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In September of 1945, the Allies accept the surrender of Emperor
Hirohito, ending World War II. However, the mainland region of Indochina
remains in turmoil, with the British temporarily charged with maintaining order
in the south, while Chinese nationalists occupy the north. The Japanese army is
not disarmed and still controls much of the region. The French maintain their
presence, hoping to take back their ‘Annamese’ colony after two years of direct
Japanese rule, but Vietnamese nationalists are fighting for independence.
Major Charles Stanek has spent most of the last two years running
clandestine operations in Eastern Europe to rescue downed American and
British pilots from the Germans. He’s ready for his freedom from the military.
However, General William Donovan, head of the Office of Strategic Services
(OSS), sends him to Indochina to investigate the mysterious death of an
American lieutenant colonel gunned down in Saigon by Vietnamese nationalists
who had agreed to respect American neutrality. Additionally, Charlie must
discover why thousands of dollars in uncut diamonds were found on the man,
and if the gems played a role in his death.
Charlie’s investigation takes him down Saigon’s backstreets and north to
the Central Highlands and beyond. An officer in the Japanese police force
heading the murder investigation soon proves to be an indispensable ally.
Beautiful and mysterious Madame Thieu guides him through Vietnam’s complex
politics, but he’s not sure he can trust her.
When Charlie is kidnapped by Russian agents and whisked away to a
Hanoi prison, he is tortured for information about an agent code-named
Rasputin, embedded in the Soviet army and spying for America. The Russians
believe Charlie is his handler, sent to Indochina to extract the deep-cover spy.
With assistance from a defecting KGB agent Charlie knew in Eastern Europe,
the two battle their way out of Hanoi.
The danger mounts as Charlie continues his investigation, and soon he
suspects intrigue and secret truths at the highest level threaten his safe return
to the States. All he wants is to assume the quiet life of a civilian, but others
seem to have a different plan for him...
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This is all the heaven we’ve got
Right here where we are
In our Shangri-la.
–Mark Knopfler from ‘Our Shangri-la’

Prologue
Sergeant Joe Catledge downshifted the black Peugeot 601
sedan as smoothly as Barney Oldfield and aimed it onto a straight,
open stretch of street. He hoped to reach the safety of the
American position in Hotel Intercontinental at the heart of the
Saigon’s old city area. Still, he could not outrun bullets. The ping
of lead striking the side and rear panels echoed through the
interior of the old car.
“Faster, sergeant, faster,” Lieutenant Colonel Rolly Dixon
urged from the back seat.
“Yes, sir,” Joe responded automatically, shifting again. He
pushed his foot to the floor. The transmission screamed, and the
entire vehicle vibrated from the increased strain. “That’s as fast as
she’ll go.” The rear tires spun out on the wet pavement, causing
the Peugeot to fishtail. But Joe had her under control, quickly
adjusting the steering to compensate. “I got it,” he said, but the
Colonel Dixon seemed too preoccupied to notice.
Dixon, commander of the American Embankment Team in
Saigon, had just returned from business to the north and seemed
anxious to reach headquarters. Up to their ears in Annamese
gunfire, Joe was anxious too.
A bullet smashed through the back window, passed between
them, and struck the windshield, lodging in the front glass. The
back window shattered, raining glass over Dixon. Cracks ran in all
directions in the windshield from the point of impact. Visibility
instantly became problematic as Joe attempted to peer through a
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giant spider web.
Bullets pummeled both sides of the street, striking off the
sides of buildings. Up ahead, a mortar explosion threw pieces of
brick and steel in all directions. Looking out the side window, Joe
saw two Gurkhas move across a side street, both firing light
machine guns as they moved forward. As the car raced by, he
heard several more explosions. Grenades, he decided.
“We’re caught in something ... something real bad, sergeant.
But they can’t be shooting at us,” Dixon said evenly, trying to
sound convincing. “The United States negotiated neutrality here.
Keep moving.”
“Yes, sir, don’t have to worry about that,” Joe replied,
glancing quickly in the rearview to see his commanding officer
tightly clutching the pouch. What does he have in that diplomatic
pouch that’s so valuable?
Two more bullets hit the left rear panel.
“You okay, colonel?” Joe asked, glancing in the rearview
mirror again.
“Can’t the bastards read? ‘US Army’ is painted all over the
damn car!” Lieutenant Colonel Dixon slid further down in the
seat. He held the diplomatic pouch with his left hand while
holding an Army .45 pistol with his right, ready to fire. “Damn
Brits,” he growled, beads of perspiration dotting his forehead. He
peered out the side window, looking for a target. “They insisted
that we paint on something says were Americans to let everyone
know we’re neutrals here. Now I wonder if that was such a good
idea.”
Thick dark smoke spilled from hastily boarded windows,
blackening the wood. The heavy smoke funneled downward along
the narrow street, mixing with mist from an earlier cloudburst.
The low-hanging smog bank distorted visibility and cast everything
and everyone in gray shadowy shapes. Joe stared straight ahead,
trying desperately to ignore the rapidly spreading inferno that was
beginning to engulf them. Tongues of yellow flame shot skyward
from gaping holes in the roof tiles, licking and dancing along the
tops of the brick buildings.
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“Brits, Frogs, Yanks – I guess we’re all the same to the
Annamese, sir,” Joe said. His stomach ached from fear.
“Yeah, but that’s not what Thach promised me.” His
commander rose up in the seat and looked quickly behind them.
Joe saw the street was empty. “They’re firin’ from the Arroyo
La Valanche,” he said as deep explosions rumbled off to the left.
“Sounds to me like the main battle’s goin’ on over there.”
In the distance, toward the east, explosions mixed with small
arms fire. The smells of cordite and burning wood drifted in
through the side windows and hung in the hot stale air inside the
sedan as Joe urged it forward. “Look! There! Is that another
Gurkha?” Joe asked, keeping both hands tight on the steering
wheel. They watched a small man dressed in a British uniform dart
across a street. He carried an Enfield strapped across his back
with a fixed bayonet cutting the air.
“Looks like they’re fighting the Annamese for control of the
La Valanche bridge,” Dixon said.
Joe concentrated on the street directly ahead, still gripping
the wheel tightly. “We gotta be getting close to the Saigon River,”
he said, trying to sound hopeful.
“How far now?”
“’bout a half mile yet, colonel,” Joe replied, guessing. “Looks
like the whole damn city is on fire.” Smoke rose from tops of
buildings on both sides of the street.
“Maybe we can make it to the Jap positions along the river,”
Dixon urged.
“Maybe, but that’s another mile or so, ain’t it?”
“Yeah, but it’s straight down this street. No turning or
crossing open ground.”
Two more bullets shattered the rear side window, lodging
harmlessly in the opposite door panel. “Sounded like 25 caliber,
sir,” Joe said. Perspiration soaked his fatigue jacket. He loosened
his sweaty right hand from the steering wheel and quickly wiped it
on his trousers.
“Where in hell they get a Jap rifle? Probably helping them,
eh?” The remaining glass shards in the back window had fallen,
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leaving it completely open. “I’ll have to have a talk with Colonel
Imano again.”
“Yes, sir,” Joe replied. His complete attention at that
moment was on another bridge approaching rapidly. “Hold on, sir.
We gotta make it over.” He downshifted into first to squeeze more
torque from the 2100 cc six-cylinder engine, then floored the gas
pedal. The front tires shot straight into the air at a near forty-fivedegree angle as the car flew up and over the top of the short, high
bridge built mostly for pedestrian traffic. It crashed back down on
the brick with an angry thud. Both of them hit the roof. “You
okay, sir?”
“Yeah, yeah. Keep going.”
Joe floored it again, and the old sedan bounced onto the
narrow street just as a volley of bullets struck the concrete
embankment on the far side.
Finally, there it was. Not more than a hundred yards to the
right of them, across the smoke-darkened field, Joe could make
out the Hotel Intercontinental, headquarters for the American
Embankment Team. It was nestled in the old French quarter next
to the opera house at the head of Rue de la Liberté. The old sedan
raced down the brick street.
“What’s that?” Commander Dixon yelled, pointing to a
collection of large pieces of wood, twisted metal auto frames, and
barrels blocking the street as they made a final turn for the hotel.
Stacks of rubber tires placed in front burned furiously, belching
black smoke and partially concealing the small figures scurrying
around the barricade. Straining to see through the smoggy
twilight, Joe focused on the Vietnamese fighters that appeared
like tiny apparitions on top of the metal auto skeletons. The entire
scene took on an apocalyptic air.
Joe caught Dixon looking down again at the leather pouch.
It was the way Dixon looked at it that bothered him. Do the
contents of the pouch have something to do with the Vietnamese? Is
it why they openly violated our neutrality?
“It’s an ambush!” Dixon shouted, trying to peer through the
inferno. “I see Annamese on top! With rifles!”
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Joe saw that Commander Dixon was now sitting upright, stiff
as an arrow, his eyes large from fear and adrenaline. Joe spied two
figures quickly moving a machine gun in place atop a firedarkened bus, pointing it down the street toward their oncoming
car, aiming directly at them.
“Stop!” Dixon ordered.
Joe simultaneously hit the brake pedal and punched the
clutch, throwing the shift forward almost into the dash and then
downward to slow the vehicle. The old gears screamed in anger,
but the sedan slid to a sudden stop about thirty meters from the
barricade. He stared out the cracked windshield at a man standing
atop the debris waving a flag over his head. When a slight breeze
unfurled it, he saw a yellow star against a deep red background.
“Catledge, get out and tell ’em who we are, damn it,” Dixon
ordered.
Joe gave his commanding officer a hard look but obeyed. He
pulled on the emergency brake, threw open the door, and jumped
out, waving his hands above his head. “American! American!” he
yelled. “No shoot!”
The machine gun immediately opened fire. A shower of
bullets whizzed overhead. “American!” Joe yelled one more time,
then turned and dived for cover behind the sedan.
The little figures responded immediately with another burst
from the gun. The bullets riddled the front of the car, striking the
radiator and dissolving the windshield into a heap of glass shards.
Joe looked back, couldn’t see Commander Dixon, and hoped he
was hugging the floor. Following the burst, the car’s back door
creaked open, and Dixon slid out onto the brick street, crawling
until he came up beside Joe.
“You okay, colonel?” Joe rasped.
“Yeah. Get ready to run for that field.”
Joe looked over to his left, then at the barricade. “I’ll cover
you,” he yelled. “Go!” He opened fire with his automatic.
Dixon fired off three quick rounds, then ran. Gunfire
exploded from the entire width of the barricade. Bullets struck
him across the back and side, throwing him forward onto the
5
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damp street just feet from the field. Joe, seeing Commander
Dixon fall, quickly moved to the side of the sedan behind the
opened door. Steam rising from the punctured radiator partially
concealed his movements. In a crawl-run low to the ground, he
headed straight for his commanding officer. “Colonel? Colonel!”
he demanded, hitting the brick flat on his stomach behind the
prone figure. Bullets tore at the street around him, sending up
pieces of brick and dust. The air above his head was filled with
lead pellets. Seeing a growing pool of red around Dixon’s
motionless body and his blood-stained uniform, Joe knew
immediately that he was dead, yet he still gripped the pouch
tightly in his left hand.
Joe fired his .45, throwing the remainder of the magazine
rounds into the black smoke, ejected the emptied magazine, and
reached into his belt for another. He scanned the street in front
and the sidewalk alongside, firing rapidly at anything that moved.
I gotta get outta here, he thought, now acting on adrenaline
alone. The field, with its short, interlacing hedgerows, stood
between him and the hotel. He knew he had no choice but to take
that route.
Now! But wait. He remembered the leather diplomatic
pouch still in Dixon’s hand and reached across the growing pool of
blood to wrest the pouch from the dead man’s fingers. Quickly he
shoved it inside his shirt.
Crack! Crack! Crack! He fired off three quick rounds from
the automatic, then released the empty magazine. He slid in a
fully loaded one, his last. Then he was gone. His heart pounding,
he raced to a hedgerow, running the full length of the field. Small
arms fire pursued him. He heard the distinct sound of bullets
whizzing above his head and dived for cover behind a hedge.
Two Annamese left their barricade to chase him across the
field. At short intervals, they stopped to fire their bolt-action
rifles. They were clearly determined to kill him. Pieces of leaves
fell around him, and small branches snapped directly above his
head as bullets passed close by.
Poking his head above the hedge, Joe fired off three quick
6

MISSION to INDOCHINA

Robert Tecklenburg

rounds at the two figures now approaching him at a dead run. He
saw one go down. The other disappeared behind a hedgerow
running parallel to his. That was his chance. He jumped up and
ran toward the hotel.

7

CHAPTER 1
Captain Charles Stanek strolled across Memorial Bridge. He
stopped for a minute to watch the Potomac slowly flow under him.
Because he had time to kill before his meeting with his former
commanding officer, General William Donovan, and because it
was such a balmy fall day in Washington, he had decided to walk.
He removed his garrison cover and stared into the placid water. A
light southerly wind blowing gently up the Potomac messed with
his neatly combed, sandy brown hair. It felt good.
Charlie considered the upcoming meeting with the general.
Maybe he just wants to say his goodbyes, he thought. But, deep
down, he knew better. Donovan was not the type for
sentimentality.
Since the end of the war in Europe, Charlie had been
working in the Pentagon, shuffling papers and waiting for his
discharge. He was bored. But work in the Pentagon still beats
sleeping on the ground in the damp forests of Eastern Europe,
trying to stay alive, he constantly told himself. He often thought of
Jan, Lieutenant Jan Novotny, who had been killed by the
Germans. Jan had served with Charlie in Eastern Europe, and they
had grown close. I wonder what he would have said about my job
as a paper-pusher, Charlie thought, watching a small sailboat tack
against the soft breeze. He remembered that Jan had loved the
army.
Charlie had been a perfect choice for the Operational
Groups that would train, supply, and lead guerrilla forces in
8
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occupied Eastern Europe. With his background in Eastern
European languages and history, Charlie seemed like a natural for
the OSS and was given a special assignment. Donovan had Charlie
accompany him when he traveled to Moscow in December of
1943, following the Tehran Conference. Their objective was to get
the Russians’ assistance in setting up a clandestine operation in
occupied Eastern Europe to rescue downed American and British
pilots.
The general persuaded the Russians that the pilots could be
smuggled through German lines into liberated Russian territory.
From there, they could be quickly returned to Italy. It took several
weeks of hard negotiations, but the Russians, always
pathologically suspicious of foreigners, had reluctantly consented.
Charlie and Jan dropped into the mountains a week later.
Charlie was constantly reminded of those long months in Eastern
Europe, where he remained until he had been extracted on
January 15, 1945, only days before Warsaw fell to the Russians
under Marshal Zhukov’s command. His work was at an end, and
General Donovan prudently got him out rather than have him
become a ‘guest’ of the Red Army. Charlie had agreed
wholeheartedly, believing with good reason that his life was
seriously at risk if their secret police got hold of him.
*****
Twenty minutes later Charlie was standing in front of the
desk of General William Donovan. He had aged, but Charlie saw
that he still had that air of proud defiance. The star on his
uniform sparkled.
The last time they were together, it was a wintry day in
February. Charlie had just returned from a two-week furlough. The
general had informed him that he would be detailed to the
Pentagon until his discharge came through.
Donovan greeted him with a steaming cup of coffee in a
china mug. “Take it, captain,” he said. “You might need it.”
Charlie was caught off-guard by the comment but did as he
9
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was ordered.
“Good to see you,” the general said, clasping his hand. “Well,
the world has certainly changed since last we talked. How are
things with you?”
“Fine, sir.”
“Sit down. Sit down,” the general said, and they both sat
conversationally in front of the desk. “How do you like your
assignment at the new Pentagon building, with all that brass?
That’s the military’s future over there.”
“Can’t complain, sir,” Charlie replied, massaging a small
crescent scar above his right eye with his forefinger, a nervous
habit. The scar was the result of a fistfight he’d had as a teenager.
The other boy, a full head taller, had fared far worse and learned
the hard way that Charles Stanek never gave up. Head slightly
cocked, Charlie looked silently at the general.
“You may like the backslapping and brown-nosing so much
that you’ll be reenlisting. You thinking about that, captain?”
“I’m getting out. Going back to Wisconsin. I figure the
discharge will be coming through any day now.”
“I see,” the general said with a frown. He leaned forward,
intent. “Stanek, your country still needs you. You’re one of the
best field agents we have.”
Another damn mission, he thought, his stomach already
twisting into a knot. The war was over. He didn’t care anymore.
“Thanks, but no thanks.” He set the coffee cup aside on the
general’s desk and stood up, anxious to leave.
The general glared up at him. “Stanek, you understand what
I’m saying?”
“I’ve had it, general. One year on the run from the Germans
and the NKVD, blowing up bridges, hiding in caves, all the
killing... That’s enough excitement for a lifetime. I’m through.”
“What would you do back in Wisconsin? Be a farmer? Milk
cows?”
“I’m tired of war and frankly, sir, I’m sick of the Army,”
Charlie replied. “Three years will be enough for me. I might find
someplace quiet and peaceful where people leave each other
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alone, so I can think and figure things out.”
“We all want that, captain, but it’s just a dream we hold
onto. It helps us stay sane,” General Donovan replied. “And we
have work to do.”
Charlie massaged his eyes, studying, considering...
“You can’t ever go back to recapture some lost innocence,
and it’s foolish to ever think you can, captain,” Donovan said
softly. “Remember that.”
“It’s time to move on then,” Charlie grumbled.
“Hell, you became damn good at soldiering,” the general
said, sounding sincere. “You’re a survivor. One of the best.”
“That won’t mean much as a civilian.”
“Sit down. Hear me out, captain. That’s all I ask.”
“Yes, sir,” Charlie mumbled. Reluctantly he took a seat
facing the general again.
“We have a problem. We lost our most experienced Asia
hand in September. Did you know Lieutenant Colonel Roland
Dixon?”
“No, sir. Never heard of him,” Charlie said. He felt his tall,
lanky frame stoop slightly in the hard wooden chair as his resolve
weakened. I’m not going to get out of this without a fight.
“He was head of the general’s intelligence section for much
of the war. Or rather, he briefed them on Jap movements, troop
concentrations. The general trusted him ... hell, even stole him
away from OSS to run his operation. The son of a bitch. No mutual
admiration there, captain, between Mac and me.”
“What happened to Dixon?”
“Killed in an ambush in Saigon about four days ago. It was
done by local Annamese insurgents. Mac insisted that Dixon be
appointed to head up the embankment team there, so I relented. I
didn’t have much choice. But anyway, his mission was to work
with the Brits to establish some type of post-war settlement. You
know the routine. Disarm the Japs and set up an arrangement for
a new government.” General Donovan scowled. “Dixon getting
killed should not have happened. We’re neutral there. Even had an
agreement with the Vietnamese.”
11

MISSION to INDOCHINA

Robert Tecklenburg

“I would have thought there were better assignments than
heading up the embankment team in a backwater like Saigon,
especially for someone with good credentials.”
“He insisted on going. Pressured Mac to give him the job.
Said he wanted to work with the Brits. With General Gracey’s
staff, he said.”
“Hmm,” was all Charlie said. After a moment, he added, “So,
somehow he got caught up in the fighting. Is that it?”
“We suspect he was murdered.”
“Murdered? You don’t think he was just in the wrong place at
the wrong time?”
“Maybe, maybe not,” the general said. He got up and paced
in front of his desk. “We had an agreement with Pham Ngoc
Thach, the Viet Minh representative in southern Vietnam. We
negotiated it when we arrived. American neutrality would be
respected by all the Vietnamese groups. And it had been, up till
then. Curious.”
“What’s curious?”
“The timing of the ambush,” Donovan said slowly, “and
something else.”
“What’s the something else, general?”
“Where did I put it?” He searched through the files on his
desk. “Here it is. I want to read this to you, captain. It’s Dixon’s
last message sent through Kandy, Supreme Allied Command for
Southeast Asia. It’s an appeal from the Viet Minh leader, Ho Chi
Minh, addressed to President Truman.” He read the communiqué
aloud: “‘Executive Committee of Southern Vietnam’s Republic
brought to power by huge manifestation of Annamese people
occurred on August 25, 1945, Saigon, and all provinces of CochinChina. Annamese people expressed unanimous will to live free and
independent under democratic policy. Hoping sincerely giant
American Republic having fought to defend liberty of the world
will support Indo-China in independence movement. Annamese
people firmly rely on sympathy on the part of American
proponents of justice and liberty. Peaceful salutations, Ho Chi
Minh.’”
12

MISSION to INDOCHINA

Robert Tecklenburg

General Donovan set the paper aside and looked at Charlie.
“This was given to Dixon two days before he was killed. The
Vietnamese insisted that it be delivered directly to the President.”
Charlie fidgeted, growing impatient to get out of Donovan’s
office.
“That sounds pretty damn friendly, doesn’t it, captain?”
“Yes, sir, it sure does.”
“We don’t know why the insurgents would want to kill Dixon.
It just doesn’t make any sense.”
“People die unnecessarily in war, general. We all know that.”
“I always suspect the communists,” General Donovan
continued. “We learned in Europe, didn’t we? When there’s
backstabbing going on, they’re usually behind it.”
“Usually,” Charlie replied, looking at Donovan indifferently.
“Yet, if the communists killed Dixon, what’s their motive?
From that letter, it seems clear they’re seeking our support for
their cause.”
“Seems like it,” Charlie said. “Why are you telling me all
this?”
“I want to count on you, captain. You’re the man for the
job,” the general said cheerfully, looking into Charlie’s eyes.
“I haven’t agreed to anything,” Charlie replied, taken aback.
“I don’t even know what you’ve got going out there, general. And I
don’t want to know.”
“Stanek, I need you,” he replied softly. “The United States
has a situation over there that must be handled ... handled by
someone with your background and experience.”
“I speak Russian and Czech. My knowledge is of European
history,” he replied, frustrated. “I don’t know anything about the
region. And general, how many times must I tell you? I’m about to
become a civilian again.”
“You know more than you think,” Donovan said, pressing on.
“Let me give you a rundown on the players. We have the Chinese,
who still have not withdrawn from the north, then the Jap Army
that has yet to be disarmed, and the Indochinese, dominated by
the communists, and of course the French, who want their empire
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back. In the middle of all this are us and the Brits. Oh yes, one
additional player. Stalin has recently sent a Russian delegation to
Hanoi to meet with the Control Commission. Their reasons are
unknown to us. And you probably know as much about those boys
as anybody.”
“Find yourself another man,” Charlie said flatly.
At first, General Donovan said nothing, just looked hard at
Charlie. “You still haven’t told me. What happened to you,
captain? For four days you just disappeared. OSS in Bari sent radio
messages to your team. Lieutenant Black’s team searched for you,
even with the Germans closing in.”
“You know where I was.”
“Yes, captain, I’m afraid I do. But your job was to get all four
of those teams out of Slovakia, and you wasted valuable time.
Those four days were critical to their escape.”
Charlie said nothing, but his face flushed.
The general’s voice hardened. “Houseboat and Day missions
could have succeeded. Those men didn’t have to die.”
“General, there was nothing I could do for them,” Charlie
said, unwilling to give an inch. “You should never have left thirty
men on the ground there, when it was already too late. The
Germans had defeated Svoboda. By then, the Czechs and Slovaks
were running for their lives.” He shifted in his chair. “At Tri Duby,
I got the POWs, the pilots, hell, even those New Zealanders out on
the B-17s.”
“You could have – should have – found a way, before the
Germans got to them. They were your top priority.”
“Black took it upon himself to hire a civilian guide, a Slovak
who wasn’t cleared by Benes. He turned out to be a collaborator
who betrayed those two teams to a German security patrol. That’s
why those men were lost.”
“No, captain, you lost it.”
“General, I was grieving but I never lost my focus,” he
answered with as much composure as he could muster. “They
killed her. The Nazis took her away and murdered her. Still, I did
all I could to get those teams to Russian lines.”
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“You were distracted from your mission. You delayed them
so that you could rescue the woman.”
“One week earlier, and I could have found her. I know it.”
“She was a dedicated patriot who knew her duty,” the
general said. “She would have found a way to carry on if it had
been you who was killed.” He sighed and scratched a bald spot.
“You committed the worst sin in my book.”
“Which was?” Charlie was steaming, struggling to hold it
together. He couldn’t fathom why Donovan was pursuing this.
“You fell in love, and then jeopardized our entire operation
there because of it.”
Charlie lost control. He came straight up out of the chair.
The general reacted quickly and stood up too. Charlie caught
himself glaring at him eye to eye. “You’re smiling. Why the hell
are you smiling?”
“Believe it or not, I understand your anger, captain. None of
us are born to be soldiers, to risk death, and to kill other men. We
have to learn it, and I think you’ve learned well. That’s why you’re
so damn good. Sit down, sit down. I’m sorry that I offended you,”
he said in a soft voice. “No hard feelings.”
Charlie took a deep breath and sat down again, but he was
still angry.
“All I meant was that in war there’s no room for love when
you have a duty to perform, when others’ lives depend on it. That’s
why you failed, captain.” Donovan eyed him sternly, then added in
a lighter tone, “But you have a chance here to make things right,
to reset the scales.”
Charlie scowled. Donovan was hitting him with everything in
his arsenal, trying to get him to accept this mission. He sighed
and sat back in his chair. “You want me to stay in the Army. Is
that it?”
“For this mission. After...” The general shrugged. “The war is
over. It’s a different game out there.”
“Sir?”
“Politics, captain. There’s international politics involved in
this assignment, and I need someone I can trust.”
15
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“The assignment?”
“An easy one for you. Find out what happened to Lieutenant
Colonel Dixon. Why he was killed, and by whom. Simple enough?”
“That sounds too simple.”
“I need you. The President of the United States needs you,”
the general said.
“Sir, the OSS is folding. What are you talking about?”
“You’re right. Our agency is closing down, but there is still
one last mission to complete.”
Charlie shook his head. “You close down, and I’m on my
own.”
“Never, captain,” the general reassured. “This is high
priority. I will brief the President daily on its progress.”
Charlie stared in surprise.
“Yes, the President has contracted with me to run this op.
The bastard hates me, but even a Missourian can see that you and
I are the best men for the job. You come highly recommended,
and General Marshall signed off on you. The President approved.
How does that make you feel, eh?”
“I don’t like the sound of any of it,” Charlie said, again
rubbing the scar above his eye.
“It has high visibility, but the mission is not complicated at
all.”
“The war is over, and I’ve done my duty,” Charlie said slowly,
but there was no denying Donovan had convinced him. Silence
reigned in the room. Shadows grew longer, inching across the oak
floor. Finally Charlie said, “You got me where you want me,
general. Damn it, I guess I have to go.”
“Good. Our whole foreign policy structure between India and
China hinges on establishing stable relations with the peoples in
that part of the world. We have to find out what happened to
Lieutenant Colonel Dixon and ensure that our agreements with
the Indochinese peoples will hold up during all the turmoil I
expect over the next few years there. Our presence is currently
limited to OSS teams on the ground in Saigon, Hanoi, and in a
place I haven’t even heard of – Laos.”
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Charlie listened quietly.
“You will travel as a civilian on a diplomatic mission for the
President of the United States. That should impress the locals,”
he said with a quick smile. “Don’t hide the fact that you’re an
officer in the US Army – just don’t broadcast it. Your diplomatic
status is very important to this mission. You will tell only your
team members that you hold the rank of major.”
“Major?”
“Yes,
I’ve
promoted
you,
effective
immediately.
Congratulations.”
“Thank you,” Charlie said. But he didn’t feel grateful.
“Oh, and one more thing.” General Donovan stood and
walked over to his desk, reaching over to grab a large manila
envelope. He opened the envelope and poured its contents onto
the desk.
Charlie watched as large sparkling crystals rolled across the
dark mahogany. “Some big rocks ya got there, sir,” he said with a
whistle.
“Diamonds, captain ... uh, sorry, major. Uncut diamonds.
Not of exceptional quality, but they still have a value of around
seventy-five thousand.”
“What do they have to do with this mission?”
“Dixon was carrying them when he was killed. He was coming
back from an area identified as the Central Highlands.”
“You think the diamonds might have something to do with
his death?”
“That’s possible. I need you to find out.”
“Where’d they come from? Anyone know?”
“We suspect they were mined in Indochina.”
“They have diamonds in that part of the world?”
“I don’t know, but they tell me the French have been mining
coal there for years. One real question is: Who else knew about
the diamonds?”
“I see your point, sir. They could add to the intrigue, what
with all those armies still there trying to stake out a claim.”
“Remember, major, don’t get involved in the political mess
17
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there. And don’t let anyone distract you from your mission,” the
general said, leaning against the desk.
“Not a problem, sir.”
“And something else. Effective immediately, we’ll be
absorbed somewhere into the War Department,” Donovan said,
almost as an aside. “But that will not affect your mission. I’ve
taken all precautions to ensure that you’re covered. You’ll be
traveling on a diplomatic passport with a letter of introduction
from the President. You are Charles Stanek, special envoy of
President Truman to the Allied Control Commission in Indochina.
And I’ll be your only contact for this mission. Here are your
orders.” Donovan handed him a manila envelope. “This will be my
final command operation, and I’m counting on you to make it a
success.”
“Yes, sir.” Charlie removed the documents from the envelope
and quickly reviewed them. “My name is already typed on the
orders.”
The general didn’t respond, but escorted Charlie to the door.
“I need you in Saigon before the middle of October. There’ll be a
plane waiting at Andrews tomorrow at 0800. Goodbye and good
luck, major.”
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CHAPTER 2
Colonel Andre Pavlov cast a short muscular reflection in the
narrow and only window in his fourth-floor office in the Lubyanka
Square complex. He frowned, reminding himself that Lubyanka
was now called Dzerzhinsky, in honor of ‘Blood Felix,’ who first
headed Cheka.
But now too, he thought, Cheka, the Soviet State Security
forces, have been renamed as the State Political Administration –
GPU. He smiled. The names may change, but everything remains
much the same. The secret police still go about their business.
The day was gray and sunless. He had noticed a chill in the
early morning air. “Fall already,” he mumbled, lighting a
cigarette. It had been a short summer, and winter was coming. He
tried to remember the last winter the guns were silent in Moscow
and the rest of the country. More than four years ago, he guessed.
He blew out a stream of smoke against the window and admired
the Kremlin on the far side of Red Square, marveling at how the
majestic old building had sustained only limited damage from
German bombing and artillery.
Inhaling again, he stared idly at the cigarette he held
between his right thumb and forefinger. Years of heavy smoking
had turned the skin yellow from tobacco stains, but he refused to
quit. Even the pain in his chest wouldn’t deter him from this one
simple pleasure. And these were American cigarettes, a rare
luxury in war-ravaged Mother Russia. “Cam-els,” he said slowly,
reading from the pack. Effortlessly the smoke tumbled from his
19

MISSION to INDOCHINA

Robert Tecklenburg

lips into the cool, damp room.
Again he drew deeply from his cigarette, thinking back over
his years in service of the motherland in the KGB branch of the
NKVD. Since the old days, those years following the Revolution,
when espionage was handled by Cheka, he had performed his duty,
much of it unspeakable in mixed company. In ’43, he was
transferred to the Smersh Detachment at Premier Stalin’s
personal request, to catch collaborators and traitors to the
motherland in German-occupied territories. He frowned again.
Now I search for spies within our own ranks.
He considered his upcoming meeting with Major Gregor
Zerenowsky, who had said it was of immediate importance, a
matter of national security. Andre was suspicious. Zerenowsky was
one of Beria’s men, mostly concerned with internal affairs – not
state security, which was the job of KGB. My job.
Zerenowsky was also Ukrainian. Andre smiled. As far as I’m
concerned, all Ukrainians are suspect. The Germans had made his
job much easier. If Ukrainians who had survived the occupation
were not starving, they were collaborators, traitors to the
motherland. He had already sent thousands to labor camps in
Siberia, and he fully intended to ship out thousands more. But in
July, he was given a new assignment – locate and destroy the
notorious espionage ring headed by the elusive spy known as
Rasputin.
He heard a knock at his door and returned to sit at his desk.
“Come in, major. I’ve been expecting you.”
Major Zerenowsky entered. A large man and somewhat
younger than Andre at thirty-five, he was not fat, but had grown
flabby from desk duty in Moscow. Andre had checked
Zerenowsky’s background and knew of his great knowledge of the
terrain of South Russia and the Ukraine, especially near
Stalingrad. He also knew Stalin had considered him an invaluable
asset during the war and that he had been elevated to major by
Comrade Khrushchev after the surrender of the Germans at
Stalingrad in February of 1943. Zerenowsky was now assigned to
the staff of Lavrenty Beria, chief of The Peoples Commissariat for
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Internal Affairs – NKVD. Andre considered Beria a dangerous
adversary.
With just a few steps, Major Zerenowsky stood at the desk
and saluted. “Good of you to see me on such short notice,
Comrade Colonel Pavlov.” He had removed his green barracks hat
to reveal thick, bushy dark hair with flecks of gray. His Red Army
uniform was immaculate with freshly pressed creases.
“Sit down, please,” Andre said, returning the salute.
“Cigarette?”
“No, colonel.” Zerenowsky looked briefly around at the drab
office.
Andre took another deep drag from his cigarette. “Now, tell
me, what is it that’s so important?”
Zerenowsky leaned forward in his chair. “Colonel, we suspect
that there is a traitor on Marshal Malinovsky’s staff.”
“I see.” Andre sat back in his chair and blew smoke in the
air. “Explain.”
“I have learned through my contacts in Washington that a
Russian has been turned.”
“Is the spy here in Moscow?”
“In Manchuria, colonel, at Malinovsky’s headquarters,”
Zerenowsky said, sounding confident. “We must find him quickly
before the Americans and British receive valuable intelligence
that could jeopardize our strategic position. It’s a very delicate
situation.”
“Who is he? You must tell me now who this traitor is,” Andre
pressed. He coughed sharply from deep in his lungs, and the
Camel trembled in his fingers. “Is this about Rasputin?”
“We have not discovered who he is, colonel. My contact only
reported that General Donovan expects valuable information and
is sending a special agent from Washington. That is all he knew.
Comrade Stalin suspects Rasputin.”
Andre slammed his palm on the desktop. “We have been
after Rasputin for months! Who knows how long the traitor and
his ring have been supplying the Americans and the English with
our military secrets?” Andre ground the burning stub of his
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cigarette in a nearby ashtray.
“Sir,” Zerenowsky prodded, “if he is indeed in Manchuria,
you may finally have your chance to destroy the notorious spy.”
“We have been close to catching Rasputin several times, but
he has always slipped through our fingers. Like air.” He coughed
harshly again. “What information has the bastard stolen now?”
“We don’t know, sir, but possibly he is aware that our Far
East defenses are vulnerable. And perhaps the British and the
Americans have an interest in our transport of captured Japanese
infrastructure.”
Andre hacked and gasped for breath, then spit into a small
brass spittoon beside his desk. “Why are you informing me of this
situation?” he finally asked.
“May I speak frankly, colonel?”
“Of course.”
“As you probably know, I am Ukrainian,” Zerenowsky began.
“But I have put the motherland – the Russian motherland – above
all else and have dedicated my career to Comrade Stalin. Now, I
am suspicious of Comrade Beria’s intentions toward me. It seems
he no longer feels he can trust me because I am Ukrainian.” He
paused. “I want to work for you, colonel. Permanently. And I have
important assets that can be invaluable to a colonel who could
soon become a general.”
“I think I understand you, major,” Andre said, watching and
listening carefully. “Assets, you say. For example?”
“Yes.” He nodded, appearing confident. “My work with
General Donovan’s Office of Strategic Services has, shall we say,
enabled me to make friends in the West. They are influential
people, neighbors, eh? They could be invaluable contacts.”
Andre was not interested in his so-called assets. “From your
work with Comrade Beria, you must know him well. Tell me
something interesting. Just between you and me. A few ...
personal secrets, eh?”
“Personal secrets, sir?” Zerenowsky asked, immediately on
guard. He stared at Andre, looking confused.
“Yes, personal,” Andre said, watching the Ukrainian
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carefully. “We have heard rumors about your boss’s sexual
intrigues, his proclivities. I would like to hear what you know.”
“Colonel, I know nothing, nothing at all about such things.”
“I see.” Andre looked down and pretended interest in some
papers lying on his desk. “We will have your concerns investigated
immediately,” he said curtly. “No need for you to get involved,
major. I will consider your request for transfer.”
“I understand.”
“If there’s nothing else you can tell me...” Andre looked up
expectantly at Zerenowsky.
“Ah, colonel, it is not as simple as that,” the major said.
“However, we do believe this man we are looking for may be a
member of the military delegation sent to Hanoi to meet with the
Allied Control Commission and with the Vietnamese. Did you
know the Vietnamese are already fighting against the French for
their independence?”
“No, I didn’t,” Andre replied, impatient to get rid of the
Ukrainian.
“We must assist them, but ... but we must be careful. We do
not want to anger our allies unnecessarily. The forces against our
Vietnamese brothers are considerable, so their struggle may be
short lived.”
Andre nodded. “Of course.” He shook loose another Camel
from his pack, tapped the cigarette on the desk, and lit up.
“Have you been briefed on the situation there?” Zerenowsky
asked.
“Yes, I’m familiar with the mission. To observe the military
situation and establish a liaison with the Vietnamese.” But he
cared little about it. The Ukrainians and the Cossacks, not the
Vietnamese, were his problems. He was quickly losing interest in
the discussion.
“That sums it up, colonel,” Zerenowsky confirmed. “But
according to our sources, the traitor will make contact with the
American somewhere in Indochina.”
“Yes, we’ve already discussed that, major. Is there anything
else? Perhaps, you have more information on Rasputin?”
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“There is something else...” Zerenowsky said, his voice
trailing off.
Andre looked up, vaguely interested. “What?”
“The security on our atomic project has been breached.”
Andre sat forward, puffing quickly on his cigarette. “What
does that mean?”
“It means, colonel, that someone has been able to access
important information on the status of the project. We do not
know what information, if any, has been stolen, only that security
has been compromised.”
“Do you suspect Rasputin of this as well?” Andre asked. He
recognized immediately the language of intrigue, and knew Major
Zerenowsky was as adept at the game. That was how one survived
in Stalin’s Soviet Russia. Not unlike a strategy in war, the best
protection was to get your opponent before he could expose you
and destroy you.
“The methods appear to be the same. He is very clever and
always works from the inside. He has plenty of cash – dollars and
pounds – and knows who to buy off. We can’t take any chances. Do
you understand, colonel?”
“Yes, of course. That is serious, very serious. How reliable is
your source?”
“He has been our most dependable agent in Washington
throughout the war. He is a high-level officer for the Americans’
OSS. We call him Dark Eagle. There, we have fooled even General
Donovan, eh, comrade?” Zerenowsky smiled. “Dark Eagle sends us
valuable information.”
“Can Dark Eagle help us find Rasputin?” Andre asked. “Has
he given you any information on who Rasputin is?”
“No, colonel. Rasputin is General Donovan’s best kept secret
inside the Kremlin.”
“Do you have any information at all on who this traitor will
contact in Indochina?”
Zerenowsky smiled. “The Americans now have OSS men on
the ground in Saigon. So we must rely on our new Vietnamese
allies to help us discover the identity of the American before he
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makes contact with Rasputin.”
“And the British? Are they involved?”
According to Dark Eagle, MI-5 has not been briefed. General
Donovan evidently runs this operation himself, receiving
information from Rasputin directly, with no outside interference.
But, of course, they always know what their American cousins are
doing, eh?”
“So it would seem,” Andre said, taking a deep drag on his
cigarette as the thought things through. He was still suspicious of
the Ukrainian’s motives, but he knew taking action on locating
the spy Rasputin would please Stalin, and that was most
important. I can always blame Major Zerenowsky and have him
shot if we fail to get the spy, he decided, looking up at the major. “I
must act quickly.”
“Of course, sir,” Zerenowsky said. “I have a plan that may
snare two rabbits in one trap.”
“A plan, eh? Let’s here it.”
“First, colonel, my transfer.”
“I will consider it, major,” Andre replied, but he had already
decided to allow it.
Zerenowsky nodded. “I understand that your detachment is
directed to hunt for spies and traitors to the motherland. But I
thought I could assist you on this very important case. Here are
my orders.” He pulled a neatly folded letter from his inside tunic
pocket and handed it to Andre.
Andre saw Stalin’s seal immediately. He opened and read the
letter quickly, finding their leader’s signature at the bottom of the
single page.
“As you can see, it is signed by Comrade Stalin,” Zerenowsky
stated.
“Yes. It appears you have already been assigned to me.”
Andre looked up at Zerenowsky and squinted. Beria’s men are not
professionals like my branch, he thought. Just brutish thugs. They
are expendable.
“Colonel, we are both working to serve Mother Russia, are we
not?”
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“Major, I am KGB assigned to the Smersh Detachment by
Stalin himself. And you?”
“What about me, comrade?”
“You are Ukrainian ... yes, Ukrainian. Not good for you,
major, not good at all.”
“Are you questioning my loyalty?”
“Your family, Zerenowsky, son of Ivan... What about them?”
Andre asked, his voice like the hiss of a snake about to strike. Can
any of you be trusted? I sincerely doubt it. He gave the major a
hard look.
“Colonel Pavlov, if this mission is successful, your career will
be helped immensely. I can guarantee that. And Stalin has already
approved, eh?”
“Yes, it must not fail, Major Zerenowsky, or you will surely be
spending the new year in Siberia with your relatives ... or worse,
eh?”
“It will succeed, comrade colonel.”
“Good. Then we will catch the spy and persuade him to tell
us about others. With luck, we’ll smash Rasputin’s network for
good. Smert Shpronam!” He raised his fist and struck it hard
against the desk.
“Death to spies,” Major Gregor Zerenowsky repeated,
sounding no less enthusiastic.
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