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HE long tentacles of German Intelligence were
grained to their utmost just before D-Day, for the
readiness of the Allied Forces to invade the Con-

tinent was known but not the country where they would
drike. Holland or France was everK man's guess, and
Allied Intelligence planned to bluff the enemy into con-
centrating a considerable flghtlgg force in one country
while the Allied Forces landed on the rdatively less
guarded beaches of the other.

In charge of this subtle drategy was Major Julien
Howard, an Englishman with a fine record of secret
achievements, some of which accounted for the stern st
of his mouth and a certain tension in his manner which
on occadons was ominously felt by his staff.

His second-in-command was a dark-haired, good-
looking young American, Captain Bill Ranson. Ver
shortly after inning to work with the major, Bill
was aware he was not in his full confidence, and
Howard knew that the American ain lacked con-
fidence in him, although both ed their criticiams
of each other from those working under them.

Under the cover of being a new documentary film
company known as Arista Films, Howard was magﬁ
nificently supported in his project by a mainly Dutc
staff. A pretty English girl, Mary Jane Lennie, was the
unit's decoder; the receptionist was dso English; and
everyone, young, middle-aged and elderly, was eager and
willing, and superbly courageous. Among the Dutch-
men was Jan Gucht, a tall, fair, powerful lad in his
twenties, who was the liaison man between the London
unit and the Dutch Underground movement; another
courageous boy was Fiet Van Ryt, the radio operator,
and there was Mr. Hendrijk, an older man with a droop-
ing moustache who printed warning leaflets and other
information which his wife Karlotta wrote in Dutch on
Howard's instructions. The most pathetic figure of
them dl was Dr. Mulder, a scholaly man of sSxty-
odd who had been Professor of Psychology at the
nge_ University for twenty-two years. The Gestapo
had seized his Jewish wife and killed her, and, escaping
to London with his last valuable ion, his young
son Willem, the professor had joined the unit as the
psychologicd warfare expert.

In their offices on the third floor of a building in
Wardour Street, the staff of the Arista Film Company
in their separate ways dl hd to spread fase informa
tion across the water to the Dutch Resistance Movement
—Dbelieving it was true—and only Major Howard and
Bill knew that what was bdieved to be the greatest
secret of the war was the greatest bluff.

As the chief man in contact with the Dutch Redg-
ance, Jan Gucht was flown to Holland to warn the
Underground leeders of the imminent invasion, and in
his place Rolande, a strikingly beautiful girl with flaxen
hair, was smuggled into the country.

Bill, ordered to meet the plane which brought her from
Holland, was taken aback when he discovered that the
new radio operator was a girl, and he chuckled wickedl
to himsdf at the thou(%ht of the English magjor's
reactions about the sex the newest member of the
staff of "Arista Films." )

Rolande had left Holland with only a smdl rucksack
and the trousers and jacket she was wearing, and as
she and Bill waked towards the car he told her that
the first thing to be done was to buy a minimum
wardrobe. )

Standing beside the open bonnet of a smdl car,
apparently repairing a breakdown, was Martins, the
small lame porter of Arista Films, and as Rolande walked
past he covertly took in every detail of her appear-
ance. With a satisfied smile he watched the American
and the new radio Oﬂerator drive away, and when the
car was out of sight he limped into a near-by telephone
booth and made a call.

Howard was introduced to Rolande in the flat which
he shared with the American and was as taken aback
as Bill had been on finding that Jan had been replaced
by a girl. But, unlike Bill, her attractions left him
unmoved. What he demanded was efficiency, and,
assuming that Rolande would not have been sent out
without that essentid quality, he took her over to the
company's office and introduced her to her colleagues.

With esger, anxious faces the Dutch nationas asked for
news of their countrK,_ and if Rolande knew their
favourite haunts and their home towns. Taking a note
from her handbag, she handed it to Karlotta

"It was given to me by a man" was dl the
explanation she gave. _

arlotta's trembling fingers snatched at it.

"It's from my sger. They are well and dive" she
exclaimed, amost swaying with rdief.

Havi_n%_no relatives left in the country, Dr. Mulder
asked if his favourite Chinese cook was dill at Riesd's,
his favourite restaurant, and a little hesitantly Rolande
replied that he was. )

"The Chinese chef was at Boorn's”" Karlotta cut in
significantly. ) o

here was a tense silence and, standing in the back-

ground, Major Howard watched suspicion dawn on the

faces of the Dutch staff. Rolande smiled disarmingly
and counter-attacked by tripping Dr. Mulder up in a
memory test about a statue in a wing of the Universit
of Hague where he had taught for twenty-two years.
relieved laugh broke out.

" As a psychologis | should have been the first to
know how eesly one bdieves that which is suggested
to one" Dr. Mulder smiled genidly.

The major unobtrusively opened the door which shut
off his private office from the other rooms and, sendin
for Holman, an English member of the staff, he tol
him to search Rolande's things before they were
collected and taken to her apartment. As Holman
left to carry out the order, Bill's voice could be heard
cdling everyone into Howard's office, where there was a
large detailed map of Holland st in the wal behind
his’ desk.

" Up to to-day we've dl been working on Holland as
awhole,” he told his staff as they sat down. "but from
now on were going to concentrate on a particular
aea ... a twenty-mile strip of Dutch coaes ten miles
on each dde of a town cdled Oostvorne”

The expressons on the faces in front of him were
grave and absorbed, and as he continued the briefin
about the suci:)posed place of invasion, Howard not
eech one, and he saw as he pointed to_the place on the
map that Rolande's half-parted, smiling lips cdosed
tensely and her attention became wholly riveted on what
he was saying.

" Our job will be to collect everything that's known
on that twenty-mile strip,” Howard concluded, and he
tadded rather abruptly : " That's dl | wanted to say
o you."

Ranson looked troubled. He felt the major should
have warned the staff about " cardess tak,", and before
the little group of men and women trooped out of the
office he jumped to his feet. Howard frowned.

" You want to add something ? " he asked the captain.

"1 do,” Bill answered and, turning to the gro%p,_ he
k?elrfd " Watch Whathyou sagé arr:d Véhat you do. Think

ore you say anything and then don't say it, anyway.
That's dal,” he finishec_?

With a nod of dismissd Howard sent the personnel
back to their jobs, and as the last one left he turned
to Bill angrily.

"If I'd wanted that said | would have told you," he

snapped. -

Bill felt his temper rising.
~ "You handed out the ' biggest secret' of the war like
it was tea and cakes" he returned.

The major walked over to the window covered by a
Venetianblind. ) _

" It's possible | have information that you don't have,
Ranson,” he answered curtly. "There isn't much time
left. The Germans haven't even nibbled yet . ..and
they've got to bite."

Ranson made an awkward conciliatory gesture, but
Howard saw that in his heart his captain was dis-
satisfied with the way the great bluff was being handled.

In the outer office Bill found Rolande waiting for him
and, taking her arm. he piloted her towards the narrow
dairs, ng Martins on the way. Bill s and
introduced them and then, picking their way out between
a large number of crates, he and Rolande emerged into
the dreet. Cdling a taxi,. Bill took the new operator
to her own apartment, where she found her clothes and
rucksack lying on the bed.

"1 am s0 happy it is to be my country,"” she told
Bill, after thanking him for his help.

Bill took her hand and held it. Both were a little
disturbed by the physica contact.

"Good-night,” Rolande sad stiffly, taking her hand

away.

_'%ood—night." Bill returned, but his smile sad every-
thing the two brief words did not express.

‘Watching for the ceptain to leave were Martins and
his colleegue Brauner. Both were acting under the
orders of Faber, an officer in the German Army who
was practisng as a London suburban dentist, and as
Bill passed into the sireet they unobtrusively made their
way in through the open entrance and, climbing the
dairs, knocked sharply on Rolande's door. They were
her red colleagues—German secret agents.

ILL'S rapidly-growing attachment for Rolande
quickly became an open secret, but athough their
pleasant interludes together relieved some of the

drain of work, it did not lessen the anxiety dl felt as
the days passed and the which came in on
the short-wave receiver reported that Jan had not con-
tacted any one of the six Underground groups.

" lsn't it obvious to al of ea/ou by now the Gestgpo's
ot him ? " Howard shouted as Piet, with a hard, st
face, handed him one morning the latest negative report
just decoded by Mary Jane. Piet stared at the English-
man, astounded by his anger and irritation, and then,
without replying, he turned and walked out of the office.

Bill, ordered to the plane which brought her from Holland,
was taken aback when he discovered that the new radio
operator was a girl
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"If these are to be printed by Tuesday,” Hendrijk
was saying as he rgoined the others, "l shdl have to
stay on here to-night."

Bill nodded.

"That should be O.K.
answered.

Piet amiled wryly.

" Be careful he doesn't bite your head off. He's worse
than ever this morning,” he warned the captain.

Ranson's news for his superior was not more encour-
aging than Pie's.

" Sill no troop movements into Holland," he sad,
tossng his report on to Howard's desk. " Hendrijk
wants to work over to-night,” he went on as the major
made no comment.

To Bill's surprise Howard refused the required per-
misson.

"1 don't want_anyone working to-night," he sad
emphatically. " Therés been too much night work
latdy. We're dl under a strain. | don't want a crop
of nervous breakdowns on my hands."

Bill looked a the magjor incredulously. He had
exP_rgsst asked for the leaflets to be ready by Tuesday.
Solicitoudy he asked him how he was feding. White
with anger, Howard answered scathingly and denied
he was undergoing any unusual strain.

"You look to me like a man that's cracking up,"
Bill retorted. ™ A set-up like ours can't afford that kind
of boss"

‘Howard controlled the biting reply which sprang to
his mind, and speaking in an even tone he sad:

" What about having a little confidence in me . . .
and once in a while acting as though | knew what |

Il check with Howard," he

was doing ? | know it will be difficult,” he went on,
" but why not give it a try ? "

Bill sood uncertainly slent.

"O.K., I'll try,” he sad without conviction.

That evening, while Rolande and Bill were having a
drink, the American saw Parrish, the English security
man, whose job it was to watch the office a night.

"What are you doing here? " he demanded, cdling
the man adde.

Parrish grinned.

"Magjor Howard gave us leave," he answered, jerking
his bead in the direction of Miller who dternated the
day and night watches with him.

Bill sensed that something was wrong. o

"Have a good time," he said, dismissng Parrish in
an easy tone and hurried to the telephone. )

Bill expected the major himsdf would be at the office,
for he had said as much that morning, but on receiving
no reply to his cal he returned to Rolande. )

. oing back to the office,” he told her in a
disturbed voice, and briefly explained the resson.

"May | come with you?" Rolande asked.

Bill helped her into her coat and, hailing a taxi, drove
quickly to the Wardour Street address. e office was
in darkness, but it appeared normal.

"I'I(Ied'ust go through.” Bill said in an undertone, and
walked quietly to a glasspandled door which led off
the larger office to a flight of stairs.  As he approached
it he heard a movement on the other sde. Drawing his
gun, he paused. SuddenI%/_ from the top of the dairs
came the sound of shots which shaitered the glass pandl.
Untouched, Bill returned the shot, flattening himself
against the wall for protection. There was an ominous
thud as of a body falling down the dairs, and pushing

n Ilm

open the door, both Bill and Rolande saw a man sprawl-
ing into the pasagheNay. Rolande recognised him as
Brauner. Bill switched on the low-powered blue black-
out Ilght and, handing Rolande his gun, he pulled the
wounded man into the office and left her to guard him
while he searched the building.

Howard's office was in a state of chaos, and hearing
a clatter of footsteps outside, he looked through  the
window and saw the little lame CPorter making off
through the back entrance. He dosad the window
thoughtfully. As he did so the sound of a shot came
from the larger office.  Swinging round, he ran to where
he had left Rolande with the badly-wounded man.
Redising that in his dying ddirium and desparing
apped to her to help him that Brauner would implicate
her if he did not die before he was arrested, Rolande
had shot him.

" He tried to snaich the gun. | had to do it. | had
to," she cried as Bill reached her and lowered her head
into her hands.

In a mute and dazed state Bill took Rolande back to
her apartment, and, admitting to hersdf that she loved
him, Rolande found hersdf in his ams.

Cdling the tain  to account for his unexpected
return to .the offtice, the major told Bill that he and
Rolande had ruined a carefully-laid plan. Fdseinforma-
tion about the invason plans had been left in the safe,
information it was vital to get the Germans to act on,
and the raid about which the major had received a
"tip off" had looked like being a success until the
American and Rolande had made their untimely entry.
Now it was not known exactly how much the German
(;agents had had time for, as no one bdieved that the

eed man had raided the premises done

" And Martins? Did you know about him ? " Bill
demanded.

The major looked at Bill steedily.

"Yes, we gave him dl the rope he wanted ... as
far as he's concerned we've just log a porter, that's al,"
he went on, and explained that by not arresting Martins
the planted information stood the best chance of reaching
the right quarter.

With blazing eyes Bill demanded to know why Howard
had not taken him into his confidence. The major
switched on a tape recorder which he had secreted in
Rolande's room, and outreged Bill heard a recording
gf] a tender conversation which had taken place between

em.

"I think shes a German agent,” Howard told Bill
levelly, and added that athough he knew that Bill
was very atached to her, he bdieved Rolande wes
making up to him for what useful information she
might leam. "Jan didn't contact any of the under-
ground groups ..." the maor reminded the American,
and he pointed out that the new radio operator had
arrived the same day that Jan had left.

It was not much to go on, but Bill redised there
was cause for suspicion. ) )

"1 don't bdieve it* he flung at the major with
despai I’Inﬂ defiance as the sinister doubt gnawed at his
heart. There was one way to aget proof. Strategic
German defences in Holland had been bombed the
previous night, and as precise information on the results
was needed, it was decided to send Fiet to get it and
not to keep his misson a secret from the group.

Piet lisened to his ingtructions with boyish eagerness,
and Howard timed each step of the way.

"Youll make contact with us ... a the laest at
sixteen hundred hours,” he told the boy.

Piet nodded with confidence.

"It's dl very dear,” he sad, "... I've never been
on one of these missons before. Will | be provided
with something | could take, in case I'm caught . . .
I've heard talk about cyanide pills ... or is it just
talk ? " he asked serioudy.

Howard's eyes avoided Piet's If the boy were cau%lht
and if he were broken and gave the information that the
Allies intended to invade a Oostvorne, one purpose
would be served.

"It's . . . just tak,” he muttered.

Pe looked at Bill for confirmation, but he, too,
avoided Piel's eyes and in the searing slence which
followed Ret left them.

"We'll hear from him,"” Bill sad finally.

Howard's face showed the tremendous strain of the
Eaﬁ mlrlluteﬁ " See he gets off dl right,” he ordered

ill curtly.

ME hours after the etimated time of Het's arrival

in Holland had , an unbroken slence con-

firmed Howard's fears that the Gestapo had got him.
"l guess | know it, too,” Bill admitted with pan
in his voice and a bitter twist of his lips.

"You'll have to go on seeing her, Bill," Howard
sad with genuine compasson. mustn't know we're
on to her."

Bill swalowed the drink he had poured out for himsdf
with a gulp. "l know,"” he answered Savagelﬁl.

That morning news came through the usual channels
that the Germans were moving troops into Holland, and
the report was given to Rolande to take to the major

(Continued on page 12)
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in his office. He waited until Rolande had gone out
before expressing his dation. )

"They're fallln? for it. Bill," he cried exultantly, and
with a wan amile Bill congratulated him.

But athough Bill tried not to show Rolande that he
knew she had betrayed his love and trust, she intuitively
sensed the change in him and by its suddenness guessed
the reason.

Faber, to whom she was directly responsble, had
ordered her through Martins not to vist him, but she
consdered the emergency big enough to overrule his
Ingtructions.

Faber's waiting-room was crowded with patients, but
Rolande managed to by-pass the queue. In an intense
voice she told him of the radio message received that

morning.

"You must stop . it's a trick," she sad
with conviction. not invade through
Holland."

Faber, a cold, cdculating man without an% apparent
human weskness or emations, cut Rolande short curtly.

"It was | who first sent them the information on
Holland," he replied in clipped tones. "Piet van Ryt
was picked up—thanks to you,” he went on. " He
taked . . . He was 'examined ' for 9x hours before he
broke," Faber added briefly.

Rolande recoiled at Faber's frozen stare, but controllin
hersdf, she told him she beieved that Howard h
made it essy for them to raid his office, and she con-
fessed that after Bill had wounded Brauner she hed
shot him. Frigidly Faber accepted the necessty for

them . .
" They will

Brauner's death, but he refused to accept Rolande's
belief that Howard knew she was a German agent and
that she was being left free to send fase information.

" When | took Howard the about our troops
moving into Holland 1 watched him carefully. He was
pl " Rolande assarted, and as an added proof that
she was known for what she was and being used for
the enemy's purpose, Rolande told Faber about the
sudden change which had come over Bill.

Faber garted his drill 30 that the patients in the
waiting-room should think him busy.

" If what you sy is true . . . that they are trying to
bluff us, there must be someone in the Ariga group
who knows the truth,” he sad dowly. " If we could
question such a person for a few hours ..." He broke
off suddenl¥ and, looking a Rolande intently, he
suggested Bill.

Rolande controlled the little cry .that rose in her throat.

"It should be somebody more vulnerable,” she
arggeeéj, and amost blenched with rdief when Faber
I

The following afternoon Willem was late home. and
Dr. Mulder cdled at the school to see if he had been

kept in.

e'pWiIIem hasn't been to school dl day. | thought he
was home ill,” the surprised schoolmaster answered.

The professor felt suddenly uneasy and hurried home
to his tiny flat to see if the boy were back. The tde
phone was ring{lng as he reached the door, and taking
off the recelver he was relieved to hear Willem's voice.

" Where are you ? " he asked his son.

But Willem's voice was replaced by a man's.

" This is Mr. Rademaker,"” the man sad. " | am the
father of one of Willem's dlassmaes . . . both our boys

have been playinﬁ truant, I'm afraid . . . train spot-
ting ... | found them both at Clapham Junction. Will
you come and get Willem ? " the strange voice asked.

The Profr gave a relieved sgh and answered that
he would.

_"dl will wait for you on the footbridge here," the man
sd.

Too late, the professor discovered that Willem was
not on the footbridge with the man cdling himsdf
Mr. Rademaker, and redlisng what the situation implied,
he followed the man, who promised to take him to
where his son was. But Willem was not in the house
he was taken to.

Distraught when he leamt that his son had been
kidnapped and would be returned to him in exchange
for "information," the frail professor told his captors
the invason of the Allies would take place through
Holland, confirming Faber's own opinion, and it occurred
to the dentist that Dr. Mulder could be a constant
source of information. If the inveson took place in
Holland the would be returned unharmed to his
father; if not, the fase information would be pad for
by the boy's life, and pitilessy he told the professor of
his decison and sent him away.

Shrunken and suddenly terribly aged, and afraid at
what he had done, Dr. Mulder made his way back to
town, where he re-fortified himsdf with a few drinks.
He wanted to confide in Rolande—she was young, sym-
ﬁ_athetlc and a woman. He felt catain she would help

[

m
. pleese” he begged her

"1 must spesk to you . .
when he saw her.
Sedted in a bar far away from the few customers, the
ﬁrofr_told Rolande what had happened and confessed
e had given away the invason secre.
_t'_'fl IIhzad to. They would have killed Willem,” he sad
itifully.
P YO{I will have him back," Rolande answered uncer-
tainly. The professor shook his head.
"I do not think the invason will be through

Holand ..." Dr. Mulder sad brokenly. " Little
things made me doubt it, but when they sent Jan and
Piet without cyanide cgpaules, then | knew . . . they

wanted them caught . . . they wanted them to talk."

Hearing that the professor had not contacted the
police or spoken to an¥]one about the kidnapping of his
son, Rolande urged the old man to do nothing and
sai/ nothing, and promised him that she would spesk to
Bill immediately. Dr. Mulder took her hand gratefully,
his trustful eyes thanking her slently. Rolande got up
to go, but instead of returning to the office, she hurried
away to tell Faber what the professor had omitted to
tell him. But Faber argued that it was possble Jan
and Piet had had no opportunity to take the capsules.
He did not beieve that they had not been supplied
with any, and there was too much evidence to be dis-
regarded for him to agree with Rolande's stubborn
theory that they were being tricked. There were the
ﬂ)eratlond orders which Martins had photographed in
Howard's office on the night he and Brauner had raided
it. There were the increasingly heavy aeriad bombard-
ments of strategic defence points on the Dutch coast and
the mass distribution of propaganda legflets.

Rolande made a last desperate effort to persuade Faber
to a least communicate her doubts to the German High
Command, and as Martins, who had been looking after
Willem, came into the room, she aso gppeded to him.

"/ am in command of this sector. | have made my
decison,” Faber snarled. " If you attempt to interfere
in any way with the course of action | have decided,
I will congtitute mysdf a summary court martia."

A long silence followed, during which Rolande searched
Martins face for some dgn of support, but seeing none
she sad levelly:

"Very wel, Her Faber."

Meanwhile, in a state of collgpse. Dr. Mulder had
Lold bgéh Howard and Bill everything that had

appened.
" Well find him. WEell get him back,” Bill sad in
a shaken voice

The professor looked up at him unbdievingly.

" Why haven't you sarted looking aready ? Rolande
must have told you." . o

Howard had barely time to react to this astonishin
remark before the telephone rang. From the ones
conversation they could hear, neither Bill nor Dr. Mulder
could make anything, but as he replaced the receiver
Howard told them the cal came from Scotland Y ard.

"They've just had an anonymous cdl from a youn
woman about the kldnappln%hgf a Dutch boy nam
Willem Mulder,” he said. " gave an address where
the boy is ... the woman had an accent ... possbly
Dutch," he finished significantly.

There was little doubt in either Bill's or Howard's
mind thart1 the woman was Rolande, but her motive

them.

" Mulder dplanted doubts, perhaps she wanted to test
us," Howard reasoned. " If we make no effort to save
the child she can be certain we want them to keep
him, shelll know we're a decoy. We've got to raid the
place." he decided.

"We've got to get Rolande, too." Bill added. "If
she has any doubts about the invasion of Holland we've
got to stop her passing them on.”

A team of Civil Defence workers was organised and
drove up to Faber's house with urgency, and, on the
pretext of an unexploded bomb a short distance away,
ordered the dentist and everyone inside to |leave at once.
Howard, Bill, Dr. Mulder and a number of security men
pushed their way in through the open door.

" Where is my son ?" Dr. Mulder shouted and tried
to run up the dars and as Faber barred his way
Howard ordered the dentit's arrest. Eluding them,



Faber made for the room where he kept his secret files,
and emptied them on to the floor and set them dight.
But Howard's men were too quick for him to destroy
much and, bursting open the door, one stamped out the
flames while Faber was taken back to Howard.

" Where is Rolande ? " Howard demanded.

"1 do not know," Faber answered steadily, and
casudly lifted his hand to his mouth.

Howard jumped forward and gripped Faber's wrid,
but it was too late. Five seconds later the " count five
and die" capsule had done its work.

~Upstairs Dr. Mulder had found Willem and as he carried
him down in his arms, tears of relievedjoy filled his old eyes.

Teling Bill to search the place, Howard ordered Faber's
body to be removed and withdrew the men. Rolande and
Martins had both to be found and time was the precious factor.

Following a lead on the radio cabinet Bill found it divided.
One half of the cable led towards the door. He followed it,
and, finding it took him down to the furnace room, he dipped
his gun out of his pocket. Easing the door open he made his
way stealthily down a flight of wooden steps and saw Rolande
tcajy the light of the torch beside her, sitting by a transmitter.

roping for the light, he switched it on.

" Don't try anyt |n%_RoIande," he warned.

" You're too late, Bill," Rolande said qwetla. " I've sent
my message. They know it's dl a bluff about Holland."

Orderi ngB_her to turn round and place her hands on the top of
her head, Bill patted her pockets to see if she were armed.

" All right. Lower your bands and turn round . . . you
played it just the way we wanted," he taunted her, although it
wrung his heart. " The invasion is going through Holland,"
he went on. " This has been a double-bluff, sweetheart,” he
added with sudden decision.

" | don't believe you," she qqaqoed ) )

" It doesn't matter much what you beieve now, does it ? "
Bill commented, glancing significantly at the gun in his hand.
" Let's go," he added curtly. ) )

As he turned, Rolande seized the ?un which, unnoticed by
Bill, was lying on the slag heap. Bill's back was towards her
and threaténed by Rolande be had to drop his own gun.

" Why did you have to come down here . . . Why did it have
to be you ? " 'Rolande asked brokenly as he turned and faced her.

Bill' did not reply but, Iungf;mg forward, he tried to take her
gun. Rolande fired and Bill Tell"almost at her feet.

With tears streaming down her face Rolande looked down at
the d m% man and, crying helplesdy, she ran to the transmitter.
Blinded by tears her hand tapped out the message on the Morse
key, then, forcing hersdlf to be calm, she hurried up the wooden
stairway and out into the street. )

Bill staggered to his feet and up the stairs to the telephone
but as he took off the receiver he heard a shot. .

Martins had escgped from Faber's house during the raid but
he was not far away. Only Rolande, Faber and himsaf knew
that Willem was in the dentist's house, and he had shot Rolande
for her betrayal. ) ]

_Gasplrga%for breath Bill reded to where Rolande lay as if adeep.
With Faber removed she had been able to warn the High
Command of the trap begg laid for them. But Bill's cod
assertion of a double-bluff had proved Faber right, but the pesce-
ful expresson on her face showed none of this conflict.

Slowly and |E])alnfully Bill groped his way towards death,
scarcely ‘aware that he had tricked Rolande into sending another

But when the Allied Armies landed on the beaches of
Normandy on June 6th, 1944, ten German divisions were waiting
in Holland for an invasion which never came.



