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A Few Episodes from the Occupation, 1940-45
By Palle E. Thomsen, International Hotelier (Retired)
Member of Danmark #2
In the fall of 1996, I visited Denmark to celebrate together with my comrades our 50th
anniversary of our military service with Jydske Dragon Regiment, 2nd Eskadron. This
reunion was for me a very emotional affair and coming the long way from the United
States they honored me with the duty of carrying the old King Christian X Standard. The
Colonel called my name and asked me to assist him in placing the wreath on the old
soldiers grave. A great honor, indeed.
Well, I had been to Denmark several times as an international board member of the
Rebild Society, Inc. As a member of the Soldiers Club of Northern California, I have
participated in the Nordic Soldiers Convention in Norway, Sweden and Denmark every
other year. Well, enough about that--my intention is to report about a few episodes
during the Nazi-occupation of Denmark.
Together with several of my friends, I was invited to participate in the Freedoms
Fighters Veterans meeting in Washington DC in 1995 -and this made me think back to
the occupation.
On March 1, 1939, I started my first job as a Piccolo (apprentice) at the Ritz Hotel in
Aarhus. I was 14 years of age at that time. One of my many duties was to open the
front-door for arriving and departing guests ..
Yes, now we move forward to an experience on the 9th of April 1940. A German officer
arrived. I hesitated to open the door, but did so anyway. A young Danish officer was
seated in the lobby, his name was Lykke-Hansen, he said to me loudly," Palle, they are
not guests of the hotel and are not welcome here." The arriving officer, a colonel, faced
Lykke-Hansen and gave honor-Lykke-Hansen did not return the greeting. The colonel
was very upset, but Lykke-Hansen just leaned back in his chair and answered, "lch bin
nicht ein Officer in der Deutsche Wehrmacht." The situation was tense--fortunately t-~
nothing further happened.
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The German officer then went to the front disk and asked for 50 guestrooms. Otte
Ottesen, the front office manager told him, "Sorry, we are full up." The colonel placed
his handgun on the disk and said, "Fifty rooms immediately." Well, fifty rooms were
emptied and our dear guests had to get shelter elsewhere.
Among the German officers who occupied the hotel was Oberleutnant Lenz, a little
corpulent man with the temperament of a tyrant. Every morning when he left the hotel,
he shouted a loud, "Guten Morgen---Heil Hitler." I opened the door for him and greeted
him back with, "Guten Morgen Herr Oberleutnant." This happened every morning and
again at night, when he returned. The one morning he shouted at me, completely
hysterical, "If you cannot learn to say Heil Hitler, we have places for people like you!"
Well, at that time I did not realize how serious this could be, but if Lykke-Hansen can
stand up to them, so can I. (Lykke-Hansen was later tortured to death at Gestapo
headquarters at Aarhus University).
Oberleutnant Lenz was later dispatched to the eastern front. He will return later as
Hauptman Lenz. More about his return later on.
For a while, things were relatively quiet at the hotel. We had about 50 German officers
and about the same number of our regular guests. A small group of so-called
"Entrepreneurs" were to be watched, as most of them were collaborators.
Later, the era of civil defense started. The basement of the hotel was turned into a
commando-central. Many Danes will recall the C'B' police in their blue uniforms?
The leaders of the Commando-Central were: Captain S.A. Andersen-Laessoe-Petersen
and Engellbrecht Madsen. They were all active in the underground. Lieutenant Boas
Almkilde was also among the staff. (Later, I became Ordonnans for Almkilde when I
joined the Dragon Regiment. He was then Premier Lieutenant.
In the meantime, I was promoted to night clerk at 18 years of age. I was in charge of
the hotel from midnight to eight o'clock in the morning. I then shared a room with the
day-clerk on the fifth floor; it worked out O.K, as we were seldom there at the same
time.
In the basement on the other side of the Commando-Central we had our big staff-room
where we ate our meals and spent our free time together. A great deal of fraternizing
between the women personnel and the C'B' s, took place but that is another matter. ..
At the hotel among the Germans, we had a Major Wacherhagen. In civilian life he was
a Hotelier and owned several hotels. I remember that clearly as he offered me a very
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highly paid position in one of his hotels in Germany. I know that many would have
jumped at such an opportunity and that many did, in fact. "No, Sir, not me. Thank you!"
He understood my reply to mean, "Another German soldier to the front-line."
The Major was very popular among the staff and ownership of the hotel, obviously
because he was a colleague. He often had dinner with the owner and it became general
knowledge that he was not a Nazi .
Twice a week my shifts started at 6:00 p.m. On one such an evening, the Major had
dinner with the owner and his family. The restaurant was mostly full of German officers.
It was at this time they were often singing, 'Wir Fahren Gegen England." I was just
thinking how my long shift was so boring and wishing that something might happen.
then I had an outrageous idea, but did I dare? Well, if I kept it to myself, why not!
We had a switchboard that I also operated. I pretended getting a call from London for
the Major. I went into the restaurant and called as loud as I could, "London calling
Major Wacherhagen." He got up and went to the lobby. "Open the door to box No. 1
for the Major", I shouted to the Piccolo. The Major said, "Hello. Hello. Niemand da,
keine antwort. Was ist los?" I said, "lch glaube night, vieleicht ruffen Sie zuruch. "
In the restaurant it was all pandemonium. Every German stood up and
shouted, "Heil Hitler'', and to my surprise, even the Major had his arm high. Well, the
idea was to make these officers think that the Germans had landed in England! And a
call to the Major was not too far off. Being a Hotelier, he most likely had friends all over
the world.
I kept my cool. The general impression was that some Dane in the City had pulled a
joke on the Germans. Yes, my friends, now the cat is out of the bag! And in the
meantime, I used the commotion to "organize" a handgun from the checkroom.
Now it's an evening in the fall of 1944, the doorbell rings and into the lobby comes a
little, thin Officer. He had a voucher from the Kommandantur for a room. His name was
LENZ, yes, now Hauptman Lenz. He looked at me questionably, "Mein Freund, kennst
du mich nicht? "Frankly, I did not. "Mein Freund"?? Yes, now the pipe had a different
sound. "Hitler ist kaput, Deutschland ist kaput!" Tears ran down his skinny cheeks."
Wilst du ein Bier haben?" he asked me. "No, thank you, I am on duty." His
temperament and behavior was completely changed. Ack, ja, high to fly, far to fall.
More activity, more bombardment, more sabotage and more Schallburgtage (named for
a German officer, Schallburg, who retaliated against Danish sabotage by attacking
legitimate Danish businesses) on the daily agenda. One night, a fully dressed officer
came up from the commando-central, fully dressed , yes, in a Frikorps Danmark uniform,
that is, the Danish Nazi unit. I was choked. His name was Janke. I called him all the
names I could think of for a traitor. My friend who was with him said to me: "Palle,
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Janke is not a traitor, the Bolsheviks took over his family's farm in Eastern Europe". I
am sure that Janke's motive was to defend his family's honor. Did he survive? I don't
know.
The situation in 1944 became more and more tense, the Police are rounded up and
transported to concentration camps. Now there was no time for fun. It became very
serious.
One evening, very late, the side-door flew open, and into the lobby stormed a young
man. "They are after me," he shouted." "Run upstairs", I told him. Seconds later two
German soldiers followed. "He ran out the back door!", I said. I heard several rifle
shots and finally they returned. "No luck," they said. The young man came quietly
downstairs. We both took a deep breath. He went under the name "Maleren" (the
Painter).
After the occupation, when I was Front Office Manager at the Palads Hotel in Esbjerg,
four happy fellows came in from the Bar. One looked at me and said, "It was you!" And
to his pals, "That's the guy I told you about from the Ritz in Aarhus." At that moment, I
was very busy checking in a group from England. Too bad, I would have liked to chat a
little.
Another episode: At about 2:00 AM, the Entrance Door bell ring strongly. I opened the
door and into the lobby a young intoxicated man struggled. Not a guest of the Hotel, for
sure. "I am a freedom fighter!" he shouts. "Sure," I said. He looked at me, "You don't
believe me." "Of course, I do," I replied. One of the first things one learns in the Hotelbusiness is: "Never to disagree nor argue with an intoxicated person." Well, why don't
you call this number and they will verify who I am," he said. "No, No, I believe you," I
answered. "O.K. I will call up and you can listen in on your headphone." I listened,
"Groonegades Tobacs Sutic", a voice answered. "That's me, I am here at the Ritz hotel,
the Nigh-Clerk doesn't believe that I am a Saboteur, he is listening in. Tell him who I
am." A voice asked." What is your name?" "Palle Thomsen," I replied. Then there
was silence ... "Do you believe me now"? "Of course, of course." He leaned back in the
chair and fell asleep.
Now it felt like thunder, someone was attacking the front door. I opened it. Three
German Marine soldiers and an officer came into the lobby. Their guns were drawn.
They took the young man and shook him. 'What is your name?" the Officer asked me.
"Palle Thomsen", I answered. I thought my last hour was near.
They talked with me and I answered with my limited knowledge of the German
language. Suddenly they all spoke fluent Danish. They were very friendly. The main
question was, "Did you know the telephone number you spoke to?" I replied, "No, I did

not dial, I just listened in." The officer said, "O.K., we might talk to you again
tomorrow.
The following evening, one from the Commando-Central said to me, "You had an
exiting evening last night, did you not? Everything is O.K." They knew where I stood
and obviously were aware of what had taken place.
One of our Danish guests at the hotel was the Chief of Police of Aabenraa, who was
going underground. His name was Aage Agersted. He had a small room on the 3rd floor
towards the back of the Hotel, room No.311 .
Agersted and I had an agreement. "Palle," he said, "remember that my key always will
be on the key rack whether I am home or not." "Yes, I understand," I said. So, when
anyone asked for Agersted, he was not at home. His key was on the rack. Obviously,
he had his own key.
Then at 2:30 AM, two Gestapo arrived at the hotel. They looked at me an asked for
Agersted's room number. I looked back at the room rack and said, "He is not at home,
his key is still here." They looked in the book on the disk and asked for the key to room
311. One Gestapo took the elevator, while the other sat in the chair right across from
me. What to do? He was within hearing range and they understood some Danish.
Some even spoke Danish without an accent.
I made the phone ring and pretended a call coming in. " Hello, Hello, no Major
Wacherhagen is nicht zu Hause." Of course, I had plugged in the jack for room 311.
rang and rang. The Gestapo watched me, then quickly I dropped my fountain pen on
the terrazzo floor and bent down and whispered, "Get out," There was no answer.
A few minutes later the elevator came down with Agersted in his pajamas and the
Gestapo was behind him with a pistol drawn. The two Gestapo exchanged words and
looked at me. I understood enough that they felt Agersted had been warned. Probably
the Gestapo heard the telephone ringing. Agersted gave me a quick look. To me it
said, "Thank you." I shall never forget that situation.
He was sent to Froslev camp and later to the Neungamme concentration camp. He died
after torture the 2nd of December 1944.
His confidant and friends, Mr. and Mrs. Caspersen, Kirkestien, Aabenraa, filled me in
on Agersted's last hours, his letter to his wife and the general conditions in the camp. In
the Police Station in Aabenraa a large plague and a bust of Agersted Is on the wall. The
inscription reads, "He gave his life for Denmark." The Chief of Police, Mr. Riis, showed
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me around and we placed red and white carnations on each side of his memorial
plague.
I left the Ritz hotel immediately after the Agersted episode. I had been recommended
for a position at the world renowned Hotel Randers in Randers.
Hotel owner Mathisen looked at me," How old did you say you were?" I answered, "19
years." "Hmm. I don't know where to place you. I will tell you, I'm so annoyed with those
Entrepreneurs from Tirsstrup airport coming in their big muddy boots and tramping all
over our Oriental rugs in 'Kahytten'. Do you think you could help me with that?" My
shift was from 6:00PM to 2:00AM."
So, I started as a Junior Inspector. No one really knew what my position and duties
were, so I was looked upon as a spy of some sort. Sloth, the Reception Manager, knew
of me from our many telephone exchanges for rooms, etc. But that was all.
The first night on duty... "Excuse me, Sir! You must have a coat and tie on and dirty
boots are no longer permitted in Kahytten." "Who says so? Get out of my way, I come
here every night." And he just walked right by me. This took place a couple of nights
and who would really pay attention to a young man of eighteen years? Well, what to do?
I went down and talked to the bartender, who had been there for several years. "Listen,"
I said, ''There is a new rule," and I explained the situation to him. "From now on you
must not serve drinks to people without tie and coat. 'Who says so?" he demanded. "I
do," I said. He measured me and down, but he did comply.
The next night several people came back up and cussed at me. The Bartender said,
"See what you have done? Just wait till Mathisen comes back."
The following night I ran into several discussions with people, but I couldn't back down.
I had purchased a dozen ties that I now sold to people not wearing one. When they left
they threw the ties at me. Well, I just took it in stride and sold them again. After a few
nights it was known that a new dress code was in effect. And, to my surprise, people
accepted it and started to chat with me in a friendly manner. Mathisen was happy,
"How did you manage that?" he asked. I told him. "Stay with me and you will go far,"
he replied.
It was actually my plan to stay with this fine Hotel, but it wasn't to be. One night late, two
men with the shade of their hats bent in the back arrived. Yes, it the same two from the
Ritz. I hurried up to my room and packed my clothes. The Gestapo was not to get me.
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I told Sonja, who was in charge of operation of the hotel, that I had family problems
and that I had to leave immediately. It wasn't entirely true, but not too far off. I was told
that Mathisen was fishing for salmon and could not be contacted.
So, I did not make it my career at the Hotel Randers. I have come far, however...
I had a few a few hotel positions in Jylland and Copenhagen. After a marriage that was
bound to end in divorce in 1951, I decided to immigrate.
I married my best friend , Inge, in 1953, and we migrated in October 1953. We arrived in
Canada. My two daughters from my previous marriage arrived shortly after. We went
to California in 1955. We now have six daughters, all College graduates, 1O
grandchildren and 3 great grandchildren.
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All our children have been with us to Denmark several times, also on their own. We
have now lived in California 48 years and we are enjoying our autumn years. I retired
from the hotel business in 1993. We have stayed active in Danish-American activities
and we are active members in several local organizations including the Rebild Society,
Society Dania, Society Dannebrog, the Danish-American Chamber of Commerce, and
the Danish Soldiers' Club.

