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Door AI gegenereerde inhoud is mogelijk onjuist.]
Fall River, Mass., 27 August 1945.
Mr. J. M. L. Maduro,
Essex House,
160 Central Park South,
New York 19, N.Y.
Dear Sir:
As requested, I hereby wish to confirm the information I furnished to you verbally on the 23rd instant.
I was shot down over a hamlet some 20 km from Antwerp on Aug. 17, 1943, and was met by some Belgian peasants who provided me with civilian clothes in which, all by myself, I started to walk in the direction of Antwerp. I spent the first night at the home of a peasant who had struck me as a reliable man, and reached Antwerp the next day, where I contacted a Mr. Frank, Belgian, who represents or is connected with some American automobile concern (Ford, if I am not mistaken). From a list of persons who might give me shelter in Antwerp, I selected Mr. Anton Noe, a Belgian, 30 to 35 years of age, who resided with his parents —apparently well-to-do people— at 52 Vermunkveld Avenue, Antwerp, where I stayed a week or so and was treated with great kindness. Mr. Frank, who spoke English fluently, used to visit frequently at Noe’s, and on one or twice he brought me some cigarettes. I was contacted there by the man, whose name was never disclosed to me, but who represented himself as the “Chief” of the British underground movement in Brussels. This “Chief,” a man of about 50, 5 feet 9 inches tall, and with grey hair, claimed to be a former businessman who had lived in Canada — a very strong and clever man, who knew how to win everyone’s confidence at once. He offered to help me make good my escape to Spain, so I might rejoin the American air forces in England, and, accompanied by a woman, he took me in his private automobile to Brussels, stopping on the way to buy a bottle of champagne, on which he treated me upon arrival at the home of a Belgian family in Brussels where I met ten other Allied military men who were likewise trying to reach Spain, to writ:
2 Dutchmen, Lt. George Maduro,
Lt. Oncko Wttewaal van Stoetwegen,
4 Americans: Lt. Wallace Soderberg
Lt. Rothery McKeegan
Sgt. Frank Williams
Sgt. Don Boyd
1 Canadian: Sgt. Jack Hayes
3 Englishmen: Tom Lancaster
…… Jones
Sandy ……
Unfortunately, I don’t recall the name of the Belgian family at whose home we all stayed in Brussels, nor the address: but I do remember that they had a little son called Jean Pierre. The “Chief” used to drop in every once in a while to confer with us and arrange a details of our trip to Spain. We were photographed and provided with false identity papers, and we had to entrust to him all the money we had with us, which was to be returned to us the moment we crossed into Spain via Bordeaux. I also remember distinctly that a Frenchman used to make daily visits to the house where we stayed in Brussels, and that another Frenchman and also a Dutchman—both of whom were supposedly engaged in underground activities—were likewise lodged at the same house. The Dutchman was, I would say, about 25 years old, fair, 6 feet 2 or 3 inches tall, and weighed about 200 lbs. He was also used to sit around and discuss our exploits and problems, and we also played bridge together. The atmosphere was one which had inspired the fullest confidence to all of us.
Our group of eleven (the ten whose names have been given in this letter and myself) finally left Brussels in the morning of September 4 by train. The Frenchman and the Dutchman supposedly engaged in underground work (so-called assistants of the “Chief”) remained in Brussels. So did the “Chief” himself, but he assigned a man to take us over the border. At the station of Charlesville on the French-Belgian border, we were met at about 1:30 p.m. by two other men who took us to the second floor of an empty building where we were supposed to get some lunch. Here, however, to our dire distress, we soon realized we had been shamefully betrayed. In fact, we were met in a short while by a Gestapo captain and a number of armed German soldiers who put us all under arrest. We were taken that same afternoon to a Luftwaffe Barracks in the center of the town of Charlesville, where we spent one or two nights and were thoroughly searched by SS officers. Foreseeing this, all the eleven men of our group had disposed of our false identity papers—which were the only incriminating documents that had on us—by chewing and swallowing them. We also tried to pass Lt. Maduro and Lt. Stoetwegen as Americans, realizing that they would be safer as such, once the gestapo seemed to know of their previous underground activities in Holland. Unfortunately, it did not work, and we were separated from these two Dutch officers, who remained in the hands of the Germans for a few days, while the other nine were sent to Frankfurt on the Main. Here again the Canadian and the three Americans were separated from the five Americans. My two fellow American officers and I were sent to Sagan, where we stayed from September 19, 1943 to January 28, 1945. With the Russians closing in, we were made to march from Sagan to Spremberg, from where we were transferred by box car to Moosberg, where we were liberated by the onrushing American forces on April 29, 1945. Incidentally, in Sagan we met a number of American officers who had been betrayed by the very same “Chief” in Brussels.
I might also mention that your son, Lt. Maduro, upon being left behind in Charlesville, thought he would be the shot and entrusted his ring to Lt. McKeegan to be delivered to you in case he came through. As I only stayed a few days in Brussels, I did not know Lt. Maduro as well as Lt. McKeegan, who had arrived there several days ahead of me. A Warm friendship developed between the two.
I earnestly hope the above information may be of some help to you in tracing the so-called “Chief” who had betrayed us with such cruel deceit and refinement and who is directly responsible for the death of your brave son. In this connection, perhaps Mr. Paul Meerbergen, address: Louizastraat 19-21, Antwerp, whom I had also met during my brief stay in that city and who I firmly believe is a decent man—he has written to me since my liberation—might possibly furnish some clues conductive to the discovery of the Chief’s identity and present whereabouts. Like you, I would like to see him brought before a Court and convicted for his crime.
									Sincerely yours,
								(s) Henry S. Walker
								2nd Lieut., A.C.

P.S.
I enclose one of the two card I received from Paul Meerbergen, Louizastraat 19-21, Antwerp. If you can contact this man I know he will be able to lead you indirectly to the Noe’s. Meerbergen was my guide on the tram from the hamlet to Antwerp. You see it was through the peasants’ son that I made my connection in Antwerp that led me to the Noe’s home. Meerbergen must know this boy and in that manner perhaps you could follow the chain.

image1.png
N

nationaal
archief

Q,




