
Squirrel, 1944

Just sorted through some boxes and came across this photo — a slightly out-of-focus 
squirrel, labelled 31st March, 1944:

�

I bought a bunch of old photos at a New York flea market several years ago, so I'm 
guessing this is one of them.

Let's imagine the squirrel was in Central Park.

Did the squirrel know, as it was photographed, that it was a Friday? Friday 31st March, 
1944.

It was chilly that day, 4°c according to the weather records, which explains the hunched 
shoulders and clenched paws.



Had the squirrel come up to the park to relax after a hard week at the Brooklyn Navy Yard? 
At the time 70,000 low paid but patriotic New Yorkers were working there around the clock. 
A brand new battleship, the USS Missouri, was being fitted out with guns that could fire 
one ton shells 24 miles through the air.

Was the squirrel feeling buoyed by recent Japanese naval defeats in the Pacific? As a 
macabre added bonus, the admiral of the Japanese fleet, Mineichi Koga, had died that 
very morning, his plane whipped out of the sky by a typhoon as he oversaw a withdrawal 
from Palau.

The squirrel could not have dreamed that 18 blood-filled months later, the USS Missouri, 
the very ship it had been working on, would be anchored in the Tokyo Bay, and that her 
deck would become the site of the official surrender of Imperial Japan, bringing WWII to an 
end.

Did the squirrel know, as it posed confidently on hind legs, that Franklin D. Roosevelt, 
whose own hind legs were frozen by polio or possibly Guillain-Barré syndrome, had 
recently visited a hospital in Maryland and been further diagnosed with high blood 
pressure and coronary artery disease? He would win an unprecedented 4th term that 
November, but slump dead from a massive cerebral haemorrhage 11 weeks later.

Had the squirrel read in the papers about the “Great Escape” last week, in which 76 men 
crawled through a tunnel, dug by hand and propped with boards from their bunk beds, to 
get out of Stalag Luft III POW camp? 73 were recaptured by daybreak and 50 of those 
executed by firing squad.

Or maybe the squirrel had joined in, with jubilant disbelief, a cigarette break chat about 
Nicholas Alkemade, a young RAF man who, also last week, had jumped from a burning 
plane above Germany without a parachute, and survived a fall of over 5,000 metres, his 
plummet miraculously slowed by pine trees and then cushioned by deep snow? He 
suffered only a sprained ankle and survived the war to live another 40 years.

The squirrel would not have known — no-one would until the Allies advanced, and even 
then it took years to sink in — what the Nazis had been doing at Auschwitz, Buchenwald, 
Bergen-Belsen and hundreds, no thousands, of other camps and sub-camps.

Mind you, perhaps the squirrel had heard about FDR’s Executive Order 9066, which 
allowed the incarceration of German, Italian and Japanese Americans in America’s own 



concentration camps? Men and women who were just 1/16th Japanese, and orphan kids 
with ‘one drop of Japanese blood’ were forced from their west coast homes and taken to 
inland internment camps.

The squirrel could not have known that just over two months later the D-Day landings in 
Normandy would surprise the Germans and steal a tactical advantage. It could not have 
known, because as this photo was taken the Allies were deep in the midst of Operation 
Bodyguard, what General Bradley called the ‘single biggest hoax of the war’, a complex 
campaign of military deception to misdirect the German high command as to the time and 
place of the invasion. 

There is just no way the squirrel could have known that Enigma had been cracked, 
fictional army groups were being born, inflatable tanks fabricated, facts wrapped in lies, 
lies wrapped in facts, decoys and feints choreographed and performed across Europe.

Unless… is it conceivable that… 

Was the squirrel there in Central Park as part of the top secret operation?!

Was the squirrel a trained double agent, there in the park on a cold day to pass falsified 
documents to someone in the pay of the Führer?

Was this photo taken through a telephoto lens, from a hiding place, by a spymaster from 
one or other side, and kept on the squirrel’s file?

Was the squirrel assigned the codename Harry Nuts?? 

Did the squirrel know everything? Much more than anyone in New York? Much more than 
almost anyone in the world, about the truth of the moment and the forces at play nudging 
and tugging history even as it unfolded?

Did it know? Did the squirrel know? Did it?!

No.

We have to say it’s unlikely. It was a squirrel.

But what about whoever it was that took the photo that day?

My guess is no again.



Because who takes a photo of a squirrel and then carefully records the date?

Another squirrel, that’s who. Probably the squirrel in the photograph’s partner, lover, friend 
or mother, as a memento of a nice day in Central Park, Friday 31st March 1944, when they 
found some nice nuts, with very little historical or sociopolitical context.


