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CHAPTER ONE
Hitler Gives The Order!

THE FIRST thing Dave Dawson saw when he woke up was the
combination clock and calendar on the little table beside his bed. He
stared at it sleepy eyed and tried to remember why he had put it where
he would see it the very first thing when he opened his eyes. He knew
there was some reason, an important one, but for the life of him he
couldn®t remember.

He struggled with the problem for a moment or two and then sat up
in bed and glanced about the room. For one brief second the unfamiliar
sight startled him. Then he realized where he was and grinned broadly.
Sure enough! This was his room in the Hotel de Ney in Paris, France.
This was just a little part of the wonderful dream that had really come
true!

The “ dr ebagon”two lweeks ago. It had begun with the
t hundering roar o f t he Dixie
Dave and his father from the waters of Port Washington Bay, Long
Island, on the first leg of the flight across the Atlantic to Lisbon,
Portugal. His father had been sent to Europe on a government mission,
and after much coaxing and pleading had consented to take Dave
along. The thrill of a lifetime, and during every minute of these last
two weeks Dave Dawson had been living in a very special kind of
Seventh Heaven.

To fly to a Europe at peace was something, but to fly to a Europe at
war was something extra special. It was a trip a fellow would
remember all the days of his
grandchildren all about some day. The Clipper roaring to a landing at
Bermuda, then on to the Azores, and then farther eastward to Lisbon,
The train journey across Portugal to Spain, then up across Spain and
over the Pyrenees into France. Finally on to Paris and all the beautiful
things that beautiful city had to offer.

Cl
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Not all of the things, however, had been beautiful. There were lots
of things that were grim looking and made a fellow think a lot. The
things of war. True, the war was a long, long ways from Paris. It was
far eastward between the great Maginot Line of the French and the
Siegfried Line of Adol f Hitler"®
for eight months, now, and people were saying that there it would
remain. Hitler would never dare attack the Maginot Line, and
eventually the war would just peter out.

Yes, that was the talk you heard all over Paris, but the grim things
were there for you to see with your own eyes just the same. The
batteries of anti-aircraft guns strategically placed about the city. The
fat sausage balloons that could be sent up to great heights as a
barricade against raiding German bombers, should Hitler ever decide
to send them over. Then too there were the French Flying Corps planes
that patrolled almost constantly over the city day and night. The army
trucks and small tanks that rumbled through the suburbs day after day.
The lorries filled with solemn eyed French troops going up to battle
stations. And at night . . . the black out. No lights on the streets save
the tiny blue flashlights that the people carried. At first it made you
think of a crazy kind of fairyland. Then the faint crump-crump of a
distant anti-aircraft battery going into action, and the long shafts of
brilliant light stabbing the black skies, would remind you that France
was at war, and that danger might come to Paris, though as yet it had
not even come close.

At that moment the musical chimes of the French alarm clock cut
into his thoughts. He glanced at the clock and saw that it was exactly
fifteen minutes of seven. He glanced at the calendar, too, and it told
him that the date was May 10th, 1940.

May Tenth! In a flash the elusive bit of memory came back to him.
He let out a whoop of joy and flung back the covers and leaped out of
bed. May Tenth, of course! Gee, to think that he had actually
forgotten. Why, today was doubly important, and how! For one thing,
he was now exactly seventeen years old. For the other, that swell
French officer, Lieutenant Defoe, of the 157th Infantry Regiment, was
going to take Dad and himself on a personally conducted tour of the
famous Maginot Line! The Lieutenant had said he would come by the
hot el at seven thirty sharp. Th
his bed. To make sure he would hear the alarm, in case his dad in the
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next room over-slept. Heck, yes! Seventeen years old, and a trip to the
Maginot Line!

He danced a jig across the room to the tall mirror that reached from
the floor to the ceiling and took the stance of a fighter coming out of
his corner for the knock-out round. For a couple of minutes he shadow
boxed the reflection in the glass, then whipped over a crushing,
finishing right and danced back.

“Boy oh boy, do | feel good!"”
paj amas. “Bring on your Joe VLou
Me!

Oh boy!"”

In almost less time than it takes to tell about it he was bathed and
fully dressed and ready to go. He started for the door leading into his
father™s room but checked hi msel
He took a step toward it, then snapped his fingers as he remembered.
Lieutenant Defoe had said that the Maginot Line was one place where
even the President of France could not take a camera. For a second he
was tempted to take one anyway, but sober judgment quickly
squelched that idea. He knew that Lieutenant Defoe had gone to a lot
of trouble to get permission for him and his father to visit that great
string of fortresses, and it would be pretty cheap to do anything that
would get the Lieutenant in wrong.

So he left the camera where it was, caught up his hat, and went over
to the connecting door and knocked loudly.

“Rise and shine in there, Mi st
remember ? Are you up, Dad?”

There was no sound save the echo of his own voice. He knocked
again and sho'utbeudt, t“hHeerye wWaasd !st i
room beyond. He hesitated a moment, then grasped the knob and
pushed the door open.

“Hevy, Dad, get . . . P

An empty room greeted his amaz:é
in. As a matter of fact there was not a single sign that the room had
been occupied. There were no clothes in the closet, no toilet articles
and stuff on the dresser, and not even any traveling bags. The sudden
shock made his heart contract slightly, and for a long moment he could
do nothing but stare wide eyed at the vacant room.
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“Can | be dreaming?” he heard
Dad"s room. I said good night t
one here. Dad"s gone, for cat*"s

All that he got for his extra loud shout was a muffled voice
protesting violently in French, and an angry pounding on the floor of
the room above. He c¢closed his D
three at a time and straight across the lobby floor to the desk.

“Have you seen niegirhsh lookiegméahatthdh e &
desk.

The girlish l ooking ma n didn*

telephone. Talking a blue streak with his hands as well as his mouth.
In fact, in order to make full use of both his hands the clerk had
dropped the receiver and was giving all of his attention to the mouth
piece. He looked like he was trying to do the Australian Crawl right
into it and down the wire to whoever was at the other end of the line.

Dave grinned and stood watching the clerk. The words came out
like a string of machine gun bullets. Much, much too fast for Dave to
line them up in a sentence that made sense. He caught a word here and
there, however, and presently the grin faded from his face. He heard
the name, Holland, and Belgium He heard Nazi cavs. He heard
Maginot Line and Siegfried Line And a whole lot of the girlish
l ooking clerk"s personal @ pess,n i o
and Goebbels, and everybody else in Nazi Germany,

He did not hear a lot, but he heard enough, and his eyes widened,
and his heart began to thump against his ribs in wild excitement. He
banged on the desk and shouted at the clerk, but he might just as well
have shouted at the moon. The clerk was far, far too busy trying to
swim down the telephone cord.

Dave started to yell even louder but at that moment a hand took
hold of his arm and swung him around. He found himself staring into
the flushed, good looking face of Lieutenant Defoe. The French officer
was breathing hard and there was a strange look in his eyes that

checked the happy greetingonDave“s | i ps.
“Hevy, what “s wrong, Li eutenant
acts |i ke he"s going nuts.
And, say, Dad isn“t in his root
“ k moo @apitaine ” Li eut enant Def oe
arm. “Come. First we shall have

explain all.”
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The fact that Defoe was there, and that the French officer had called
him by the kidding title of My Captain soothed the tiny worry that was
beginning to grow inside Dave.

“OkaiyeutLenant , I am starved at
the way to the breakfast room.
something about the Germans in Holland and Belgium, and . . . Hey,
my gosh! Has Hitler invaded t he

“Early tHi Dehorenisrag,d gravely.
broken, but we expected it, of course. Yes, mon Capitainenow France
will truly go to war. Here, sit there. Let me order. They are perhaps
excited a little this morning, a

Dave waited until the French officer had ordered for them both and
put the fear of the devil in the lumbering and thoroughly flustered
waitress. Then he leaned forward on the table.

“What about Dad, Lieutenant?”
mean, isheallrig ht ?7”

The French officer nodded and wiped beads of sweat from his face
with a huge colored handkerchief. It was then Dave saw how tired and
weary the man looked. His eyes were drawn and haggard. His funny
little mustache seemed even to droop from fatigue. Despite his natty
uniform, and the two rows of shiny medals, the Lieutenant looked as
though he had not slept for days.

“Yes, your father i s wiethrbughaand
mouthful of hardr ol I . “He is in England.”

Dave spilled some of the water he was drinking.

“England?” he gasped. “Dad is i

“I'n London, Defoe said and cr
was all very sudden. Be patient, mon Capitaineand | shall try to
explain. First, a thousand pardons for not arriving sooner, but | was
delayed at the War Ministry. And there was not one of those cursed
taxis we have in Paris, so | was forced to run all the way. You were
surprised and alarmed to find vyo

“ was knocked for a | o,dopk tdl Da
me. Why in thunder did Dad go to London? Because of the German
invasion into Holland and Bel giu

“No, ” Def oe said. “Some busi
Ambassador there. What, | do not know. We were in the lounge
having a good night glass of wine just after you had gone to bed. A
wireless message arrived. Your father said that he had to leave for
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London at once. An Embassy car took him to Calais where he could
embark on a destroyer. He said that he would be gone for three days.
You were asleep and he did not wish to wake you. He asked me to take
his room, and to be your companion until he returned. He said he
would write you from London. He said it was just a quick business trip
and nothing for you to worry abo
“Yes, yes,” Doavikeesmihli,s tvyii ag
now?”
Lieutenant Defoe gestured expressively with a butter knife in one
hand and a piece of roll in the other.
“ N o werythimg is changed, mon Capiaine * he sai d.
hours you and | shall drive together to Calais. There | shall salute you
and bid you farewell. A British destroyer will take you to Dover. And
from there to London you shall travel by train. Your father will meet
you at the station in London. What you will do then, | do not know.
Your fatherdidnothonor me with the inform



CHAPTER TWO
Diving Doom

THE SMALL BUT speedy Renault car scooted along the broad
dusty French road like a grey-brown bug fleeing for its life. The ride
out of Paris had both thrilled Dave and depressed him. It was exciting
to streak past the long lines of army cars and troops on the march. It
gave him a kick the way the sir
military papers cleared the way through barrier after barrier thrown up
across the road. Those papers were as a magic charm that made
officers and men alike spring to attention and salute. And in a way
they were a magic charm. They had not only been signed by the
highest military authorities, but by the President of France, himself.

Yet with all that it made him a little sad to leave Paris. He felt as
though he were running away in the face of danger. He had had lots of
fun with his Dad and Lieutenant Defoe in Paris. Swell times, and now
he was rushing away from the city. Running away because danger
might come to Paris. True, he was only obeying his fathe r
instructions, yet he could not rid himself of the feeling that he was
running away.

From time to time he glanced at Lieutenant Defoe at the wheel of
the car. The | aughter and gai et
His face was set and grim. He gripped the wheel tight with his big
hands, and every so often he flung an anxious look up into the sun
filled blue sky. Each time Dave followed his look but could see
nothing. Eventually, the question was forced from his lips.

“What “s the matter, Lieutenant
think something“s going to happe

The French officer shrugged, and for the five hundredth time peered

r

up at the sky.

“Something going to happen?” h
neck,iti s a | ittle stiff. It feels |
Lieutenant Defoe punctuated his words with a laugh, but that laugh
did not ring true in Dave"s wears
“You“re |l ooking for German airj

out . “And vy too, abeutrhew the armyrisigettidg,along. |

saw you talking with a colonel just before we left. Did you get any
news ?”
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“We are holding the Ger man cow

clenched teeth. “The English an
into Belgium by the thousands. We will throw the Boche back. Yes, he
shall be taught a I esson he wild|l

The French officer lifted one hand from the wheel, doubled it into a
rock hard fist and shook it savagely at an imaginary foe.

“his time we shall teach them
“ We . . . P

The rest died on his lips. Rather it was changed into a cry of both
anger and surprise. At that moment the car had gone spinning around a
sharp bend in the road and there directly ahead was a scene that
brought both Defoe and Dave bolt upright in the seat. The road was
black with men, women, and children. A sea of people, and horses,
and cows, and goats, and dogs was sweeping toward them. There were
wagons, and carts, and even baby carriages piled high with household
goods. And above it all rose a constant unending babble of frightened
tongues.

“Good gosh, |l ook at them!” Dave

Lieutenant Defoe didn"t say a
of gear and braked it to a stop. Then he climbed down onto the road
and Dave saw him slide his hand toward his holstered gun. The swarm
of men, women, and children advanced relentlessly toward them.
Lieutenant Defoe flung up one hand.

“Hal t!” he bel | owe d hatastthe meimmgof o p
t his?”

Ten thousand tongues answered his question all in the same voice.

“The Bodhey scr eaneokkn through.iTeey h
have taken everything. They are everywhere. They will slaughter us
like cattle, if they catch us. How far to Paris? We are tired. We have
walked for hours. Yes, for years!”

“Enoughli eut enant Defoe roared.
through. The soldiers of France will not permit it. You are but
frightened fools, all of you. Go back to your homes. | command you
to! Go back to your homes where you will be safe. The Boche will not
harm you!”

An old, old woman clutching a bundle of clothing laughed wildly
and rushed up close to the French officer. She shook a gnarled fist in
his face and screamed at the top of her voice.
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“Our soldiers? Where are they?
There are too many of the Boche. And they have airplanes, and, tanks,
and guns. With my own eyes | have seen them shoot down anybody,
and everybody. | ask you, where is our army? And the English, where
are they? | will tell you, my Lieutenant, the Boche have killed them,
killed them all. Turn this thing around and flee for your lives. That is
my advice to you."”

“Silence, old woman!” Lieutena
such talk! Spies have filled you with such lies. That is what they wish
to do. To scare you, and frighten you, and to make you leave your
homes, and clutter up the roads

The Frenchman roared with all the power of his lungs, but it was
even less than a faint cry in the wilderness. The long lines of terror
stricken refugees drowned him out. Like a gigantic black wave parted
in the middle they swept by on |
face turned beet red with fury. He shouted, and ranted, and raved. But
it was all to no avail. His voice and his actions were but a waste of
breath and muscle energy. For a little while Dave tried to help him. He
tried to reason with the mass of terrified humanity sweeping by the
car. He begged, he pleaded, and he threatened, but it was as useless as
thundering at the sun to turn off its light. No one paid him any
attention. It is doubtful if anybody even heard him. Eventually he sank
down on the seat, his voice exhausted and his throat sore.

He looked helplessly at Lieutenant Defoe. The French officer was a
picture of misery, and of burning anger. Tears were in his eyes, and he
was working his mouth though no sound came from his lips. In time he
got back in the car and sank dejectedly behind the wheel,

“ am ashamed of my countrymert
mortified that you should see this. But this is the curse of war. The
people are like chickens when war comes. They do not stop to think or
reason. They think of nothing but fleeing for their lives. They . . . they

are |ike children. I am ashamed.
The utter sadness and remor se
deepl y. He reached over and too
pressed hard.

“That s okay, I undef Foaget Li
we “ | | be stuck here forever i f !
of f to the side. A get out ar

|l ow gear. Ok ay, take it easy. Li
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Some of the anger f adsand thefcornersn
of his mouth tilted in a faint smile.

t

“At y o umoncCapdaene¢ 8, he sai d. “Yes,
warn them away, and | shall dr i v

Dave returned his smile and slid out of the car. No sooner had his
feet touched the road than he felt as though his body had been caught
in the roaring torrent of a rampaging river. Like a chip of wood he was
picked up and swept along, and it was several seconds before he was
able to regain his footing and force his way back and around to the
front of the car. There he put out both his hands and started waving the
steady stream of babbling refugees to the left and to the right.

It was tedious, heartbreaking effort, and a hundred times he came
within an ace of falling flat on the road under the crawling wheels of
the Renault. But for his young strong body pushing and shoving this
way and that Lieutenant Defoe would not have been able to move the
car forward an inch. As it was the car did not travel more than fifty
yards in a good half hour. By then Dave was drenched with his own
sweat. His hat was gone and his clothes were slowly but surely being
torn from his back.

Suddenly he saw Lieutenant Defoe at his shoulder and heard the
Frenchman®"s voice shouting in

“1 t eless mon €apitaing It is madness. We will not get any
place with the car. The town of Beaumont is but a few kilometres
ahead. There is an army post there. | shall request a military car and a
driver. Ah me, I am desolate that this should happen. Here! Watch
what you are doing! You! Let go of me, my old one! Attention!”

At that moment the French officer had been caught in the river of
people. He struggled and he fought but he was relentlessly swept along

and away from Dave" s c Isam¢ rsomdntn g

Dave, himself, was caught up by the moving mass. It was either a case
of moving along with the stream or stumbling to his hands and knees
and being trampled underfoot, or being run over by the heavy wheel of
an ox cart or wagon. It was absolutely impossible, and an act of sheer
suicide, to buck that packed throng.

And so Dave took the only course open to him. He moved along
with the stream of refugees and inch by inch worked his way to the
edge of the stream and into a clear space. There he paused for breath
and strained his eyes for a glimpse of Lieutenant Defoe, but the
Frenchman was nowhere to be seen. He had been virtually swallowed

f
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up by the stream of humanity moving relentlessly and blindly forward.
Dave thought of the troops and the long lines of army cars he and
Defoe had passed since leaving Paris, and shuddered at the thought.
When the army and the populace met what would happen? Who would
give way, or would anybody?
French officers like Defoe striving to force the refugees to abandon
their mad flight and return home. It was not a pretty picture to
imagine. It was not a nice situation to contemplate. Troops with tanks
and guns moving forward to meet the enemy but instead meeting
thousands and thousands of their own flesh and blood.

“Pl ease, God, put sense in
breathed softly to himself. “
of France, and . . ”

Dave Dawson never finished that prayer. At that moment there
came to his ears a new and entirely different sound. At first he could
think only of tons of brick sliding down a slanting tin roof. Then
suddenly he knew what it was, and in that same instant the rising
hysterical scream of the passing throngs echoed his own thought.

“Les Boches! LesBochéBlak e cover at onc

Like thousands upon thousands of stampeded cattle the refugees
broke ranks and went scattering madly and wildly in all directions.
Carts and wagons were left where they had come to a halt on the road
with their horses, or oxen, or dogs standing dumb eyed and drooping
in their tracks. Dave stayed where he was for an instant, not moving an
inch, and his eyes fixed upon the cluster of dots streaking down from
the blue sky high overhead. In the twinkling of an eye they ceased to
be dots. They became planes! German planes. Heinkels, and
Messerschmitt 110" s , and Stuka dive bo
doom howling down upon the road choked with wagons and carts, and
countless numbers of helpless refugees.

Even as Dave saw them the leading ships opened fire. Tongues of
jetting red flame spat downward, and the savage yammer of the aerial
machine guns echoed above the blood chilling thunder of the engines.
Tearing his eyes from that horrible sight Dave glanced back at the
road. It was still filled with frantic men, women, and children, and at
the spot directly under the diving planes bullets were cutting down
human lives as swiftly as a keen edged scythe cuts down wheat.

His feet rooted to the ground, Dave stared in horror. Then suddenly
one of the diving Stukas released its deadly bomb. The bomb struck

t he

Tel

e! ”

mb e
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the ground no more than twenty feet from the edge of the road. Red,
orange, and yellow flame shot high into the air. A billowing cloud of
smoke filled with dirt, and dust, and stones fountained upward. Then a
mighty roar akin to the sound of worlds colliding seemed to hammer
straight into his face. The next thing he realized he was flat on his back
on the ground gasping and panting for air while from every direction
came the screams of the wounded and the dying.

The screams seemed to release a hidden spring inside of him and
make it possible for him to set himself into action. He scrambled to his
feet, stared wild eyed up at the diving planes and shook his fist in
white heat anger.

“You“"l Il bphyg $boutbadds “You-"II

Allies a thousand years. And | °

As the last left his lips he suddenly saw an old woman, almost
bowed down by bundles, trying feebly to get away from the road and
out from under the roaring armada of diving death. She took a few
faltering steps and then stumbled to her knees. One withered hand was
stretched out in mute appeal to the others to help her up, but no one
paused to give her aid. Stark fear had them all in its grasp and none
could be bothered about the misfortunes of the other.

The old woman was only one in thousands and thousands, but Dave
had witnessed her sad plight and so his movements were instinctive.
He leaped forward and went dashing to her side. With one hand he
grabbed her bundles and the other hand he put under her arm.

won I hel p you, Madam,” he
safe place. Don"t worry."’

He had spoken in English and of course the old woman didn
understand his words. She understood his actions, however, and there
was deep gratitude in the lined and tired face she turned toward him.

AMerci, Mo n s ghee whispered and started , fayward
|l eaning heavily on Dave®"s ar m.

And then down out of the blue it came! Dave heard the eerie sound

S

t

a

above the generaldinbut of course he didn*”

He di dn"t e theetime td glakce upward. He simply acted
quickly. He grabbed the old woman about the waist and hauled her to
the scanty protection of a standing wagon. There he pushed her down
and bent over her so that his body served as partial protection against
what he knew was coming.
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It came! A terrific crash of sound that seemed to split the very earth
wi de open. E v e bogy sderoech te turn to jellp. dhee “ s
entire universe became one huge ocean of flashing light and fire. The
ground rocked and trembled under his feet. Unseen hands seemed to
grab hold of him and lift him straight upward to hover motionless in a
cloud of licking tongues of colored flame. Then suddenly all became
as dark as the night, and as silent as a tomb, and he knew no more.
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CHAPTER THREE
Dave Meets Freddy Farmer

WHEN DAVE again opened his eyes it was night. He was lying on
his back under some trees and staring up through bomb shattered
branches at the canopy of glittering and twinkling stars high overhead.
For several seconds he remained perfectly still, not moving a muscle.
What had happened? Where was he? Why was he out here under some
trees in the dark?

Those and countless other questions crowded through his brain.
Then, as though somebody had pulled a curtain aside, memory came
back to him and he knew all the answers. Of course! A Stuka bomb. It
had dropped close. He had been trying to shelter that old woman. Yet,
that had been on the road by a cart, and here he was under some trees.
How come? Had the exploding bomb blown him under the trees? Was
he wounded but still too dazed to feel any pain? Good gosh, it was
night now, so he must have been here for hours!

Thought and action became one. He put out his hands and pushed
himself up to a sitting position. Almost instantly he regretted the
effort. A hundred trip-hammers started going to work on the inside of
his head. The night and the stars began to whirl madly about him. He
closed his eyes tight, and clenched his teeth until things stopped
spinning so fast. That helped the pounding in his head, too. It
simmered down to a dull throbbing ache that he could stand without
flinching.

For a few moments he sat there on the grass feeling over his body
and searching for broken bones or any wounds he might have received.
There was nothing broken, however, and his only wound was a nice
big goose egg on the left side of his head. Thankful for the miracle
wrought, he got slowly to his feet, braced a hand against a tree trunk
and peered about him in the darkness.

It was then one more little surprise came to him. He was in a field
and as far as he could tell t
stream of refugees, no wagons, no carts, and no road. It was as though
he had dropped down into the very middle of nowhere. Completely
puzzled by the strangeness of his surroundings, he glanced at the sky,
found the North Star and started walking northward. Way off in the
distance there was a faint rumbling, like thunder far far away, but he

hel
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knew at once it was the roar of heavy guns. If he needed any proof he
had only to stare toward the northeast. There the faint glow of flames
made a horizon line between the night sky and the earth.

“But where am | ?”7 he asked hin
been bl own away. I haven®"t even
where the Lieutenant is? And those poor refugees. | hope French
planes caught those Germans and gave them some of their own
medicine. And .

He choked off the rest and started runnmg In the distance off to his
left he had suddenly seen a pair of moving lights. One look told him
that it must be some kind of a car on a road. He would stop it and at
least find out where he was. Perhaps he might even get a ride back to
Paris. He would be crazy to try and reach Calais, now. The best thing
for him to do was to get back to Paris as fast as he could and send
word to his father.

“But how can | ?” hle dawvwmped ars

don"t even know where Dad"“s st a
at the station. I dt iDefoe Where Omdwash e r
staying !”

The seriousness of his plight added wings to his feet. He raced at
top speed toward the pair of moving dim lights. And with every step
he took, fear that he would not get to the road in time mounted in his
breast. But he had been the star half miler on the Boston Latin High
School track team, and finally he reached the edge of the road a good
fifty or sixty yards in front of the advancing pair of lights.
Disregarding the danger of being run down in the dark he stepped to
the center of the road and waved both his arms and shouted at the top

of his Voi ce. The sound orfikes t h e
complained, and the car came to a halt.
“ say there, what“s up?” shou

jolly well came close to running you down, you know. Just spotted you
in the nick of time."”
Dave gulped with relief at the sound of an English speaking voice.
He trotted toward theli ght s and t hen around
It was then he saw that the car was an ambulance. It was a nice brand
new one, and only a little dusty. Painted under the red cross on the side
were the words . . . British Volunteer Ambulance Service.
“ say, do you speak English?’
close.
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Dave | ooked at hi uniformTHeeoreciviliarv e r
clothes, and he was about Dave-":
In the faint glow of the dashboard light his face held a sort of cherubic
expression. He wore no hat and sandy hair fell down over his forehead.

His eyes were clear blue, and he had nice strong looking teeth. One
look and Dave knew instantly that he could like this friendly English
boy a lot.

“You bet | s peak BEAngrican.sMy naie ish e
Dave Dawson. '’

“Mine“s Freddy Farmer,” said t
meet you, America, but what in the world are you doing here? Good
grief, look at your clothes ! Di d a bomb fall on

“One came mighty close,” Dave
few minutes ago, and saw your ||
l's it far?”

“Pari s?” young Freddy Far mer
hundred milesback. Thi s i s a part of Bel gi:
What happened anyway? You say you were bombed? A nasty
business, bombing. "’

For a moment or so Dave was too surprised to speak. This was
Bel gi um? But it coul dn®t be! Fr
sure Defoe and he had not been seventy milesf r om Par i s wh
met those refugees. Belgium? Good gosh! Did that exploding bomb
blow him over thirty miles away? But that was crazy.

“Come, get in and ride with me
t houghans".t “tlakce you back to Par.i
That*"s where | "m delivering thi
something there to take you back to Paris. Right you are, America.
Now, tell me all about it."”

As gears were shifted and the car moved forward Dave told of his
thrilling experiences since leaving Paris that morning. Young Freddy
Far mer didn"t interrupt, but ev
the road ahead to look at Dave in frank admiration.

“Say, you did hatveyaud' tFrodd day
when Dave had finished. “That w
help that old woman. | hope she got through, all right. We heard that
the Germans were shooting and bombing the refugees. A very nasty
business, buwHti ttl eat ‘wsa gtelse waay ”
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“ hope he gets a good | ickin
people didn*"t have a chance. Th
thinks he can win the war that w

“Hitler won"t win thhedwagmu,®ettlly
haveus on the run for a bit, but
t he | ast t iofnhis plan, Shhoéing ¢ivslianpoa thet road. |
heard a major and a colonel talking about it. You see, if his airplanes
can get the civilians to leave their homes and clog up the roads, why
then our troops have a hard time passing through. | saw some of that
sort of thing myself, today. |t
make any more than five miles in six hours. And it was all I could do
to stop them from taking my ambulance and using it for a bus. I
wouldn®"t | et them, though.?”

Dave looked sidewise and saw how tired the English lad was. His
cheeks were slightly pale from fatigue, and his eyelids were heavy.

Dave reached out and touched the wheel.

“1“védapdusat pretty good sl eep,”
look pretty much all in, Freddy. Want me to take the wheel for a spell?
You can tell me which way to go.

The English boy turned his head and smiled at him, and somehow
both suddenly knew that a deep friendship between them had been
cemented.

“Thanks, awfully much, Dave,”

really tired at all. Besi des, t |
mi | es, I fancy. thtoughni"ce of you
“rt stowl cheang&kayourdf mind,"”
been driving an ambulance long? Do you go out and help pick up the

wounded, and stuff? | guess you"
“Oh, n ot reallyt ah ambukance driver, Dave. You have to be

eighteent o get in this volunteer ser
nex-t mont h. You see, | “ve been
my family decided | “d better co

several of these ambulances arrived at the Paris headquarters of the
Service. They had been shipped clear to Paris through a mistake. The
French do funny things sometimes, you know. Anyway, they were
needed in Belgium and there were no regular drivers in Paris. Not
enough, anyway. | thought it would be good fun to drive one and then
carry on to the Channel and on home to England. We left Paris at
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mi dni ght | ast ni ght, and soon |
t hough. 1 be sorry to have th
“Jeeper s, you"ve been vedkxclhimed ng
“You sure can take it, Freddy, a

“Take 11t?” the English boy mui
don®"t think rme&mow what you

Dave | aughedri tahastang, Fredd:!
that you"ve gottaffotlof meamsagé¢

“Thanks, Dave,” Freddy Far mer s
cour age. l *m very glad to do my
got to beat the Germans, you know. And we jolly well will, I can tell
you!”

The two boys lapsed into silence and for the next two or three miles
neither of them spoke. During that time Dave stared at the dim red
glow of burning buildings in the distance and thought his thoughts
about the war that had apparently begun in earnest. He was an
American and America was neutra
seen this day he was filled with a burning desire to do something to
help beat back Hitler and defeat him. He knew that there had been a lot
of boys his age who had taken part in the last World War. He was big
for his age, too, and strong as an ox. He decided that when he got to
London and found his father he
something he could do to help. Nothing else seemed important, now.

The important thing was to help stop all this business that was taking
place in Europe.

At that moment Freddy Farmer suddenly slipped the car out of gear
and braked it to a stop.

“Yes, Freddy?”

“1"*“"m afraid | *"ve got us into a
truthful, we are lost. I really haven"®t the fainte
must think me a fine mug for thi

“Wait a minute!” Dave cried ou:
a truck. Gee, what a racket!”

A pair of headlights was rapidly approaching along the road that led
off to the right. They bounced up and down because of the uneven
surface, and the banging noise of the engine made Dave think of a
threshing machine. On impulse he and Freddy Farmer moved out into
the glow of the agabwaling thararfnssThd i g |
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truck or car, or whatever it was, bore down upon them and finally
came to a halt with the grinding and clashing of gears.

“Come on, Dave, we " | | find out
the twin beams of light.

Dave dropped into step at his side, and they had traveled but a few
yards when a harsh voice suddenly stopped them in their tracks.

“Hal t !~

The two boys stood motionless, their eyes blinking into the light.
Dave heard Freddy Farmer catch his breath in a sharp gasp. He
suddenly realized that for some unknown reason his own heart was
pounding furiously, and there was a peculiar dryness in his throat. At
that moment he heard hobnailed boots strike the surface of the road.
The figure of a soldier came into the light. On his head was a bucket
shaped helmet, and in his hands was a wicked looking portable
machine gun. He moved forward in a cautious way, and then Dave was
able to see his uniform. His heart seemed to turn to ice in his chest,
and his hands suddenly felt very cold and damp.

He was looking straight at a German soldier!
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CHAPTER FOUR
Prisoners Of War!

“GOOD GRI1 EF, & r eGed yma rFla’r mer s
exclamation served to jerk Dave out of his stunned trance. He blinked
and swallowed hard and tried to stop the pounding of his heart.

“Hevy, ther e, we“re lostl?” he s
anyway?”

The advancing German soldier pulled up short and stopped. He
stuck his head forward and stared hard. There was a sharp exclamation
behind him and then a second figure came into the light. The second
figure was a German infantry officer. He kept one hand on his
bolstered Luger automatic and came up to Dave and Freddy.

“You are English?” he asthreydu i n
doing here? Ah, an ambulance, eh? So, you are trying to sneak back
through our advanced lines? It is good that | have found you just in
time. Keep your hands up, both of you! I will see if you have guns,

yes!”

“We“"re not d&dDamed, efapaamaed. “ Wi
We"“"re just |l ost. ",

“ atra captain, | am a lieutenant!” t he Ger man s
searched Dave for a gun. “You w
you tell me? Then, why this ambu
“As you were just told,” Feedd
“because we are | ost. Now, i f oy
way to Courtrai we wil!/ be off."”
The German officer snapped his head around.

“Ah, so you are English, yes?”
“And proud of it!” Freddwmstai d

know, is an American friend of mine. Now, will you tell us the way to
Courtrai?”

The German said nothing for a moment or two. There was a look of
disappointment on his sharp featured face. It was as though he was
very sad he had not found a pistol or an automatic on either of them.
He moved back a step and stood straddle legged with his bunched fists
resting on his hips.

“American and English?” he fir
strange, very wunusual. You say Yy
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“Thsatri ght , Li eut eclokenback & hotetartt e s
“Where are we anyway? And wHsat
this Germany?”

The German smiled and showed ugly teeth.

“1t i's now,” he said. “But t ha
have lied to me. Yes, | am sure of it, | will take you to the

Kommandant He wi l |l get Wiomel Quoenemiesl k ,
send out little boys to spy on us! The grown men must be too afraid.

But, you cannot fool wus with you
“Tricks, wethlogtédDaut in a b
you the truth. Il was on my way t
“Don“t waste your breath, Dave
surehewoul dn“t wunderstand, anyway."”
“Sil ence, you Englladsnd ehirled’on theh e
boy. “You wi || make no slurs at

to see the Kommandanat once! ”

“We"d better do as he or
we"ve told our story to [
can“t keep us very |l ong. I
Consul . He“ Il |l straighten t

“So0?” the German muttered and
we shall see. If you are spies it will go very hard with you, yes. Now,
march back to the car in front o

The officer half turned his head and snapped something at the
soldier who had been standing in back of him. The soldier immediately
sprang into action. He hurried past and climbed into the front seat of
theambulance. Dave i mpul sively took hol ¢

“Don"t worry, Freddy!” he whi s
al |l right. You wai't and see. Do
we"“re worried.”

“What “s that?” the Ger mantysuudd
are saying to him?”

The officer had half drawn his Luger and the movement chilled

Dave"s heart. He forced himself,
in the eye.

“ was simply telling him the .
for us, ” lyhe said even

The German snorted.
“Perhaps,” he growled. “We shal
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Walking straight with their heads up and their shoulders back, the
two boys permitted themselves to be herded back to the car. When
they passed beyond the glow of the headlights they were plunged into
darkness and for a moment Dave could see nothing. Then his eyes
became used to the change and he saw that the car was a combination
car and truck. It was actually an armored troop transport. Steel sheets

protected t he bac klinsteaddfheaviduty tdes i

on the rear wheels there were tractor treads instead so that the army
vehicle could travel across country and through mud as well as along a
paved road.

In the back were some fifteen or twenty German soldiers each
armed with a small machine gun and completely fitted out for scouting
work. They peered down at Dave and Freddy as the officer motioned
them to get into the transport, but none of them spoke. They either did
not understand English, or else they were too afraid of the officer to
speak. And so Dave and Freddy climbed aboard in silence and sank
down on the hard plank that served as a seat. The officer got in beside
the driver and growled a short order.

The engine roared up, gears clanked and crashed, and the transport
lunged forward. It traveled a few yards and swung off the road and
around in the direction from which it had obviously come. That
direction was to the east, and that caused Dave to swallow hard and

press his knee against Fr eddady “ s

him that the English boy had
to do anything foolish.

Glad of that, Dave stared ahead over the shoulder of the driver at
the road. At various points the pavement had been torn up by a bomb
orbyashellandthe transport®“s driver
such spots. Presently, wrecked ammunition wagons, and light field
artillery pieces were to be seen strewn along the side of the road. They
were all smashed almost beyond recognition, and close by them were
the death stilled figures of Belgian soldiers, and refugees who had
been unable to escape the swiftly advancing German hordes.

g

Suddenly the sound of airplane

skies. He could not see the planes, they were too high. However the

pul sating beat of t he engines

bombers out on patrol. Impulsively he clenched his two fists and
wished very much he was up there in a swift, deadly pursuit or fighter
plane. He had taken flying lessons back home, and had even made his
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first sol o. But he had not been
because of his age.

“But 1 *d |ike t o -Fooer tuyp! "t hheer es pio
bet | could do something, or at

His words stiffened Freddy Farmer at his side. The English boy
leaned close.

“Are you a pilot, PDaveflyhe whi

“Some, ” Da vgenessl@ anylay. | hope“someday to get
accepted for the Army Air Corps. | think flying is the best thing yet.
Ther e® s ntoHeahthose glanes up khexe? Boy!”

“They*"re Ger man, "’ Freddy ksGai d.
perhaps they are Dorniers. | can“"te tedund.y Ithm
flyingt o o . |l joined an aero club ba

solo to my credit. When war broke out I tried to enlist in the Royal Air
Force, but they found out about my age and it was no go, worse luck.
But , some day | "m going to wear
pray so. I . . L

“Si |l ethnlcee! Ger man of f prated mgairst thiira r s

eardrums once mor e. “You wi | | n o
“A rum chap, i sn"t he?” Fredd
mouth.

“Sure thinks he"s a big shot,

And then as the transport continued to rumble and roll eastward
Nature took charge of things as far as the boys were concerned. Strong
and healthy though they were, they had been through a lot since dawn.

It had been more than enough to wear down a full grown man. And
soon they fell sound asleep.

The rasping and clanging of gears and the shouting of voices in
German eventually dragged Dave out of his sound slumber. It was still
dark but he could see the first faint light of a new dawn low down in
the east. The motorized transport had come to a stop in the center of a
small village. Dave could see that here, too, shells and bombs had been
at work, but lots of the buildings remained untouched. There were
German soldiers in all kinds of uniforms all over the place. A hand
was slapped against his shoulder and he looked up to stare into the
small bright eyes of the German lieutenant.

“Wake up your friend!” t he Ger
out , both of youl!l?”
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“Where are we?"” Dave asked and

was fast asleep on his shoulder.

The German smiled slyly. Then annoyance flashed through his
eyes. He whipped out a hand
shoulder and shook viciously.

an

“Wake up, Engl ander!” he bar ke

the present. Wake wup, | say!”

A smart slap across the cheek emphasized the last. The English lad
woke up instantly, and he would have lunged out with a clenched fist
if Dave had not caught hold of his arm.

. »lake i1t easy, Freddy!” he
Here®"s whedr.e Hoew gdeot ymofu feel 2?27

Freddy shook his head and dug knuckles into his sleep filled eyes.
That seemed to do the trick. He was fully awake in an instant.

“Oh vyes, I remember, now, ”
What *s this place?”

The German threw back his head and laughed.

“1 will tell you,” he said and

“This is the Headquarters of
field. 1 am taking you before the KommandantAnd now we shall
learn all about you two. Yes, you will be very wise to answer
truthfully all the questions Herr Kommandana s k' s . 7

With a curt nod to show that he meant what he said the German
climbed down onto the street, and then motioned for Dave and Freddy
to climb down, too.

e X

he

t

|,.

“That bui l diindg,a ntdh eproei,n’t ehde. s“aMa

so foolish as to try and run

Dave and Freddy simply shrugged and walked across the street to
the doorway of a solidly built stone building. A guard standing in front
clicked his heels and held his rifle at salute at the approach of the
officer.

a wa

“My compl Hem&aemmandantd t he of fi cer

“LeutnantMu el | er reporting with two

The guard saluted again, then executed a smart about face and went
in through the door. Dave caught a flash glimpse of desks, and chairs,
and the part of a wall covered by a huge map, before the door was
closed in his face. He looked at Freddy and grinned, and then glanced
up into the small eyes of the German officer. Those small eyes seemed
to bore right back into his brain.

l
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“You will do wel I ttohet edelr nitahne s
hardly moving his |ips. “Remembe
At that moment the door was reopened and the guard was nodding
at the lieutenant.
“Herr Kommandanwill see you at once, Herr Leutnant  he s a
“Good!” the officer grunted, a
back. “Inlside, at once
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CHAPTER FIVE
I n the Enemy®s Camp

THE FIRST thing Dave saw as the Lieutenant pushed him through
the open doorway was a desk bigger than any other desk he had ever
seen. It was a good nine feet long and at least five feet wide. It took up
almost one whole side of the room and upon it were piled books,
official papers, a couple of portable short-wave radio sets, and at least
a dozen telephones. And seated at the desk was a huge red faced, bull
necked German in the uniform of a staff colonel.

“My pr iHeo KemmandantSt o hl |, ” t he Lie
“HeilHi t | er I'”

The big German Colonel lifted his gaze from some papers in front
of him, looked at Dave Dawson and Freddy Farmer and started
violently. His eyes widened and his jaw dropped in amazement. He got
control of himself almost instantly and whipped his eyes to the
Lieutenant s face.

“1 s t hiHerr Leuthan® k e jmanded ie a booming voice
t hat shook the thick walls of t
these two peasant urchins? Look, the clothes of that one, there, are in
rags"“.”

The high ranking officer lifted a finger the size of a banana and
jabbed it at Dave. The lieutenant flushed and made gurgling sounds in
his throat.

“They ar e not u r ldelri Kmremandamto’t  hpee
explained hastily. “Thi s one o0
American. And this one of the light hair is an Englisher. | caught them
trying to sneak past our advance units with an ambulance. They stated
that they were lost, and wanted to know the way to Courtrai. When |
caught them they were a good forty miles southeast of that city. I did
not believe their stories so | escorted themhereat once . ”

“And t he ambul ance?” t he Ger mi
wounded soldiers in it, per haps?
“ N dHerr Kommandant ” the Lieutenant s a
head. “There was nothing. It wa:¢

used. That, also, added to my suspicions of these two. | shall give it a
better examination at your order
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“Do so at once, now,” the seni
dismissal with one hand.

“At dHerc kommandant ” the Lieutenant
voi HelHit 1 er ! ”

The German Colonel waited until he had left, then focused his eyes
on Dave and Freddy, and smiled faintly.

“And brooyws , ” he said in a kindl
How did you happen to get so fa

“We told the hlei eauwtuéeman si rup. Frl
was lost. It was all my fault. | had no idea where | was. You have no
right to hold us as prisoners. We have done nothing except get lost,

y
.

and it was all my fault.”

The German®"s smil e Isshookdened ar
“So, I have no rightarenoein 9our he
England now, my boy. Butsuppo s e you t el | me al |
“Very wel |, sir,” Freddy said
cantakemywor d for its being the trutl

The English youth paused a moment and then told the story of
leaving the Paris headquarters of the British Volunteer Ambulance
Service, becoming separated from the others, and after many hours
picking up Dave Dawson.

“And so there you ar eryun®riumatg ” f
incident, butou "ivte vad g emyd yf a wll td.

The big German shrugged, started to speak but checked himself and
swiveled around in his chair to peer at the well marked map that took
up most of the wall in back of him. Presently he turned front again and
fixed his eyes on Dave.

“And you?” he grunted. “Where
And where is this French Army |
“ don"t know where he is,” Da
started shootingan d bombi ng t hose refugees
“One mbmemte! Col onel grated ha
shoot or bomb helpless civilians. Those were undoubtedly French

planes, or British ones, made t O

Anger rose up in Dave Dawson. He had seen those planes with his
own eyes. And he knew enough about foreign planes to know that they
were neither French nor British. They were German, and there were no
two ways about that. He opened his mouth to hurl the lie back in the
Ger ma n " & suddemnlyg teought better of it.
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“The spot was about seventy mi
“ know t huet befare, Weenad passad through a small
village named Roye. And | remember looking at my watch. It was a
little after one thisaf t er noon. ”

“ see,” mur mured the Ger man,
eyes. “And when you awoke it wa:
this English boy*"s, and he picke
“That*“s right, sir,” Dave said

“And the &ePnian said inthe samemurmur i ng t one.
a little after one this afternoon until your friend picked you up you

traveled over thity mi | e s . : . w Nau kxpect mertac 0 n ¢
believe that?”

“1 " m magt at dlilei! ” Da wan bebBeeeiwloht yduo t |
dar n wel | i ke. l't“s still the tr

there. Maybe some passing car picked me up and then dumped me out
thinking that I was dead. Maybe somebody took me along to rob me
because of my American clothes. They mlght have thought | had some
money, and .

Dave stopped short at the sudden thought and started searching the
pockets of his torn clothes. All he could find was a handkerchief a
broken pencil, and a bent American Lincoln penny that he carried as a
lucky piece. Everything else was gone. His wallet, his money, his
passport . . . everything. He looked at the Colonel in angry triumph.

“That s what happened!” he cri
robbed me, and then left me in that field under the trees. Good gosh!
| “ mo kber, and | “1I | need money to g

Dave stopped short again as he
This time it was a different kind of smile. There was nothing pleasant
or fatherly about it. It was a cold, tight lipped smile, and Dave shivered
a bit in spite of himself.

“You are not going to England

“There is something very funny |
what it is. Yes, it is rather st
“For cat"“s saked ohty.?”" Wa vei g l
dark,and that"s "all there is to it!
“Exactlyl!” Freddy Far mer spoke

even old enough to be soldiers
The German officer scowled so that his heavy black brows formed
a solid line across the lower part of his forehead.
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“Your sharp tongue may get yo
my | ittle Englisher!?” he gr owl
will ask some more questions. You both left Paris this morning, eh?

Yousaw troopsandtanksand t hi ngs on the mar

u
e

“Millions of them!” Freddy Far
t oo. |l never saw so many soldier
“So0?” t he Ger man breat hed. “Y
heading, of course?”

“Naur al ly,” Freddy said. “They

course. And not just French troops with tanks and guns, either. There
were thousands of British and Canadians. And there were more
thousands from Australia and New Zealand, and South Africa. And the
sky was filled with R.A.F. and French planes. And ... ”

The Ger man"s booming | aughter
shook like jelly and he was forced to blow his nose before he could
speak.

“ rsay Isadmire you, myyoung Engl ander , ” he sa
now we should become very frightened and order a general retreat at
once, eh?”

“You wi ||l be forced to, short/l\

The | aughter faded from the Ge
brittle and hard.

“Germans never heari ssuncehvean go
Ssnapped. “But , I see you want to

“Do y oeat usdoxgive away military inf or mati on?”
demanded.

“1t woulua Heltp Yyoys,” the offi
want to get Yyou®hgland, don"t
“Not that way, we don"t!” Dave

get no military information out of either of us, even if we had any to
gi ve. "’
“Good for!” ypbueddwpveai d in a | o\
dirty traitors out of wus.”
Heads up and shoulders back the two of them stared defiantly at the
officer. He glared back at them for a moment and then as quick as the
blink of an eye his big face broke out all smiles.
“Good, good, boys!” he cried.
I w 0 u éll dnythirtg eitber if 1 should happen to be captured. All
right, we will speak no more about that. But, | must make out a report.
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Give me your names, and addresses. | will send word through the Red

Cross to your families so they w
“But nAmkrica¥e Diave cried. “1 " m on
He"s in London, as | told you, ©b
“What is his name?” t he officel
have word sent to the hotel where you stopped in Paris. It will be
forwarded to him wherever he 1is.
Dave hesitated a moment , t hen
to be done about it.

“ Mr . Richard C. Dawson, " he sa
Ney, Twenty-One Rue Passey, Paris. But, wait! He went to see the
Ameri can Ambassador in London. Y

That bit of information seemed to startle the German. He gave Dave
a long piercing look, then nodded and scribbled on a piece of paper in
front of him. In a minute he glanced up at Freddy.

“And Eynogu,i sher ?” he grunted.

“My name is Frederick Covingto
Sixty-Four Baker Street, London, England. But, see here, sir! You
don"t really intend to keep us |
know!"”

The officer laughed and shook his head.

“Keep you prisoners?” he echoe
well let you go until I get proof who you are, now can 1? In a very
short ti me | shall l earn i f you
have, | will have you put in a car and passed through the Belgian lines.
Just as simple as that, see?”
“We have told you the truth,” I
“You bet” weavheavseai d.

“ T h there is nothing for youtowor ry about,” th
chuckled. “And n o wh?Wslld shall et onsetsee b e
t hat you are taken care of, and

The German reached out one of his big hands and jabbed a desk
button with a thick finger. As though by magic a side door swung open
and a German soldier witha Staff Order | y* s ar m band .
sleeve popped into the room. The officer fired words at him so fast that
Dave couldn®"t catch a single one
motioned for Dave and Freddy to walk out ahead of him. When he had
closed the door he pointed toward a flight of stairs, and then up. He
stopped them on the second landing, pushed open a door and waved
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them inside. There were two army cots with a blanket for each, a
couple of broken chairs, and nothing else. A single window was at the
rear of the room and its sill was a good five feet up from the floor. It
was thick with dust and cobweb:s
opened in years.

The two boys glanced at the room in dismay. Then the click of the
door latch, and the grating sound of a bolt being shot home, spun them
both around. Dave leaped for the door and grasped hold of the knob. It
turned in his hand, but the door refused to open. He gulped and
glanced back at Freddy. The Engl
his eyes were grimly defiant.
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CHAPTER SIX

They® || Néver Beat Us
“‘KEEP THE ol d c¢chin wup, Freddy,
anything to us. They wouldn®"t da
Freddy lifted his face and smiled wryly. There was the faintest
suggestion of tears in his eyes.
“I'*m not afraid of them!”™ he s
could kick me al | around this room. T |
gone and |l ost our boys a perfect
get over. | could chew nails when | think of it falling into the hands of
theblast ed Ger mans. Il “m just nNno goc
Dave |l aughed and doubled up a
chin.
“Hey, none of that!” he cried.
people say crazy things about my pals. Gee whiz, you were swell
downstairs, Freddy. You talked right up to him when | was all the time
guaking in my boots. You bet! [
Maybew e “ | | get it back. Hec k! Ma vy |
steal it back.”
Brighthope fl i ckered in the Englis
“You think so, Dave?” he whisp
we might steal it away from t hen
“We <can sure try,” Dave replie
keep everything under control, and. . . . Sh-h-h!' 1t hi nk s o me
coming up the stairs. Come on, ;

we“re worried at all .”

“Ri-ght Freddy whispered back a
squeeze. “Count on me to hold up
Footsteps were now just outside the door. They heard the outside
bolt slap back and then the door was pushed open. The German guard
stood in the hallway outside. In one hand he carried a battered tray
containing food, and tucked under the other arm was a bundle of old

clothes. Just behindhi m st ood Col onel St ohl
was beaming like a full moon.
“Did you think | had forgotten

into the room. “But of course n
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your clothes and put on these things. lwillhave what you*®
mended and cleaned up. So?”

“That s very Kkind of you, Col
mocking tone. “You“re going to
know. "~

“Di sappointed?” t he Ger man off
puzzled look.

“Quite so,” Freddy said and st
caked <clothes. “ can assure yo
maps sewed into the lining. No matter what you suspect, we really
aren"t spies, you know."”

The German laughed loudly but there was a look in his eye that did

not mean | aughter to Dave. The |

of a sixteen year old English boy seeing right through him as though

he were made of glass.
“Why that "’s trhedi Callouesl! youi ad e

spies. | just want to have your clothes cleaned. We Germans take good

care of the people we have to protect. You will do well to think of that

when you return to your homelands. Now, get into these clean clothes

and then eat your food. There,that i s better, yes!”
The officer waited unt i | t he

clothes, then he smiled at them and went out the door followed by the

guard. Dave and Freddy waited until the bolt was jammed home and

then, being half starved, they fell upon the tray of food. The very first

mouthful was a delightful surprise to them both. The food was

excellent and there was a lot of it. They wolfed it down for a moment

or so and then Dave put a restra
“Wait a mi nut e\oite “hthnk thisid aubther part a |

of the trick he thinks he"s play
“Wh a't do you mean?” Freddy wh

0 n ¢ e od gfiefs Wou think there is something in this food? | once

heard a story about the Germans using some kind of a drug that makes

a prisoner talKk. But | "m starved
“ Me, too, " Dave nodldfeds ur®“el tdhoen
okay. That"“s the point. 't " s s WwWE
food. Look, Freddy! | “ vehtgithus. a
Feed us up good and then get us to talk about the French and British

military wunits we saw yesterda)

information that wil!/ give them



35

“Then he i s a fgmybktgmach vith goce foadh i n
wi || make me tell him anything!”
“Check and double check for bof
what | mean. | think we “d be wise not to ea

some. This bread, at least. Wemig ht need i1t | ater,
“You“re right, Davel?” Freddy ¢
American friend had in mind. “ W

certainly need some food to tak:
have to do . . . escape someho w. ”

Dave nodded but didn®"t speak.
him, and the back of his neck was beginning to tingle a little. That was
a sure sign with him that there was trouble ahead. And it had proven to
be true more than a couple of times during his young life. No, the
German col onel wasn*t fooling h
I ntelligence officer, but Dave
they were spies. Yet, you never could tell. One thing seemed certain,
however. The German hoped to pump them for what little they could
tell him. He was going to keep them prisoners until he was satisfied.
And perhaps he would keep them prisoners even after that. This thing
worked two ways. Would the Intelligence officer let them pass safely

through the Belgian | ines knowin
what they“"d seen on the Ger man s
No, t hat wasn-®t at al |l i kel vy,

hungry. He got up and walked over to the rear window. The sill came
only to his chin for he was close to six feet tall, so he could see out
without any trouble. That is, after he had wiped away some of the dust
and cobwebs. What he saw, however, brought no joy to his heart. The
window looked out on a tree studded hill that blocked out everything
beyond. Another fine day was well on its way and as Dave screwed his
head around so that he could look high up into the blue sky he saw
cluster after cluster of planes in line and in V formation. And all of
them were moving swiftly westward. By straining his ears he could
just barely catch the throbbing beat of German engines. Even as their
sound came to him he heard louder and more thunderous sounds
farther to the west. He did not need two guesses to know that German
bombers were once again dropping their loads of death and destruction
upon the soldiers and civilians of the countries Adolf Hitler desired to
crush under his iron heel.
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He turned from the window and stood staring flint eyed at nothing
at all. Yesterday he had reached seventeen years of age. But today?
Today he somehow felt a dozen years older than that. What he had
seen since leaving Paris had added years to his way of thinking, if not
to his body. A fierce anger at the injustices wrought had sprung up
within him. He wanted to do something about it. What, he did not
know. But today there had been born in him a blazing desire to do
what he could to spare Europe, and perhaps the whole world, from the
bullets and bombs and the tyranny of the Nazi legions.
“What are you thinking of, Dave
Freddy"s qui et voice at his e
trance. He turned and stared into the clear blue eyes of his new found
friend and ally in the face of danger.

“A |l ot of things, Freddy, "’ he
nothing better than the chance to do something. A chance to get back
at these Germans for what | "ve ¢

old enough to enlist, Freddy, but there must be something we can do to
help. And, believe me, | sure want to do it. Listen, Freddy, have you

any idea where we are? | “"ve nev.
guess this i1is stildl Bel gi um, i sn
“Yes, I could tell from the 1o
townsfol k | saw when we arrived,
townthis 1 s, I haven®".tWaihte! "f ai nt est
“What “s the matter?” Dave askec
“That map in the colonel s off
excitedly. “Did you see it, and
pinsand tin flags?”

“Sure,t]” sRaavea said with a noc
attention to it.”

“No,uy” IFreddy sai d. “But I 1| b €
|l ntelligence headquarters, and |

the points of advance by the German forces. Do you see what | mean,

Dave? If we could get a good look at that map, and remember some of

the things it tells, and then ge
The English youth stopped. He was shaking too much from eager

excitement to continue. Dave nodded and gripped him by both arms.
“You“re right, Freddy!"” he whi

could tell the Allied commanders where some of the German units are,
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and what places they seem to be heading for. Let me think. How in
heck can we get another look atthat map ?”
“We could pound on the door,”

willing to tell all that Iwtekeus now
down to his office to hear what
“Maybe,” Dave said with taosoor ow

to make him think we®"re scared
not be tricking us. Maybe he really is going to just check on us and
then | et us go. "7

“Let us go back and tell wha't
l i nes?” Fr eddy ofsitchDave.fYeudnust be d¥foygur a
topper ”

‘“Yeah, |l “d thought of that, my
he"s not going to |l et us go no r
way | see it there®"s only one t
now in broad daylight, so we"ve ¢

and catch up on some sleep. The only thing we can do is wait for
awhile. Wait to see if he makesanymo ve . ”

“ hate waiting,” Freddy said
theguardhad brought with their break
Dave. There“s not hnow. el se we ¢ca
“But plenty | ater on!” Dave sa
down on one of the cots. “You wa
Later that afternoon, the Colonel did make the next move. A guard
came up to the boys"™ <cell, wo k e
them down to the Colonel®"s offic
“Sit down, boys,” he said and
desk. “1 wamwt tthoylbaveé a talk

Dave and Freddy exchanged quick looks, then sat down as ordered.
“Now,” the Colonel said and cl
edge of his desk. “Our Leader i :

would gladly give his life for peace among nations. You, my little
Englisher! Did the Fuehrer declare war on your country, or on France?

No! They decl ared war on hi m, oI
want peace?’

“Certainly,” Freddy replied. Tt
“No, peacse paoss ssiobdne,da t he Ger ma

time. Before there is more bloodshed. You two boys can help bring
this war to an early end. You wi
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Now, why not be good boys and tell me the truth? Then everything
willbef i ne. ”

Neither of the boys said a word. As for Dave, it all sounded as
t hough he were | istening to a bl
truth . . . Tell me the truth
a song. He sat silent and kept his eyes fixed on the huge map on the
wall. He stared at it hard and tried to memorize the dates he could read
there, and the names of the towns and cities, and the locations of the
pins and flags. One town on the map was well smudged by finger and
thumb marks. It was named Estaile and was close to the Belgian-
German frontier. He suddenly had a hunch that that was where they
were. At Estaile, close to the German frontier, but how far behind the
advanced German lines? He thought of the long ride in the motored
transport last night and his heart sank down toward his boots.

“Wel |, for the last time!” the
“Do you tell me the truth?”

“For Heaven"s sakKeskrewa@yalshoad
“We"“ve told you adozehtimesnVghat mustive do h e
to get you to believe us?”

The German didn“t answer at on
flat on the desk, hoisted his huge bulk forward, and glared at them.

“Very well,” he said. ‘o have
because you are only young boys. But, you refuse my kindness. So, |
shall treat you as grown men. | shall have you both shot!”
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CHAPTER SEVEN
Shoot!

IF THE ROOF had suddenly fallen down on top of his head Dave
Dawson could have not been more astonished or surprised. Shot? He
gaped at the German officer half expecting to see the man burst out
laughing. Colonel Stohl did not laugh, however. He remained leaning
forward over the desk and raking them with eyes that looked like twin
cubes of ice.

“Shot 2" havd himself speak the

We haven®"t done anything! Gee wh
“Of course we haven-®t done any
l oudly. *“1 think this is all jus

“A bl uff ?” t heDogoe taken menfor s food?rl doe d .
not bluff at a time like this. Take a look at this that | hold in my hand .
..Ah, you recognize it, eh?”

The officer had suddenly whipped up something off the desk. Dave
took a good look and saw that it was a rolled up map.

“1t*"s a map,” he said, “but I
“Nor have |1 ,” Freddy sald st out
“I't was found hidden under t he
said in a fiat voice that made I
marks on it. Numbers and figures written in pencil near the names of

towns you passed through before you were caught. So you told me the

truth, eh? No, you lied. This map contains information that would be

very useful to Germany®s enemie
yourselves bydr i vi ng an ambul ance : .
|l isten to what | say . . you c

Dave tried to speak but his tongue was sticking to the roof of his
mouth. He felt his knees go weak, and it was all he could do to force
himself to stand upright. He had the feeling that this was all a crazy
dream, a nightmare. In a few moments he would probably wake up and
find himself safe and sound in bed in his room at the Hotel de Ney. He
didn“t know anything abohbeforeea map

He half turned and | ooked at F
face was a little paler, but his chin was firm, and his eyes were filled
with scornful defiance.
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“ haven®"t any i daeebao wthats iyro,u” aF
t he c ol osmat trying t¢ drotecivrayself, or my friend, from
anything. | was simply delivering the ambulance to Courtrai. And, for
the hundredth time,] ost my way!"”
The German made a movement with his hand as though brushing
the words to one side.
“Enough ld ddiad.! " “This i s a SE
saying that you collected the information about our advance units I
find here on this map. Perhaps you were only taking it to somebody
else. Yes, perhaps you did not even know you were being used for
such work. Let us say that is the truth. We Germans do not make war
with boys, but . . . But this information was found on you, and that is
most serious. Answer the questions | ask you, and | promise that you
will not be treated as spies. | also promise you that you will be made

comfortable until arrangements ¢
“What are the questions?” Fr ed:u¢
The stern |l ook fled the Ger man-”
“Ah, that is better!” he said

here you have marked a line showing the route you traveled from
Paris. Each town you passed through is marked. Those towns are
French troop and equipment garrisons. This town here, close to the
Belgian border, what did you see there? French troops? British troops?
And what was their equipment? Tanks? Big ones, or small ones? Were
there motorizedanti-ai r cr aft batteries? Wer .
The German suddenly stopped and looked up from the map,
“You are not I|listening?” he sai
Freddy"s f ace s e e maDavedookedwtehiml y
The English boy licked his lips just once and then put his shoulders
back a little more.
“Certainly I "m listening,” he
of your questions even though you do shoot me!”
Dave felt like throwing his arms about young Farmer and hugging
him. Here was the kind of cool, calm courage for which the British
were famous the world over. Instead, Dave turned his head and looked
at the German.
“We"“re not saying a thing!” h
permit t ed t o see the nearest Amer i ¢
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The German officer ignored Dav
spoken. He looked steadily at Freddy for a moment and then sighed
heavily and raised both hands in a gesture of despair.

“Very wealid?” s &ld&dn aow. | will give you until
tomorrow morning tothinki t over . . . and che

The side door popped open and in popped the guard. Colonel Stohl
pointed a finger.

“Take them back,” he said, “an
eit her of them attempts to escap

The Colonel gave them an angry stare and a curt nod, and then
busied himself with some papers on the desk. Two minutes later the
boys were back in their prison room. The door was closed and bolted,
and they could hear the boots of the guard pacing up and down the
hallway outside. Freddy sat down on a cot and started to shiver
violently. Dave went over to him instantly and put a friendly arm
about his shoulders.

“Steady, Freddy!” he whow. slpwasr e d
only bluffin g . He wouldn®"t dare shoot
near est American Consul . [

American Ambassador in Brussels.

“ hope you do for your sake,
Englandi s at  waan Englighmad. Ard,"Dave, that map was

mi ne. I used it and marked my ro
Fingers of ice clutched at Dave
air sharply into his lungs.

“Hol yess mblke br eat he gutdovnalhhatstuffy o u
he was talking about ?”

“Oh no, not that!?” the Englis
vigorously. “ j ust penciled in
dark. Besides, | lost my pencil when I tried to do it in the glow of the

dash | i ght. The rest of the thing:
Dave gave a shake of his head and looked puzzled.

“l don"t get it!” he mur mured.
“Don"t you see?” Freddy said.

did it to frighten me, to make me answerthei r quest i ons.
a military court and use that map as evi dence. Th
row. They“ I | make one, hoping t

Jewish boy in England who escaped with his family from the German
Gestapo and he told me about the tricks they play to scare you into
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telling them things. That *s what
tell him a thing, not a thing!
going to frighten me into telling anything that would hurt the Allies.
Theycan*t make me!”

“You bet they can®"t, pal!” Davc¢
out of me, either.”

“ don"t think heymean®dasanry” h&
after a |l ong pause. “You just ir
I t hink uhe"Whlenl eytouyospoke of you
he seemed surprised. You“"re an A

“But what about you, Freddy?” I

“ won-"t tell them a thing, n

youth said Neuveerr!Iniinedl y.

Dave started to speak, checked himself, and stepped back a pace.

“So that"s the kind of a pal vy
and | et me down!"”

Freddy jerked his head up in blank amazement. Tears were
dangerously close to his eyes.

“Letyoud o wn , Dave ?"Buhte, gDaasvpee d..

“Sur e, | et me down, ” Dave snarg
pals? | thought we were going to
“But , Davé€, you . .

“Me wal k out and |l eave you beh
yout h"s speech. “Quit a pal j u
English? Not a chance. We"re sti
l'i ke that!”

“But | was only thinking of yol
Freddy protested. “After all I

Dave suddenly stopped acting hurt and angry. He bent down and
grinned broadly.

“So what ?” he whispered. “So |
tomorrow morning to think thing
we"re not going to t hithings. Atelyjoun g s
g ame, Freddy?”

For an answer Freddy put out his hand, and the two clasped hands

war ml y. The color came back int
made Dave feel almost happy.
“Okay, Freddy, ” he whispered.

out the window awhile ago. Co me
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For a couple of seconds Dave stood still listening to the footsteps of
the guard outside, then he motioned to Freddy and tiptoed over to the
window.

“Look out, and down,” rhe“Beeali
bottom half of this building sti
six feet below this window. And
edge of the roof to the back yar
“Easy!” Freddy whuspehed. wif Bdod\
screwed in."”

“Got that al/l f i g pulled dn army canbeen” D
spoon from the pocket of the ol
the breakfast tray,” he said. ‘o
A spoon makes a swell screw driver sometimes, | found that out once
when | was a ki d. I used one of

found up in the attic. | got a licking for it because | marked up the
wood pretty bad. But the spoon did the tri ¢ k . Now, yduer e
do. " "

Dave paused and slipped the tip of the spoon handle into the groove
of the nearest screw head and applied pressure with both hands. He
turned the screw a sixteenth of an inch or so and then stopped.

“Hot dog!” he whi s p ewtedhd darnthihgs wa ¢
would be so rusted with age they
you go over to the door and start talking to me. Talk about anything.

Sur e, l et s talk about baseball
“But | don®"t know anything abol
“That s swell!'” Dave said, “Yo
you the answers. But keep an ear open for that guard. If he starts to
open the door you ask me. What ®
time to get away from this windo
“¥s, I understand,” Freddy ysoaui"
a great friend, Dave!”

“You too, Freddy,” Dave said al

there and start asking questions. Thank goodness this window is dirty
and nobody can see me from outside. ”

The instant Freddy went over near the door Dave gave his attention
to the first screw. The English youth asked question after question and
Dave answered them without half thinking. Every second of the time
he worked feverishly with the spoon on the screws. There were eight
of them and he guessed it was well over an hour before he had seven
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of them out and the eighth well loosened. That one he let stay partly in

so that the window would remain in place. The last thing he did was to
cover thescrew holeswi t h bits of cobweb so
Then he walked over to the cot and sat down.

“Okay, that*"s enough baseball
winked at Freddy. “Gee, how you
we"re not gdiimg ttwo® egatt . arbyyt | “m

some sl eep.”

Stretching out on the cot Dave pointed at the window and grinned.
Then clasping his hands together he put them over his head and shook
them like a prize fighter being introduced to the fight fans. Freddy
looked puzzled for a moment, then realized what Dave meant, and
went through the hand-shaking motions himself.

“Wel |, I guess | mi ght as wel |l
said loudly and walked to the other cot.

A moment later the two boys liste ned t o t he sount
footsteps outside and looked at the gradually fading light of day
outside the dust and cobweb smeared window.
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CHAPTER EIGHT
Escape!

SOMEWHERE IN the distance a church clock tolled the hour of
ten. Dave absently counted the strokes, and then slowly sat up on the
army cot. All was pitch dark inside as well as outside. For a couple of
minutes he sat perfectly still listening to the various sounds that came
to him faintly. He heard the guard outside in the hallway cough and
then strike a match. He heard the muffled sounds of hobnailed boots
marching along in the street outside, and the clanking sound of tank
and scout car tractor treads on the stones. Somewhere in the distance a
whistle was blown. He heard the occasional dull boom of heavy guns,
or of bombs exploding. And once a flight of planes droned by high up
in the night sky.
He held his breath and listened to all those various sounds. He
listened to another sound, too. A sound he could feel as well as hear. It
was the pounding of his own heart. His chest ached from the pounding,
and his throat and mouth were bone dry from the excitement and the
suspense. For almost five hours he and Freddy had remained stretched
out motionless on the cots. Every second had seemed like a minute,
every minute like an hour, and every hour like an eternity. A hundred
times it had been all he could do to restrain himself from leaping to his
feet and shouting at the top of his voice. Anything to give release to
the charged emotion pent up within him.
Four times the guard had opened the door and played the beam of
his flashlight on them. The first time Colonel Stohl had been with the
guard, for Dave had heard the German offi cer “ s voi ce
muttered somet hing abouttuné imthek i n
morning,” and then had gone cl un
Five |l ong hour s, and now Dave
more. Every fiber of his entire being screamed for action. He had
waited long enough to make their captors believe they were done in for
the night. The guard had taken another look at them only a couple of
minutes ago. It would be awhile before he looked in again. It was now,
or never. It had to be!
He slipped silently off the <co
heldonehandready to clap it over the
woke up with a startled yell, and put his lips close to
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Freddy"s wear.

“Freddy, wake wup!” he breathed
his other hand.

“1*"m awake, Dave, "’ caméwettthe wi
now?”

“Yes,” Dave said. “The guard jt
again for awhile. Have you been
“Not a wink, Dave. I couldn™t

want to change your mind and. ha
You might get to an American Consul before t hey caught
comel ooking, you know."”

“That! sabveeuthi ssed. “ H yoprehoesl @ev n !
can"t risk making a single sounc
Freddy, l et s go!”

Takinghol d of the English youth®s
the room to the window. There he let go, and took out his spoon screw
driver and went to work on the one remaining screw. The instant it was
out he started to pry out the frame with his fingers. ltwou | d n "t b
He sucked air into his aching lungs and then worked the end of the
spoon into the side crack and us
mo v e, and Dave®"s heart sank as
hand. He groaned softly.

“The tdhairmmg*s stuck!” he whispe
weat her , I guess. But . . . Geel

“What “s the matter, Dave?” Frec

Dave fumbled for his arm in the darkness and pressed it
reassuringly.

“There"s a nail hehemaédat “t hdi o
can feel it, now. Am I dumb! Hold everything while I bend it down
flat. l't*"s a thin one. Then 1 th

Two long minutes later Dave had the nail pressed flat on the base
board of the sill. Then he applied pressure with the spoon again, and
the window began to move. His face was wet with nervous sweat, and
his whole body was trembling. He fought back his rising fear and
nervousness and stuck doggedly to his task. Eventually he had worked
the window out enough so that he could get his fingers under one
corner. After that it was simple. But, as he finally pulled the whole
frame clear a corner of it caught on a splintered sliver of the sill. The
sliver snapped off with a sound that was as loud as a pistol shot in
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Dave®"s ears. He froze stiff, ear
hallway.

There was no click of the bolt or rattling of the latch. The sliver of
wood snapping had not been heard. Dave slowly released the cramped
air from his lungs and gently lowered the window frame down onto the
floor and to the side where they would be sure not to hit it when they
climbed out the window. Then he took hold of Freddy in the dark.

“You first, because you“"re shc
makeafir eman"s step with my hands.
you up. But for Pete"s sake, be
sunk. Okay, give me your foot.”

Dave crouched slightly and laced the fingers of his two hands
together with the palms facing upward to form a step. Freddy put one

stockinged foot on it and one
himself,
“Okay,” he whispered.

Bracing his feet Dave slowly boosted the English youth up the wall.
As soon as Freddy had half his body through the open window he
released the pressure of his foc
the rest of the way up like a snake.

“Get your feet out and then | et
cautioned. “The roof shouldn-®t l
toes. But, watch out. The darnthingslantsd own a bit, yol
“r make it, al |l right,” Fre
so that he was hanging on his
t hough?”

“A cindbhVve whisper ed. nedk Doovmthet w
roof and drop to the ground. I
Freddy. "’

Dave waited unti/l he heard the
touching the roof, then he grabbed hold of the sill with his hands and
swiftly and silently hoisted his body upward. For a brief instant he sat
poised on the sill grinning back into the darkened room. Then he
swiveled over and lowered himself down. In almost no time he had
cat-crawled down the gently sloping roof to its lip. He pressed flat on
his stomach and stuck his head over the edge of the roof. Below him
was nothing but a sea of inky darkness. For some crazy reason a
twinge of panic shot through him.

“Freddy!” he whispered.
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“Her e, Dave," came t he wel come
yourleft. it “s all cl ear down here. The
“Her e | come!"” Dave said, and

down onto the ground.
No sooner had his feet touched than Freddy had a hand on his arm.

“Wel | t hat!”™ st h éa eybButhdreathes bxqtely. t
“Now, what"s the next move?”
“Our shoes,” Dave said and pul |

“Then we head straight wup that h
“North?” Freddy said in a puzz
the Belgian lines? We want to get there as fast as we can. | got a good
look at that map, Dave. I think this town, here, is called Estalle. And . .
Freddy cut off his words and both boys froze back against the rear
wall of the building as a shaft of yellow light suddenly cut the
darkness of ni ght . Dave®"s heart
waited with fear in his heart for the shaft of light to sweep over to
reveal them in its glow.
Then suddenly truth dawned and he was almost overcome with an
insane, crazy desire to burst out with hysterical laughter. His taut
nerves twanged like plucked fiddle strings and his whole body seemed
to melt with relief. A light had suddenly been turned on in the building
against which they crouched, and the shaft of light had simply been the
inside |light flooding out mdve OuU
where it struck the bottom of the hill slope a dozen yards or so away
Dave realized the truth. And so did Freddy a moment later.

“Good grief, t haishboghceathede d me! " t
“ We " | | talk | ater,” Dave said.
away from here. Got your shoes o
“Yes,” Fredduy Ilreeapdl,i eRave*,Y | "I
heel s. Mi nd your step, though.”
“You“"re telling me ledcreepiyaleng tiger u n

rear of the building to the right.

When he reached the corner he stopped and cautiously peered
around it. Luck was with him. He had half expected to find himself
|l ooking down an alley to the. str
It was just a small court that connected with the next building. A high
fence at the front bl ocked off
street, but the point was that when they started up the hill slope no
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passing soldiers in the street could see them and give chase if for no
other reason than curiosity.

“Stick <close, Freddy!” Dave
stop is the top of the hildl

Bent over low Dave turned sharp left and went scuttling across
some thirty feet of bare ground, and then into the scrub brush that
fringed the base of the hill. Hands out in front of him to prevent
barging straight into a tree, he started up the slope as fast as caution
would permit. By the time he was half way up his breath was coming
in sobbing gasps, and his legs felt like two withered sticks that might
snap in two at most any second.

He gritted his teeth and called upon every ounce of strength in his
strong young body. It was mighty hard going. From the prison room
window the hill slope had looked not at all steep, but now climbing up
it in the dark, dodging around tree trunks and jutting rocks, it seemed
almost to rise right straight up in front of him. Every so often he half
twisted around to make sure Freddy was still with him. And each time
that was exactly the case. Freddy was right there at his heels, puffing
and panting, but sticking like glue.

The English yout htd-isivensssomade Dave
doggedly refuse to permit himself to rest even for a moment. Freddy
was n" t niegoandpif Faeddy could take it then he could to.
Freddy might be younger, and a bit shorter, and weigh less, but there
was no difference in the quality of his fighting spirit, or of the courage
in his heart. And so Dave kept on climbing upward, and upward
through the black night until finally . . . and it seemed as though a
thousand years had passed by . . . he finally reached the crest. He
staggered along the flat crest for a few yards and then sank wearily
down on the soft earth. Freddy dropped down beside him, and for a
long time there was no sound between them save the sounds of their
labored breathing.

Eventually, Dave pushed himself up to a sitting position, wiped his
dripping face on the sleeve of his shirt, and let out a long sigh.

Her

a

“Ge e, aonf | c oorudti t i on for track!

plenty tough. |l thought we"d
The English youth groaned softly as he sat up.

neyv

“ guess so, he mur mured and
air . “But I cre'rtt ahaveg tho pedo wteh atc

very much from here, can you?
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showing many |l ights in case our
much to see a big bomb drop on that Colonel Stohl, though. He
deserves onel”

Dave chuckled and instantly felt much better. Freddy might be dead
on his feet, but he still had the old fight.

“Two, one for me, ” atthesows. ai d and

In all there were not more than two dozen lights showing, and at
least half of them were the shaded lights of army cars and trucks
moving along the one main street of the town. If there were others they
were blotted out by the trees.

“About that map, Freddy,”™ Dave
think this is Est al | efaheimy mean, If ,
couldn*t figure how far we are
be very far, though. They only started the invasion yesterday morning,
so they can®"t have gone very dee

“ don"t agree wiyt hsatihdat , “ Thhae
blitzkrieg in Poland made as much as eighty and ninety miles in a day.
Besides, my father taught me a lot about marking army maps. Of
course | don"t know what all of
ma p , but I “ m ptrdeeygllowypinssrepresentedttheio s e
advanced armored scouting units.

“But good gosh, they were ads f
Dave gasped. “That s miles awa
forts, and the forts of Liege, and such big places? Woul d n“t t h
t hem back?”

“ don*"t know,” Freddy said. “
the same thing they did in the Polish campaign. Their light fast mobile
units scoot right on past the heavily fortified centers and capture small
positions in the rear. Then the bombers and the heavy attack tanks, and
such, go at the big forts. It s
Pol i sh i nvasi on. You don"t hav
blitzkrieg nowadays. Lightning attack with small fast units, with the
main body moving up behind and concentrating on main points of
def ense. And don"t forget Hitl er'

for him in Poland, and in Denma
doing the same against the Belgians. At least until the British stop

them. And we“Il |l jolly wel/ stop
“Ge e, y ou tal k i ke a regul ar

admiration. “ guess your Dad t



o1

what it used to be, | guess. But, look, there were some blue pins on
that map, and beside each one was a date. | saw dates a week and two
weeks from now. And there were blue pins all the way across Belgium
to the English Channel. I . . . Holy smokes! It just struck me. The
yellow pins show where the Germans are today, and the blue pins
mark places they expect to capture on certain days! Could that be true,
do you think?”
“¥s,1do,” Freddy sai d. Davem ptrheattt yw
something the Allied High Command would give a million pounds to
see. Five million, or more! That was an Intelligence map of the whole
Ger man plan of invasion, Dave. I
“My gosh, then |l et"s get going
“We“"ve got to get through to Al
Wecan®t eslhemap, buhbetween us we should be able to
remember enough about it to help
A wild yell from down at the base of the hill, and three pistol shots
in rapid succession, cut off Da\
look down the hill and saw a cluster of lights suddenly spring into
being. He wasn-®t sure but he f e
building where he and Freddy had been held prisoners.
A second later when more shots and more shouting drifted up to
him, he was sure. The guard had probably taken another look, and
found out they had escaped. Now the alarm was being given. Bitter
anger for wasting time talking flashed through him and was gone. He
reached down quickly and pulled Freddy up onto his feet.
“They“"@oeerdadc cour escapel!” he c
moving, and fast. Stick close to
“But why north?” Freddy protest
to reach the Belgian outposts as soon as possible, and get them to take

ustoAl I i ed G. H. Q. , Davel”

“No, northt!?” Dave said, “They"
Bel gi ans, you see? So they"lIl|I
sendingworda he ad . | f we ghem forawhiteh.. we * |

hope. A n yuwhasy bet. See? These goa couple of their cars
racing down the road toward t he
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CHAPTER NINE
A Desperate Mission

DAWN WAS A little over an hour away and Dave Dawson

couldn*t drag his body forward

Farmer had trudged across strange country through the darkness
striving to put more and more ground between them and the pursuing
Germans. A dozen times they had almost stumbled headlong into
roving German mop-up patrols. And once they had crouched for a
solid hour in a road ditch while a long line of tanks, and motorized
artillery units had rumbled by heading westward.

But now he just couldn™t go
whole German Army was right at their heels. He had to stop and rest.
There is a limit to the endurance of even the strongest of men, and
Dave and Freddy had most certainly proved themselves to be men, not
just mere boys, during those hours of mad flight across enemy held
ground. Where they were Dave
right at the moment. The North Star had been his guide all the way, but
they had been forced to change their direction in order to skirt bomb
blasted villages filled with German troops, and roads clogged with
parts of the mighty Nazi war machine, so it was impossible even to
guess how far they had traveled, or in what general direction.

Now, though, as he came to the outer edge of some woods and saw
the shadowy shapes of barren fields beyond, Dave flung himself down
under some bushes and gave his body over to the utter fatigue and
weariness which had been trying to drag him down for the last several
miles. His throat was dry and craving for water, and his stomach was
screaming for some of the bread and the hunk of cheese he and Freddy
had so wisely saved from that huge breakfast, and had stuffed inside
their shirts before crawling out the window. Yes, food and water
would go fine, but later. He was too dead tired now to so much as
move a muscle. In a dull sort of way he was conscious of Freddy
flopping down beside him, and then a moment later he felt himself slip
away into blissful peace.

A soothing warmth on his back eventually woke him up. He started
to move but the sudden aches and pains in his body brought a stifled
groan to his lips. He stayed where he was for a moment with his face
buried in his crossed over arms, soaking up the soothing warmth on his

a

(
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back. Then he rolled over on his back and stared up through the bush
branches at the sky. It was another perfect spring day and the sun was
well up on high. That realization finally filtered into his tired brain and
brought him sitting bolt upright.

“Ge e, it mu s t be c¢close to noon
“And we"ve stildl got a heck of
direction, I wonder ?°”

He turned and put out his hand to shake Freddy sleeping close
beside him. But when he saw the pale drawn face of his friend he let
his hand drop back into his | ap
up Freddy. The English youth was positively dead to the world, and
onel ook at the completely exhaust
Dave the youth wouldn-®"t be fit
True, it might be very dangerous for them to remain where they are.
German soldiers might stumble about them at most any moment. Just
the same a strange sense of responsibility took possession of Dave. He
was the older of the two, and the stronger. By more or less mutual
consent he had become the leader. As the leader he should use his
head. And it would not be using his head to wake up Freddy and force
the poor kid to continue on.

“No, it"s best to stick here,
hi msel f. “We"re pretty well hi d.
gosh, Il just haven®"t the heart t

His decision made, he put his hand inside his shirt and pulled out
the very much crushed half loaf of bread and the hunk of cheese. He
ate a little of each and then made himself put the rest back inside his
shirt. It helped his stomach a little, but it only served to aggravate his
thirst. He"d rather have a gl as:
the middle of Piccadilly Circus, in London, with his father.

He lay back on the ground again and started thinking about his
father in an effort to forget his thirst. But after no more than five or six
seconds it just wasn®"t any use.
was then he saw the farm house and the sheds about half a mile away.
Smoke was coming from the farm house chimney, and he could see
figures moving about in the yard. Because of the sun in his eyes he
coul dn*®t tell I f they fotherghtt@er
suddenly saw a moving cloud of dust. He knew at once it was a car
traveling along a road. And presently the car came into view from
behind a string of trees. It traveled up to the farm house and came to a



54

stop. Four figures climbed out and hurried into the farm house. A faint
hope that had been flowering in Dave died out at once. His straining
eyes had made out the bucket shaped helmets and the tight-fitting
field-grey uniforms of German officers.

Approaching the farm house was out of the question, now. He had
hoped there might just be peasant farmers there, passed by by the
Ger mans. But t h asd. The flacei wasuabive with wa s
Hi t Isaddrers. Bighting back his momentary defeat, he got slowly to
his feet, took a make-sure look at the sleeping Freddy Farmer, and then
crept off into the woods in search of a brook or a small pond.

Remembering his Boy Scout training, he broke branches off bushes
every now and then so that he would be sure to find his way back to
the sleeping Freddy. Asa matterof f act , t hough,
any need of his doing that. At the end of a quarter of a mile the ground
sloped down into a shallow valley, and there was a small brook
trickling through the middle. With a low cry of joy Dave rushed down
to it, flung himself flat, and buried his face in the icy cold water.
Never, never in all his life had anything felt so good, so completely
satisfying as the coolness of that brook. Cupping his hands he drank
unt i | he couldn®t hold anot her
sleeve he used it to wash his face and his neck. Finally, feeling almost
like a new man, he got up and retraced his steps to his hiding place.

Freddy was awake when he got back, and when the English youth
spotted him a look of fear and utter misery was instantly banished by

joyful relief,

“Phew, wha't a fright you gave
woke up | coul dn" t tothiespottogbtherrorif f
we"d | ost each ot her | ast night
and then | sighted those German blighters over at that farm house.
Where have you been, and | wonde
“ wi s h I Knew, " Dtaseme goad anewd, . “
anyway. Go straight back about
br ook. Bet you could do with a
you?”

“ should say so!” Freddy <crie
feels completely filledupwith dust . ”

“Then hop to it,” Dave grinned

see branches broken off t he bust
next move."
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“Be right back,” Fmtetbedvgodss ai d

When the English youth left Dave sat down on the ground and fixed
frowning eyes on the farm house. Last night in that prison room his
brain had concentrated on but one problem. The problem of getting out
of the room. Well, they had done that, and they had put considerable
distance behind them. That was all, however. Now, there were more
problems to confront, and consider. Number one, was to find out
where they were. Number two, was to decide whether or not it was
safe yet to start heading west, or to continue north, and number three,
was the problem of food. Whether they went north, south, east, or west
they had a long road facing them, and their bread and cheese was not
going to last forever. They would have to get food some place. And
that farm house . . .

Dave let his thoughts trail off and stop as Freddy came up and sat
down beside him. The English boy looked like an entirely different
person. His eyes were clear and not heavy with fatigue. There was a
lot of color back in his face, and there was a happy and contented
smile on his lips.

“Io 1 remember t hat br ook al |

nothing ever seemed so good. Well, have you thought up a plan? I

ar

1

fancy, t hough, we?" dd abrekt.t eWe “srtea yb

stopped in daylight. That colonel chap has probably radioed a

description of wus all over the p
“Gee whi z, you think so?” Dave
of fellows I|ike us?”

“ fancy so,” Freddy said in a
mad that we escaped. And besides pricking his pride it will probably

add to his silly ideas about us. Yes, | think the blighter will go to all
ends to catch wus. So, we"“d bett
are in a hurry. What do you make

“1“ve been thinki ndg. a“‘bTohuetr ei ta,r”e

there, of course, but there must be food, too. If we could only manage

to swipe some food | “d feel a
going to be a |l ong wal k, and
hitchhikingwithGerman t anks and ar mor ed
“True,” Freddy mur mured. “Bu

and days. Then the information we have might not be of any use to the

Al l' i ed High Command. We“ve got
afraidwecan “t do t hat by wal king al/l

it
ca
t

t
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“No, I guess not,” Dave said ul
of a chance trying to thumb a ride. Maybe, though, if we moved over
close to that road over there, an empty truck or something might come
by and we could slip aboard it for a little ways, anyway. Gosh, it

seems a hundred years since | | e
“Two hundred,” Freddy said wit
dreamed that anything |ike this
“Me, too,” Dave hsaalifd sahnadk eg aovfe h
what | " 1| have to tell the fello
“We“"re not back home, yet,” Fr

more about what we should do.

It was as though Lady Luck or the Good Fairy had been waiting for
that exact moment. From up in the sky to the east came the throbbing
drone of a German plane. The two boys swiveled around at once,
shielded their eyes with their hands and peered upward. The plane was
down fairly low and coming straight toward them. A moment of panic
seized hold of Dave and he unconsciously grabbed hold of Freddy and
pulled them both down under the bushes.

“Gosh!” he exclaimed excitedly
l ooking for wus. Don"t move a mus
biplane, but it"“s got tthe il Ishoughs dl th&k a |
Ger man ships were monoplane desi

Freddy didn*"t answer for a mom
protecting bush branches and squinting his eyes up at the plane.

“That " s a Gemrmagmt pleammmaigh, ” he
recognize it, nD5.. Illtt™s ant vio asla
as a torpedo plane. They wuse it
type. Look, Dave! The pilot Ilhas
say, l et “s get out of here! The
us!?”

“Now, wait!” Dave hissed and s
|l eaping to his feet and dashing
spotted us we"d not Iyttt Beasi dbed
think they"ve seen us. Look! He
1 bet you a million doll ars
over there. Yes, sir, that"s wha
“You“"re right, D a v @sbnie of bhe Gerdhahy b |
in that farm house are running ¢
Dave They may be | anding to tel
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“Nope,” Dave said doggedl y. “T
drop a message, or use their radio iftheyhave one. They"
see which way we headed. Nope, that “s some Kkind o
over there, Freddy. | bet the pl

“ hope you®"r e r iungehainyvdice, d hiseldad y ¢
blue eyes clouded with doubt. “There'He * s down on t he
and braking to a stop.”

“That sure i s d& sDwevea broeoakti negd
Arado AR-95, huh? Oh, sure, now | remember seeing pictures of that
design. It has a B.M.W. radial engine. {Bavarian Motor Works). The
Germans used it a Il ot in trainin
war planes, and it"s a cinch to

Dave almost shouted the name, and his fingers still gripping the
English youth®"s arm bit deep int

“Quaoarty, ar m!” Freddy protested.
What *s up?”
Dave didn"t reply. He watched

The pilot and observer jumped down onto the ground and walked
toward the group of Germans advancing from the farm house. They
met and appeared to talk for a moment or two. Then all of them turned
and went back to the farm house. When they passed inside Dave took a
quick look over at the Arado with its prop ticking over, then swung
around to face Freddy.

“Maybe that eml veaeg eddy! pr kel s

whisper. “That planel”

“The plane?” Freddy echoed wit
grief, you surely don"t mean
“Why not?” Dave countered. ‘o
t han that. I * lod liked eabh hangdl® iu Whatrdoyyouh i n

say, Freddy?”
The English youth gulped and looked most undecided. Dave took
the moment of silence to press home his point.
“1t"s the best bet we could po

ship we could be behindthe Al | i ed def enses in n
it, anyway. Gee whiz, Freddy, we might be stuck here for months.
There*s no telling what we might
game to try it with me?”

The English youth was already smiling and nodding his head.
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“Right you ar e, Dave, I “m gam
better than just sitting here. And between us we ought to make a go of

it. Right-o , Dave, I f you | ike."”

“That “ s t he stuffl” Dave said

“They" r e afarrh housennewi, ahceif we keep back of that

field wall, there, we can get right up close without being seen. When |

give you the sign, run liket he di ckens for t he ¢

make it, Freddy. We"ve just got
The two boys looked at each other, nodded, and then started

crawling out from under the bushes on all fours.
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CHAPTER TEN
Trapped In War Skies!

HUGGING THE ground at the extreme end of the field wall, Dave
and Freddy stared at the German plane not thirty yards away. The
idling propeller filled the air with a purring sound that struck right to
their hearts and sent the blood surging through their veins in wild
excitement. The feeling of fatigue and body weariness had completely
fled them now. The thrill of the dangerous adventure ahead filled them
with a renewed sense of strength, and fired them with grim
determination.

Dave slowly rose up onto one knee like a track star on his mark at
the starting line. He cast a quick glance back over his shoulder at
Freddy, and nodded.

“ No w! " sphresl shawpthyjand went streaking around the end of
the field wall.

He reached the plane a dozen steps ahead of the English boy, and
practically |l eaped into the pil
seated and snapping the safety belt buckle than Freddy was scrambling
into the observer"s cockpit.

“I'"*“"m in!” he heard the English

Shooting out a foot Dave kicked off the wheel brake release. Then
he grabbed hold of the “Dep” wh
and reached for the throttle with his left and gingerly eased it forward.

The B.M.W. engine instantly started to roar up in a song of power,
Dave opened the throttle more and pushed the Dep stick forward to get
the tail up as the Arado started forward.

“Hurry up, D a vsewlld’yell @aventhe rdarrotticed y “
engi ne. “THéepheyetreeeraonnmisng out
shooting at wus with rifles, Dave

Freddy could have saved his breath on the last. The sharp bark of
rifle fire came pl ai nlforwartd overtbea v e
controls. And almost in the same instant he heard the blood chilling
whine of nickel-jacketed lead messengers of death streaking past not
very high above his head. Impulsively he ducked lower in the pit, and
shoved the throttle wide open. The plane was already bouncing over
the ground on its wheels, with the tail up, and then added gas fed to the
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engine caused the ship practically to leap forward like a high strung
race horse quitting the barrier.

The sudden burst of speed flung Dave back in the seat, and for one
horrible instant his hands were almost torn from the Dep wheels and
his feet yanked free of the rudder pedals. He caught himself in the nick
of time, however, swerved the plane clear of a sudden dip in the
surface of the field, and then gently hauled the Dep wheel back toward
his stomach.

For a long moment the wheels of the plane seemed to cling to the
ground. Then they lifted clear and the Arado went nosing up toward

the golden washed blue sky. k€I ar

an exploding shell. He coughed, and shook sweat from his face, and
held the ship at the correct angle of climb. The engine in the nose sang
such a sweet song of power that for a moment or so it was in tune with

t he song of whehrtdThe Araglo, as he hadraghtlg ©

guessed, was a cinch to handle. It was light as a feather and responded
instantly to a touch on the control wheel, or on the rudder pedals.

As the plane climbed upward he twisted around in the seat and
looked at Freddy, The English youth was staring down back at the
field they had just left. Dave followed his look and saw the twenty or
thirty figures garbed in German military uniforms on the field. At least
half of them were firing furiously with rifles.

The others were shaking their fists, and making angry gestures for
the plane to return and land. Dave grinned and shook his head.

“Yoancjust bet wé& WwWenShooomd b
theengine. “We"re not that crazy!
Freddy heard him and turned front. The English youth * s ey e

danced with excitement. He grinned at Dave, and then suddenly
seemed to remember the little scene last night after Dave had removed
the screws from the window frame. He clasped both hands above his
head and shook them vigorously. His lips moved, and Dave just barely
heard the words.

“Well donel!”

Dave returned the grin and then twisted around front. The dash
instruments, of course, were all marked in German, but he knew
enough of that language to read them. The altimeter needle was
quivering close to the six thousand foot mark. He decided that was
high enough and leveled off the climb onto even keel. Then he took a
moment or so to glance down at the ground below to try and get his
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bearings. The first thing he saw was a small village off to his left. One
look at it and his heart leaped over in his chest. He saw the hill and the
single main street along which trucks and armored cars and motorized
units of artillery were passing in a steady, endless stream. The town of
Estalle? It seemed to be almost directly under him. The truth made him
shiver and lick his lower lip.

If that was Estalle and he was positive it was, he and Freddy
couldn®"t have traveled more t
during their wild flight last night. Maybe twice that number of miles
going around in circles, but certainly not more than ten miles in the
direction they wanted to go.

A rap on his shoulder turned him around in the seat. Freddy was
pointing at the village of Estalle and pursing his lips in a silent whistle.
Dave got the idea and nodded, and wiped make believe sweat from his
forehead with his free hand. Then he turned front and glanced at the
sun in an effort to decide which direction was due west. Of course
there was a compass on the instrument panel but something was
obviously wrong with it. The needle was spinning around the balanced
card dial.

That fact didn"t worry him i
a tip a First World War flying ace had once given him about finding
your direction in Europe when you were lost and your compass was
out of whack. It was very simple, too. In the morning, if you could see
the sun, all you had to do was keep the sun on your tail and you would
be sure to be flying west. And so Dave applied the rudder until the sun
was mostly on his tail, and gave his attention to the spread of ground
ahead.

What he saw made him suck air sharply into his lungs. Rather, it
was a case of what he didn"t
be one huge cloud of dirty grey smoke streaked here and there with
tongues of livid red and orange and yellow flame. It was as though the
whole of Belgium was on fire. Closer to him was a long even-banked
river that cut down across the countryside from the northwest to the
southeast. He was staring hard at it thinking it was a very peculiar
looking river when he suddenly felt Freddy hitting him on the shoulder
again.

“That “s the famous Prince Al
above the roar of t

he engine.
Belgian Magi not Line. The Ger mans

hart
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yet. If we can just get by there, Brussels is not very far off. We could
l and there.”

“Ger mans not crossing it?” Dayv
there to the | eft . likdflees Gee therensistiva r r
be a million pontoon bridges thrown across that canal. And, gosh, look
at all those Stuka dive bomber s!

It was all toot r ue. Hi t | er vaxing rfoecds enadlt | e
smashed the Albert Canal defenses to smoking rubble, thus forcing the
Belgian army to retreat to the south side of the Canal. And now as
German troops, and their swiftly striking Panzer division were rushing
across pontoon bridges to strike more blows at the Belgians, hundreds
of Stuka dive bombers were blasting death and destruction into the
ranks of the enemy. The sight of
his chest. History, terrible history was being written down there by the
Albert Canal, and his heart was on fire with an even more blazing
desire to do something for the cause of justice and civilization.

But first he had another job to do, and he lifted his gaze and peered
at the smoke and flame filled sky ahead. Besides smoke and flame
there were countless numbers of planes streaking and darting around in
all directions. The air was practically filled with them. There was layer
after layer of planes reaching from low down over the battle grounds
right up to the sun. And insofar as he could tell at the distance not a
single one of them was of Allied design. They were all German.

At that moment Freddy pounded on his shoulder for the third time.

And the voice that screamed in his ear rang with fright and alarm.

“Mor e speed, Dave! L oao fane, bae h i
Messerschmitt. |t highhelten tiy to Shsot us h a s
down. llwWeadb, Dave?”

“What "Il we do?” Dave echoed ar
shaped plane with its | ow monop
They may not try to shoot at us. Once we get on the other side of the
Canalwe " | | be safe. We"I|l|l go down

But even as Dave spoke the words to give good cheer to Freddy his
own heart was pounding with fear. The other plane was drawing up on
them as an express train overtakes a slow freight. He could see now
that it was a Messerschmitt One-Ten. A moment later he saw the
gunner-observer in the rear pit shove back his bullet proof glass
cockpit hatch and stand up and wave signals with both his arms. Those
signals plainly said for them to go down and land at once, but Dave
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pretended that he hadn"t seen.

hard against the already wide open throttle, as though if in so doing he
might get increased speed out of the plane.

It was no more than a futile gesture, however. In the matter of
seconds the Messerschmitt had pulled right up alongside them. Dave
turned and looked across the air space that separated the two planes.
His heart zoomed up his throat so fast it almost bumped up against his
back teeth. The German observer was still sending signals to land, but
not with his arms and hands, now. He was doing it with the aerial
machine gun fixed to the swivel mounting that circled the rim of his
cockpit. He was pointing the gun at them and then tilting it down
toward the ground as he nodded his helmeted head vigorously.

Dave stared at the gun as though hypnotized. The blood pounded in
his temples, and his whole body was on fire one instant and icy cold
the next. There was death staring straight at him, and he could hardly
force his brain to think. Hek new he coul dn®"t |
had to do something or the German would open fire and turn their
plane into a blazing inferno. On the other hand, his fighting heart
refused to surrender and go back and face the ugly wrath of that
Colonel Stohl. For this Messerschmitt had unquestionably been sent
out after them at t he Col onel
St ohl had been the Ger man he
of this very Arado he was now trying to fly to safety behind the
Belgian lines. It would have been very easy for the German to phone
the nearest air field and have a plane sent out after them.

Taca-tac-a-tac-a-tac!

Jetting tongues of flame leaped out from the muzzle of the machine
gun in the other plane. The savage yammer sound smashed against
Dave"s ears even as he saw th
in front of the nose of his plane. The yammer of the gun snapped him
into action and sent his eyes darting to the cowled nose of the Arado.
His heart seemed to cry out when he saw that the plane carried no

us
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guns. On impulse he twisted his

too, disappointment mocked him. The plane was not armed! It was
probably just a courier plane used far behind the lines on safe missions
only.

As he looked into Freddy®"s
bitter thoughts. They were completely at the mercy of that
Messerschmitt flying along wing to wing with them. Unskilled and

ey e
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untrained though they were in aerial combat, it was heartrending not to
be able to put up some kind of a battle for their lives.

“l't was a good try, Dave!” he
it“s no wuse, now. The beggars h
not hing we can do but go down an

As though the German in the other plane had actually heard the
English youth®s words, a second
streakacross in front of the Arado”
his head, and reached out his hand to haul back the throttle. His hand
froze in mid air, instead. At that moment he had glanced down at the
ground below and ahead. What he saw made fierce, frenzied
determination explode in his heart!

They were almost directly over the Albert Canal. He could clearly
see the Belgian troops digging in on the south side, wheeling guns into
position, and throwing out rear guard action units. Not a mile, not even
a half mile from safety. It was too much for Dave. The fighting
American spirit of Lexington and Concord flamed up in his chest. He
woul dn*"t do it! He woul dn*"t gi v
Germans in the Messerschmitt One-Ten even if it was the last thing he
ever did. Let them try to shoot him down. Just let them try! There were
German planes all around, now. And that fact alone was to his
advantage. The Messerschmitt gunner would have to take care not to
hit one of his own.

“Dave! He means it this time! \

He heard Freddy"s voice as tho
away. But yhed haei did"itghpast bit of
as shake his head. His whole body was cold and numb with fear of
what he was about to attempt. But in his brain there was but one
thought; one great overwhelming determination of purpose.

He whipped out his hand and eased back the throttle and let the
nose drop. At the same time he applied stick and rudder as though he
was going to send the plane around and down in a gliding turn that
would take them back east. As the plane started to turn he shot a quick
side glance at the Messerschmitt. His heart was ready to explode with
joy. The German observer had seen the movement of the Arado and
wrongly guessed its meaning! The man nodded his head, and let go of
his gun and sank down on his seat.
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The instant Dave saw the German sink down on the seat he belted
the throttle wide open again and shoved the stick forward until the
Arado was prop howling down in an almost vertical dive.

“Hold fast!” he shouted at Fre
haven®"t gott hauys wen "t agat us i f
about it.”

Bracing himself against the speed of the dive, and keeping his
mouth open so that his eardrums would not snap and perhaps break, he
held himself hunched forward over the controls, and fixed both eyes
on the flame and smoke smeared ground below. The smoke and flames
seemed to leap up toward him at rocket speed. Out of the corner of his
eye he caught flash glimpses of Stuka dive bombers cutting through
the air at terrific speed. Then from up in back of him he heard the
deadly chatter of German aerial machine guns.

He didn"t Dbother to |l ook back t
tail. That would be but a waste of effort. Instead he jammed hard on
the left rudder and sent the Arado swerving crazily off to the side. The
guns above him continued to hammer and snarl, but he heard no
bullets snicking past his ears. He could hear only the thunderous roar
of his own B.M.W. engine.

Then suddenly the Prince Albert Canal flashed by under his nose
and was gone from view. He was safely across it and right over the
Belgian troops! However, it was simply a case of roaring out of one
danger zone into another. He completely forgot he was flying a plane
with German markings. Naturally, when the Belgian soldiers saw the
Swastika painted plane streaking down at them they let go at it with
everything they had.

Perhaps it was one of those freak things of war, or perhaps the gods
were truly smiling upon Dave Dawson and Freddy Farmer. At any rate
not a single Belgian bullet hit the diving Arado, and a moment later
Dave hauled the ship out of its mad dive and went streaking along to
the rear of the Belgian lines. But before he had traveled more than a
couple of miles he once more heard the snarl of aerial machine gun
fire behind him. And this time there was more to it than just the sound.

The Arado suddenly bucked and quivered as though it had been
smashed by the fist of some huge invisible giant of the skies. The
vicious movement of the plane t
and flung him over so hard he cracked his head on the cockpit rim and
saw stars for a brief instant or so. Then as his senses cleared again and
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he grabbed hold of the controls once more, the engine in the nose
coughed and sputtered and shot out a cloud of black smoke . . . and
died cold.

Realization and action were one for Dave, and so the first thing he
did was to yank back the throttle and cut off the ignition. When that
was done he shoved the nose down and peered hopefully at the ground
no more than five hundred feet below him. A groan of despair rose out
of his throat to spildl of f his
ground down there big enough for a fly to sit down on. True there
were lots of fields, but they were pock marked from one end to the
other with shell and bomb craters. There was one spot where he might
possibly land without crashing too badly. But crash he would. That
was certain. There was nothing to do but try it . . . and pray!

“A crash coming, Freddyd&r he" M
everything, and hang on hard!”
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CHAPTER ELEVEN
Fighting Hearts

AS DAVE GLIDED the crippled Arado down toward the bomb and
shell marked field the icy fingers of fear were curled tightly about his
heart. He had made one or two forced landings in his short flying
career, but they had been like setting down a plane on a gigantic
billiard table compared to the task he now faced. If he undershot the
patch of ground he was aiming at he would go plowing straight into a
battery of Belgian artillery guns hurling shells across the Albert Canal
into the onrushing German hordes. And if he over-shot the field or
swerved too much to the right or left he would go crashing into a maze
of shell blasted tree stumps which would tear the plane to shreds and
snuffout his | ife, and Freddy"s,
a candle.

His only hope lay in hitting the field in the center and checking the
forward roll of the plane so that when it did slide over and down into
one of the bomb craters the crash impact wo ul d n " t be
his heart he knew that he stood but one chance in a thousand of
coming out of the crash uninjured. But there was no, other way out, the
die had been cast. The engine had been hit and was dead. There was
only one way to go, and that was down.

On impulse he jerked his head around and looked back. It seemed

a

as though he had not heard Frec

sudden panic swept through him. Was Freddy all right? Had he been
hit, and was that why he had not spoken? In the brief instant it took to
jerk his head around and look back, Dave died a hundred agonizing
deaths.

Luck, however, was still riding the cockpits with them. The English
youth was still alive, and very much so, too. His lips were drawn back
in a tight grin even though his face was white, and there was a sort of
glazed, glassy look in his eyes. Being a pilot, himself, Freddy knew
exactly what it was all about. He had sense enough not to try any back
seat driving in the emergency. He was leaving everything to Dave, and

trusting in his friend“s judgme:]

arms half raised and ready to throw them across his face when they hit
in order to protect himself as much as possible.
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Sitting still and showing his faith in Dave by the tight grin on his
lips. That realization gave Dave new courage as he turned front again.
The ground was just under his wheels now. He would not undershoot
the field, nor would he overshoot it either. He had proved his flying
skill thus far. The rest was . . . was in the lap of the gods!

Ten feet off! Nine feet, eight . . . seven . . . six! He was hugging the
Dep wheel now all the way back against his stomach to bring the nose
up just a few more inches before the ship stalled and dropped. His
whole body sensed that moment of stalling; that moment when the lift
of the wings was absolutely nil. He sensed it now and instantly let go
of the stick, buried his head in his arms, and let his whole body go
limp.

For two seconds, or perhaps it was for two long years, the Arado
seemed to hang motionless in the air. Then suddenly it dropped belly
first like a rock. The wheels hit hard and the ship was bounced back up
into the air again. It hit again, and bounced again. It hit once more and
Dave felt the tail wheel catch on something and send the ship plunging
crazily off to the right. He jammed hard on the left rudder to
counteract the movement, but it was too late. Fate had placed a huge
German bomb crater in the way. The plane slithered over the lip of the
crater and charged dizzily downward.

Memory of a wild ride on a Coney Island roller coaster streaked
t hrough Dave®s brain. And t hen t
half up on its nose. It swayed there with its tail pointing up at the sky.
It twisted twice around and then fell over on its back with a jarring
thud. An invisible giant reached out a fist, and punched Dave hard on
the chest. The air in his lungs whistled out through his mouth, and for
horrible seconds colored lights whirled around in his brain, and the
entire universe was filled with roaring, crashing thunder.

The spell passed in a moment, and he found himself hanging head
downward on his safety harness. His first thought was for Freddy, and
he struggled to twist armakeitd and

“Freddy!” he yelled in a chokirt

A heart chilling instant of silence greeted his question, and then
came Freddy"s faint reply.

“Not hurt a bit), Dave! But ¢t he
downhereinabeastty puddl e of mud. Can vyo
Reaction set in and Dave laughed hysterically, and tore at his safety

belt buckles. He got them unfastened and grabbed hold of the sides of
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the cockpit before he went plunging down into the muddy bottom of
the bomb crater, himself. He twisted over and landed feet firsts It was
then he had his first look at Freddy, The English lad was plopped
down on the seat of his pants in a good eight inches of mud. And there
was mud from the top of his head all the way down. He had obviously
landed square on his head but had managed to squirm around and sit
up before the sticky yellow ooze suffocated him. Right at the moment
he was pawing the stuff off his face so he could see.

Dave plowed around to him and caught him under the armpits, and
heaved. Freddy"s body coming u |
somebody pulling a cork from a bottle. Still hanging onto him, Dave
ducked under a section of the crumpled wing and hauled and tugged
them both up out of the crater on to firm dry ground. Then he dug a
handkerchief from his pocket and started wipingoff Fr eddy " s

“Boy, do you |l ook a sight, Fre
serious tone, “1I"m darn sorry, F
guess | thought I wastoogood.Ishoul d have |l et you

Freddy snorted and squinted at him out of one eye.
“Rotten Il anding?” he gasped. ‘o

than that in the RAF.,Da v e . I thought sure w
neither of us has so muchasas cr at c h. You dctanyl dn
better, Dave. Honest !"”

“Thanks, ” Dave grinned. “But [
stiff. Thank goodness those Messerschmitt guys were such punk shots.
Now, wipe some more off, and we-"

Dave cut off the rest short and spun around. A squad of Belgian
infantry men was racing-across the field toward them. The bayonets on
their rifles glistened in the sun, and the cries of wild men were bursting
from their lips. The truth hit Dave in the flick of an eye. Those
Belgians took them for two members of the Nazi Air Force, and they
were racing over to get vengeance for what those Stuka dive bombers
had been doing to them. Even as the truth came to Dave one of the
running soldiers threw his rifle up to his shoulder and fired. The bullet
cut past Dave"s face so close h
in front of Freddy who was still wiping his face and flung up both
hands.

“Don*"t shoot , don*“t shoot!” h
Ger mans! Amer i cshdot! EBrvgel drecs 'AlDare"
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The Belgian soldiers rushed up to him and leveled their rifles at his
stomach. They were a vicious looking lot, but they had been made that
way by the fury of war hurled down on them for the last seventy-two
hours or more. Their eyes were bloodshot, and their faces were caked
with dried blood and dirt. Their beards were sodden messes, and their
uniforms were torn and ripped to rags. Their rifles were the only clean
thing about them.

One of them with corporal chevrons on his tattered tunic sleeve
stepped forward until the tip of his wicked looking bayonet was within
an inch of Dave®s neck.

“You @ares!Bo he shout ed and nod

“We saw you dive down on us. Well, you will not dive again. We shall

“Wawnajt!"” Dave shouted i n wi

Ger man. He"s English, and | " m

from Germany. We were prisoners there. We have to get to Allied
Headquarters at once. We have

The Belgian corporal hesitated and looked puzzled. His men
obviously did not believe Dave. They made snarling sounds in their
throats and shuffled forward a bit. Dave opened his mouth to explain
some more, but Freddy beat him to the punch. The young English boy
suddenly stepped forward and a stream of words poured from his thin
lips. He had lived many years on the Continent and he knew how to
deal with either the French or the Belgians.

d
a

V a

“Listen to me, you | ugger head

speaks the truth. We have just escaped from Germany, and we have
important information. Take us to your commanding officer at once,
do you hear? Do we look like Germans? Of course not! Where are
your heads, your brains? Have you not seen us risk our lives trying to
reach this side of the lines? Take us to your commanding officer. He
may even recommend you for a medal. You hear me? Take us to your
commanding officer or | shall make a personal complaint to the
Commander in Chief of British Army Staff, General Caldwell.

Attentionat o nce! Take wus to your ¢

Grins slowly appeared on the faces of the battle wearied Belgian

om

sol dier s. The corpor al chuckl ed

throat.
“The | it ffilree owhee ns phiet sspeaks, d”

h

his head. “No , [ do not beli eve
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a very lucky escape, my two little ones. We do not feel very pleased
today. Nor will we be happy for a long time to come, | am afraid. It
looks bad, very bad. Come! | willtakeyoutomy Li eut enant

“1t | ooks bad?” F r e dyduyholdatkei? d
Aren*t the British and the Frenc

The Belgian corporal shrugged and wiped his tired eyes with a dirt
and mud smeared hand.

“1t is possible,” h ee hepr vary little d .
except the guns and those cursed bombs. But, there are no British or
French here. Only Belgians. And we cannot stop them. We have not
the men, or the guns, or the tanks. And planes? Where are all our
planes? Look at the sky! It is filled with nothing but Boche planes.
Yes, my |little one, it |l ooks ver

The soldier shrugged again, then nodded with his head and started
trudging back across the field, trailing his rifle as though it weighed a
ton instead of a few pounds or so. Freddy and Dave dropped into step
with the others and went along. Nobody spoke. Nobody but the bombs
and the shells but a few miles away, and rapidly drawing closer. Dave
leaned toward Freddy.

“Boy, can you dishheubr ¢ &ateh e d .l
bl ame t hem. They must have been
wonder they didn®"t shoot and ask

“Yes,” Freddy sai d wharethaFredchdnd v
the British are? | hope theycangether e i n t i me. ”

Dave didn"t attempt to answer
tired, and old. His strength had been sapped to the limit, and his spirits
were staggering under a crushing weight. The picture of those German
hordes pouring across the Albert Canal and virtually beating the
Belgians right down into the ground was still clear as crystal in his
brain. It was like a mighty tidal wave hurtling forward with nothing
but a picket fence in the way to stop it.

At the far end of the field the Belgians turned left on a winding
narrow dirt road. They went down this for some fifty yards or so, then
left the road and entered some woods. In the heart of the woods several
companies of Belgian troops were frantically building up machine gun
emplacements, stringing out barbwire, and moving light field pieces
into place to bear on the winding dirt road. The corporal stopped
before a young lieutenant and saluted smartly. Dave and Freddy
stopped and waited while the corporal spoke to the officer.
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In a moment or so the lieutenant came over and stared at them both
out of bleak, dead tired eyes.

“What is all this?” he demandeoc

Dave let Freddy do the talking as he had the language down perfect.

The young Englishman talked a steady stream for two or three
moments, giving a brief account of their movements since the day the
Nazi armies broke through into Belgium and the Low Countries. The
Belgian officer listened in silence, and when Freddy finished he took a
map from his pocket and spread it out on the ground.

“Whe were some of those pins a
he asked.

Dave still let Freddy do the talking, and simply watched while the
English youth pointed out various points on the map. The Belgian
nodded his head from time to time, and presently folded the map and
got quickly to his feet.

“ am positive you have seen a

“ owi | see that you are taken
them all you knew, and they will communicate with the Allied High
Command. Youar e very brave boys, you Kk

Freddy flushed and looked uncomfortable.

“We only want to do everything

The Lieut en awisted mck in a wigfal smile ap fe
glanced from Freddy to Dave.

“ Iwould feel very happy if | had a million like you under my
command, ” he mur mured. “1f only
enough. Sergeant!”

A huge bearded non-com putting a machine gun in working order
got to his feet and lumbered over. He ran his bloodshot eyes over
Freddy and Dave, and then fixed them on his officer.

“My Lieutenant?” he grunted.

“These t wo. Sergeant,” the Lie
“They are to be taken to Gener al
will take one of the light scouting cars and drive them there. That is
all .7

The big sergeant blinked and looked dubious.

“ wi || t ry, Liodutceonua rste,, "magimeet s a |
with difficulty. A runner has arrived only a moment ago at the Fortieth
Company. The Boche tanks have cut the road to Namur. They seek to
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get around in back of us. The Boche planes are also bombing the entire

road. 1t will be difficult but
Dave saw the Belgian officer®s

and dirt. The man clenched his fists in a helpless gesture, and
something akin to tears of bitter rage glistened in his haggard eyes. At
that exact moment the whole world was filled with a terrifying eerie
scream. The Belgians fell flat on their faces. The Lieutenant dragged
Freddy and Dave down with him, and tried to cover them with his own
body.

Dave knew the meaning of that awful sound. He had heard it along
that road packed with terror stricken refugees. He had heard it as he
dragged an old woman to the flimsy protection of an ox cart. His heart
stood still in his chest. The blood ceased to surge through his veins.
His lungs became locked with air, and his brain became numb and

usel ess as he waited those ter

death load hit on the far side of the road. Half of Belgium seemed to
fountain up into the sky, and what was left rocked and swayed crazily.
Thunderous sound swept over Dave and seemed actually to shove him
down into the ground. In a crazy sort of way he wondered if he was
dead. Then the next thing he realized the Belgian lieutenant was
helping him up onto his feet.

“1t is only the direct hits
voice, and smiled.

“That was plenty direct enough

“Yes, gui t ethed andRclenehddchig harfolsr tee stop his
fingers trembling.

“When they dive sever al at
Belgian infantry officer said.
“But one can only pray. That

t

h

trip to Gener a lters. ¥oulndarad whet the Sereanta d q

said? It may be very dangerous. Perhaps you would care to wait

awhile, and rest?”

Something in the officer“s tone
“Hevy, I wasn“t that scared!” h
right now. Oka vy Freddy?”

“Of course,”’ the English yout!l
once. The sooner we get there, t
“You arseolgoceed s, a ntlk offiicer smuamuradt e

“Very well, t hen. And al l myotgo"
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best to wait here. Soon we shall be very busy, here. Yes, very busy.

Sergeant! You have your orders.”’
The tired Belgian officer clicked his heels and saluted the two boys.

They returned the salute and as Dave looked into the Belgian®s eyes he

saw a look there he would never forget as long as he lived. That officer

knew what was coming toward him from the Albert Canal. He knew

that he would stay where he was and face it. And he also knew that he

would probably never live to see another sunrise. In a few words he

had told of all that was in his thoughts. Hehad si mpl y sai

shall be very busy, here.”

The Belgian®"s |l oyalty and grea
of his soul. He i mpul sively reac
and shook it.

“ hope you beat the stuffing
rush of words. *“Freddy and | wil
“You bet we will!” the English

chase them all the way back to Berlin!”

The Belgian officer made no reply. He smiled at them sadly and
saluted again. The boys turned away and followed the big Sergeant
through the patch of woods to the far side where a unit of small tanks
and scouting cars was parked in under the trees. The Sergeant climbed
in behind the wheel of the nearest scouting car and motioned the two
youths to get in back. A couple of moments later the engine was doing
its work and the Sergeant was skillfully tooling the car across open
fields toward the southwest.

For a few moments Dave stared at the frenzied activity of the
Belgian troops that were all around them. Inexperienced though he
was in military technique, and so forth, he instinctively knew that the
brave Belgians were making feverish preparations for a last ditch stand
against the Germans. And with the picture of the Albert Canal crossing
still fresh in his memory he knew in his heart that all he saw would be
just a waste of gallant effort. Those German hordes, protected by their
swarms of planes, would go right through as though the Belgians

weren"t there at all. 't actual |
so he slumped down in the seat of the car, and let his body sway with
t he bumps, and stared moodily at

Presently Freddy reached over and placed a hand on his knee and
pressed it.
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“Chin up, Dave!” he heard Fred:
you wait and see.’”

Dave shook his head and sat up a bit and grinned.

“Sure we"“ || miarik net worrying ‘abouhtleat. Iswvasi d .
justt hi nking. "

“About what?” Freddy asked
“Wel |, just t hen I was thinkir
Dave said. ‘O sure feel rotten e
down all in one piece.”

“Good grief, forget it !lulofybute dd:
get it down at all. I would have killed us both, for fair. I can tell you,

now, that | was very s crowthedhowhen

wellyoucould fly But | do, now. You“"re a

I mean t hat, real l y!”

“You“re swell to say that, anyw

t hough, I had to go and crack i

plane to me is something |ike wt
it“s almost something human.

“ k naotw ywdhu mean, Dave."’

“Do you, Freddy?” Dave echoed.

11 tell you somet hing, but vyo

awful punk landing when I made my first solo. Cracked up the ship. |
busted a wing and wiped the underc ar r i age right of
scratch. But do you know? | felt so bad about it | busted right out
bawling like a kid. My instructor was scared stiff. He thought
something awful had happened to me. But when | finally cut it out he
was swell about the whole thing. He said it was the normal reaction of
a fellow who could really go for flying. It made me feel better anyway.
Yeah, | sure feel pretty punk for busting up that Arado, even though it
was a Ger man crate.”

Freddy started t oeveslpa thkfirstoword. Da
The car had bounced out of a field and was being swung onto a road
when the landscape on all four sides suddenly blossomed up with
spouting geysers of brilliant red flame and towering columns of oily
black smoke. Thunderous sound rushed at them and seemed to lift the
small scouting car straight up into the air,

“Shrapnel barrage!” the Sergea
brakes. “Take cover under the <ca
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CHAPTER TWELVE
In the Nick of Time

HUDDLED TOGETHER like sardines under the car, the Belgian
Sergeant and the two boys pressed fingers to their ears while all about
them a whole world went mad with shot and shell. Never in all his life
had Dave heard such a bellowing roar of crashing sound. For the first
few seconds his entire body had been paralyzed with fear, but when he

didn*"t die at once his brain gre
didn"t seem to have so much eff

greater courage coming t o ffears
either. It was simply that in the midst of a furious bombardment the
minds of human beings are too stunned by the sound to register any
kind of emotion.

And so the three of them just lay there under the car while the
German gunners far back expended their wrath in the form of
screaming steel and mountains of flame and rolling thunder. In ten
minutes it was all over. The range of the guns was changed and the
barrage moved onward to some other objective. Yet neither of the
three moved a muscle. It was as though each was waiting for the other
to make the first move.

Eventually Dave could stand the suspense no longer. He jerked up
his head without thinking and cracked it hard on the underside of the
car. He let out a yelp of pain, and the sound of his voice seemed to
release whatever was holding Freddy Farmer and the Belgian
Sergeant. All three of them crawled out from under the car and got to
their feet and looked around. Dave and Freddy gasped aloud. The
Belgian Sergeant shrugged indifferently and muttered through his
teeth. There just wasn®t any
vast area of smoking shell holes that seemed to stretch out in all
directions as far as the eye could see. Blackened jagged stumps
marked what had once been trees. Fields where spring grass had been
growing up were now brown acres of piled up dirt and stones. And a
spot where Dave had last seen a farm house was as bare as the palm of
his hand.

“By the Saints, you two are
explodedand bobbed his big head wup
could stay by my side always | would come out of this war alive

r
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without any trouble at all. By the Saints of Notre Dame, yes! Look at
the car. It has not even been scratched! It is a miracle, nothing else ! ”

It was true! The small scouting car was bathed in dust and dirt but
there wasn®t so much as a scratc
smooth as could be. The Belgian Sergeant stared at it almost as though
he were staring at a ghost. Then shaking his head and muttering
through his big buck teeth, he climbed in behind the wheel.

“Not hing can possibly be as bac
once while the Good Lady still smiles upon us. Name of all things
wonderful, I can hardly believe 1 am still alive. En avant, mes
enfants! o

With a sudden contempt for the shell blasted ground, that made
Dave and Freddy grin in spite of the harrowing experience through
which they had just past, the Sergeant sent the car scooting in and out
around the craters with the careless ease of driving along a wide
boulevard. In less time than it takes to tell about it he had driven clear
out of the barrage area and was skirting around a patch of woods
toward another and as yet untouched road. And to show the kind of
stuff he was made of the man began singing joyfully at the top of his
voice.

For the next half hour the war seemed to fade far away. True there
were signs of it on all sides, and above their heads, but a certain
feeling of security came to the boys as the Sergeant bumped them
along roads and across fields, skirting around shell holes, artillery
batteries, and reserve troops being rushed up to the Front. Yet
somehow all t hat didn"t touch t
been hiding in enemy territory, two hunted prisoners of war. But now
they were well behind the Belgian lines and speeding toward
headquarters where they would deliver enemy position information
that would be of great value to the Allies. Two youths, sixteen and
seventeen, had beaten the Germans at their own game. Instead of
revealing information of value to the Germans, they had escaped with
German information valuable to the Allies.

Dave leaned his head back and sighed restfully. It sure made a
fellow feel good to have been of some help. And it made him feel
twice as good to have a pal like Freddy Farmer along with him. Freddy
had certainly proved his mettle in the tight corners. And regardless of
wh at he“d said, Freddy probably
flying that Arado, too. At every turn the English youth popped up with
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a new side to him. He sure was glad Freddy and his ambulance had
come along when they had. And, gee, just how long ago was that,
anyway? Three days, or three years? It had been plenty long ago
anyway.

At that moment Freddy suddenly sat forward and tapped the
Sergeant on the shoulder.

“Why are we heading east?” he ¢
the setting sun. “1'f you“"re tryli
wrong direction.”

“That is so,’"dthaclkergBant ictl

Boches have cut the road, and we must go around them. Soon it will be
dark. It will not be so hard when it is dark. Do not worry, my little one,
we shall get there.?”

Freddy started to argue but seemed to think better of it. He sank
back on the seat scowling thoughtfully at the setting sun. Dave looked
at him a moment, and then spoke.

“What gi ves, Freddy?” he aske
doesn“t knowngvh™at he"s do

“No, he“s probably right, thehdéa
road has been cut by the Ger man
cour se. But |l "ve spent sever al S

Freddy stopped short and leaned forward once more.

“Why can®t we cCci r c west, Sargeammutnd” tl
shout ed. “Can"t you <cut over an
Wavre?”

The Belgian let out a yell of consternation and stopped the car so
suddenly he almost pitched the two boys right over the back of the
front seat.

“The brain df hae catoult edawald t
against his forehead. “But , of
bombs and shells! They must have made scrambled eggs out of what |
have in my head!”

Taking his foot off the brake the Belgian shifted back into low gear
and got the car underway again. At a crossroads some hundred yards
ahead he turned sharp right and fed as to the engine. A moment later a
machine gun yammered savagely behind them. Dave twisted around in
the seat and saw an armored car bearing German army insignia racing
for the turn-off they had taken, but from the opposite direction. There
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was a machine gun mounted on the car and a helmeted German soldier
was striving to get them in his range.

The Belgian Sergeant took one quick glance back over his shoulder
and instantly gave the engine all the gas it could take.

“A lucky charm you are indeed!

over t he wihaenetlpyt senSelinfmy freaduand | had not
turned off on to this road, we would have run right into them. And that
would have been bad, very bad. Name of the Saints, the Lieutenant

will reduce me to a corporal whe

Neither Dave nor Freddy bothered to make any comment. To tell
the truth they were too busy hanging on tight and trying to stay in the
car as it rocketed forward seeming virtually to leap across shell holes
in the road. The Sergeant perhaps did not have very many brains but
he certainly knew how to handle that small scouting car. He skipped
across shell holes, dodged and twisted about trees blown down across
it, and roared right through scattered wreckage of bombed supply

trucks and the |Iike as though ¢t
the machine gun farther back snarled and yammered out its song of
death.

The pursuing Germans had swung on to their road and were now
striving desperately to overtake them. Dave stuck his head up to see if
they had gained, but before he could see anything Freddy grabbed him
around the waist and practically threw him down onto the floor of the
car.

“Stay down, Dave!” t he [argfthe s h
little €al"®npgpower “We" ve ducke
day. Don"t be crazy!”

Dave grinned sheepishly and nodded.

“That was dumb!” he said. *“You"

As the last left his lips a burst of bullets whined low over the car.

Dave gulped and ducked his head.

“Thanks, and how!” he vyelled.

|l ooking back they might He

At that moment the little car turned sharply to the right and seemed
to zoom right up into the air. It came down with a crashing jolt. A
shower of bush branches slithered down on the boys and they were
tossed around in the back of the car like two peas in a pod. Puffing and
panting, they struggled to brace themselves before they were pitched
out head over heels. No sooner would they get a firm hold on
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something than the scout car would careen up on its side and go
darting off in another direction, and they would be bounced around
again.

For a good ten minutes they tore through the darkening twilight
first this way and then that way. Then suddenly the violent jolting
ceased abruptly, and the car ran along on an even keel. Covered with
bumps and bruises from head to toe, the two boys scrambled up off the
floor of the car and flopped down on the seat. The Belgian Sergeant
pushed on the brake and brought the car to a halt under the shelter of
over-hanging tree branches. He switched the engine off and turned
around and smiled at them triumphantly.

“We have diedg! "t hree Bonnounced. “
now. When it gets dark we will continue. You, my little lucky charm, I
must thank you for putting sense

“That s quite al/l right,” Fred:
right e a r ,fine ‘bifTolfi driving, Weagsant, @ven though you
came close to breaking our necks. Next time, though, please let us
know in time.?”

“You said it!” Dave gasped and
you do, l “m going to jump out . E
The Belgian Sergeant laughed and gestured with his big hands.

“But that was nothing!” he prof

up the side of a cliff. That German thing? Bah! It creeps along like a
snail. You should have been with me and the Lieutenant yesterday.
Ah, that was a ride! For a whole hour, mind you. And they were
shooting at us from all sides. But we got through without a scratch. It
was wonderful. Youshouldhave been there!?”
“1 think I *"m glad | wasn"tgan” F
would not fwhaet, hnow? WBate are w
Before he would reply the Belgian stuck a dirty cigarette between
his lips and lighted up.
“We wait fes, thad dahknehafinblly nc
ti

said. Then pointing across the fieldtothe | e f t |, he con

in that direction and we strike a road that will lead us straight into the

Wavre-Namur road. Two hours at t he
“Unl ess the Germans have cut it

The Belgian looked at him and snorted.
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“I mpossiblel” he said in a de
advanced t hat mdsanfantd villbget {yoti to Namur in y ,
notimeatall.1...SacrelThose are German tank

The pounding of guns had suddenly broken out from behind them
and to the left. Not the deep booming sound of long range pieces, but
the sharp bark of small caliber guns. The sergeant pinched out his
cigarette and stuck it in his pocket and slid out of the car. He stood
motionless for a moment, head cocked on one side and listening
intently to the guns. Dave listened, too, trying to tell if they were
coming closer. A strip of woods broke up the sound, and it was
impossible for him to tell.

He glanced at the sergeant and was startled to see the worried look
ont he man®“s face. Worry and ast ol
trying to convince himself that the truth was false. In the fast fading
light the lines of his face deepened until it became a face of shadows.
Suddenly he muttered something under his breath and pulled a Belgian
army pistol from the holster at his side.

“Remaih heretrdered in a hard v
and | must investigate. Those cannot be German guns, but perhaps so.

I will go and look, and return at once. Remain here, and wait!”

Without waiting for either of them to say a word, the Belgian glided
swiftly away from the car and was almost at once swallowed up in the
shadows cast by the trees. Dave looked at Freddy,

“Wh a't do you think?” he asked.

way, we“re crazy to stick around
“Yes, I do,” the English youth
bit. They may not be, and it W C
|l eaving the Sergeant to walk bac
“Okay, iwte," Itthewn, ” Dave agreed.
wild ride! And it sure was lucky you spoke to him when you did. What

I mean, you saved us from a toug

The tank guns had gone silent, but the yammer of a machine gun
took up the song. It sang a few notes and then became suddenly silent.
Freddy jumped out of the car and beckoned to Dave.

“We"“"d better take a | ook, Dave,
are really c¢close we wouldn-®t h a
wouldbeto hi de out in the woods unt.

Dave jumped down and | ooked int
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“You mean?” he asked in a stra
bumped into them, and they kille
“I"*"m afraid so,” Freddy teroaked ed
sure, though. Don"t you think so
“Okay by me,” Dave said, t houg

on, Freddy. l *m right with you.
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN
Bombs For Namur

WITH THE English youth picking the way, the two boys crept
forward through the woods toward the spot from whence had come the
sharp burst of machine gun fire. Before they had traveled a hundred
yards a shout in German stopped them in their tracks.

“Just a Belgian dog!"” the wvoi

deserting, so itiswellt hat we shot hi ml?”
Dave"s heart became i sametiroeditted
resentment toward the Nazis flamed up in his brain. Then he suddenly
realized that Freddy was creeping forward on all fours, so he dropped
to the ground himself and followed. At the end of a few yards they
came to a break in the trees that gave them a view of a large field in
the distance. Three light German tanks were parked in the field. A
helmeted figure, probably an officer, was standing up in the gun turret
of each. Some sixty yards in front of the tanks two 