second name is: Rudolf 
and 

that they aren’t sure what his real nationality might be.  
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Please look at the top right ‘Home Office’ just is visible 
 

 

 

 



         Cleland House 

         Page Street 

         17th December 1940 

Dear Hinchley Cooke (his name will be encountered in many later documents) 
 Carl Heinrich Meier 
 Jose Walberg.   (both men landed as a couple) 
 I enclose some letters written by Meier (2) and Walberg (4) which have been 
forwarded to us by the Prison Commission. 
 
 As regards to Meier’s letters, the one written in English does not to contain anything 
objectable from our point of view.  The one written in Dutch is, I am afraid beyond me, 
perhaps you would be could enough to let me have a copy of the translation which you no 
doubt cause to be made.  
 
 Walberg however, while testifying to the good treatment he received in prison, 
complains that English Justice failed him at the trial. He alleges inter alia, he was deceived 
into pleading guilty and that his trial took only three minutes.  These passages of course 
would prejudge the letter from our point of view, if there is any question of forwarding them 
their destinations.  
 
 Perhaps we could discuss the matter when you have considered the letter at your end?  
 
 
       Yours sincerely, 
 
        ? 
Lieut. Colonel 
 Hinsley-Cooke 
 
 
 

↓ 
 
 
 
 
↓ 
 
 
 
 
 
↓ 
 
 
 
 
↓ 
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Please digest it yourself, writing to his US fiancé in a desperate mood 

 



 

 



 



 



 
In my perception an impressive letter from someone accepting his sad fate  
 
My first doubt being that it is too intimate, but this is the only chance we ever get to look 
inside someone who accepts his destiny. 
We can also notice, that he rather good wrote English language.  
The letter was addressed to: Margret Mosley in Indiana  U.S.A. 
 



KV 2/1699-2, page 21 

 
Letter From:-  Carl H. Meier    Pentonville Prison 
         8.12.40 
 To Mrs. J. van Waltmeyer-Tamson 
  Maastricht 
  Holland 
Dear Mother, 
 In spite of the fact that you are a spiritualist it’s difficult for me to tell you clearly that 
I’d like to see you bear this shock bravely. I know that it will be a shock for you to hear that I 
have passed away when you receive this letter. I certainly believe that you will understand 
that it is better for me to die for my ideals.  I am almost convinced that when you gave me my 
father’s portrait you knew why I sided with the Germans, and also that I intend in one way 
and another to do my duty as a soldier for our greater Fatherland. 
 
(AOB, I in Part I already raised the question as to whether the passports do reflect the reality) 
 

Voilà 
 
 
 
 
 
↓ 
 
 
 
↓ 
 
 
 
↓ 

  
  
 



KV 2/1699-2, page 21 

 
 The trial, in course of which I was condemned to death started on 19th November, so 
you were right after all. I will of course try as soon as the opportunity arises, to get in contact 
with you, probably very shortly, as I feel myself very well prepared for the great event.  I’ve 
written a letter to Margret advising her to get in touch with you, and to consult you about 
advising her to get in touch with you, and to consult you about souvenirs which you wish to 
retain.  The remainder, which you will probably be less able to utilize, I should like you to put 
at the disposal, either in money or in kind, of the German Red Cross.  The money which is at 
Freiburg in my name I should also like to see used for this purpose. 

 
 Rittmeister (Htpm. - Captain) Mirow had impressed upon me that no one should know 
about my plans, and had I told you, you would of course have become suspicious.  All the 
same I believe that it was more or less clear to you what kind of task I had taken upon myself. 
 
 If you ever see Rittmeister Mirow, he will be able to confirm that the money which I 
could have earned was entirely a secondary consideration. 
 
 
 
(AOB, this also points at a real ‘German personal’ involvement; maybe we later will learn 
more about it) 
 
 

 
↓ 
 
 
↓ 
 
 
↓ 
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Translation 
To Mons. & Mmme. Lassudry Pierre,  From Jose Walberg 
 3 rue Louis Blanc 3,              Pentonville Prison 
 Alfort-ville, Paris  
        8.12.40 
Dear Uncle and Aunt, 
 
        It is nearly a year since you from me. Perhaps you will be very surprised to read this last 
letter that your dear Henri sends you, since it comes from England. Alas, dear Uncle, when 
you receive my letter be careful for Aunt with her bad heart, because what is coming is bad 



news. Yes Uncle, your adopted son, as you used to call me, will be dead when this little letter 
reaches you, but bravely, because I have faced it voluntarily as to save Father from the hands 
of the Gestapo.  All this is a long story which will be explained to you later, but now 
remember just this, that I was arrested first by the Germans on 28th march 1940, in trap laid by 
a German diplomat whom I knew very well as he was one of my clients. Prisoner in Germany 
from 28th March to 12 June 1940. Freed under condition, to do a service for them and my 
family would be free, for the Germans had told me that father had struck a German soldier; I 
don’t doubt it; you know too how he is when he has finished his card-club and drunk a bit, it 
goes to his head. Yes; but it was serious, you understand to strike the occupying force in 
Belgium, especially a S.S. so I didn’t hesitate: the Germans sent me into England, I proved 
my good faith to the Germans I was true and sincere with the English except regarding 
myself, as I had a false name, in fact a whole story, which I was going to explain.  
 English justice is most odd, Uncle; I was given a lawyer, who could not speak French, 
I had an interpreter who said that according to my lawyer I ought to plead guilty; imagine it, I 
knew nothing about it all, they said it was to my advantage, so I accepted, but thinking that 
the judge would question me. 
Nothing of this kind – three minutes before the judge, translation included, and it was over 
death sentence. As you can imagine, I said nothing; as they had told me that the Secretary of 
State would revoke the sentence: the whole thing was a great mystery. Weel dear Uncle, dear 
Aunt; it is very sad news you are getting but what would you, it was my destiney. 
I will tell you one thing, that I have been very well treated during my captivity in prison. The 
Governor is very kind, in fact every one, so you know I have nothing to reproach in that way. 
My dear Uncle and Aunt, what courage I have when necessary, and indeed in 48 hours I shall 
be in the other world .. 

 
(AOB, from this letter it becomes clear now Henri (Jose Malberg) was his real first name) 

 
(AOB, his uncle’s name was Lassudry) 

Considering Hinsley-Cooke’s objections about the critics on British justice practise in this 
case: that in al his trial lasted only three minutes, including the translation by the interpreter; I 
therefore doubt that his relatives ever received his last letter! Giving relevance in showing a 

part of it now! 
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        Home Office 
         Cleland House 
          Page street 
           S.W.1 
        2nd januaray 1941 
Dear Hinchley Cooke, 
 I enclose a further letter (in Dutch) written by Kieboom on the morning of his 
execution, which has been forwarded to us by the Prison Commissioners for disposal.   
 
        Yours Sincerely. 
         ?? 
Addressed onto Mss. Rien  de Vries 
    70 Nicolaas Maestraat  
      Amsterdam. 
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Lieve Rien, 
 Ditz al je waarschijnlijk bereiken nadat ik er nier meer ben. Hoe wij hierheen gekomen 
zijn zal je Sjoerd (Pons) wel in alle bijzonderheden vertellen. Hij is vrijgesproken en 
geinterneerd, en zal waarschijnlijk na den oorlog naar Amsterdam terugkomen. Wie had ooit 
gedacht dat ik in zulk een affaire ingewikkeld zou worden! Kan het zelf nu zelfs nauwelijks 
geloven.  
 Wij zijn sinds Sept. 2 eerst in een interneringskamp, later gevangenissen vast 
gehouden. Wij zijn door het civil gerecht veroordeeld. Wij hebben een zeer goede advocaat 
gekregen, maar ik werd ter dood veroordeeld. Sjoerd vrijgesproken doch geinterneerd.     
 
 
 
 
 

↓ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
↓ 
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 Indien er nadit een ander leven is, ben ik zeker dat ik je daar weer zal zien, en dan 
zullen we nog gelukkiger zijn dan we ooit waren. 
 Lieve Rien, er is geen tijd meer om je meer te schrijven. Heb tot het laatste ogenblik 
gewacht, want tot het laatst heb ik gehoopt dat men me gelooven zou en me tenminste niet te 
dooden. 
 Kan Grammy?, Baby en anderen niet schrijven. Doe dit voor me, wil je? 
            
       ……….. Charli 
 

(AOB, how brave these men in their last hours were!) 
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 5986 kHz (transmitting frequency) RGB   (call-sign valid) 
 a.m. 0500 – 0800 hrs   p.m.  2000 – a.m. 0200 in the early morning 
 
 

↓ 
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aa-  alles nach   qrh-  Ihre Wellenlänge schwankt 
al-  wiederholen Sie alles  qrh?-  Schwankt meine Wellenläge. 
aer-  Antenne   qri-  Ton schlect 
ar-  Telegrammende  qri?  Ist mein Ton schlecht 
eb-  bitte warten   qrj-  ich höre sie schlecht 
bd-  schlecht   qrm-  hier gestört 
c-  ja    qrn-  Luftstörungen 
call-  Rufzeichen   qro-  Erhöhen Sie ihre Sendeenergie 
de-  von    qrs-  Senden Sie langsamer 
er-  hier    qru-  Ich habe nichts für Sie 
fb-  ganz gut   qrx-  Bitte warten Sie bis 
ufb-  sehr gut    qsa-  Ihre Lautstärke ist 
k-  senden Sie jetzt   qsa?  Wie ist meine Lautstärke 
ii-  ich wiederhole alles  qsa I  Nicht aufnehmbar 
irpt  ich wiederhole alles  qsa 2  zum Teil aufnehmbar 
ka-  ich fange an   qsa 3  mit Schwierigkeiten 
n-  nein    qsa4  gut aufnehmbar 
nil-  nichts    qsa5  Sehr gut aufnehmbar 
nw-  jetzt    qsd-  Sie geben schlecht 
ok-  verstanden   qsl-  bitte Bestätigung  
rok-  alles richtig verstandene qsu-  senden Sie auf Frequenz Nr. .. 
pse-  bitte    qsv-  senden Sie einige v v v 
pbl-  Telegrammkopf  qsw-  ich sende auf Frequenz Nr. … 
r-  richtig    qsy-  ändern Sie Ihre Wellenlänge 
rx-  Empfänger   qsz-  senden Sie jetzt jedes Wort 2 x 
sk  Schluss der Verkehrs  qta-  Spruch ist wiederholt 
till-  bis    qtc-  Ich habe ein Telegramm für Sie 
tks-  danke    qtr-  erbitte Uhrzeit 
u-  Sie    qrq-  senden Sie schneller 
ur-  Ihr 
w-  Gruppe 
73-  Allerbeste Wünsche 



99-  Verschwinde 
KV 2/1699-2, page 74 … 
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(life) Story of Carl Heinz Meier prepared for the British 
Ever since I travelled to the United States the first time in 1934, it has been my sincerest wish to go 
back there and if possible to stay there. That time I took a round-trip on a freighter called the 
“Delfshaven” owend by Van Uden Veerhaven, Rotterdam.  
 My father and grandfather both were German and I inherited some money from them from 
which I was supposed to pay my Study at German University. So I went to Freiburg, where I started 
from Autumn 1934 till Spring 1937 and studied medicine. This was immediately after I came back 
from my journey with the freighter. The reason I studied in Germany was that only a part of the 
inheritance had gone to Holland and had got into the hands of my mother, who knew very little of 
money and whom the shares dropped in the ’29 only very little money was left. My uncle Carl Ernst 
Meier of Freiburg im Breisgau, Germany had taken very well care of the German part of the 
inheritance, that was to be turned over to me as soon as it I should need it. In 1934 it was no longer 
possible to get that money to Holland so I couldn’t do anything else, but studying in Germany.    
 In Freiburg I met Miss Margret S. Mosely, who had come to Germany as an exchange student. 
Since 1936 we knew each other and “unofficially” she is my fiancé. I use “unofficially” because 
although I always received encouragements from her parents my finances do not allow an official 
engagement. Although, we promised to marry each other, we would of course not name the date for 
the marriage to take place. 
 When she went to continue her studies in Berlin I went there too and I stayed there until 
summer 1938, when I applied for an immigration-visa to the U.S. Being ??I did get on the Dutch quota 
I arranged everything for my depart, bought a ticket for the passage and everything.         
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And everything. In Rotterdam I found out that I wouldn’t not get on the Dutch quota as I was 
born in Germany. Up till my father’s Year? I’ve had German nationality. I became a Dutch, 
because my Dutch mother, who was originally Dutch went back to Holland and got 
renationalised after my father had died. As I had my education in Holland up until seven years 
in Holland, you ‘ll understand, that by that time I had become a thoroughbred Dutchman and 
didn’t feel German in the least. As a matter of fact the German disregard for other nations 
achievements, the ?? manner in which they give expression to their contempt for other people 
but Germans have irked me always and from time to time I have downright hated them. Their 
disregard of any morale code it is nuts their plans, may be very interesting as a partial 
conception of Wietzerlei(?) Philosophy, but there can be no peace in this world as long as it is 
not based on trust and the way things are at the moment in direct result of the Nazi policy 
which has destroyed this possibility now nobody seems to trust nobody.   
 After having learned that I had to get on the German quota that the affidavit Mr. 
Mosley (the father of his “fiancé Margret”) sent me wasn’t fool proof, and that I have to have 
the affidavit of a relative, knowing that I wouldn’t be able to produce the means needed to 
enter America without an affidavit, you will understand that I was near despair, as I believed 
that my dream would never come true. I thought the whole thing was off and didn’t realise 
that I was on the quota list all the same.  
 I was sick of Berlin and its atmosphere and went to Innsbruck where I stayed till 
February 1939. Then I couldn’t stand it any longer and applied for a visitor visa to the US, 
which I got immediately, …             
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Immediately, as Mr. Mosley had also sent me an affidavit to come over as a visitor. In 
America I lived off the money I had got out of Germany by means of selling German cameras 
and field-glasses (binoculars) to Americans and have them pay Miss Mosley for it in dollars. 
Altogether I had 400,- in the US. During the 6 month I was allowed to stay there I didn’t want 
to spend my time evafing(?), tends a new plan had riped in my mind and through connections 
I managed to get a half year scholarship for the spring – quarter of the University of Chicago.  

“If have some economical training”, I thought “I can go into business with Mr. Mosley 
he ‘ll help me getting a job, which will be easier when I have an American degree!”  Then I 
could marry having the prospect of a job and being married to an American citizen I do get 
preferent-quota and everything would be much easier. By July I had everything ready to 
change my status as a visitor to that of a student!  In that way I’d be allowed to work my way 
through college, like so many Europeans do. 

In the middle of July my mother sent me a post-card from the American Consulate in 
Rotterdam, which had been sent to her and which told me to appear for them at the end of 
July. I went to the immigration – Office in Chicago, which is in the Chicago Post Office 
building and showed them my post-card and they told me to change my plans and goo to 
Rotterdam, because my immigration visa waiting for me there. So in a big rush I hurried back 
to Holland. When I arrived in Hamburg I decided I might see something of Europe before I ‘d 
leave it for ever and I rent a car with an American I had met on the boat → 
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→ boat. We took a trip all through Germany and Austria and in Innsbruck I went to the 
Dutch Consul Mr. Eigl to give a paper any good conduct during the time I had stayed at that 
place. I didn’t need that for the American consulate. I didn’t need that for the American 
Consulate, they require such papers of the last five years in threefold.  
 When I came to the American Consulate, which I had written from America to wait, 
because I couldn’t be there at the appointed date, I found out that my applying for a visitor 
visa I had automatically cancelled my application for immigration and so I’d have to start all 
over again.  
This time it would take 8 years approximately they told me, unless I could get a preference-
quota. So I decided to start regular work right then I and I got a job at the Food Control 
department on the 11th October 1939. By working hard for a year about I thought I might be 
fit to start in with business and make perhaps enough money to marry and get on the 
preference-quota that way.  
 Then the Germans came on the 10th of May and the chance ever to get out of the 
country and to go to America seemed gone forever. Seeing the German successes in France I 
thought this was the end thing to do was to play the good German. At the same table with me 
worked a man called Vorrink, who was in a party (AOB, what party; NSB or unlikely 
NSDAP?), which wanted Anschluss with Germany.  He knew my weakness for the U.S. and 
that connected me with it very well. He told me about the good jobs I might get with the 
Germans, a life-pontion? In the store for me and all that stuff.    → 
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in store for me and all that stuff. Then he told me what it was. Goto England by plane land 
by parachute and send messages by radio. I was all for it, because here I saw my chance to 
get away.  ?ly f?nt mention was to fool the Germans, walk to the nearest police-station as 
soon as I had landed, turn over the radio and everything, tell the secret-service as much as I 
could, expecting as a reward full support from the English gov’t to get me an immigration to 
Canada. How a came to change the Morse plans and built myself a miserable net of lies in 
which I got tangled up hopelessly, because I happen to be about want hear ever born?, I’ll 
tell you later. Vorrink (the man at his desk at the Dutch Food Department office in Holland 
was the nucleus of his disaster) told me that of course I’d have to join the party first for ???? 
So I did and showed the most possible enthusiasm. Joined the SA (AOB, here something is 
incorrect: in Holland did not existed an SA. Or, was he engaged in a German Food 
Distribution Department? This would match with party membership, albeit also curious, as 
membership was given only after application at taking some time to be considered. We 
should thus leave out Holland. Albeit, that Vorrink is a Dutch name. My experience tells me, 
this story section is mainly a fake and therefore untrue) and all that part of stuff. Mind you 
that this was part of the game I had to play and that for me it always will be America 
forever(?)   It has been ever that way ever since I went there the first true (?) If you ‘d ask 
me, what I like most about I‘d say the wonderful feeling of freedom, space and wealth you 
get there. To use the phrase: “The wild open spaces got me”. To me there is just nothing that 
can compare with the Midwestern corn fields when they’r ripe. America is my country as it 
has my heart and I never allow anyone to slight it. By the end of June 1939, when the tension 
about Danzig was growing rapid by I went to the army offices in Chicago and asked them 
whether I could enlist in the American Army as a volunteer. I went together with a Chicago 
friend of mine, a Mr. de Roover, → 
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A Belgian and although the office may not know it anymore, they refused then don’t take 
foreigners he will tell you that I’am speaking the truth.  I am sure you can find plenty of 
good references about him.  
 The man also worked together with the German officials in Holland in order to recruit 
people for this job (what job?) was a mister Lensing from Utrecht. The one who did this job 
in the Hague was Gery (?) leader Govaerts, a Belgian of origin , living Paramaribostraat 2a, 
The Hague.  The German talent scouts name is Kurt Mirow a cavalry captain (Rittmeister or 
Hptm.), he had with him at the time a certain Dr. Erfurt, a Gefreiter, who helped him because 
of his knowledge of the Dutch language.  With me were recruited Mr. Heidenreich, working 
for a garage in Amsterdam, Mr de Wreede from New York, Mr. Klein Nagelvoort from the 
Hague the last two lived in the H.T.O. building, Rijswijksche weg (House for unmarried 
individuals) The Hague. There was still another man from Utrecht, whose name I can’t 
remember. I was the only one who knew beforehand what was expected of me, at least from 
my group. Vorrink had told me. They had asked him for a rather dangerous job the 
particulars of which he didn’t hear in Brussels and which required a bit by to work with 
morse-code and a knowledge of the English language. He asked point blank “Why don’t you 
call a spade a spade, why don’t you say you want me to jump out off an aeroplane and send 
messages from England”. They admitted it. He told me about it and warned not to accept. 
For the foretold reason I accepted eagerly, that was exactly, what I had wanted → 
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Wanted the minute he had told me before about job of this kind, only less danger involved, 
not in prolubited (?)  areas quite openly playing refuge and sabotaging. I knew very well 
what I wanted to at that moment, I felt I was ontwitting (?) the Germans very nicely and all 
that. On the 30th of July we left The Hague, de Wreede and I, for Brussels, together with Mr. 
Mirow.  In the next two days, they got the other two fellows. They had to do it that way, 
because they couldn’t get hold of a bigger car. They used a small 1938 Opel-type with 
license plate of the province of Hannover, bearing the number: IS - … (I don’t know the 
cyphers). O f course the license plate tore the little red corner. The first week de Wreede and 
I were in Brussels we stayed in the Hotel Metropole (this place throughout the German 
occupation, was a place well used by Abwehr related persons) of the Place Brouchère. I have 
noticed many very high Germans officers, like Generals etc. there. I don’t think the staff is 
there because there seems to be no telephone connection with the hotel, except of course the 
house telephone.  The Germans have opened a telephone-centre in the Plaza hotel on the rue 
de Malines and other hotel I know, were quite a number of officers live is the hotel “Julia et 
Britania” on the corner of Avenue des Arts and Rue Joseph II after that week we were put in 
the hotel Les Ambassadeurs, Avenue del’Astronomie 2, whose propretor is a man called 
Block, originally from Kortrijk (Courtray), correspondent and the salesman of the Rheinisch-
Westphälische Zeitung exceedingly pro German, married to a French  wife, also moderately 
pro German. The house is always filled subaltern (when someone uses this word, he like 
must have had some military background) German officers and soldiers. The man told me 
how he had turned → over some to the Gestapo (AOB, the Gestopo had no jurisdiction in 
Belgium, as it obeyed to military occupation regulations. Later the SD or more likey GFP or 
Geheime Feldpolizei)(This is a common fault made by most historians, like using the word 
Mafia for every criminal gang, albeit,  that the Mafia exists only on Sicily!) 
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It is a fact that the house would stay open all night and that contrary all Belgium laws he sold 
liquors to his customers per class. He claimed he could do so, because nobody would harm 
him. After about a fortnight of rather lavish entertainment including expensive night-clubs 
like Maseiun? Place de Brouchère, Atlanta, a new joint underneath the Atlanta Hotel, the 
Gay type? (in the hands of a German), Broadway etc. We were taken to a red brick house on 
the rue Stévin 4 and asked by Mr. Mirow and Mr. Köhler (his fake name is Dr. Kühn (?)) 
whether we wanted to go through with this plan. (I am sorry my mistake ). We had been told 
earlier about the plan, after about a week in Brussels, they asked me to sign a paper, that we 
are going through with it. The other (de Wreede) refused, I signed. Here is the plan: “We 
were to be landed in England either by plane or with a fish-cutter and to send radio messages 
about the impression of the German bombardments and soon made on the people. Of course 
no military information, that would be too dangerous”.  I let you notice the technique as well 
as I did.  
We got trained in two different houses, one on Rue Mévin nr. 4, the other one Rue Joseph II 
48. We had to learn something about the British Army and also how to morse, not more than 
40 letters a minute was required. 
 Here are the places the Germans said they were interested in: the space included by a 
line London – Reading – Oxford – Northampton →  – Kings-Lynn-Ipswich – Colchester – 
London.               
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Further more the troops standing on the line Croydon – Bristol (about too dangerous military 
information!). I don’t know whether the just said it in order to scare us too much, because 
they said: “You don’t need to go near the coast, because we know there are troops there. We 
want to know, where the reserves stand though.  
 There are two places I know where lots of German eat: Plaza (mainly higher officers), 
Metropole, Chausseur de Louvain, St. Josse (mainly soldiers), the latter place has a very 
peculiar thing, no rationing tickets of any sort are required. To me this is very suspicious, 
because the rationing must have been going on even since the Germans came. (Meier was 
before engaged at the Dutch Food Distribution Department) While I was in Brussels I was 
allowed to take a trip to Maastricht (that is where Meier’s mother lived). Mr. Mirow 
(Rittmeister/Captain) took care of that. I stayed there for two days, and told the family I had a 
job in Brussels as an interpreter. This was very shortly after we had arrived in Brussels.        
I got to tell you that from the fellows that came to Brussels with, two were very eager to do at 
least something: Klein Nagelvoort and de Wreede. K.N. wanted to go as refugee and 
sabotage. Last I have heard of his plan was that it’s definitely off. But he may do harm some 
other way. De Wreede is going to work in the U.S. and Canada. He’r following a course in 
Berlin now and will by way of Siberia (Russia, then not yet at war with Germany) and Japan 
(also not yet at war with the US) Please warn the American Embassy about him. He may be 
swindling the Germans, however as he has no Nazi (?) ideals at all and is a → Theosophist, 
which is a line of thought not very much appreciated in Germany. 
 
 
 

↓ 
 
 
 
↓ 
 
 
 
↓ 
 
 
 
↓ 
 
 
 
↓ 
 
 
 
↓ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



KV 2/1699-3, page 44 

 



 I suppose that you like to know how the Germans code their messages. They have a 
brown linen tissue in which round holes are in it(?) For every station they have a different 
one, but the system is like this: 

 

 
over the vertical rows are the numbers of the dates the month, mostly two, sometimes three or 
one number over each row. You write your message from left to write in the holes,  
skipping red rimmed holes, every comma is made by one X, dots are  
made by two X’s words of importance like names of vessels, towns a?? we put between X’s. 
The last letters in ordinary code messages we therefore 2 x’s coming from England a final T 
is added. When you have written down all the letters you write down again but now in groups 
of five letters starting with the vertical row of the date of the month and taking row after row 
according to the sequence of the dates. As you see it is very simple and it’s all the same time 
very hard to solve for somebody who does know the pattern. The difficulty increases as the 
number of horizontal lines in different patterns also differ with the pattern goes another brown 
linen tissue on which one side the international → code of the most used questions and 
answers is given. 
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On the other side are special two letter code abbreviations used by the German Army. I did 
not learn them, so I can’t tell you what they are. But I noticed that Pons (Sjoerd) and the 
Japanese fellow (Charles) Kieboom learnt them by heart (?) They must know them. I only 
know the numerals: 
 
    1 – Za 
    2 – Zb 
    3 – Zc  
    4 – Zd  
    5 – Ze 
    6 – Zf 
    7 – Zg 
    8 – Zh  
    9 – Zi 
    0 – Zj  
The two letter code for weather condition starts always with W 
    ti – infantry  
    ta – artillery 
    tm – motorised troops 
These are the only ones I know I know by heart.  
 Should one have to through away the pattern, you have to use an emergency key. It 
works as follows: 
 The code-word is: fi. Rangierbahnhof, the code words are all different, they depend on 
the calling initials of the station. In this case R.G.B. Now you numerate your letters of the 
code-word in the sequence they happen to turn up in the code word. Like this: 
         Write your message 
         under the numerals 
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 Before starting the message the operator has to give a P so that the receiver will know 
the emergency code is used. 
 
 The calling – signal of Pons and Kieboom (their joined Dutch fellows) was ZKB, their 
emergency code word: zinkbadewanne. I was not supposed to know, but I overheard it and 
kept it well in my mind.  
 In Brussels there also was another fellow with a lorgnette (single glass) and rather 
stubby dark-brown or black hair of whom I am sure that he was taking lessons with us. He 
was about 40 years of age and should say (?) has a rather peculiar appearance. I have seen him 
waiting in front of the red (brick-stone) house with the “Brüsseler Zeitung” under his arm. He 
may be used. He may be used in England. On the 26th (?) agent Pons, Kieboom, Waldberg 
(Dubois), Schröder (Schroeder) and I were taken by car to the vicinity of Boulogne. (AOB, 
their scholar training did not cover a month!)  In the evening before sunset we went through 
Boulogne in which port I saw several smaller German war-ships. I thought they were mine-
sweepers the port is guarded by balloons and anti-aircraft guns. I did not see the exact places 
where they stood, I can only describe about the position of one big anti-aircraft gun. It stands 
on a big hill quite near to the chateau of ?er, Le Lieorie in La Vallée d’… (?) which is a part 
of Wünille, further more there is a built-in coastal gun → 
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(I don’t know which size) on the cliff on the seaside of the main road between Boulogne and 
Wimereux, shortly before the road begins to turn downwards to Wimereux.  The big hotel by 
the beach is used by the Germans. I know for sure that they have an officers- and soldiers-
mess there.  
 We were put in the Chateau of Mr. de Lièpire this is important, it is a communication 
radio station. It communicates with Brussels. I think the station in Brussels is the Ministère of 
Economics in the Rue de la Loi. I know for (?)mre it must be around there besides I saw that 
office Ministry, stationary was used. I want to tell you again, I am only sure of the location it 
must have about.  
 The hill with the heavy anti-aircraft gun (they said 10.2 they said) is east of the 
chateau at least so a German soldier told me.  
 Two days before our final start for England we went to in La Canche near etaples. 
Going down stream La Canche, before you reach the bridge in the east block of houses is the 
harbour police station.  Here we got into our clothes each time we went to row Pons and 
Kieboom were  
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… I don’t want to write anymore I’d rather have you question me. I’ll be glad to give any 
information, that can be of service to you. 
 I realize I have made a mess of it where as perhaps if I had told you everything from 
start and done as I first intended to. If I had it been such a coward, we might to day shake 
hands whereas now see every word I write only as a self defence and not as a word of truth. 
 If you think it is absolutely necessary to kill me please do so, quickly, but tell me and 
give me time to write a farewell to my mother and to my fiancé.  
 
        Carl H. Meier      
 

Terminated 7 August 2019 


