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FOREWORD

“But when you have a common faith, then you shall be free,” says Soong, the American-educated Chinese flyer, in this stirring book by Andre Norton.

In the late 1930s, the Cleveland Press World Friends’ Club was launched with the faith that international understanding and goodwill was possible between young folks of different nationalities, political creeds, economic stations, races and religions, if these young folks would be generous in their thinking and write faithfully to each other.

The club had a modest beginning: several hundred students of Greater Cleveland, between the ages of 10 and 20 years, writing to students in four of five English-speaking countries.

More than 62,000 young folks in 74 countries of the world became proud to claim club membership. Correspondence was carried on in English, French, Spanish, German, Portuguese, Italian, Polish, Dutch, and other languages.

War temporarily suspended correspondence between boys and girls here and those in Axis or Axis-occupied countries, but the club’s spirit marched on in the hearts of those who were keeping faith everwhere: in Norway, in Java, in Denmark, in Guam; yes, even in the heart of many a young German.

No boys and girls in any country answered the challenging call of world friendship more spontaneously, no boys and girls anywhere have clung to it more firmly, than did the Dutch.

They managed, over almost unsurmountable odds, to get word to their American friends; some were even guests in homes here. Around one of these Dutch boys, Lorens van Norreys, and his pen-friendship with his American friend, Andre Norton, has spun a stirring and fascinating tale.

To our friends everywhere this book went forth, as a sign that we did not forget, that we had not broken faith. Our paper was ready, our pens were poised, for the day when letters once again winged their way to boys and girls in countries whose borders were then closed to us.

And as this story of dauntless, indomitable Dutch Lorens, written about freedom, conceived in freedom, is read by you who still enjoy freedom, remember that only by preserving that intangible, shining freedom through common faith can we win a just peace. Then we can build a future in which Dutch Lorens, Polish Janucz, Italian Maria, Filipino Ramon, Danish Inge, Egyptian Yousef, and Chilean Eliana will share with each other and with us the good things of life.

MARGARET JOHNSON

The above forward was written at the time of the original publication of this book in 1944 when the world was at war. It has been updated somewhat to be better understood by today’s reader. However, its message is still the same, thus the reason for its inclusion in this newer version of a classic.

Larry D. Names, Editor








Let him in whom old Dutch blood flows,

Untainted, free and strong;

Whose heart for Prince and country glows,

Now join us in our song.

Let him with us lift up his voice,

And sing in patriot band,

The song at which all hearts rejoice,

For Prince and Fatherland.

We brothers, true unto a man,

Will sing the old song yet;

Away with him whoever can

His Prince or land forget;

A human heart glowed in him ne’er,

We turn from him our hand,

Who callous hears the song and prayer,

For Prince and Fatherland.

— Dutch National Anthem









London, England

2 June, 1940

Dear Lawrence:

If you should receive as many as five copies of this letter, do not be surprised. For I am sending that same number by different routes, so that one, at least, will reach you safely, since it is so important to me.

I am now, as you see, in England. So very much has happened to me since last I wrote to Amerika. First, I came home from the university when the war broke out. But they would not accept me for the army — I was yet too young! And while I was in Amsterdam I was called to my grandfather’s house, which was in the country near Rotterdam, because —
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BLACK NIGHT FALLS

“And so now you may see for yourself, Lorens, that what that idiot Klaas told you in the hall just now — I heard him mumbling — is true. This is the end of Joris van Norreys. That is why I sent for you — ”

The heavy golden damask curtains were not drawn, but the fading daylight did not pierce far beyond their jealous guardianship. Never had this state bedchamber been comfortable and now, even in mid-May, there was the bite of damp December in its musty air. Air as wintry as the expression on the time-whittled face of the old man held upright by the monster pillows of the cavernous, curtain-walled, fourposter bed.

But today Lorens refused to allow himself to be intimidated by that bleakness in his grandfather’s sunken eyes, the tight set of his bearded lips. He turned from the window almost eagerly.

“I have always been ready — wanted — to come; you know that, sir!”

“But I was not ready to have you! There was a reason, its purpose is now served, or will be soon enough.”

The boy stopped, almost in mid-stride.

“Why — why do you hate me so?” he asked simply.

“Hate you? Come, boy, don’t be more stupid than the good Lord has made you already. You have always suited me well enough.”

A distant rumble of sound drowned out the harsh labored breathing of the old man. Overhead the crystal drops of the chandelier tinkled in protest. And underfoot, oak flooring, laid true three hundred years before, trembled.

“So here they come, do they?” Joris van Norrey’s question was half snarl. “Twice in a lifetime — three times in mine — they have made such a bid for power. And this time it seems that they are winning the game.”

“No!” His grandson’s denial was hot and quick.

Joris van Norreys grinned, his blue lips drawing back across yellow stubs of teeth. The crooked scar he had had from a drunken pearl diver in Sumatra made a wry grimace of the smile.

“You still believe in ‘right’ and ‘honor’ and ‘freedom,’ I see” — his words rose determinedly above the intruding chime of the glass prisms, the far-off concussion of explosion. “Well, the young are ever idealistic. And the House of Norreys has been known to cling to lost causes with a persistence worthy of a better end.”

“This cause is not lost — yet!”

“Do you think so? Yet I will wager that black shirts will walk the streets of Amsterdam within the week. Hear that? It is the death of Rotterdam. We have used our greatest weapon — loosing the floods of the sea — and this time history does not repeat, it has not saved us. But, for the distant future, you may be right. Netherlands blood is stubborn and we have an inborn liking for following only the paths we ourselves have chosen. So, as you are the last of the Norreys — except that dunder-head Piet I have made plans for you —”

The boy shook his head impatiently. “I have plans of my own, thank you, sir. I may be counted too young to fight, but out there is work to be done. We are still resisting!”

Joris van Norreys lifted one hand in a silencing gesture.

“Be quiet and listen! Time is the one thing I can no longer control and I have little of it left. Yes, they are still resisting out there, fighting a battle already lost. We cannot stem this tide; it will sweep over us, on and on. All that remains is to guard what we have left, to plan ahead, to prepare to receive our conquerors as they should be — ”

“I refuse,” the young voice overbore the old one, “to make terms with them!”

The old man nodded. “Yes, our blood has never taken easily to the bended knee and the bowed head. But I don’t think that our present captors will find any of our nation docile vassals. Spain never did. However, you are not to remain here. A dead man, though he may be a martyr to a cause, is of less use to his country than a living fighter. You will now obey me, living or dead though I may be. I shall have your word upon that here and now.”

Blue eyes locked in battle with stubborn gray. And, in that long moment of struggle, the boy’s face seemed to thin down to the sharp lines of the one half buried in the pillows. Not only blood but spirit were shared in that room.

“And if I do promise to go your way?”

“Then I shall put into your hands a weapon — to be used how and when you see fit. Refuse, and you shall walk out of this room as empty-handed as you entered, free to spend your life as foolishly and as quickly as you have planned. More battles are won by wits than by unthinking courage.”

Lorens’ gray eyes dropped to his slim brown hands twisting and retwisting an edge of the thick coverlet. Time was measured in the tinkle of the glass, the thud of sound in the tortured city beyond the checkerboard of fields.

“Why do you ask this of me? For months now I have been forbidden this house, you have refused to see or speak to me — ”

Joris van Norreys clicked his teeth impatiently. “I have said that I had an excellent reason for what I have done. And I do not have time now to explain. What is your choice?”

“I will do as you wish.”

Now there seemed to be a tinge of faint color in his grandfather’s leather skin, and when the old man spoke again it was with some of the briskness Lorens remembered of old.

“Open the Beggar’s Purse, if you can remember how, and bring me the case you find there.”

Lorens went to the throat of the empty fireplace and crouched to reach up into the chimney. His groping fingers touched the well-hidden spring. It gave easily and within the revealed recess he found a jewel case.

Not heeding the dust on its lid, Joris took the case eagerly and snapped it open. On the dingy velvet cushion within lay a necklace of gold flowers.

Lorens drew a deep breath. “The Flowers of Orange!”

“Just so. And they are as ugly a piece of rococo as I have ever seen. But with its history and the worth of these” — he touched the gemmed hearts of the fat flowers — “it may be well termed ‘priceless’. You had better not try to take this with you — it is too well known to the black hounds who will be nosing about. They will search for it wherever the House of Norreys is known to have connections. I have no doubt that even the Beggar’s Purse, that hiding place contrived to defy the skill of Parma’s searching parties, is well known to them. But I have made some preparations. In the smallest of the wine vaults — you know the plan — I have had installed one of those ‘name’ safes which we once discussed. Do you remember?”

Lorens nodded eagerly. “Those set upon a name, which can be opened only when the letters of that name are dialed — ”

“But this safe has additional interesting features” — for the second time Joris smiled. “And ones invented by the astute brains of our new friends — which should please them. I was assured by the German firm from which I purchased it several years ago that it is the only one of its kind in the world. Once closed and locked upon a name, it cannot again be opened for two years. And should an attempt be made to force it, the contents will be destroyed by acid. That final touch I have caused to be published in the right quarters so that they will not dare to meddled. In two years much can happen. Perhaps you youngsters may be right in believing that the invader has now overreached himself. If that is so, it will do these” — the golden flowers trickled through his fingers — “no harm to lie quiet. If, at the end of that time, this has become another of their slave states, then you can use your ingenuity to work out an answer. I am too old to plan farther, and too tired. Only a young man can plan the game of life in this new world. Use the wits you have to the best of your ability. And may they win in the end. Take this now and put it away” — he pushed aside the necklace with a fretful gesture. “When you have done that, take the letter Klaas will have ready for you and go — ”

“But you — ?”



“I am a dead man, and this is no time to think of the dead. If you see that fool Piet again, tell him from me that he should stick to his flying about in those airplanes he is so fond of; he hasn’t the brains to run a proper business. If the House of Norreys is ever to open its doors again, it will be because you have learned some sense and how to tell an aquamarine from an emerald. Now get out! I want to be left in peace!”

His glance became a measuring stare which swept from the dusty feet of the slim figure before him to the undisciplined blond hair.

“You’re young, too young for common sense, but you’ll do. You’re a Norreys, that’s certain, and you seemed able, during the past months, to fend for yourself. If this world is ever fit to live in again you may — No, get out, take that thing and go. I’m tired of the sight of you!”

But Lorens dared to catch one of the swollen hands and hold it tight before he picked up the jewel case. The blue eyes were shut, there was no answering pressure from the thick fingers in his. Joris van Norreys had never cared for leave-taking in the past, he had no taste for it now, and for this one least of all. He did not move nor open his eyes as the door opened and shut again upon the gloom of the old room.

The chill of the room seemed to have penetrated to the hall. It followed Lorens down the wide stairs into the high-ceiled dining room. Silver and polished oak, crimson and tarnished gold, old solid magnificence, the House of Norreys; buyers and sellers of jewels, friends of thrones, of kings and queens, dead and living; exiled, and still holding dwindling power. Four hundred years of merchanting, of sometimes wresting this wealth from the earth with their own hands. The first Lorens had done that, and Hendrik, who had traveled the roads of India while the Great Mogul had still ruled there, and so had Joris.



Some of them had been more adventurers than merchants. There were parchment maps among the old records, maps of queer places of the world which were not even well known today. But Norreys had drawn those maps scores, even hundreds of years ago. The constant tinkle of the chandeliers now might be ghostly echoes of the rattling of swords in shadowy scabbards. The Norreys of old were fighting men.

On sudden impulse Lorens went to the far wall where a dark picture hung. It had been painted by Hals, his grandfather had once said. But that had never meant much to him. He was more interested in the man who lived within the time-dulled canvas: the first Lorens, the man who had disappeared into the Far East when China was half legend, when the archipelagoes of the dusky-skinned, fighting Malays were mostly myth. Lorens van Norreys the first had beaten out a trading empire with his two brawny fists, ruling as a Raja in dim islands, returning home to die thirty years later, breasting the Dutch sea in a queer outlandish Oriental ship, a cargo of such wealth on board as no home-dwelling burgher had seen before.

He had taken a Dutch bride East with him — against her will, family legend said — and he came back with a bodyguard of twelve tall sons. Legend or truth, there were stories about him, stories which had become through the years no longer whispered scandal, but the pride of the House of Norreys.

How would he have dealt with the Nazis, his descendant wondered. In some spectacular but very effective way — judging by what was known of him. But at least he deserved not to have to endure them when he could no longer dispense their coming.

A raid upon the drawers of the sideboard provided Lorens with a sharp fruit knife which promised to do the job neatly enough. He lifted the canvas down to the table and, with careful strength, slashed the picture loose from the frame. Hoping not to crack the ancient paint, he rolled it in linen dinner napkins and took it with him, through the pantries and deserted kitchen. There, a dark figure moved out to intercept him.

“It is you at last, Mijnheer Lorens?” Klaas’ flat dark face showed no surprise. As he had grown older his Malay blood seemed stronger. Lorens often wondered if he had ever regretted leaving Java, the land of his birth. “I have the keys ready for you, the cellar doors are now unlocked.”

There were four keys on the ring he handed to Lorens, all old, long-shafted iron ones of an earlier day.

“The safe is in the small room by the canal. Do you wish me to carry the torch for you?”

“No, thank you, Klaas. I will manage.”

The steps were worn in shallow hollows and the dancing circle of light picked out clearly the black cracks where mortar, long laid, had crumbled into dust. Yet it was not too damp and the air was fairly fresh.

Lorens went on past empty racks where the dusty glass of a few forgotten bottles sparkled in the torchlight. Then he had to push by rotting wooden tuns which still held about them the faint scent of vanished liquors, scars of rat teeth plain to be seen on their splintering sides. Even underground here, miles deep in the countryside, one could still feel the torment of the raided city. What must it be like there now, with death pouring red fire from the air, flame and wreckage in the place of homes and shops and peaceful streets? It was hard to believe in — this last crowning horror.

The room by the canal was small, much smaller than the other caverns of the cellar and here was the safe partly built into the wall, as solid now as the blocks about it. But when Lorens knelt before it in the dust, the door gave readily to his pull.



He stood the linen-swathed picture within one corner, then put the jewel case on the single shelf. Two years it would rest there. Two years of — what?

The door snapped shut. His fingers were on the dial knob. What word would do to set the lock? And what would happen if something ill chanced and that word, in his brain only, would be lost? No one could say nowadays with confidence, “I have a future. I shall stand here two years from now and open this door again.” One could only hope. Someone must share his secret — someone to be trusted.

Under this roof now — since the other servants had been told to go — there was only a dying man and the Eurasian; neither one could help him. And in blasted Rotterdam who could he call upon?

He rubbed the sweating palms of his hands on his rough tweed trousers. Someone must share his secret — but who — where — ? As he bent forward again, a paper crackled in his pocket. He plucked at the white corner which had pushed above the edge of the tweed. A canceled stamp showed there, a blue stamp with unfamiliar markings in white. He sat for a moment, rocking slowly on his heels, staring at the envelope.

Here was the answer, the perfect answer, the only answer left him. He reached for the dial knob. Six times it clicked into place. For a last precaution he tried it, but the steel no longer moved. Set and sealed, safe for two years. And if he could work it — the secret would be equally safe too.

“Mijnheer Lorens!” Klaas was waiting for him as he came again into the great hall above. “Tuan Joris would have you read this — now.”

“This” was a letter, bulky and sealed. The envelope tore unevenly under Lorens’ probing finger, and he pulled out thick, heavy sheets of office foolscap scrawled over with the black strokes of his grandfather’s writing.

My dear Lorens:

When this comes to your hand, it will be because I can no longer manage my own affairs. I have never wished for youth again, but had I ten more years before me now it might be better for all of us. Two years ago I foresaw the coming of this night which will close upon the Netherlands. We cannot hope for ‘peace in our time’ until we have won it.

And never have we battled an enemy so well prepared. He has his cohorts in every land, his miners burrowing into the foundation of every government he plans to topple. Today we cannot say — until the last bitter hour — ‘this man is my friend, that my enemy.’

One of the favorite devices of the invaders has so far been a descent upon and despoiling of leading manufacturers and merchants. Sometimes these businesses are taken by outright robbery, sometimes by a pitiful form of forced sale. But, by one way or another, they all come into the hands of the Nazis. This shall not happen to the House of Norreys.

For over a year I have been slowly dissolving all our business ties, secretly closing down one activity after another, disposing of our family holdings here and abroad. The fluid cash capital which is the result of such a withdrawal has been placed in foreign banks — in the strongholds of those who stand against our invaders.

If our country falls, these sums will be ‘frozen’, we shall not be able to draw upon them, but then neither will the enemy. And if they seize Norreys — as I have hints of their doing — they will hold only an empty shell.

I have been watched and spied upon, sometimes by those I might have trusted most had I not dreaded the coming fire. And all those associated with me have been under this unseen surveillance also. That is why I cut all the ties between us, sent you away from Norreys and refused to allow you to return.

In those places where such information would do the most good — good for us — harm for our enemies — I have allowed it to become known that I am seriously dissatisfied with your conduct, that I believe you totally unfit to carry on the business, even if you were of age, that I have no confidence in you and will share no private information with you. This idea has been thoroughly planted, it had to be.

You are only eighteen and, as a minor under the law, you would have to remain under guardianship for three years. The situation is ready-made for the appointing of a Nazi guardian who could loot the House at his leisure. You would probably be shipped into Germany for safekeeping.

But while the heir to Norreys would not be allowed to escape the Nazis, they will have little interest in Lorens van Norreys who has been disinherited and has no claim upon the House or its possessions. The world will be told that upon this, your last visit to me, I refused to see you and that we parted enemies. If it becomes necessary for you to answer questions, remember this. We were on bad terms, we continued so until the end.

You must, of course, leave the Netherlands at once. If you can reach Piet in Java, so much the better. Although he is a rank fool in business, he can be trusted and he is your only remaining relative.

When you leave this house go straight to Varlaam, the fishing village. There find Captain Wim Smits. Follow his instructions, I have every confidence in him.

You are young, but I have never considered that a fault. Youth may carry you through to the end of this struggle. And when the day comes, and it will, that you may return, I shall look to you to carry on the House after the traditions which have sustained it through the years.

Since I have some belief in you, having watched you perhaps more carefully than you have known, I shall leave you free to carve your own future. For you will never forget that you are both a son of the House of Norreys, and a man of the Netherlands!

Your grandfather,

The lines which made up the’ Joris van Norreys’ at the bottom of the page were just as bold as the first letters, but to Lorens they wavered. He had only read it once, but he could repeat whole sentences, paragraphs. Those he must continue to remember always —

He crumpled the stiff paper into a ball, dropped it into the charred wood in the hall fireplace. There was a silver matchholder on the table near-by and it took only a moment to scratch the sliver of wood, to set the paper afire. He watched it flare up and burn, then he crushed the black sheets to powder with the poker.

“That was well done.” Klaas was coming down the stairs again, soft-footed, stolid-faced. “It is time for you to go now, Mijnheer Lorens. And take with you this case. It contains your passport and money. The old Tuan has had the proper visas added to the passport.”

“He thought of everything — ”

“Men such as Tuan Joris do, that is why they live so long.”

“May I see him again — just to say good-bye?”

But Klaas’s hand was already on the latch of the front door.

“He has said no, Mijnheer Lorens — Wait!” The man was staring through the grilled window in the door, his straight body tense and still. “They are coming up the drive!”

There was no need to explain to Lorens who “they” were.

“Then I can’t go now — ”

Klaas spoke without turning. “Go into the drawing room. And remember, you are not welcome beneath this roof. We shall find a way — ”

As Lorens moved away, the impatient tattoo of the knocker beat through the house, echoing up the well of the stairway.
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THE ENEMY

“We would see the Jonkheer van Norreys — ”

The uncertain voice which began so fumblingly was caught up by another which possessed no doubts, each word echoed by the click of boot heels on the polished floor.

“Out of the way — you!”

And at that whip-snapped order, Lorens stepped to the doorway to see the three men who had crossed past Klaas into the house. One of them he knew.

“Steinhaltz!”

In answer to Lorens’ cry of surprise, the man’s head bobbed around on his corded neck. For ten years, fifteen, as far back as Lorens could remember, that same head had bobbed and nodded over one of the thick ledgers in the outer office of a dingy counting house down by the wharf in the city. The hair had thinned and disappeared above the seamed yellowish forehead, the mouth had sagged a little more each year, but Anton Steinhaltz was an unchanging fixture of that dying branch of the family business, as much a part of the dark room as the cranky stove and the out-of-date wall calendar.

But now Steinhaltz stood in the hall at Norreys as if he had a right there too. The usual mud-drabness of his shoddy suit was heightened by a broad, bright-colored band pinned about his sleeve, crookedly, as if he had fixed it so in haste or in a poor light. In his dull features there was no change, and he still flexed his fingers nervously as if reaching for a pen which no longer lay in a wooden tray before him.

“Who is this?” The tall man in gray uniform was demanding an explanation of Lorens from the clerk.

“He is young Mijnheer Lorens van Norreys. What he is doing here I do not know — ”

“So!” The word lengthened into a hiss; the tall officer was not pleased.

“May I ask what you are doing here, Steinhaltz, and what is the meaning of this intrusion?” Two could ask questions, thought Lorens, and surely a show of natural indignation was part of his proper role.

“It is for us — the little people your high mightiness has never noticed — to ask questions now, Mijnheer van Norreys. And such as you must answer them!”

Steinhaltz had to look up to meet the eyes of his employer’s grandson. But his pale tongue flicked across his lips as if he savored this moment to the full. “No more now will it be ‘Go here, Steinhaltz,’ ‘Do this, Steinhaltz.’ Now we shall give the orders, Mijnheer van Norreys.”

“Silence!” The officer brought his heels together with a click and half inclined his head stiffly toward the boy. “I am Ober-Lieutenant Kobber, and this is Group-Leader Schweid” — he indicated the third member of the party whose blue civilian coat, Lorens guessed, should rightly have been a black one. “We must see the Jonkheer van Norreys at once, it is most important.”

“My grandfather is dying,” Lorens answered quietly. “Certainly nothing is important enough to disturb him now. Perhaps I can serve you.”

But it was Group-Leader Schweid who had the answer to that. “Have you been in your grandfather’s confidence lately, Mijnheer?”

The stark insolence of the man made Lorens’s hands ball into fists.

“No — ” he began, but Klaas took the game from him deftly.

“The Jonkheer has been expecting these gentlemen, Mijnheer. His orders were to admit them at once. And shall I inform him that you are leaving?”

Steinhaltz went so far then as to reach out a tentative hand, almost as if he were about to touch the Ober-Lieutenant’s sleeve.

“Is it not as I told you? The Jonkheer will have none of the boy, he knows nothing, nothing at all. We are wasting time with him — ”

“Quiet!” Again the whip cracked, and Steinhaltz’s oversized head seemed to cower down into the hollow of his collar bones as if he had felt the lash across his hunched shoulders.

“You will remain here, Mijnheer,” the officer ordered Lorens. “And you” — he turned upon Klaas — “will show us in to the Jonkheer at once.”

But Schweid did not go with his companions. Instead he followed Lorens back into the drawing room. He was a young man with a keenly cut, clever face and blankly dead eyes which moved slowly about the room as if they both weighed and X-rayed all within it.

“So you are no longer in favor with the Jonkheer, Mijnheer van Norreys?”

Lorens allowed his annoyance and impatience to show openly. “My personal affairs — ” he began hotly.

Schweid permitted his drill-squared shoulders to touch the wall by the door and hooked his long-nailed, hairy thumbs in his vest pockets. “Your personal affairs are very much the business of the Reich — now. You and your countrymen will soon learn the value of cooperation, argument only wastes valuable time. I have already visited your rooms on the Valeriusstraat. Yes” — he seemed genuinely amused at Lorens’ start of surprise — “we have been interested in your, Mijnheer Lorens van Norreys, for some time. You are a young man of great expectations — very great. And we found it necessary to learn all we could about you and those expectations. So now I have some questions to ask. For example — what are these?”

From his coat pocket he pulled a packet of letters fastened together with a clip. Lorens felt the warmth of the hot blood creeping up his throat. To get those, this black-coated jackal of the Gestapo must have plundered his desk, forced it open since the key was still in its owner’s possession.

“Those happen to be personal correspondence.”

“True. But where did you meet this so-interesting American who writes to you such long explanations of his actions and his country? And why does he ask these questions concerning where you go, what you do, the details of your daily life?”

Lorens shrugged wearily. “I have never met him. Three years ago a school friend told me of a club conducted by an American newspaper which furnishes names and addresses of those who are interested in knowing young people in different countries. It is a plan to make the youth of foreign countries friends. This American boy tells me of his life in his country, of the books he reads, his hobbies, his studies, and the holiday trips he takes. In turn I tell him of life here — so that each of us knows a little about a country which we may never be able to visit. We learn something of each other’s people, of each other’s daily life. We exchange opinions and ideas — ”



Schweid drew a deep breath. His lips peaked into a sort of soft beak, so that he might have been a shrike brooding over some new variety of insect before impaling it in his tree larder. He looked from the packet to Lorens.

“And it is the truth you are saying! But what a wonderful weapon! Just so can these Americans gather all this so-innocent knowledge. They can put together a scrap here and a scrap there and have a complete picture to work with — what forethought!”

“It isn’t like that at all! I don’t believe that Lawrence has ever shown my letters to anyone except members of his family. It is no weapon, this plan of world friendship, unless it is one against war and misunderstanding. If I get to know one American and his life, then, in a way, I am meeting them all. And when the youth of all nations are friends and understand each other, how can your wars be fostered?”

To his surprise Schweid nodded. “Yes, that is the weak point of such a plan, as we discovered when we tried it once. Unfortunately the stupid Americans did not answer properly the questions our young people were ordered to ask. They even had the audacity to find our propaganda humorous. And they talked too much of their democratic poison in return. One must hold the minds of the young to succeed, our Fuehrer understood that from the start. That is why these degenerate democracies shall fall before iron determination of the Reich. We are driving now to the Channel. Belgium is falling and then will come France — who is so smug behind the Maginot Line! We shall lick up the armies of England and then invade her island. And this time peace shall be dictated on the banks of the Thames!”

Lorens couldn’t resist a question. “Rather sure, aren’t you?”

“Sure?” Schweid’s eyes widened. “Why should I not be sure? Nothing will save France or England now. And with their armies in the field crushed, we shall be free to follow our destiny. Austria, Czechoslovakia, Poland — they are all ours. And now we shall sweep up the rest of you!”

“My American friend has a proverb, a folk saying which he once quoted: ‘Don’t count your chickens before they are hatched’ — ”

“ ‘Don’t count your chickens —’ Oh, I see. But we shall prove that American saying wrong. And when all Europe is ours, we shall turn north, even as the Fuehrer has promised, and drive the Communist swine of Russia into their eternal snows for good! We of the Herrenvolk shall — ”

“Too late — !”

The words echoed down the hall, into the drawing room. And Lorens knew then that Joris van Norreys’ hard-won rest had not been disturbed, that the invaders had indeed come too late. Now there was nothing he could do for the old man he had half feared, wholly respected, and never dared to love, but obey his last wishes and leave the hollow shell of Norreys to those who had come to claim it.

Twilight was throwing blue shadows across the long room now. He knew this part of the countryside as well as he knew the room itself. Once outside, he could show clean heels to any Nazi, even if they had another and locally informed Steinhaltz to guide them in pursuit.

Kobber and Steinhaltz were coming down the stairs, he could hear the heavy tramp of the soldier. And Schweid moved to intercept them. Lorens began to edge toward the windows. But the boy never had time to put his half-formed plan into action.

The coughing roar of a low-flying plane suddenly filled the room. Schweid whirled and dived toward the nearest window, brushing Lorens out of his path with a stiff-armed jab. As he stumbled into the fireplace, the boy saw the tall outline of Kobber appear in the doorway just before a scream of tortured air drowned out the noise of the failing motors above.

With animal instinct Lorens drew himself into the cavern of the chimney place, powdery ashes stinging in his eyes so that he crooked his arm across his face. He did not hear the explosion; perhaps by then he was deaf. A giant hand tried to pluck him out of his refuge, then slammed him back against the rough stone, driving the breath from his lungs, so that he lay limp and choking.

When he was able to struggle to his knees again, there seemed to be more light in the room, a room which looked as if its splintered contents had been stirred like porridge, well mixed with plaster and soot. As Lorens tottered out of his hole, glass crackled and powdered beneath his shoes. The great chandelier had fallen, and where the windows had been was one jagged hole open to the rising evening wind.

A black-booted foot protruded at a curious angle from beneath a cone of plaster and fallen beams. Lorens swayed stupidly staring at it. A black boot — there had been a man wearing black boots — the Ober-Lieutenant! Well, by the looks of this he would never stand in doorways again, as he had just before the final crash — nor come demanding interviews with dying men either.

Of Schweid there was no sign at all. But then that part of the room where he had last been was one huge gaping wound. There was no reason to suppose that he had escaped the result of the mistaken aim of flying countrymen. Really, Lorens’ jaw moved, and he uttered a queer broken sound, he, of all men, should be grateful to Schweid. If the Gestapo agent had not pushed him away from the window he might be missing too.

It hurt him to make that broken sound, rasped his dust-scraped throat, but he couldn’t stop it. With his blackened, blood-sticky hands pressed across his lips to imprison the sound, he lurched on, over the wreckage into the outer hall.

Here was wrekcage, too, but not so much. On the lowest step of the wide staircase sat Steinhaltz. And he would not rise for a long time, for across his legs lay the suit of armor which had always guarded the door of the drawing room. His big head wobbled loosely on his shoulders, and he was opening and shutting his mouth without a sound, although Lorens thought that he could hear those noiseless screams echoing in his own spinning head. Everywhere, making a thick fog, was the drifting haze of falling plaster and wood dust.

“Mijnheer Lorens!”

There was one man left who could move freely through this splintered world. Klaas came toward the boy, as unruffled and unmoved as if the past quarter hour had never been.

“Mijnheer Lorens, we had better go; fire has started in the left wing.”

“My grandfather — ”

“The old Tuan is dead, Mijnheer Lorens. He was dead before that offal set foot within his room. Come.” His hand closed about Lorens’ arm, and he pulled the boy toward the open door.

“But he isn’t dead.” Lorens broke away and limped toward Steinhaltz. “If the fire is coming we must take him too — ”

Klaas’ straight mouth became a sword dent in bronze. “He is not worth your thought, the black traitor!”

But Lorens was tugging at the armor. “We pride ourselves that we are not as they are, without pity, therefore we shall not act as they would. Come, help me lift this.”

With a shrug Klaas bent to help. “It is useless. His back is broken, he is already a dead man — ”

But Lorens was speaking, not to Klaas, but to that moving mouth which could not shape a sound, to the protruding eyes before him. “We will do what we can.”

As the Milan-wrought steel was lifted away, Klaas was proved right. Steinhaltz huddled down on the steps, his slack mouth still at last. Only then did Lorens leave at the Eurasian’s urging. Warm air puffed through the broken rooms, and they could hear the crackle of the fire which was eating into seasoned oak, licking up time-faded fabrics and the furniture polished by generations of oil-using housemaids. The last stronghold of the House of Norreys was being eaten alive.

Lorens and Klaas stood together in the forlorn reaches of the formal garden watching the yellow line of the fire advance from window to window, room to room. There was no hope of fighting it, nor had there ever been.

“What happened — a bomb?”

Klaas pointed to a blackened mass on the now skeleton roof of the left wing. “It was one of their bombers out of control. They dumped their bombs in the field, and one in the lower garden, and then tried to make a landing in the water meadow. But instead they crashed on the roof and blew up.”

“And how did you escape?”

The Eurasian shrugged. “Because it was not yet my time to die, Mijnheer Lorens. No man can cheat the fate written on his forehead at birth. I have yet to live, praise be to Allah, since I have a debt to settle. But now, it grows late, and perhaps more of these carrion-eaters may be drawn here by the fire. It is time for us to go.”

However, they went no farther than to Klaas’ own small cottage at the edge of the canal. There Lorens scrubbed the blood and soot off his hands and face and changed his ripped coat for an old jacket belonging to Klaas, allowing the man to bandage his glass-cut hands. Klaas himself shed his usual formal house clothes to put on a seaman’s dress of dark trousers, jersey, and thick, short coat. In his belt was a long sheath knife, and he openly put a revolver into his coat pocket.

Before they left, he twisted up in a square of rough linen a full loaf of bread from the cupboard and half a strong-smelling cheese. After a last glance around the room, he motioned Lorens out, closing and locking the door behind them. The key he snapped onto the end of a thick watch chain. He might have been any householder about to set out on a short trip.

“This way — ”

And “this way” was down the canal bank to a small skiff in the shadow of the wall.

“Keep close to this bank,” Klaas cautioned. “We do not have the dark to hide us.”

And that was true. For when they got beyond the flaming beacon of the house, there was the blood-red sky over the city beyond, where the droning planes had come in regular formation to wheel, dip, drop their loads of death. No night now in all the Netherlands, only an endless day of flame, fear, and life in death.

They sculled along at a good speed. In spite of his smarting cuts, Lorens insisted upon taking one of the oars into his bandaged hands. As he bent his body in the regular swing, he was able to think only of that, to keep his mind upon the exact entrance of an oar into the water and the right moment for the second swing.

Somehow he could not believe that he was awake and really living through these hours, that he, Lorens van Norreys, on short leave from school in Leyden, had actually lived through this May 14, 1940. This was some fantastic dream, and he would awaken to find it so. Bombers, his grandfather’s last talk with him, the coming of the Nazis to Norreys, that odd conversation about propaganda with Schweid, those were the sort of things which happened to one in dreams. Even that red sky of hate was not true —



“Down!”

Klaas, with one great effort, sent the boat hurtling under a low bridge, swinging a long arm above to hold them steady there. Lorens could hear the whining sound of a car driven at speed, and the louder rip of motorcycle engines. Then the cavalcade was thundering over the bridge, over their heads.

Klaas held the boat there until the procession was well on its way.

“I said that would draw them.” Lorens saw his companion’s head silhouetted against the water as he looked back toward the still burning house. “Perhaps Allah will put it into their thick heads to believe that we are safely roasting in there. It may be some time before they discover the truth.”

On they went down the deserted canal which curled, a ribbon of metallic glistening water, toward the city in flames. But long before they reached the city, Klaas brought them ashore. Lorens crawled up the bank to the path across the marshes while the Eurasian hammered out the swollen bung and pushed the skiff out into the canal. Twice it whirled around, then drifted on, the water rising fast within it. Klaas watched until it sank, then shouldered their bag of provisions and joined Lorens.

“Now we shall find Wim,” he announced, setting off at a pace the boy found hard to match.

It was a difficult path they followed, sometimes plowing through knee-deep mud and water, sometimes scrambling along cultivated field ruts. Then it became sand over which they slipped and slid, and the rank, strong wind from the sea beat them in face and body.

Once they threw themselves face down in a patch of coarse grass in the lee of a dune as a plane coasted over, the black cross of its shadow slipping across their bodies. When it was gone, they got to their feet and plodded on.

They were heading away from the city now, along the coast, and the fire glow was at their backs. Klaas was careful to keep to the hollows of the dunes, making use of every patch of shadow. Once he laughed, and at Lorens’ question, barked again: “It was just that I thought, Mijnheer, how a man’s youth sometimes returns to him. It was just so that the Tuan and I used to go traveling in the days which are past. I have not forgotten my old tricks yet — as those sons of Satan shall discover. And there is Varlaam, Mijnheer Lorens. Now we shall find Wim.”
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WIM SMITS, FREE TRADER

Apparently Wim Smits must not be sought openly, for Klaas avoided the cobbled main street of the fishing village, turning off into a shadow-choked, muddy lane. This hugged the back steps of a half dozen unlighted houses and ended in a flight of sagging wooden steps leading up to the floor of a wharf where an unusually large warehouse squatted.

Here Klaas curbed his pace, making a faint scuffing noise as if he were feeling his way along. A black patch appeared in the smooth wall as the Eurasian pushed open a door, and the hiss of his voice ordered Lorens to follow. As he crossed the threshold, Klaas snapped the door to, and there was the faint click of a lock tumbler falling into place.

“Come!”

Klaas’s knotted, sinewy fingers found and closed about Lorens’ wrist, and he drew the boy along after him over a route he seemed to have no trouble in finding even in that velvet blackness. They scraped by and bumped into barrels and boxes, then Klaas stopped so short that Lorens stumbled into him.

“Wait!”

Lorens obeyed the whisper and in the dead silence heard the soft series of taps which made a regular pattern. In answer a line of faint bluish light cut across the floor some inches beyond their feet, and Lorens identified the edge of a trapdoor which was slowly rising. Klaas dropped down so that his mouth was close to that widening crack.

“Norreys.” He dropped the word into the depths.

And those below answered by swinging the square of planking all the way up. Lorens clambered down behind Klaas into a box of a room walled with water-warped boards. Four men were waiting there, three of them not much older than Lorens himself. All wore the nondescript clothing of seamen and proclaimed their business as well by the wind-weathered red of their skin.

“Ach, so, Klaas, you have come to us at last!” The older man heaved his thick body up from the upended barrel where he had been sitting and held out a pudgy hand. One of the boys had swung up the ladder and pulled the trapdoor down, and now the blue lantern light was brighter. “And the Jonkheer, how is it with him?”

“He has passed, and the swine fired Norreys about him. This is his grandson, Lorens van Norreys — ” Klaas was no upper servant now; he had shed his quiet manners with the well-pressed broadcloth of his black house coat. Lorens sensed that while Klaas might have brought him here, what happened from now on was none of his affair.

The fat red hand of Capt. Smits closed about the one Lorens advanced in greeting, and the grip with which it folded its flesh about his was a crushing one.

“Glad I am to see you, Mijnheer. Many times has the Jonkheer spoken of you to me. Yes, he knew me — Wim Smits — well. He was always longing for the sea, and often in the old days he would go out for a day with the nets in my Trudie. Then after he took to his bed he would have me in for a yarn. He was a great man, the Jonkheer. We may never see his like again. But maybe it is better that he will not live to see our Netherlands in days to come. He never had a patient temper with thieves.”

“He sent me to you, told me to follow your orders — ” began Lorens, when Capt. Smits interrupted.

“Yes, that was decided between us when we saw this hurricane blowing up. He knew that we would do our best to start his plans sailing. And if wind and water favor us we’ll have you across the Channel by this time tomorrow. Jaap, you go out and look about. There have been some hounds sniffing along that open trail already — ” he added to Klaas.

“So? Well, we made it deep and plain enough for them to find and follow without trouble,” commented the Eurasian unconcernedly. “It should keep them busy so that they will not go casting about for other scent.”

Capt. Smits shook his head in warning as the trapdoor thudded down again after his son. “Do not think all of the black coats stupid, Klaas. Never does it gain a man to underestimate his enemy. In angling for sharks, do you use a trout hook? There are brains in men of all nations, and when we forget that, we ask for trouble to meet us but a quarter of the way. So we shall keep up our watches — ”

“But, listen, Capt. Smits,” Lorens broke in, more intent upon his own problem. “I can’t allow you to risk setting me in England — ”

“Risk?” A hearty chuckle coming from the depths of that barrel body became an open roll of laughter. “What risk is there for my Trudie in such business? She is a stout lass and keeps well to her course. And it will not be the first time she has beat along that path.” To Lorens’ bewilderment one of the Captain’s eyes closed in a slow wink.

Klaas’ quick answering bark of sound could hardly be termed a laugh. “The young Mijnheer will not understand you now, Wim — ”

“Ach, so?” The blue eyes and rounded lips were exclamation points of astonishment. “That I can hardly believe of the Jonkheer’s breed.”

Dim hints, half-forgotten stories of less reputable chapters of family history clicked together in Lorens’ mind to make a completed pattern for the first time. Why, that would explain such an outsize warehouse in a small fishing village, the existence of this very room, the tie between Capt. Smits and the House of Norreys.

“Smuggling,” he said.

Capt. Smits made what he meant to be an airy gesture with one of his large hands. “Myself, I prefer the older name for the business, Mijnheer — free trading.”

“But I thought that was all done with a hundred years ago!”

The Captain’s face assumed an almost wistful expression. “Well, it is true that it is not what it was in my great-grandfather’s time — and in your great-great-grandfather’s, Mijnheer — when an honest man could run a good cargo across and live six months on his profits. But we have managed to keep in practice enough to remember most of the tricks of the trade. And the time is now here when we shall be needing every trick and twist we can remember to think up — and that’s as true as I’m a Dutchman!”

Klaas nodded. “Yes. And that is one of the reasons why the old Tuan sent you here to Capt Smits, Mijnheer. Those black hounds may think that they will stop every hole, but there are men along the coast who are bred to this business, even as you of Norreys are bred to your buying and selling of jewels. They know every twist and turn of the coast from the North Sea to the Bay of Biscay, every spit of sand and reef of rock, every bribable guard and dishonest harbor policeman, as well as the child knows the words of his primer. And — ”

“And,” breathed Wim Smits beatifically, his hands folded over his middle, “such a hook as we shall be in their jaws! Such nets for their feet! How stupid shall we be, how poorly shall we be able to carry out orders of this master race! But how willing, oh, so very willing! Always shall we do our best, and will it be our fault if Fate is almost always against us? It is a game such as we played in the days when we drove out the Spanish. And we have had practice in playing it. But, of course, we shall need some contacts on the other side of the board. That is where you can help, Mijnheer. There is a man in London — well, two years ago he would have given much to run us down, but now I think that he will be very, very glad to see and talk with anyone we might send to him. You will go to him, taking certain papers. We have made plans for this time, you see.”

Wim Smits’ unshaken confidence in the future and the success of his ‘plans’ was convincing — at least as long as the Captain’s voice was to be heard.

“I’ ll do what I can — ”

But the Captain took such an answer as that for granted. It was only very natural that anyone would consent to play whatever role he pointed out to them. He had already turned to one of his sons.

“You, Flip, get your fat carcass above ground — unless your flat feet have grown roots here. Find Jaap and see whether our way is clear yet. We should be away on the tide if we can. You know,” he continued as Flip popped up out of sight, “it was we seamen who cleared the land of the strutting Spanish in the old days — the Sea Beggars. That old name is as good today. If the Nazi vultures have their way, we’ll all be beggars soon enough.”

“It is clear,” the whisper floated down from the roof.



“That Sparkenboom has gone off on the marsh road, Heeny saw him. And there has not been any sign of the black coats nosing around. Flip has the skiff waiting.”

“Good, good! Then it comes time to go — ”

“And who may this Sparkenboom be?” Klaas lounged lazily on the upturned box in the corner. He was playing idly with the knife he had taken from his belt, turning the silver blade over between his fingers.

Capt. Smits raised his wide shoulders in an exaggerated shrug. “For sure we do not know. But we do not care for the cut of his sail. There are those who have been yapping for a new master. And Sparkenboom talks much — to say nothing. Then he listens to what others say. Now, Corny, you will stay here — ”

Before the youngest son of the house of Smits could voice his instant protest against that order, Klaas again interrupted.

“Neit!” He got to his feet loungingly, stretching his lean body to its full height. Then he did not look like an old man — as Lorens had always thought him, or even a middle-aged man — he looked a distinctly dangerous man. “I shall stay here, Wim.”

“But aren’t you going to England?” Lorens would have liked to add “with me”. But somehow he didn’t quite want to say that aloud, it sounded too much as if he did not want to go alone. And to this new and disturbing Klaas he did not care to show anything which might smack of weakness.

“No. Here there is work for one such as me to lay hand to — that Sparkenboom, perhaps. And what could I do in London? I shall go underground and make myself useful until the day comes to strike. When I was but a boy, younger than you stand now, Mijnheer Lorens, the Tuan Joris took and cut me to his use, even as he took and cut his jewels. And now I follow my schooling. Here I will stay until you come again, then I shall be ready — ”



“Until I come again — ?”

Klaas reached out his hand and touched Lorens’ forehead with one brown forefinger. “Is it not true that Fate writes here each man’s future when he is born? Yes, you shall come again, and your coming will be good — good for Norreys, good for this water-woven country of yours. Until then, Allah be with you in your comings and your goings, Mijnheer Lorens — ”

“Hurry along with you!” ordered Smits impatiently.

He had wedged his bulk half through another trapdoor, this one in the flooring of the hidden room. Lorens could hear the hiss and gurgle of water threading about piling and, as the Captain disappeared, he caught a glimpse of a skiff below where someone held a dimmed flashlight as a guide. As he, too, went down, rung by rung, he caught a last fleeting sight of Klaas’ face before the Eurasian dropped the door into place.

Cautiously they angled the skiff out, setting a zigzag course through the maze of piling. And when they reached the open bay they crept toward the bulk of a low-lying fishing smack. The rowers skillfully brought the skiff alongside this.

Lorens climbed the rope ladder awkwardly. Underfoot the deck seemed curiously unstable. He had never been aboard one of these fishing boats before and in the dark he could see little enough of this one. Capt. Smits brushed past him, heading for the wheel, while two of his sons busied themselves with the anchor. The third dropped down a small hatchway to disappear completely.

As the anchor came up dripping, Lorens felt more than heard the drum of the engine — it was as if a giant heart had suddenly begun to beat. The rising, salt-seasoned air stripped back his hair and burned his face, they were heading out into the Channel. He stumbled along the deck to join Capt. Smits.



“She’s a good lass, my Trudie,” the latter greeted him with a burr of warm satisfaction softening his voice. “Listen how little noise her engine makes — fine work there. And my Flip knows how to keep it in trim. She does not wear her colors in her face, does Trudie. In the daylight you would say when you see her, ‘There goes an old fishing tub.’ Yes, how many times I have heard them say that. But she can show her heels when she has to, can Trudie. Now if we can contrive to keep out of sight of those flying Nazis we have nothing to worry us.”

Lorens looked back toward the low-lying land behind them. To the north a band of scarlet leaped from sea and land.

“There burn the basin and wharves of Rotterdam. May the Good Lord help the ships there.” Capt. Smits had seen it too. “Payment must be made for that, payment in kind if the future is good to us. And may I have a hand in the collecting!”

“We shall all have a hand in that collecting, every man of the Netherlands, wherever in the world he may be today!”

And Lorens knew that, as long as he might live, the scent of the salt air, the touch of strong wind in his hair, the sight of a night sky, would bring back before the eyes of his mind that bloody band forged across his country. The full horror of this day and night he might not be able to grasp, it would be too great to be held by any living man. In days to come, Netherlander might gather and piece together hundreds of stories, but what they would be putting on paper would be the separate stories of many men, each, seeing what affected him and his most. All any one of them would carry with him were bits of the whole — just as Lorens would remember best the flaming roofs of Norreys bringing day to an evening countryside.

But if every man, woman, and child carried such memories, knew such sorrows — and worse — then the whole would weld his people into a single living will to fight against the powers of darkness, even as the Inquisition and the iron rule of Spain had once forged of Netherlanders a sword for Spanish undoing. This fight was only beginning. Wherever men of Netherlands blood stood today, they were united, united by that flaming band across the sky — by the memory of what lay beneath it — a peaceful city unable to defend itself blasted from the face of the earth without warning. This desire for a fight to the death rose above personal hatred —

“Now, Mijnheer Lorens” — Capt. Smits had turned his back upon the land — “we must keep an eye on the sky. Though I have a feeling that we shall be lucky.”

However good a fisherman Capt. Smits might have been, he was no prophet. For Luck, who had smiled her sweetest upon them so far, now chose to turn her broad back. It was out of the north that the throb of air-borne motors sounded. A plane was on the prowl in the night sky.

The Trudie carried no lights, but against the silvered water she would probably make only too clear a target for a keen eye aloft. And her crew could not see the plane, only hear the roar of the engine as it drew nearer.

“Down with you!”

Capt. Smits’ voice carried even above the crackle of the machine gun as lead spewed down upon the Trudie’s deck in lines of tracer fire. Lorens stood fast, staring up. A moment later he saw the sinister outline of their attacker, bracketed against the glow of the city. It was diving again for the kill. Then a hand closed about his ankle and jerked him off balance. He found himself face down on the deck beside on of the Smits boys.

“To live, one lies flat,” he was cautioned out of the dark. “We are good sport for that one up there — by luck he carries no bombs. But he will keep coming until he tires or his guns are empty. See.”



Again tracer bullets wrote in fire across the deck, cutting a neat line up the center of the Trudie. Four times the flyer dived and slashed. Then he did not return. Seconds lengthened into minutes, and young Smits and Lorens cautiously crawled out of their hole between a dory and the water butt.

“How is it with you, Corny, Jaap, Flip, Mijnheer Lorens?” bellowed the Captain.

“All right, Father.”

“And I.’

“And I, Capt. Smits,” echoed Lorens.

“And you, Flip? Flip!” concern became urgency. “Flip! Answer me at once!”

“I will see, Father.” The boy beside Lorens moved toward the hatch of the pocket-sized engine room and Lorens followed.

He helped to tug the hatch open. The glow of a muffled lantern came up as they knelt to look down into the oily-smelling pit. But they found they were looking directly into the white face of the young man lying in a heap below. And, even as they watched, a thin crimson line trickled down from his matted hair to divide cheek and jaw in half. With a choked cry Jaap swung down beside his brother and lifted the limp head. But after a close inspection of the wound, he gave a grunt of relief.

“Will you tell Father, Mijnheer, that Flip has got him a good knock on the head and that is all. He’ll be up trying to tell us how to nurse his precious engine before we know it. Here you, Corny,” he ordered his other brother, who had materialized out of the shadows, “help pull him out of here and tie up that plowed scalp of his. I’ll see to the engine. I’ve always wanted to see if the old girl hasn’t more in her than Flip has managed to get out.”

So the Trudie puffed on, following a twisted, circuitous course marked not on any map but in Capt. Smits’ round head, a course which brought her safely through mine fields, so that at dawn, when another plane dived threateningly above her, Lorens was able to see red, white, and blue rings marked on the wings.

“That’s a Sunderland,” announced Corny unnecessarily.

“Don’t stand there admiring the view, you rabbit head!” roared his father. “Break out our ensign before she takes it into her head to see how well we’ll sail with a ton of metal in us!”

As the red and blue bunting broke from the masthead and whipped out in the breeze, the dive of the Sunderland leveled out. She circled them once, then dipped her wing in salute before going off.

“They will be out after us now, as soon as she flashes back her news. And there is England!” Smits pointed to a blue shadow on the sea.

Bullet scars, yellow in the wood, laced her deck and her round sides, but the Trudie seemed unharmed. And there was England! Lorens was still watching that shore line grow when, a half hour later, the patrol boat came beating up to bring them in.

. . . that is the way I reached here. I have not used the right names, you will understand, because there is work just beginning for Captain Smits.

But here there is nothing for me to do. And now I am waiting for a ship to take me to Java where my cousin lives. He is, as once I told you, the managing director of the Singapore-Java air line.



If you do not hear from me for a time, all will be well, but if you do not hear from me within a year, then, out of your kindness, send to someone in authority among my countrymen in Amerika and tell them what I now tell you — that the Flowers of Orange — to be used for the Netherlands — are sealed behind that word which we two have in common.

May you in Amerika never know the darkness we are fighting now.

Your friend,

Lorens van Norreys







— Hospital

Sydney, Australia

8 April 1942

Dear Lawrence:

This is the first day I have been allowed to sit up in my bed and have writing materials. So now I hasten to tell you all that has happened during the past few months. So much — and all of it bad.

I saw in a newspaper which Piet brought me that a writer has said our men had only ‘the courage of lions and baling wire’. Well, that was close to the truth, and neither was much good to us. We only did what we could with what we had.

On December eighth — which was your memorable December seventh, I was in Sumatra, at Salabania —
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LULL BEFORE MONSOON

The damp, steaming heat of the tropics was boxed in by the high thick walls of the room. Only a tchitchak lizard had energy enough to move, hitching his semi-transparent body across the ceiling in quest of winged dinner. Lorens, for the tenth time in as many minutes, tugged at his shirt collar, and this time a button gave, popping across the paper-littered desk to the floor.

“Ach, Tuan van Norreys, you have dropped this.” A brown hand caught up the button and put it before him. “You are finding it hot today, neit?”

“Hot!” Lorens leaned back in his chair to look up at the slim young Javanese clerk. “In my head my brains have melted to sugar syrup. And now they stick instead of move! Yet there you stand, Dewa, looking as cool as if you were cased in ice. How do you do it?”

Dewa’s laugh, which never dared to be more than a very decorous chuckle, sent the tchitchak into hiding. “Perhaps because I was born here, Tuan. But it is not well for any of us to work through these middle hours — ”

Lorens drew the back of his hand across his face. It came away damp and sticky, just as he had known that it would. If he moved, he would doubtless turn to water and end up as a little salt pool on the floor. Every inch of his thin shirt clung to his ribs and back. But at Dewa’s hint he shook his head.

“These were promised for tonight, they must be ready. If I weren’t so new to the job, it might go faster. How about ordering up another of those lime drinks of yours, Dewa? They’re the only really cold things I’ve tasted in days.”

“When the monsoon breaks it will be fresher — perhaps — ”

Lorens grinned. “Or perhaps not. It only gets hotter here, never cooler.” He looked down at his hands. “I think that a wash is needed before I leave a regular finger-print manual over all these papers.”

He paused for a moment before the open window, leaning out over its wide sill to look down upon a scene he was never tired of watching. This was one of the older buildings in the Dutch pioneer Old Town of Batavia and it fronted the Molenvliet Canal which tied the three separate parts of Java’s capital into one.

But the canal was not only the transportation center of the town; it was also where the native population came to bathe and wash clothing, to gossip and bargain. The brown scum and floating refuse was no bar to cleanliness, it seemed; though Lorens had not yet lost his amazement at the sight of a Javanese belle or beau emerging from the smelly liquid, a wet sarong clinging to limbs and back, and a very western toothbrush and tube of toothpaste clasped tight in hand. But if the Javanese were so clean, it was not because of the freshness of the water.

In this section of the city the architecture of the buildings was solidly Dutch. Lorens, by lifting his head a few inches, would find himself staring at the old Records Office, considered one of the best bits of ‘Old Dutch’ in the East Indies. If it weren’t that he could see a taxi coming along, he might well believe that he was in the fortified Batavia where Jan Pieterszoon Coen had ruled, with an iron hand unencumbered by any velvet glove, the spice capital of the world three hundred years before.

It had taken him weary months to reach this room: three of them lingering in London waiting for a ship. But there his restlessness had been faintly appeased by doing odd bits of business for Capt. Smits. Then had followed the long journey around by Cape Town, Madagascar, and India to Singapore, with a last quick hop by one of Piet’s planes to Batavia. Once there Piet had hardly given him time to draw breath before he had set him hard at work in a grim and busy world, for the Netherlands East Indies were now the heart of the empire. The homeland might be policed by Seyss-Inquart’s black horde, but Netherlanders were still free — and preparing with all their taxed might to remain that way.

Nowadays the vastly expanded shipyards of Surabaya were shooting finished craft into the opalescent Timor Sea at a rate which even the most optimistic had never believed possible. For everyone, from Jonkheer van Starkrenboug Stachouwer in the austere elegance of the government house to the most ragged beggar on the temple steps, knew that it might be only a matter of months, or maybe even days, before the enemy struck again.

Those little brown men from the north who now bowed and hissed so politely, suggesting co-operation in the matter of oil and tin a little more loudly than in past months, who made long speeches concerning trade agreements while they tried to glimpse from the corners of their eyes all there was to be seen, inspired no trust in even the most blind. And the time was coming when it would be masks off and weapons drawn. Although the Americans, with all their seagoing might still tightly leashed, did not seem to understand that yet.

Lorens picked at a bit of loose mortar in the sill and wondered for perhaps the thousandth time what the United States was really like. Maybe some day when the war was over, he could go and see. He had found three letters from Lawrence waiting him here in Java — that all-important one he had sent from London had gone through — and there had been four more in the months since. Why, tomorrow he would have been here a year to the day! Eighteen months since he had left Holland! — Eighteen months older — if he pointed out that important fact to Piet maybe he could get him to agree to the air cadet plan. Why, they were taking even younger boys now. Didn’t Nico van Duyn join up just last week? And he was at least six months younger than Lorens.

It was all very well to drill with the Landstorm, but he couldn’t even count on that since Piet had given him this job of paper work — just because he had a head for figures and could draw a little. He hadn’t even seen any of these air fields Piet was hacking out of the jungle in Sumatra. Polishing a teak office chair with the seat of his trousers — that was his war work! Piet was due in from the other island tonight, and this time he, Lorens, was going to demand a straight answer — no listening to any more talk of being needed in a job such as this — not this time!

Lorens dabbled his hands in a basin of water poured from an earthen pitcher which seemed to keep the musty-smelling liquid almost cool. It felt refreshing on his face, too, and he only half blotted it off with the limp towel. Now if Dewa would only bring up the lime juice, he might feel able to attack those columns of figures again and get the right total this time.

“Goeden dag, Mijnheer van Norreys — ”

Dropping the towel, Lorens turned to the door. And the surprise mirrored in the face of the gray-haired man standing there was almost as great as his own.

“You must excuse this intrusion, I am in search of Mijnheer van Norreys.”

“I am he, sir.” Lorens felt that he must have shed all his adult dignity with the coat which now hung on the chair back. The newcomer certainly still distrusted him.

“But — I was under the impression that Mijnheer van Norreys was” — the laughter lines about those deep-set brown eyes deepened — “shall we say, an older man — ”

“You must be looking for my cousin Piet van Norreys.”

“The manager of the Singapore-Java Airline?”

“That is Piet. But I regret, Mijnheer, he will not return until late this evening, or perhaps tomorrow. Is there any way in which I can serve you?”

“I am Robert Cortlandt from the States. Just now I am representing the Canfield- Cortlandt Corporation on this side — ”

“But, of course, Mijnheer Cortlandt, it is your company that has sent us the flying-boat. Will you not be seated, sir? Dewa” — the Javanese had appeared with his frosted jug — “get another glass, if you please, for Mijnheer Cortlandt!”

“Afraid I can’t stay, Mijnheer van Norreys. You see, my daughter is waiting for me in the taxi. I just ran up for a moment to see if your cousin was in — ”

“But, Mijnheer, it is not good for anyone to be out in this heat of the middle day. Would not the Juffvrouw Cortlandt enjoy a rest in the shade? Though” — he glanced around the bare and somewhat untidy room — “this is not the proper place in which to entertain a lady.



But it is cooler than the street.”

“Now that’s kind of you, Mijnheer. Carla was saying that she would like to see the inside of one of these old houses. You see, we’re Dutch ourselves — way back. Came over and helped buy New York for some red and blue beads, the first Cortlandt did. And she thinks that these places are something lifted out of a history book.”

Lorens yanked on his coat and shuffled the papers he had been working on into a pile. “Then perhaps she would enjoy seeing some of the things from the old days which my cousin keeps in his office. And I can offer both of you cool drinks.”

He could not ever after say whether the girl who stepped out of the taxi was what he expected or not, since after he saw her he could not remember what he had expected. She was tall and her hair had red threads in its brown; it was short and curled freely in damp rings around her face, for she carried her wide-brimmed hat carelessly in her hand. She smiled as her father introduced them.

“I am afraid, Mijnheer van Norreys, that you will have to excuse my Dutch — ” She spoke haltingly, spacing each word as if she were translating it in her mind before shaping it with tongue and lips. “I am only still just learning — ”

“But I am able to speak English, Juffvrouw Cortlandt, if for you that will be easier,” Lorens responded eagerly.

“It would be much easier, yes,” she laughed, “but very bad discipline, Mijnheer. If you don’t mind my talking at the rate of about one word a minute, we’ll stick to Dutch — and that is all the English I’ll speak today!”

“Mijnheer Cortlandt says that you have an interest in these old buildings,” Lorens began, as they all fell into step on the wide staircase leading to his room on the second floor. “These were once the homes of the merchants of the East Indies Company, you understand. But for many years they have been offices and banks.” He pushed open the solid slab of wood which was the door to Piet’s office.

Here modern Venetian blinds held out the sun, and there actually seemed to be a thread of breeze. Dewa had left the jug on a side table and set out three of the golden, twisted-stemmed glasses brought from Holland a century before.

“But what a wonderful room!” Carla paused just across the threshold, looking from the heavy, grotesquely carved teak furniture to the array of weapons and masks which made patterns on the walls.

“My cousin is something of a collector. Most of these are native work from Bali and Sumatra. They are master workers in wood, the men of Bali. But Piet says that they are fast losing the best of their art because they no longer evolve their own designs, only work from the cheap models the Chinese shopkeepers tell them sell best to the tourists.”

“But these surely aren’t from Bali.” She pointed to a fan of clubs and swords on the east wall.

“No. Those are from headhunting Borneo and the Outer Islands. Some of them must have been brought here by my grandfather when he was still in command of the pearl fleet — ”

“Pearl fleet — van Norreys — ” Mr. Cortlandt repeated half to himself. “Great guns! Are you connected with the famous House of Norreys, the jewel merchants?”

Lorens set down the jug from which he had been filling the glasses.

“The House of Norreys closed its doors about a year ago, Mijnheer. My grandfather was its last guiding spirit.”



“Why, now I remember where I heard that name before,” chimed in Carla. “It was the House of Norreys who had that wonderful exhibit of replicas of famous jewels at the World’s Fair in New York. They couldn’t tear me away from it for hours. I wonder what ever became of that odd ugly necklace made of golden flowers. It looked much too heavy to wear comfortably, but its history was exciting!”

“ ‘This three-tiered necklace, made of soft gold and set with rubies, emeralds, and topaz, was fashioned to order for the Duke of Monmouth and presented to Princess Mary of England, consort of William of Orange and later Mary the Second of England. It remained in the possession of the House of Orange until the Revolution of 1793 when it passed to the House of Norreys in settlement of a debt. Known to the collectors of the world as the ‘Flowers of Orange’ it is rumored to bear with it a curse — ’ ” Lorens was reciting from memory what had been printed in the guide book.

“That was it! Of course, the one they displayed in New York was only a copy. But in spite of its being so ugly there was something about it — ”

“For once” — Lorens reached for a brass tray — “I trust that the curse is in good working order. If it should turn up in Herr Goering’s celebrated collection, for example — ”

“I hope so, too! And it’s just the sort of thing which would appeal to looters. But I can’t help wishing that they hadn’t found it — even with all its ugliness it’s too good for the Nazis!”

Her father laughed. “Well, if the curse is in good working order, they may try to send it back again. But I am sorry to hear that the House of Norreys is closed. Its history is a long and honorable one.”

“Just temporarily” — there was a decisive note in Lorens’ voice. “We shall open our doors again.”



“That’s the stuff to give ‘em!” Cortlandt nodded vigorously. “And from what I’ve heard and seen up and down this island empire of yours, I think you have a good chance of getting some of your own back People say that the Yankees know how to get things done, but I maintain that we’ll have to give room to the Dutch when it comes to hard work. You’ve got what it takes!”

“We have everything but time. For we have only just as long as the little men from the north give us.”

“The Japanese?” Mr. Cortlandt’s smile disappeared, and he turned the glass slowly in his fingers, staring into the cloudy liquid it contained as if he were trying to read the future in its depths. “Yes. There are none so blind as those who will not see. We’ve coasted along for years with our eyes carefully shut, and now we’re afraid to open them. I only hope that we won’t be caught badly at our napping. You Dutch won’t be, that is certain And what is this stuff?” He sipped his drink with visible relish. “Best I’ve tasted since I came south of the line.”

“A concoction of lime and other fruit juices, secret monoply of the houseboy here. And I’ve practically lived on it since the dry season began. This country is not easy for the unacclimated European.”

“For any white man, I should say!” Cortlandt exploded.

Carla laughed. “Dad is thinking about dinner last night. They served us something called rijsttafel — whew, that is a mouthful for a beginner at Dutch. We simply sat there, appalled, while everyone around us ate their way through the endless chain of dishes. How do they do it?”

“But rijsttafel is good!” protested Lorens.

“It is not the quality but the quantity I’m quarreling with. After such a day as yesterday — gadding about in that sunshine — I would prefer just a salad and not much more. Instead there appeared before me” — she began to count off on her fingers — “rice, fried duck, fried chicken, eggs, sausages, fish and meat balls, fried bananas, potatoes, several kinds of vegetables, grated coconut, chutney, pickled cucumber, and Bombay duck. I didn’t try to count the side dishes. We Americans can’t live up to that sort of thing, at least not more than once a month.”

“Again it is a matter of becoming acclimated, Juffvouw Cortlandt. Two months or so from now and you will not be able to remember when you did not enjoy rijsttafel.”

“Only we won’t be here two months from now. I wish we would — ”

“We are planning on getting home for Christmas,” interrupted her father, “if I can get this business cleaned up. And now we must be going, my dear, if you are to get to this sewing circle of yours on time — ”

“Sewing circle?” echoed Lorens.

“A meeting of the C O V I M. Guisela Umbgrove asked me to go with her. She said that they were canning this afternoon — but I must have misunderstood her — canning in this weather!”

“Canning — ? Oh, yes, the Whilemstadt sails soon, they will be working on her cargo. It is this way, the C O V I M, our women’s volunteer organization, have gathered clothes and dehydrated foods. These are put in cans and sealed. Then they are labeled as to contents and sent to England where they will be kept in safe storage until the time comes that the Netherlands are free again. These cans will then be sent to give our people a fresh start in the early days of peace. Already many such cargoes have gone — ”

“I’d call that a little better than being foresighted, son. You are all very sure of the outcome of the war, aren’t you?” commented Mr. Cortlandt.

“We have to be,” returned Lorens simply.

“Well, if any one nation can do their best toward that end — it is the Netherlands. Thank you for your hospitality, Mijnheer van Norreys, and I’ll be back later to see your cousin.”

As they went out into the main hall, they almost collided with a man who stood there, apparently unable to decide which of the three doors before him was the one he wanted. He avoided Mr. Cortlandt with a quick step to the right and bowed, the silk of his long dark merchant’s robe straining at its seams over his plump person.

“I am speaking to Mijnheer Dusdyn, ja?” The Dutch words in the high sing-song voice were addressed to Mr. Cortlandt, but it was Lorens who answered.

“Mijnheer Dusdyn’s office is at the other end of the corridor — the last door to your right.”

“Oh. Am sorry to be trouble making, please excuse. Goeden dag.” Again he bowed before padding off, his felt-soled slippers making little sound on the old wood flooring.

The incident, trivial as it was, lingered in Lorens’ mind after he had seen the Cortlandts off in their waiting taxi and he had returned to his labors. Dewa was crouched over the antiquated typewriter, picking out, letter by letter, the report they had already finished. And Lorens asked him the questions at the back of his mind.

“What business is Mijnheer Dusdyn engaged in, Dewa?”

The Javanese allowed his slim fingers to slide from the keyboard to his lap.

“He has many interests, Tuan — rubber plantations, oil, the copra trade, a coffee plantation, precious woods — And he is a lucky man, everything he puts a finger into prospers.”

“Does he have many contacts with Chinese merchants?”

“Yes, that would be necessary. You see, Tuan, the Chinese merchants have much money. Many, many of the native businesses are backed or really owned by them. It was once forbidden them to own land in the Indies, so they became the traders and the shop-owners, and, in many places, the moneylenders. Mostly they are honorable and upright men — ”

“Mostly, you say,” prompted Lorens.

“Well” — Dewa hesitated before he completed his sentence — “rich men have always a dislike for losing their riches. And in war sometimes they say among themselves: ‘We shall bargain with the enemy, offer them gold and goods not to disturb our property. It is better to pay than to waste lives and much cash in useless resistance.’ So has it happened in China. And then, too, a man may have a wife and children, or old parents living in the conquered lands, and for them he can be afraid. So — “ he shrugged.

“I see.” Lorens made a little penciled pattern on the margin of the report before him. “Is it like that with some of the Chinese here?”

“I have not said so!” Dewa’s black eyes held his. “Only the Chinese have dared to hold so long and well against the Japanese.”

“You have not said so,” agreed Lorens quickly. “But tell me, do you know a Chinese merchant of this town who stands about to my shoulder, who is stout of body and yet walks and moves with speed, who is a young man in years and yet wears the old-time merchant dress, who speaks good Dutch and has a small red scar line across his chin running down to his throat?”

“Yes, that one I have seen in the hall many times. He has dealings with Tuan Dusdyn.”

“And yet,” mused Lorens, “he so little knows the way to Mijnheer Dusdyn’s office that he must ask it of Mijnheer Cortlandt — even calling him Dusdyn. Who is this very absent-minded gentleman?”

“His name is Hu Shan, and he is from Canton. He is a war refugee and sends much aid to his unfortunate countrymen.”

“Very interesting. Suppose, Dewa, that it were possible to discover more about his Hu Shan — ”

“It might be done, Tuan,” admitted the Javanese almost demurely. “Now, have I your permission to finish this sheet, or should I take the machine to the other room where its voice will not disturb you?”

“Oh, peck away here. And I’ll try to follow the good example you set me.”

But between his eyes and the papers during the rest of the long day there formed now and again a vision of a round bland face, the thin red line of a scar across its plump chin.
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THE EIGHTH OF DECEMBER

But all thought of Hu Shan was easily forgotten after the talk Lorens had with Piet late that night. There was no insect-attracting light on the wide veranda, so Piet was only a white shadow sprawled out in ungraceful ease in one of the long chairs. The red coal of his cigarette punctuated the dark as he listened to Lorens’ appeal for air training, and he even paid tribute to a telling point or two with a grunt.

As the would-be pilot ran out of arguments some minutes later, Piet swung his feet to the floor, ground out the stub of his cigarette in a big shell on the side table, and proceeded to unleash a broadside of his own.

“Now that you have told me what you want to do, I am going to tell you what you will do. And” — he rubbed the heel of his palm across his chin as if to estimate by touch the indecent length of his unshaven beard — “you needn’t point out the obvious, that you are free and can do as you wish. You will discover that no one will be interested in any effort you may make to enlist.

“Instead, tomorrow morning you will pack a kitbag, get out to the airport by eight, and fly north with Soong Wen. I can’t be in two places at once just now, so you are going to be my eyes — and ears — at that new field in Sumatra.”

Lorens had been waiting impatiently to counter-attack, but now he was interested in spite of himself.

“There is trouble there?”

“Not that I know of — yet. But I’ll feel a lot happier with someone I can trust on the job. Good Lord, Lorens, don’t you suppose I know what it means to hold a routine job instead of getting into uniform and fighting? Don’t you suppose that I’d like right now to be flying a Spitfire over the Channel — just as much as you want to be risking your neck in a training crate over Surabaya?” He crumpled the empty cigarette package into a ball and tucked it neatly into the improvised ashtray. “But someone has to do these ground jobs and do them right. Modern warfare depends upon the number of planes you can get into the air — and the number you can keep there. We must have a chain of fields up and down these islands ready and waiting. I tell you things look darker now than they did even a year ago — ”

“But there’s Singapore, and the American fleet, and — ”

“Listen!” Piet’s pounding fist made the shell dish jump. “Suppose what happened to Rotterdam was repeated up and down the Pacific, sudden heavy blows at every base on the same day. Suppose the American fleet couldn’t get into action, that Singapore and Hongkong would go under. How long then do you think we could hold out here? When those Japanese went home from their so-called trade conference here, they knew very well that we were getting ready to fight. And they know that most of the British strength is tied up in Europe and Africa. This is just the time for the Japanese to strike and paralyze the whole East. And we are not dealing with fools!”

“But there is the peace conference planned in Washington. The Japanese are sending representatives there — ”

“Peace talk is a good cloak for drastic action. They learned that lesson at Munich where apparently we learned nothing. No, the storm is on its way, all right, and it may break sooner than we expect. So, you will go to Sumatra in the morning. Adriaan Heys is in charge of work at the field. You will report to him. But Soong will touch there about once a week. If you have any private messages for me, he will carry them.”

“But I thought Heys was trusted — ”

“You thought! Haven’t you learned yet not to take anyone at face value in these days? Heys is a good foreman and knows how to get things done, and that’s all concerning him that I can swear to. If you are going to be the wide-eyed innocent I might just as well send Dewa. Kindly keep your eyes at least halfway open and your mouth shut!”

Lorens’ equally hot retort was wasted upon the lattice door which had banged behind his cousin. Piet’s temper was apt to be ragged nowadays, and Lorens knew that, before the older man, even at this late hour, lay not a night’s rest, but hard work over the eternal pile of papers which had collected during his absence. When would he learn to do as Piet ordered, keep his mouth shut and his eyes open? This was no time to ask questions or utter protests. But surely, if he did this job well, Piet wouldn’t ask any more of him. A month or two in Sumatra and he might win the right to fly that trainer over Surabaya after all.

At eight the next morning he was lounging at the edge of the flying field, his sun helmet well down to his nose, moodily kicking at his kitbag and wondering what was keeping Soong. The distinctive green-brown ship of the Singapore-Java line was nowhere in sight.

“Goeden dag, Mijnheer van Norreys! Are you leaving too?”

Carla Cortlandt stood behind him, holding her broad-brimmed hat on her head with both hands, and blinking at the dust cloud raised by a plane taking off.

“There’s Dad now,” she added, and waved vigorously at the small crowd boarding a larger passenger craft. “He’s off for Singapore!”

“You do not go with him?”

“Not this time. I have an invitation to visit the Umbgroves in the mountains, and he will be back soon.”

As she gave one last wide-armed wave in his general direction as the plane taxied down the field, something small and shiny spun from her fingers to the ground at Lorens’ feet. He picked up a wide ring of silver, the setting a lily pad on which perched a tiny frog, reptile and leaf picked out with purple and green enamels.

“Oh — my ring! Thank you! Dad bought it for me yesterday. It’s too large, and I’m to take it back to Hu Shan’s — ”

“To where?” cut in Lorens. “Pardon, Juffvrouw Cortlandt, but where did you say you must take this?”

“To Hu Shan’s. Why, surely you must know that big curio shop in the Old Town. It’s only about a block from your office. They have the most unusual pieces of jewelry, no two alike. And he certainly is busy enough, the store was almost crowded when we were there. Look, is that pilot trying to attract your attention, Mijnheer van Norreys?”

Lorens glanced over his shoulder. It was Soong, his broad face half masked by goggles, standing by the wing of his plane. When he saw Lorens he waved.

“I must be late.” Lorens caught up his bag. “May I hope to see you again, Juffvrouw Cortlandt?”

“We’re planning to sail on the ninth. Dad’s business has been delayed again. But if you ever come to America, don’t forget to look us up. Good-bye, Mijnheer van Norreys!”

He bowed and hurried off to join Soong.

“I am late,” the Chinese pilot greeted him. “For that I am sorry, and” — he grinned, showing strong yellow teeth — “I would be even sorrier if it were Mijnheer Piet whom I had kept waiting. This way — you will be more comfortable with me in the pilot cabin, I think — ”

“But what — ” Lorens stared into the interior with open amazement. The once luxurious passenger cabin of the transport plane had been stripped of chair seats and carpet. Crates and boxes filled most of the space except along the walls where benches were bolted, curious depressions evenly spaced along their surfaces.

“For paratroopers” — Soong nodded toward the latter. “See, that is where the parachutes rest. Now all we need is a company of trained troopers. No, we no longer fly passenger ships; this is for necessary materials and troops — if we can find any.”

He wormed his way through to the control cabin, and Lorens, tossing his bag behind a crate, followed, to take the co-pilot’s cushioned seat. Even here there were changes, several new gadgets had been added to the board before them.

“Sometime” — Soong indicated one of these — “that may help us drop a few hundredweight of steel on the yellow monkey ones — and may I be the one to do it! These may not be as well armed, but I have heard that they are not unlike the American Flying Fortresses. Perhaps we shall have a chance to compare them soon — ”

“How?”

Soong shrugged. “I have heard rumors; the wind blows the idle words of men in many directions. This field at Salabania would be an excellent base for bombers. It is the best one Mijnheer Piet has found so far — good cover, near supply lines, almost everything we could ask for. And, so far, a secret.”

They had climbed steadily, and now Java was a curved green sword on the sea. Lorens flattened his nose against the glass of the cockpit to watch the Sunda Straits pass below — the old pirate waters where the fighting craft of Malay rajas used to lie in wait for merchantmen.

And now Sumatra’s mountains were rising out of the morning clouds, jungle-clothed, darker, more exciting than the terraced heights of overpopulated Java. Here and there a tongue of ribbon road thrust out into the wilderness, or they could see a patch which marked the village and cleared fields of some transplanted emigrant colony. Whole villages had been sent out from Java to build new homes and open up the land, their project carefully fostered by the government.

“If we only had more time,” said Lorens, trying to count the patches he could see.

“Time is a dragon which can be driven by no man,” Soong returned. “Time is sea water trickling through the fisherman’s net. What man can borrow time as he borrows cash from the moneylender in the market place?”

“Are you quoting Confucius?” asked Lorens.

Soong laughed. “No, I am quoting Soong. It is interesting to dress up one’s words in ceremonial robes — then the most trivial statement wears a mandarin’s button. And why do you need time, Mijnheer Lorens, apart from wanting to prepare against the coming of those northern heroes who pant to deliver the East from her chains?

“We’ve started so much, big things. And perhaps all for nothing! Why, give us another five years of peace and the Indies will be a nation — All we need is a chance!

“Instead we must buy that peace with a sword. But there is this for us to remember, a man may labor and build a mighty city which war and a conqueror will level to the sands in a night. But the memory of that city and what was done there will live. And in after years will come some to build anew. No deed, whether of evil or good, is lost from the world; the ripples from it spread out and out, passing from man to man, and in the end it may bear fruit centuries and countries away from where it was first performed. If good is done here, and it is stamped out, we who survive will remember it, and when the time comes we shall begin anew on the roots of the old plan. Peace follows war as the shelled grain comes of the reaping. Sometimes evil sows good, and good evil, and no man can say at the sowing how great the harvest shall be — ”

His words flowed on, and Lorens was reminded of the thin old man he had last seen supported by the pillows of a wide bed. Soong and the Jonkheer would have found a common meeting ground. They both seemed to possess an ironic detachment from this mad world which was whirling mankind about. Both were men of action who no longer could see in action the answer to that heart sickness which was spreading from sea to sea.

“Your men of God” — Soong eased the stick before him a trifle and the ship responded, losing altitude — “teach that good is a mighty warrior in the field against evil, and in the end good will triumph. But do you any longer have faith in such teachings? Yet until a man has faith in something, in his God, his country, his leader, his own strength, he is only a straw blown on the wind. You must have a purpose, for no man who has accepted doubt and despair for a mat fellow can stand armored against all danger. We of China have learned that. And we have won that faith. But you men of Europe seem yet to lack that thread of a common hope which could bind you into one. Hate, a common hate, cannot do it. And fear can produce only a weak counterfeit. But when you have a common faith, then you shall be free. And here is Salabania. Snap your belt, we’re going in.”

The plane circled down over what Lorens could see only as virgin jungle. Certainly there was no landing field here. And yet Soong was coming in as confidently as if a concrete runway was there to receive him. But the Chinese pilot was talking into his radio, using some native dialect.

Again they circled, making a wider loop well above the trees. And then a whole section of greenery fell away and there was a slash of brown bisecting the earth. Soong went into a long, slow glide which swept them across the clearing, then turned and came back With the unfaltering touch of a master pilot he brought them down un-jarred on hard-packed earth, to come up with almost a flourish before a long, low building bowered and covered with vines and bushes.

Native mechanics and ground crew ran out grinning, and a khaki-clad white man followed at a more leisurely pace.

Soong unbuckled his helmet. “Behold Salabania, the newest ace Mijnheer Piet has fastened up his sleeve. Now come and have a closer look.”

The ground crew had already opened the door and were calling greetings as they tugged at the freight. These men were not Javanese, nor were they like any of the natives of Sumatra whom Lorens had seen before. They were taller, and their skins were darker. When one of them yelled a pleasantry at Soong, the Dutch boy saw that his teeth had been filed into points. And the dialect they spoke among themselves was a strange one.

“Who are they?” he asked Soong.

“Men from the Outer Islands, some headhunters from Borneo. Picked men because this is one secret we have faint hopes of keeping. Here comes Mijnheer Heys. Goeden dag!”

The white man avoided a box-laden porter and hurried up to them. “Goeden dag, Lieutenant Soong! And you, Mijnheer, must be Lorens van Noreys. It is good to see you, sir.”

Lorens decided that he liked Heys. The foreman was the sort of man one ran into in the outposts of the Islands, looking older than his years because responsibility had always been his; rather loud of voice and talkative because so seldom did he see another of his own blood; almost pitifully eager to be properly hospitable, and sometimes absurdly shy and thin of skin in his contact with other Europeans. Heys might have been a type picture of his kind. Of medium height, his skin was permanently lacquered by the sun to a shade which made his sparse brown hair seem blond in contrast. He wore a beard almost finically pointed, and eye glasses with heavy dark shell rims.

Heys pushed his guests before him into the largest room of the vine-clad building, by sheer force of will got them into chairs, and had already clapped his hands for the boy with refreshments before Lorens was able to get a good picture of the place which was to be his home for many long days to come.

Salabania was a secret, and maybe they could hope that it would remain one for a while. The few buildings were concealed with the help of the quickly growing vegetation itself. The landing field was hidden with an ingenious system of nets into which camouflaging vines and leaves had been woven. It was a small place, not being able to harbor more than four or five planes at the widest stretch of its powers. But, as Soong and Heys proudly and repeatedly pointed out to anyone who would listen, the day might come when four or five planes at the critical moment might decide the history of the Indies for several hundred years to come. The only drawback was that, so far, those four or five planes had failed to materialize. But surely they would be sent — and soon.



Meanwhile, Piet converted his airliners into makeshift fighting planes, hacked out his landing fields, and hoped for the best.

Few of the other fields were as elaborate as Salabania — one or two being merely rough emergency landings. Naturally the enemy was looking for landing fields, too, and those prepared for defense could be as easily used for landing attacking parties. That is why Salabania continued to remain a secret, and that secret known to only a trusted few in both islands.

They had three machine guns, one mounted on the roof of the living quarters. These were serviced by native crews under the command of Sergeant DeWitte, a retired regular. But, Lorens learned, Piet was fighting valiantly to get an anti-aircraft piece.

Their principal job consisted of caring for and improving the field and storing the supplies which they received in a small but regular trickle, both by planes and by porters along the mountain trails. Not that the outside porters were allowed anywhere near the field. The supplies were cached near an abandoned temple where Lorens and a crew from the field picked them up later.

Never since he had left Holland had Lorens felt so cut off from the world, so far removed from the war. Here in a sort of green twilight which was the jungle, where it began to rain steadily day and night with the persistency of the monsoon, he was living another life. It now was a matter of extreme importance whether tinned peaches or tinned pears would be part of the next shipment, whether Pawanii’s trained dove sang better than Kaka’s, whether Hassan would ever be able to teach his monkey to pick tree fruit and bring it back without sampling it on the way. Leather molded, cloth mildewed, and nothing was ever really dry. But the checker game between Dewitte and Heys, an affair of ancient and never-ending rivalry, could fill their evenings with breathless interest.

Lorens, too, found an occupation for those evenings. Pawanii, clambering about on the mountain after his dove, which had escaped one afternoon, had fallen into a mountain stream, bringing several bushels of earth with him. In the fall he had lost his lucky piece, a carved shark’s tooth, and had haunted the stream thereafter, spending every spare moment in fruitless search. Lorens, for want of something better to do one day, offered to help him, and so gathered a collection of very small and rough stones which he recognized from hours of study under the stern tuition of the old Jonkheer. They were badly flawed, it was true, of poor color and too small for cutting, but they were undoubtedly rubies, five of them, which he had brought back in triumph. And some day he would prospect that stream for more.

DeWitte, being victor for the fourth evening in a row, folded up the game board with some satisfaction, then lounged over to look at the treasures Lorens still studied by lamplight, trying to plan some cutting which might give value to at least one of his finds.

“Rubies, eh?” — the Sergeant shoved one of the dull stones along with his forefinger. “Don’t look much like the finished article, do they? Now with pearls you can usually tell with the first look what you’ve got. I remember once I saw a Chinese have a bit of luck — but he was a gambler.

“They brought in a blister — one of those bits of shell which may or may not have a winner inside and put it up to auction. There was an Englishman there, some young fellow with more money than sense. He ran up the price — he’d heard some tall tales about killings made that way — until most of the dealers dropped out. Well, it came to a thousand pounds, and there was only this Chinese bidding against him. The Englishman got it in the end and took it over to the pearl doctor to be opened. We all went along; the excitement had us by then.

“You know how the doctor works, takes off skin by skin and does it slow and sure, may be hours at the job. He took his time at this one with the Englishman sweating off pounds across the table. And then he came to a pearl — but it was a dirty grayish thing no merchant would look at twice. Only that Englishman looked at it, and there was death in his eyes. For all his cockiness you had to feel for him — a thousand pounds for that hunk of grit!

“We were all feeling kind of queerish about it when this Chinese who had been bidding before stepped up and spoke. I’ll give you a thousand pounds for it,’ says he, as bold as one of the brass gods on the shelf over his head.

“The Englishman thought he was plain crazy, I guess. He hadn’t been out in the Islands long — but me, I’d met Chinese, and I suspected something. When the Chinese laid out a wad of notes, that Englishman grabbed ’em quick enough, grabbed ’em and went out of there fast — ’fraid the Chinese might change his mind. But the Chinese just nodded to the doctor to start peeling again. Well, in about an hour that dirty gray skin was all off and the Chinese had him one of the largest pink pearls ever taken along the coast. Never heard what he got out of it, but it must have been plenty. But then he had the nerve to hang on and take the risk. Might just as well been nothing but dirty gray all the way through. He was a game little beggar.”

“What was his name?” asked Lorens, with interest.

“Hu Shan. He runs that big curio shop in Batavia nowadays — ”

Heys had been twiddling the dials of the radio and now, having heard the end of the story, he turned the set on.

— at dawn this morning. The number of dead and injured is not yet known. But it is feared that the American fleet has suffered a heavy blow. The infamy of the Japanese attack at Pearl Harbor will be remembered by the American people as long as —

Heys turned, his body tense.

“Here it is!” His voice cut across the static which had drowned out the announcer. “Here comes what we have been waiting for!”
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“But that sounds — that sounds as if — ” Lorens forced the prong of the buckle through the proper hole in the cartridge belt he was putting on.

“As if we are losing?” Heys’ lips curled in a crooked grimace. “Well, we probably are.” He was crouched in a chair before their radio trying to coax out of the cloaking static more than a broken jumble of words.

The door opened and banged behind DeWitte. By all signs of stumbling walk and reddened eyes the tall sergeant was out on his feet. Pepper-and-salt beard showed an inch on his jowls, and he rubbed his eyes with his hands in a curious childish gesture.

“Anything new?” he demanded hoarsely.

“Just odds and ends. All of it bad.” Lorens picked up his rifle and snapped open the breech.

“It looks as if we’ve been forgotten here.” DeWitte allowed his big body to fall back into the nearest chair with floor-shaking force. “How much grub have we got left?”



“Grub enough, but we’re low on everything else. If we stay here — ”

Lorens glanced up in surprise. “But where else could we go?”

“Look here.” Heys stopped tinkering with the radio and turned to face them both. “What DeWitte just said may be true, they may just have forgotten all about Salabania. All right, where does that leave us? The Japs are sweeping down the island now, they’ve landed paratroops all over the place. We’ll be cut off and wiped out without ever being able to get in a blow first. How long do you suppose we could hold out here?”

The glance with which he swept the flimsy building was one of scorn.

“On the other hand, we can destroy this field and the supplies and cut south to the sea, get across to Java where we can do some real fighting. How about it?”

DeWitte pulled at his protruding lower lip. “There’s a lot in that.”

“But what if they do intend to use this field? What if our men come and can’t land, can’t get the supplies they want?” demanded Lorens. “We have orders to stay— ”

Heys laughed shortly. “Those orders were given before Pearl Harbor. We’ve been weeks now without any at all. I say that if we stay we’ll just be cold meat for the first roving band of Japs to knock off — ”

“Tuan! Tuan!” Someone was pounding at the door, almost beating it from its shaky hinges.

DeWitte reached it first, flung it open, and pulled in the shouting native. It was Pawanii, rain running from his bare shoulders.

“Tuan!” he gabbled at DeWitte. “In sky, many, many white things — ”

“Paratroops! I knew it!” Heys seemed almost glad to have his gloomy forebodings so quickly vindicated.



“Which way — how did you see them?” demanded DeWitte.

“From the high rocks. They fall on outer road.”

“Hmm.” DeWitte loosed his hold on Pawanii and plucked at his lip again. “That means they’ll have a fairly long haul through the jungle to reach us. Gives us an hour — maybe more. Looks as if our problem is settled for us” — he smiled grimly at Lorens. “We’ll have to go now. Let’s follow the second plan.”

They answered with nods. The weeks since the outbreak of war had not been spent in idleness. DeWitte had made and discarded plans for just such a moment and had decided upon a final one, drilling them all as to their part in it. Now they knew just what each man must do before the jungle swallowed him.

Lorens unlocked the supply rooms. Behind him ten coolies were chattering among themselves, but each was equipped with the bag he had been drilled to bring on such an occasion. And now they lost no time in breaking open the boxes and barrels and filling those bags. Lorens gathered up the three shoulder sacks which had been kept ready and waiting for the Europeans.

Then, with hammers, hatchets, and crowbars, they set about breaking and dumping tins of fruit and other foods, drums of oil and aviation gas, spilling and fouling bags of rice, effectively ruining what they could not take with them.

“All done, Tuan” — a coolie paddled one brown foot in a slimy paste of oil and rice. “No good more time.”

Lorens looked over the complete desolation carefully. Yes, none of this would be good ‘more time’. Not even to the brown men who were reputed to be able to live and fight on a handful of rice and grass pulled from the roadside. He ordered the coolies out and followed, to find a busy scene.

DeWitte’s guard was drawn up in a soldierly line, rifles in hand. Four more of them fell to the rear, carrying the machine guns. Heys was working over some boxes from which tangles of wire ran away in several directions.

“All right,” he said as Lorens and the supply train came up. “She’ll go up when we want her to.”

DeWitte was watching the sullen rain still beating down, soaking them all to the skin. “No fear of the rain putting it out?” he asked doubtfully.

“Not this. We prepared against that.”

“Then let’s go!”

DeWitte barked an order and his army trudged toward the opposite side of the clearing, Lorens and his carriers falling in behind them when they passed. Only Heys remained in the open. He waited there on his knees beside the boxes, nursing an inch or so of cigarette in his cupped hand. When they reached the fringe of trees, the whole party turned to watch him.

Heys threw aside his shred of tobacco, flexed his wrist in an outflung gesture, and brought the palm of his hand smartly down on the top of the nearest box, giving the other two similar blows in quick succession. Then he streaked toward them. And he had almost reached the shelter of the trees before the first explosion came.

Earth and pieces of torn camouflage nets fell about their ears. Out where the landing field had once been were jagged craters which would swallow up any plane which might try to land. And the huddle of supply rooms and living quarters were nothing but a splintered mass in which a wisp of sickly yellow flame fought back against the bludgeon of the rain.

“Good job, well done,” commented DeWitte. “Now we should be pushing on before those Japs come sniffing around. I take it you want to head straight for Sunda?”

“That’s as good a plan as any,” Heys agreed.

So, simply enough, began an experience which Lorens, long years after, would recall only against his conscious Will. The jungle folded in upon them as if the paw of some gigantic beast had caught them up. Heat of steaming, rotting vegetation and damp of the eternal rain sucked the breath from their lungs. And they were never free from the stench of the slime ankle-deep underfoot.

There were vines which looked like snakes, and snakes which put on the harmless guise of vines. And always, never ending, the constant sting and bite of insects welcoming greedily their new rich blood.

Their only protection against the latter were the bitter quinine tablets they swallowed and a paste for the skin, for which DeWitte promised great things. But it did not work. Time seemed to have no measurement; one simply plodded on through the muck, following the brown legs of the man before him, and, at intervals, becoming one of those who went ahead to cut a path for the party. Lorens wondered dully whether one could ever fight under such conditions.

His answer came soon enough. They chanced upon a game trail bisecting the wilderness they had been blundering through. It angled crookedly off in the general direction of their own path, and the natives squatted down on their heels while Heys and DeWitte studied the earth for tracks.

“Save us hours,” commented the foreman as Lorens joined them.

DeWitte bored a hole in the soft ground with the toe of his boot. “Those hours won’t be of any use to dead men. Suppose they’ve holed up somewhere along here just waiting for us to try a fool trick like that? I say keep on the way we’re going now — ”

“Wait!” Lorens was looking down the tunnel of trees which enclosed the path. Had he or had he not seen that suspicious shaking of a low-hanging vine? How much dared he trust his untrained eyes in this unknown territory of the jungle?



“What is it?” DeWitte was at his elbow.

“There — ’bout a foot beyond that clump of reddish flowers. Thought I saw that vine move.”

DeWitte made an emphatic gesture. With a flicker of movement but no sound the natives melted back into the green. Heys fell to his knee behind the protecting bole of a rotting tree, and DeWitte’s hand on his shoulder pressed the boy into similar concealment. But there were rifle barrels poking through the veil of leaves and Heys had been joined in his retreat by one of the pairs of machine gunners.

Lorens licked sweat beads from his upper lip and tasted the blood from scratches and insect bites. Now that he no longer could keep his mind on the business of just following an ever-moving pair of legs before him, he began to feel all the aches and pains, the burning itching of stings, and hear the dull throb of his own blood in his ears.

A brown-skinned shadow had just joined DeWitte. And now it was going again, slipping away with the ease of one of the huge hunting snakes. Lorens turned his attention to the black-bodied fly which had just planted its sucker in the tender skin between his thumb and finger. He moved to strike it away, only to have DeWitte catch and hold down his hand in savage grip.

And still all there was to hear was the drum of the rain and sometimes the crash of a falling tree eaten out by insects or undermined by the moisture of the monsoon. Lorens had counted three such before DeWitte’s scout materialized beside them again. He made his report in the pidgin language of the coast which both Europeans understood.

“It be little, little of them, Tuan. Maybe four, maybe five, maybe ten. They go all together with black boy. He show them road. They have shoot many times guns. But do not know we be here, Kawaka think.”



“Ten thousand submachine guns,” mused DeWitte. “Look here, Kawaka, suppose some men were to go out through the jungle and come around behind them. Then these men could — ”

But Kawaka’s wild mop of fuzzy hair was already nodding in energetic approval.

“Can do, Tuan. Only take no guns — this better!” He drew from his waistcloth a foot and a half of naked and well-polished steel, steel which did not lack either keen point or sharpened cutting edge. “We go now — Kawaka take good fighters!”

DeWitte crawled over to Heys, leaving Lorens the nearest to the trail. So it was he who caught first sight of the invaders. Lorens had always imagined that the Japanese would be smaller and darker editions of the Malays he had seen. But the soldier who pushed cautiously out into the game trail was fairly tall. His pot helmet, stained to the same shade of olive green as the jungle, shadowed most of his face, but the quick ease of his movements gave Lorens the impression that he was young, young and a seasoned hand at the present dangerous game.

He did not come all the way into the open. After an examination of the trail, he faded back into a screen of brush. But Lorens, having seen him disappear, was able after a moment or two of concentration to pick out his outline through the foliage. And his own rifle swung slowly into line with a point about twelve inches below that helmet as his finger crooked about the trigger.

DeWitte was gone, back into the jungle to check on the native flanking force. The Japanese remained as motionless as if he had put down roots and become part of the bushes he had taken refuge in. Did he suspect their presence and was giving them opportunity to betray themselves? Or was he just following the routine of an advance scout in hostile territory? Lorens was impatient at his own ignorance. Had the Japanese party stopped for some reason?

Lorens’ nose itched, and he dug it forcefully into the back of his hand, rubbing it with an energy which made his eyes water. What might a sneeze do now?

The native attack began with a scream which might have torn from the throat of an enraged panther. And that sound jerked Lorens’ muscles in instinctive reaction. He squeezed the trigger. The bush by the trail thrashed into life with a broken cry. The crack and whine of the rifles, the steady horrible laughter of the machine guns, filled the cutting, only to be overtopped and borne down by the screaming which never stopped.

Lorens fired on methodically into the maze of trees, vines, and bushes ahead. But he never caught sight of the enemy again. And the battle was over before he had fired more than six times.

One of the Malays showed head and arm out of the trail wall, waved at the gunners, and disappeared again. Rightly they interpreted this as a cease-firing signal and obeyed, just as DeWitte came out grinning, wiping one hand first on a handful of leaves, then on the seat of his slacks.

“All right, boys,” he called. “We got us some trophies. Anybody interested in a nice pig-sticker?”

He was waving an odd-looking short sword. Kawaka joined him a moment later with a pair of field glasses swung on their thong around his dirty neck.

Heys stood up and stretched. “So that’s that. Suppose it was all your work; we didn’t manage to get any?”

“I wouldn’t say that. Somebody picked off their scout with as clean a shot as I’ve ever seen.”

Lorens was making a serious job of tightening the carrying strap of his rifle, of taking a drink from his canteen. Somehow he didn’t want to remember that shot and its result. Nor did he want to push forward with the rest and go trophy-hunting. He only wanted the enemy to remain a greenish shadow in a helmet without a real man’s face.

They were on their way again shortly. But now there was no more said about using the easier paths of the game trails. If the enemy were being guided by local natives as Kawaka had reported, then the game trails became traps.

On the second day they came to a deserted kampong and there thankfully crawled into shelter for the short rest DeWitte would allow them. There was no evidence of why the villagers had left, but the empty homes had lodged only bats and lizards for some time. And the jungle had already sent runners into the weed-choked fields.

Kawaka and two companions slung bags of scant provisions from their belts and went on, scouting ahead toward the Straits in hope of sighting a ship to put the whole company back on the soil of Java again. The three Europeans speculated endlessly about the war and what was happening to their forces up and down the Islands. Now that there was no longer even the static-cut scraps of radio news to build upon, they felt particularly helpless and shut away from the world.

“Something must have upset all our plans.” Heys paused to explore his upper teeth with his tongue in quest of an elusive grain of rice.” Go to all that work to get the field ready and then never even use it once. Bad luck that.”

DeWitte spat with expert marksmanship at the head of a lizard that was peering at them out of the ragged thatch. “Looks as if everything folded up mighty fast, Ever see a dyke wall give way once the sea has found a leak? The whole thing just sort of caves in all at once. These Japs must have found our weak spot and broken through, and now our whole defense is giving away. Wonder how the Americans are holding out up there on that rock of theirs — what do they call it now?”

“Bataan,” supplied Lorens. “But what will happen if it is all giving away as easily as you say?”

“Well, we’ll just keep on retreating, making it as unpleasant and as long a job as we can. Then we get out — ”

“Out where?” demanded Heys.

“Australia, I guess. Take us a breathing spell there and get organized again and then come back! Come back with everything and give it to ’em.” His big hands were fists which he pounded on the flooring of the hut. “Me, I’ve always believed what Admiral Helfrich did, that the best time to stop wars is before they start. If anyone can pull us through this mess, he can. And some day I’m coming back here — when I do I’m staying — permanent!”

“ ‘Vive le Geus! Is nude leus,’ ” repeated Lorens out of his memory.

Heys’ broad thick eyebrows went up. “ ‘Long Live the Beggars! The sword is drawn.’ Yes, that is as appropriate today as it was four hundred years ago — ”

“Only it’s machine guns now,” commented DeWitte, “not swords. I remember learning that piece about the Beggars in school back home. Wonder what’s happened there now?”

“And where is ‘home’?” asked Heys.

“Oh, Varlaam, a little fishing village — ”

“But I know it well!” Lorens cried. “Our home was near there. Tell me, do you know Capt. Wim Smits?”

DeWitte shook his head. “It’s been almost thirty years since I left. Doubt if I’d know my own brother if I met him tomorrow. When a man comes out to the Islands, he leaves the old life behind, and some day it comes to seem as if all he remembered back there really belongs to someone else. Java is more real to me now than the Netherlands. And some day we’re going back to be a nation ourselves! Just you wait. We aren’t going to allow men who never saw the Islands to tell us how to manage our affairs, not always we aren’t! And the Netherlands army still in the field is ours.”

Heys spat out the cud of leaves he had been chewing to take the place of cigarettes he could not smoke. “Your better days may be coming, but the man who built this house didn’t see them. Look what he did to old Ganesha over there.” He pointed to the opposite corner.

In the half light Lorens was just able to make out the squat clay statue of the elephant-headed god. But poor Ganesha was hoisted into a very uncomfortable position, standing on his head, held firmly in his undignified pose by two sticks.

“Bankrupt, eh?” commented DeWitte. “That’s what it means,” he explained to Lorens. “When a man goes bankrupt here, he tells the world of his misfortune by setting the god of Good Luck upside down — it’s logical enough. Maybe as a nation we’d better turn our Ganesha topside down.”

Lorens crossed the room and pulled away the sticks to right the crude image. Stood upright on his broad base again, Ganesha looked relieved, for the mouth under his curling trunk gaped in what the potter must have intended to represent a beaming smile.

“Ganesha should favor you at that,” went on DeWitte. “They say he smiles on pen-pushers, too, and you seem to enjoy scribbling. Maybe by giving the old boy back his dignity you’ve done us a stroke of luck.”

“Be better yet if you had some butter for him,” suggested Heys, “or honey. He has a sweet tooth. Here, give him a present!” Lorens caught the crumpled pack of cigarettes the other tossed him. “They’re only a temptation if I keep ’em in my pocket. So let Ganesha have them. He ought to be grateful, they’re the last of my American ones.”

So they left Ganesha right side up with a half-filled packet of American cigarettes to molder at his feet, though Heys still claimed that there was greater virtue in honey and butter. But Lorens liked to think that the little god sent them on their way with his broad smile, and he would not have been too greatly surprised if the elephant trunk had waved in salute when they ducked out of the low doorway.

Although the rain had stopped for the moment, there was no hope of keeping dry, for the soaked foliage unloaded water on them at every step they took, plodding on toward the sea and Java.
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A roll of sound beat down the narrow valley, its cadence flattened a little by the rising wind. Lorens did not even lift his aching head in answer. He knew only too well what it was, another sentence written in their story of sullen defeat. Somewhere above, the Landstorm had blown up another road pass. And he could both taste and smell the oily smudge from the burning fields where night and day the rich fortune of this land roared up in flames. This was the Java he had fought his way back to — a Java being ruthlessly destroyed foot by foot by its own rulers.

Somewhere down along the stream he now followed toward the sea was the flying field where Piet had been reported three days ago. And Piet was still his nominal commander-in-chief. But if this was just another false clue, one of the many he had tried to run down in the last weary days, he would turn back and join the first party of Landstorm he could find. Just as DeWitte, Heys, and their Outer Islands men had done the morning after they had landed, come ashore from that stubborn steering Chinese pearling lugger they had commandeered as it put in for water on the Sumatran coast.

There was a new sound now, above the echoes of the blasting. Lorens looked up in time to see the black cross of a bomber printed against the afternoon sky. So there really was a flying field down here; that much of his information was right. Now if it was also true that Piet was there — !

Here was another bomber, and a third — but they weren’t heading inland as he had expected. They were shooting out toward the sea.

He quickened his pace, flailing outspread arms to sweep a path through brush. Then he almost fell out upon a road, newly and hastily made by the look of it. Smoother footing allowed him to break into a jog-trot.

After that it was easy enough to find the field, a square of packed and pounded earth protected by wire strung around raw posts. And close to the nearest corner was a little knot of men who shielded their eyes as they watched a last bomber licked up by the clouds.

As Lorens approached the gate, a sentry swung up his rifle and challenged.

“Capt. Piet van Norreys” — Lorens leaned a little heavily on his own weapon — “is he here?”

It was a Eurasian officer coming up behind the soldier who answered.

“Capt. van Norreys is no longer here — ”

The officer’s face became a smudged blur, then sharpened into proper focus again. Lorens reached out a hand and steadied himself against the post. He couldn’t really remember when he had last eaten a full meal, and the night before he had spent in uneasy napping on a straw sleeping mat in a native kampong. Now here he was, but Piet was gone again.

“Where did he go? When?” he asked dully.



“He left yesterday. We have had orders to clear the fields. That was the last of the bombers taking off from here — ”

“You mean that they were leaving Java — those planes?”

“They are. Those that can leave. This is the end.” The officer’s short sentences, spoken in an emotionless monotone, were like a blow in the face. This was a man who no longer had any hope for the future. “All over the island those which can still fly are ordered out. Capt. van Norreys went to Tjima to see about evacuating the ground personnel — some American and British ships are still there.”

“And where is Tjima?” asked Lorens.

The officer unfolded a thumb-marked square of paper. “It is on the south coast — here. A small fishing port. Do not follow the road too closely, they have bombed and machine-gunned it twice since noon.” He put the map back in his shirt pocket. “We shall do what is to be done here and then we’re going up.” He jerked his thumb toward the mountains. With no other word of farewell, he started back to his waiting men. Lorens lingered. He was finding it increasingly hard to think clearly, just as he could no longer keep any track of time.

What should he do now? Try once more to catch up with Piet at this Tjima, or go with the group who were planning to return and join the forces still resisting in the mountains? To go back would mean fighting and meeting the end in some last desperate struggle among the terraced fields. If he reached Tjima and found Piet, he might be of some help to him and the air force his cousin was trying to save. Which way should he go — ?

He slung his rifle over his shoulder by its strap and dug his hands deep into the pockets of his ragged slacks. In the left one was his handkerchief with the little knob of rubies knotted in the corner. He took them out to look at again, the dull grayish stones. Then he picked out the largest one.

“If it lands up the road I go to the mountains,” he said aloud. “Down the road, I’ll try to reach Tjima. Here goes!” Closing his eyes he tossed the stone into the air.

“It went over there, Tuan.” The sentry, who had been watching with interest, pointed just as Lorens opened his eyes. “That is it, is it not?” The speck of gray he had seen in the brown clay was ‘it’. Lorens picked it up, then, on impulse, he turned and flipped it onto the side brim of the sentry’s hat.

“Take care of that,” he suggested. “It’s a ruby. And good luck to you, comrade.”

He shuffled off before the open-mouthed soldier could frame a reply, following the road down the slope of ground toward the unknown Tjima.

Within a quarter of an hour he had overtaken his first refugees, a family party of four — grandmother, mother, and two small sons — lumpy bundles slung on the shoulders of even the smallest, trudging toward the coast. Father and eldest son, the mother said in answer to Lorens’ questioning, were serving with the Landstorm — where, she did not know. They were going to her sister for shelter since their own kampong had been bombed at sunset the day before.

Lorens stayed with them until they stopped beside a pool for evening rice, carrying the largest bundle, and refusing the offered portion of their scanty food. But his impatience would not allow him to linger when they halted, and he hurried away to be caught up in the stream of refugees heading seaward.

It was after dark that he came to a lorry off the road with a group of Anzacs sweating to get it out of the liquid glue of the rice paddy and back on solid surface. When the sergeant in charge discovered that Lorens could speak the native dialect as well as English, he calmly commandeered him to translate the instructions he had been trying, by the force of shouting and gesturing, to give to the original lorry crew.

But even the sergeant was forced to realize the impossibility of his task when the hub caps of the big wheels were lost to view. Undaunted, he ordered his own men and the natives to unload the stranded and sinking machine and take all they could carry of the supplies.

Lorens traded his flashlight with its almost dead batteries for a new one of British army issue, crammed sticky chocolate into his mouth and a package of iron rations into his shirt, ending by filling his pockets with rifle cartridges, all from the boxes the sergeant had ordered broken open. What they must leave was hurled into the rice padddy to be hidden from sight in the slimy mud. The sergeant then formed up his squad and marched them on, the Javanese drivers, now armed and well equipped, bringing up the rear. Lorens matched steps with the sergeant, trying to answer his questions and ask a few of his own.

Nobody, the Netherlander discovered, seemed to have a very clear idea of what was happening to the Indies. Singapore had fallen, Burma was gone, or going fast, with a disorganized Allied Army and a starving Chinese force trying to fall back into India. Sumatra was gone. They were yet resisting in Borneo. But for Java, caught in the pincers of occupied Sumatra and Bali, there was no hope left.

“It’s this way, chum” — the Anzac explained his own part in the rout — “the last orders I had were to take that blamed lorry through with supplies for the boys who are to hold Tjima. Well, you saw what happened to the lorry. Wha’d’y expect, trying to run these roads at night without lights? We’ll get to Tjima on our own two feet and bring in what we can pack.”

“Then it is planned to make a stand at Tjima?”



“How do I know? How does any man know what’s going to happen in this here war? Japs are landing by parachute all over the place — to say nothing of those moving in from Palembang. Though they ain’t going to get the oil they was after there. Cruel hard what happened, sand and grit thrown into them going engines, blowing up the wells, and all. But here — well, our crates are bombed into splinters before they can take off, we’re flying old traps held together with baling wire now.

“And you can’t hold a country when they keep dropping men behind your lines and cutting into you from the rear. We was caught just thinkin’ when we shoulda been doin’ again. Now I’m going to think a little for this outfit. We’re movin’ into Tjima, and if we can’t find someone to tell us where th’ rest of th’ outfit is, we’ll move out again! There’s some mighty good Jap huntin’ to be done back in th’ hills!”

Lorens found his body settling into the marching rhythm set by the sergeant and the men behind him. He had been tired, but that was hours ago. Now he felt nothing but a sort of prickling excitement, an overwhelming interest in what was going to happen next. Across the night they could see the blaze of the oil fires, of factories, shipyards, warehouses, feeding black smoke to the clouds. Powdery soot and ashes drifted through the air.

“You Dutch are cleaning it up all right,” commented the sergeant.

“For a year, maybe more, they will be able to get nothing from this land,” returned Lorens. “We had our plans made long ago — ”

“A cruel shame, chum. We was on th’ Musi when they was burnin’ th’ fields and refineries there — a good job, too right. So hot it was we could feel it clear across th’ river, and that’s a half mile. It ain’t right; a man builds up a nice business of his own and then some Jap or Nasty smashes it flat — or else he has to burn it up hisself. That’s grim hard, it is. You come from hereabouts?”

“No. I am from the Netherlands. I have been here only since last year. My cousin is the owner of the Singapore-Java Airline. And you are from Australia?”

“Too right. Come from Grafton in New South Wales. Proper town that — near Sydney. This war sure mixes us up — here’s you from Holland, and me from Grafton, and yesterday I met a Yank from some town in one of their eastern states, Cleveland, Ohio, he called it. And he had a chum who was part American Indian, both of them flyers. Then their head mechanic was a Chinese and his assistant was a Scot from Aberdeen.”

“It does not matter who fights at your side if he fights for your cause — ”

“True that. Me, I’ve been in Egypt, and Greece, so far in this war, and my brother’s in Burma — he’ll probably land up in India — trust Bert to get hisself out of trouble. And who knows where we’ll all be when th’ mess is over. I’m rather hopin’ I’ll be seein’ Berlin, or else Tokyo. If there’ll be enough of it left to see. These yellow chaps may think they have us runnin’ now, but a slow start makes a strong finish. Jim,” he called over his shoulder, “pass th’ word down to one of them Java boys, I want to make sure we’re still headin’ direct for Tjima.”

The Javanese assured him, via Lorens’ translation, that Tjima was before them and that they ought to come into the town well before sunrise.

“There” — he pointed to a column of flame — “is the oil refinery of Tuan Umbgrove — to the east lies Tjima.”

Umbgrove, Lorens tried to place the name. Yes, Piet had spoken of Hendrik Umbgrove, the oil man — Umbgrove — why, it was the American girl, Carla Cortlandt, who had mentioned staying with the Umbgroves. What had happened to her, he wondered. Surely she had left the Islands before this, her father would see to that.



Maybe she was well on her way home across the Pacific — home to a country where the lights still dared to show in night-clad cities, where no raiders droned down the wind to drop their blasting burdens of death.

“Halt!”

The Anzac sergeant may not have understood that Dutch order, but the urgency in it made his own voice crack in the British equivalent.

“Who are you?” Lorens automatically demanded of a figure half seen against the fire glow of the sky.

“Landstorm. And what are you?”

“This is a British supply force ordered through to Tjima,” replied Lorens. “And I am trying to join my superior there — Capt. van Norreys of the Air Force.”

A pencil of light marked out his face, then switched to the sergeant and his men.

“All right. Keep on this road. There will be other out-posts before you reach the town. Better get in as quickly as possible, there have been more Jap paratroopers reported landing in the west.”

Lorens translated, and the sergeant nodded. “Good-oh, we’ll push along now.”

And push along they did, at a pace which reminded Lorens that he had feet. Open fields stretched on either side of their road, and the glow from the fires made it light enough to see small parties of men marching determindedly back toward the hills.

“Looks as if we’re plannin’ to hold. Those chaps better get under cover before some Jap plane spots ‘em. Step it up back there, Jim, we’re goin’ to find out just where we’re needed most!”

Tjima lay in a round cup of which a harbor reef made half the rim. A year before, it had been a sleepy fishing village. Six months before, it had been a suddenly important supply port. And now it was a crazy madhouse of activity, sound, and misery. As for finding one man in that throng of stricken refugees, hurrying squads of soldiers, and milling townsfolk, that was almost an impossible task, Lorens decided, after one look into the muddle where men in uniform were still trying to preserve order in spite of growing spurts of panic.

He parted abruptly with the sergeant when the latter saw and started to trail the khaki of a British army jacket, his obedient squad at his heels. But Lorens kept on, pushing through the crowd to be washed up on the steps of what was Tjima’s leading hotel.

And those steps were not empty. He had to edge his way among bodies flaccid with sleep, step over hastily knotted bundles and those treasures snatched up by a people trained in peace and suddenly made homeless by war. A gamecock made choked noises in its throat from the top of a willow basket, and a child held out a brown palm on which lay some grains of rice to comfort it.

The lobby was just as packed with careless sleepers who occupied the chairs, the tables, the floor, leaving free only a very narrow path to the desk. Lorens made his way toward that post of information. It did not help his self-confidence any to catch a glimpse of himself in one of the full-length mirrors. After one blink at that battered scarecrow which seemed to be his reflection, he averted his eyes hastily.

“Capt. van Norreys” — the Javanese desk clerk echoed the name. “But, yes, he was here only this morning, Tuan. He was getting men and supplies on board a tanker which was supposed to sail two hours ago. Where he is now” — the young man flung up his hands in an expressive gesture — “who can say? No one can longer keep account of anyone in Tjima. Just look, Tuan, at these sleeping here. And in each room we have five, six, even ten! Tjima has gone mad!”

“Did he leave a message?” Lorens leaned heavily against the edge of the desk. “I am his cousin, Lorens van Norreys.”

“Wait but a moment, Tuan.” The clerk reached in a desk drawer and pulled out a great bundle of bits of paper, some torn and stained. These he flicked through with the ease of much practice. At one he hesitated, read the superscription again, then pulled it out with an air of quiet triumph.

“There is, as you say, Tuan, a message for you.”

Lorens tore open the envelope and read the lines scrawled across the half sheet.

“ ‘Very important you come Quing Sak’s bazaar at once.’ ” There was no signature, but the envelope was addressed plainly to Van Norreys, and only Piet would be expecting him.

By following the clerk’s directions he was able to find Quing Sak’s bazaar, a sprawling Chinese store on a side street. Its doors were shut, and probably barred, and every window shutter was firmly in place. Lorens knocked loudly.

“Who there?” demanded a voice in the pidgin language of the traders.

“Van Norreys.” Lorens could hear the sound of a bar being withdrawn, then the door was held open just enough for him to squeeze through.

The room was mostly in darkness, only the tiny oil lamp in the hand of its owner made any fight against the gloom. The old Chinese who held the light close to Lorens’ face was wearing a full robe of dark silk above which his shrunken face was as wrinkled as the hull of a nut. But there was nothing aged about his eyes.

“You come ’longside Quing,” he ordered and shuffled away down the long room, Lorens at his heels.

The bazaar must have been larger than it seemed from the outside, for they went through several dark rooms before they came to a last windowless box where a large old-fashioned oil lamp banished shadows to the corners.



“He come now,” Quing informed the two figures by the table.

“But this is not — !”

“Mijnheer van Norreys!”

The two exclamations crossed, and Lorens added one of his own, “ Juffvrouw Cortlandt!”

For it was really she who had risen to her feet and stood staring at him.

“But we were waiting for Capt. van Norreys,” she faltered.

“We?” His gaze swung to her companion.

Hu Shan had lost none of his sleekness. He was the same picture of well-to-do merchant who had padded down the halls of that old house in Batavia. And now, catching Lorens’ attention, he tucked his hands into his long sleeves and bowed in formal politeness.

“But — what is this all about? What are you doing here, Juffvrouw, and — ”

“Please.” Hu Shan raised his hand. “Sit and rest yourself, Mijnheer, and I shall endeavor to explain. It is this way, when all Americans were being evacuated from the island, Juffvrouw Cortlandt chose to remain because she believed that her father would return to search for her, and if she were not here, he would not give up such a search and escape.”

“So— so” — Carla took up the tale — “I— well, I hid. The Umbgoves thought I had gone, and the Consul thought I was with them. Then the Umbgoves did go, and when I went back to their house there was a message from Dad telling me to get on to Sydney and that he’d meet me there. I didn’t know what to do, except try to reach the nearest port where there might be a ship. Then I found that the Japanese had cut through and we were surrounded — ”

“It was at that time” — Hu Shan’s smooth voice took over — “that I most literally stumbled over the Juffvrouw and was able to offer her aid in reaching here. We attempted to get in touch with Capt. van Norreys, since for a time he seemed to be in charge of evacuation here. But he left some hours ago and now we do not know where he is — ”

“Have you tried to get passage on one of the freighters?” asked Lorens.

Carla was still able to smile, but it was a rueful one. “Have you?” she countered. “You cannot get within a block of the ticket office or near the docks. And most of the space is being used for vital supplies and men.”

“There is one other chance,” Hu Shan said. “We are awaiting news of that now, Mijnheer — ”

“Are you leaving, too?” Lorens demanded bluntly of the Chinese.

“I? No, Mijnheer. I am remaining. There is yet work to be done.”

“Work? What kind of work — ”

“Would keep a Chinese in reach of his enemies?” Hu Shan caught up and finished Lorens’ question. “The same kind of work for my country, Mijnheer, that you are prepared to do for yours. You see, the brown monkey people believe that some of us — to save our cash and the skins on our back — will do as they order. And some of us — may they eternally walk the Seven Hells! — do. But a man can take service where his heart is not, and that is what I have done.

“In this land I am a pair of eyes and ears for others. To the monkey ones I supply misinformation, to those in Chungking that which is true. So it becomes my duty to remain and welcome the triumphant conquerors, doubtless I shall discover it a most educational experience. While it is your duty to go and fight for yours.” He raised his hand in sudden warning, for old Quing had returned to spit out a stream of gutturals from the doorway.

“Tonight” — Hu Shan arose — “the Gods of Luck are smiling. Our back door is not yet closed. Shall we go?”
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DUEL IN THE SKY

Their way led through the back alleys of the native quarter of Tjima. Here there was little of the wild excitement which filled the European district with crowds moving aimlessly to and fro. Instead most of the kampongs were shuttered and dark, the small shops closed, and only one or two hurrying figures were to be seen on the streets.

Lorens commented on this and Hu Shan laughed shortly.

“Those having wealth have already fled, those who are poor have crept into such holes as they know. Some are planning what bargains they can drive with the brown dwarf people — ”

“Then they don’t think that the city will be held?”

“Held? How can one man, or a thousand men, hold this town now? Fighting can perhaps gain us a few more hours, hours in which to send out more ships to be torpedoed beyond the reef. But that is the best it can do. Java fell before the first of the parachute troops landed, she really fell the day the first Japanese walked into Indo-China.”

“But — we’ll fight back.” Carla’s voice was edged with childish bewilderment. “The Americans have never lost a war — ”

“Wars,” remarked Hu Shan, “are not won by over-confidence, they are won by hard fighting and superior skill, as well as by out-thinking the enemy. And the past does not prophesy for the future. It will be a long day before we win back what we are losing tonight. We must prove that we have the patience and — ”

“Faith,” Lorens added, remembering that conversation with Soong weeks before.

“Yes, faith, a very necessary weapon. And now this way, if you please, into the boat.”

He hitched up the long skirts of his robe and climbed down into a shallow skiff. Lorens handed Carla down, then joined them. The Netherlander picked up the oars as Hu Shan took the rudder and after a few tentative swings bent in the rhythm he had learned on the canals and marsh streams of his homeland.

They skirted the shore line, heading away from the town and the burning oil fields. Lorens’ shoulders had begun to ache in earnest before Hu Shan headed inshore, directing the oarsman to ship oars. Waves brought them in to a scrap of beach which edged a tongue of land thrust into the sea. Hu Shan whistled and was answered from beyond.

Lorens followed the Chinese through a tangled thicket which started at the sand’s edge, trying to break a passage through the vines and bushes for Carla who stumbled along without complaint behind him, her fingers hooked in his belt. The rifle, he discovered, made an excellent weapon of defense against the growing things, beating them down and tearing them apart.

Five minutes of such journeying brought them into a cove, overhung and protected by trees. And a short distance out a seaplane had been moored to heave and roll with the swell.

“That you?” The voice from the night spoke Dutch with a crisp accent. “It’s about time. I want to take off before some of those beggars come nosing about here. Got the lady there?”

“Yes.” Hu Shan’s calm was almost a rebuke to the other’s impatience. “And there is also a gentleman — ”

“Now look here” — the dark figure which had detached itself from the trees halted abruptly — “I said I’d take one — not two — ”

“That is all right,” Lorens broke in hastily. “I have not planned to go. I must find my cousin — ”

“Capt. Piet van Norreys,” said Hu Shan, “sailed on the Island Queen two hours ago. If you have any intention of joining him in Australia, you had better ride with Lew Gong here. And you, Gong, can jettison some of your cargo that I am shipping.”

“But I cannot allow that — ” began Lorens. He rather resented the way the Chinese seemed to be arranging his future without reference to him.

“Mijnheer van Norreys, for many years I have had dealings with the House of Norreys, and I have never found among their men a fool. And I have met many of them, since for years I was the House agent in Port Darwin. If I choose to repay certain out-standing debts now, who can deny me? Believe me, Mijnheer van Norreys, I speak the truth when I say that you will be of more use to your country living, and in Australia, than if you now return to die in some futile battle in the hills.”

“Well, what’s it going to be? Make up your mind quick, Mijnheer,” cut in the pilot. “We’ve got to get going!”

He was standing by a dark shadow bobbing in the water, a rubber raft Lorens guessed. Go or stay, the decision had to be made this moment. What would Piet want him to do? But suddenly, instead of Piet’s war-lined face, he saw another, thin and brown against sun-bleached linen.

“The wise man does not throw away his life unless he sees some gain for his cause in return.” Hadn’t Grandfather said something like that in their last interview? True, he might help kill a few invaders in the mountains, but everyone seemed to agree that it was only a matter of time before the island was overrun. If he could reach Australia, it would mean a chance to join the Air Force. And to hit back by air — that was the only way to strike effectively now.

“All right. I’ll go.”

The raft could accommodate only two at a time. So Carla was paddled out first and climbed up into the plane. Then Gong brought back two boxes which he overended up the beach as Lorens took their place. He had tried to thank Hu Shan, but the Chinese refused to hear him out.

“The day to talk of this, Mijnheer, will be when the House of Norreys again opens its doors to trade.”

“I will remember that,” Lorens said slowly, and every word was part of a promise he would not forget.

The plane had been stripped of its seats. Carla was in the co-pilot’s perch, but Lorens had to make himself as easy as he could on the floor of the outer cabin, now stacked with crates and boxes lashed into place. He wondered if the ship was too overladen to rise as they taxied out for a long run across the water of the bay.

But their pilot got them up into the air, heading south, away from the flame and smoke of the burning oil wells, out into the fresh night over the sea. Somewhere south of Timor lay the great island continent of Australia. Lorens had no idea of the air distances — how long it would take them to reach the now precarious safety Australia offered.

The Netherlander must have slept, for he could not remember anything between their take-off and the shock which bumped him out of his position on the floor. A broad band of morning sun struck full across his eyes. They had landed and were running over choppy waves into a spot where the rise and fall were less turbulent.

“Got to refuel, buddy, and you can lend a hand.” The pilot stood over him. Framed by the helmet was a Chinese face, but Lorens identified that accent at last — it was aggressively American.

“But you’re Chinese,” he muttered groggily as he fumbled at the tin fuel cans.

“Chinese? I’m one hundred per cent American, buddy. Born in the City of the Angels. And watch it, will you? If any of that goes in the drink, we’ll all be asking for harps. It’s a long way to Sydney, or even to Port Darwin, and we’re none too flush with the juice.”

Fueling was an awkward, time-consuming job, and their shirts were clinging damply to them before they were through. The seaplane rested in an almost closed ring of a coral reef with a palm-crowned island at their left.

“Found this place a couple of months ago,” Gong commented. “Yeah, throw those empties overboard, every ounce of weight counts now.” He pitched the tin he held into the clear water of the lagoon, and Lorens followed his example. “Don’t believe that this is on any map, but it’s a good harbor — too shallow for a freighter, just right for us. Miss Cortlandt, you can bring out that basket of grub again. We might as well do a little refueling, too. First choice for you, fella, you slept through breakfast.”

Lorens bit deep into a dry sandwich. Stale as it was, this was better fare than he had tasted for days. There was a slight wind coming up. Gong squinted at the sky, then fastened the door.

“These cross winds are tricky. We’d better get up-stairs again.”



They flew on across the sun-glazed sea. A flight of white birds crossed below them heading toward the unnamed island they had just left. Lorens crawled forward to crouch in the door of the pilot’s cabin, wriggling his stiff shoulders to ease aching muscles. Save for the discomfort of his seat, this was much like all the other flights he had made. He could close his eyes and believe that he was flying with Piet, bound for that field in Java where the anti-aircraft gunners had to swarm on the runway and chase off the ducks when a plane came in for a landing — all very homey and curiously unwarlike.

Now that field must be a network of ragged bomb craters — or else in the hands of the enemy. He hoped that the ducks were still refusing to co-operate. And who would sit now at his desk in that old Batavian house? Nowadays life had become a series of packing up and moving on — or moving on without having had time to pack. What had he managed to bring with him this time? He began to take inventory.

There was the rifle he had shouldered since Salabania. His cartridge belt and canteen were still with him. And in his money belt was what was left of his cash, his passport, and other papers. And on him were the ragged remains of his bush uniform. Not a very impressive list of possessions, he had to admit. He could guess that his face was far from clean, and his fingers informed him that he could do with a shave. At this point he caught Carla’s gaze full upon him.

“I was just wondering, Juffvrouw, how much of a ruffian I look — ?”

She laughed. “More like a bandit out of a Victorian romance than a ruffian, I should say, Mijnheer. But we are none of us paragons of fashion just now. Behold my own attire. I trust we don’t have to appear in public before we can get some other clothes — ”



There was a long tear in the skirt of her cotton dress, a tear which had been hastily and unskillfully cobbled together. She had wound a native headkerchief of bright batik over her hair, and her face was frankly dirty. Her legs were bare, and her feet thrust into woven grass sandals.

“I haven’t even a powder compact to repair my face,” she told him, “and no woman can think of anything worse in personal privations. As far as I am concerned, it is a case of ‘don’t look now — I’m a fright’! Mr. Gong is our only respectable representative. We’ll let him disembark first — as a matter of reassurance.”

The pilot laughed. “Okay, Miss Cortlandt. But it won’t take ’em long to rally around with all you need. These Anzacs are great guys. If we just don’t meet up with a Jap on our way across — ”

There was no land under them now, just miles of sea, blue threaded with green, with turquoise.

“Look there! No, down a little to the left.” Gong pointed and the other two leaned forward to see.

Coasting just under the surface of the water which distorted its outlines was a thin dark shape. It looked not unlike a minnow in a pond.

“That’s a sub! Wonder whether it’s one of ours or one of theirs nosing around; could be either in these waters. We’re going up into that cloudbank, this is no time to fool round. If it should happen to be one of theirs — ”

“But how could that affect us?” began Carla in real wonder. Then she intercepted the quick glance which passed between the pilot and Lorens. “Oh, I see — the radio. They could send a message about us — ”

“I think not,” Lorens cut in with what he hoped was unchallengeable firmness. “We are — as you Americans say — small fry. They would not bother themselves about us, as they would about a flight of bombers. There would be no reason for them to hunt down an unarmed commercial plane.”

“How is it that you know so many American expressions, Mijnheer van Norreys?” she asked as the first mist of the clouds closed about them. “Were you ever in America?”

“Please” — he smiled through dried mud dust and oil smears — “I have also another name to my friends, must I always be Mijnheer? No, I have never been in your so wonderful country, but I have an American friend who writes to me much about it. So sometimes it seems that I have seen the parts of it that he has described. You have been to New York you have said, and to this Radio City, perhaps? Lawrence has many times spoken of that.”

“Yes —”

“Great place,” broke in Gong enthusiastically. “Swellest stage show I’ve ever seen. And Times Square, and the Battery, and all the rest. You ought to see it, fella — ”

“Perhaps you will,” added Carla.

Lorens shrugged. “Nowadays no one can say where he will be a year, even a month or a week away.”

“You’ve got something there, fella,” agreed Gong cheerfully. “Three months ago I was selling tourist junk in ’Frisco’s Chinatown and spending my spare cash on building up flying time. Now just look at me — running a private jitney from Java to Australia. If my luck holds, I’ll be chasing Japs out of the sky over Chungking in a little while. You sure get around in this war” — he echoed the sentiments of the Anzac sergeant.

“What’s that, over there? It doesn’t seem to be a bird — ” Carla pointed to a black speck rapidly growing larger across the field of cloud.

“It sure isn’t!” Gong’s smooth young jaw showed unexpected firm lines. “That’s a Zero!”

“What can we do?” Carla’s hands had been clasped loosely in her lap, now Lorens saw them tighten convulsively.



“Play tag!”

Gong pulled the half wheel of the controls at his stomach pit. The plane dropped into a sea of cloud, swallowed up in the thick mist. They came through above the sea.

“He’ll try to head us off,” muttered the pilot as if he were talking to himself. “And then knock us out just when he wants.”

“Can you out-maneuver him?”

Gong’s sidelong glance blazed with scorn until he saw that Lorens was watching Carla.

“We can try anything once. And he may have to watch his gas; this is pretty far out for a land-based plane. Here he comes again, and here we go!”

They were back in the precarious safety of the cloud almost before Gong finished his sentence.

“How far are we from Australia?” asked Carla. She was staring straight ahead, the happy curves of her lips had become thin pale lines.

“Too far for comfort. At least from the part which will do us any good. There isn’t anything straight ahead but desert, and that’s no place to head for.”

It seemed for some minutes that the Zero was almost lazily content to play their game of hide-and-go-seek. Or else Gong’s maneuvers were actually puzzling their opponent. For in those crowded moments the Chinese-American was proving himself a flyer. His twists and turns, his skillful use of all the cloud cover the sky afforded him, were revelations to Lorens.

“Either that bird is very, very dumb, which I don’t believe — dumb clucks don’t fly Zeroes — or else he’s out of ammunition or low on gas. He could have knocked us out any time during the past five minutes.”

“Maybe he hesitates to attack a civilian plane?” suggested Carla.



Lorens thought that maybe hope rather than sense had prompted her question.

“Well, there’s always a first time,” agreed Gong. “But I’d feel a lot happier if I knew just what he had in his guns.”

“Isn’t that land?” Carla indicated a dark line along the sea.

“Yep. That’s Australia. Now we turn west to reach Darwin. Which we won’t!”

His voice rose. The Zero had done with playing, it was diving straight for them.

“Can you land?” Lorens cried.

As the last word left his lips the port engine missed and a plume of oily black smoke puffed back at them.

“That’s done it!” Gong yelled. “With this load I can’t bring her down on one engine. I’ll try to crash her down on land. Strap yourself,” he snapped at Carla. “And you,” he flung over his shoulder at Lorens, “hold on. She’ll come down hard — if I can get her in at all!”

Gong fought on, a grim, lost battle. For an endless space torn out of time they dived earthward. They forgot even the Zero as they watched the shore line become yellow, solid rock and earth reaching up for them. Then, in a last intolerable shock of noise and force, Gong brought them in.

Lorens lay on his side, pinned against the wall of the cabin by one of the bales of freight. He swallowed and tasted the sticky sweetness of blood which filled his mouth and dribbled down his chin. To try to move was as instinctive as to open his eyes or swallow the stream which kept filling his mouth. But he was securely wedged in and helpless.

After a moment or two of sheer panic, it did not seem to matter so much. When he opened his eyes and raised his head, the crumpled walls of the plane whirled about.

The second time he aroused it was all light and air about him. He was lying on his back in the shadow cast by a tilted wing, a folded coat for a pillow. Gong knelt a short distance away, bowing his head while Carla pulled a bandage into place about his forehead. Reddish stains made a pattern down the front of her dress, and a deep scratch was outlined in dried blood on her cheekbone.

“That’s the stuff!” The pilot fingered the bandage when she had finished. “Thanks, Miss Cortlandt. If that — that — ” he gulped, then continued with restraint, “Jap comes back again maybe I can see enough to nick him one with the rifle!”

“With that?” Lorens’ voice had started out well, deep as usual in his throat, but when it reached his lips, it was scarcely more than a husky whisper.

“Oh.” Carla came running and fell on her knees beside him. Gong followed, his mouth stretched in what he must have intended to be a reassuring grin.

“So you’re in the land of the living again,” he said.

Lorens interrupted, “What is the damage?”

Gong shrugged. “The old girl is washed out — teetotal. I’ve a cracked head and general contusions. Miss Cortlandt won’t admit to anything, and — ”

“And I?” prodded Lorens, his eyes holding the black ones above him with a desperate demand. “Suppose you answer with the truth — this is no time — ”

“For sugar-coating? All right, then, and this is the straight goods. You were slammed around when we came down, one of the bales ripped moorings and landed on you. As far as we can discover, at least one leg is broken and — ”

Carla shook her head in protest. “That’s all, really, Lorens, and lots of people have their legs broken.”

Pain was still only a vague gnawing sensation far inside him. He actually was conscious of just a dizzy light-headedness, as if the real Lorens van Norreys had stepped out of this broken body under the wing of the wrecked plane. And so he had to rest before he answered her, because this new Lorens was afraid, desperately afraid, of the thing that he must do now, do so well that at least one of those standing by him would never realize what it cost him.

“This is desert,” he began, and over the girl’s shoulder he held to Gong’s eyes again. “I take it that we are low on provisions.” The general tide of weakness which was creeping over him again. “I have heard that there are mission stations along the fringe of this country. If you start walking, follow the coast along, you can reach one of them. We aren’t expected, and no one will hunt for us here.”

Let them go, only let them go quickly, before he lost all hold on his will and began to shriek out the unforgivable — that they could not leave him here alone! If he could just keep that locked behind his broken teeth until they were beyond recall.

“But you — !” Carla had the power of breaking him down, even those two words made it that much harder. Hadn’t Gong any sense? Couldn’t he just take her and go?

“You can get me help from the mission” — there, that was done well, argument, keep his mind on that. “Don’t you see, our only chance depends upon your getting through.”

But Carla didn’t get up. And Gong made no effort to urge her. She was talking again, “Gong will go. I’m done. I couldn’t walk a mile without giving out, and then I’d only be a drag on him. Alone, he can get through and bring back help.”

“You’ve got to take her.” Lorens levered himself up on one elbow and appealed directly to the Chinese.

“He’ll do nothing of the sort. And you, lie flat there. Thank goodness I had sense enough to sit through all those first-aid classes — some of it has stuck in my head.



Don’t you see, your story about the missions may be true. And we can’t afford to toss away a chance. Gong is the strongest of us now; he has the best chance of finding help.”

“I know something about this stretch of country,” the pilot added. He had unfolded a map across a rock outcrop and was computing distances from one pencil point to another. “There is a mission about twenty miles from here. I’ll follow the coast up as far as there” — he made another dot on the map — “then strike inland by compass. Then — ”

His words faded away into the roaring which filled Lorens’ mind. But he clung to one thought fiercely, he wouldn’t be alone. He had done his best, and they would have none of it. He would not lie and watch them go away. And maybe they might have a spark of hope after all.

He did not see Gong shoulder a tiny bag of provisions and strike out boldly into the wild wasteland. Nor did he see Carla sit unmoving to watch him go, only raising her hand once in salute just before he dropped out of sight.





...Gong had much trouble in the desert. He was forced away from the sea by cliffs he could not climb, and so was lost. But after two days he was found by native trackers and taken into the mission. And so our help came at last. Though of that I can remember nothing at all.

Carla was ill in a nursing home for some time and now she has gone to join her father. There is and was so much kindness for all of us, and everything that could be done for our comfort and pleasure was.

But all I can think of now is going back — as Gong has already done, flying a bomber to India. Last night, in a news broadcast on the wireless here, they told of the last message to come out of Java. It was:

“We are shutting down now. Good-bye till better times. Long live the Queen!”

May those better times come soon. As they will while such men as DeWitte, Heys, Gong, and your General MacArthur will and work together to make them.

Now I must finish this letter, for there are sounds in the hall which mean that the sister is coming with the supper trays. And she will be in a very scolding mood if she finds me still writing. Even Piet, who is stationed near here and so comes often to see me, shows fear of her voice!

Good night and good-bye for a little while, my good American friend,

Lorens van Norreys









Somewhere in

the United States

21 April, 1942

Dear Lawrence:

This is being written on a train somewhere between your great city of New York and the border of Canada. I am more sorry than I can express that we could not meet while I was in your country, but it has now become an urgent question of time.

For my chance has come and I am really off to the wars at last! Only one man can do my job and he is Lorens van Norreys. It seems strange to me that it took a sentence of Piet’s to make me understand this —
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LAND OF LIGHTS ABLAZE

‘…Then I bethought me that in all this expanse of empty sea there was no other Christian creature to look upon the favoring breeze as a gift of our Lord God — ”

Lorens allowed the scuffed calf-bound volume to slip down from his eye level. Certainly no one could call the Pacific an ‘empty sea’ now, no matter how it had appeared to a venturous spice trader in 1593. He could count one, two, four, five, freighters without even turning his head. And every once in a while a watchdog destroyer made its rounds of the convoy pack.

“Reading again? Surely by this time you’ve about exhausted the ship’s library. What have you now?”

Piet’s hand reached over his shoulder to scoop up the book.

“ ‘A Truthful and exact account of the voyages of Hughes Zoon der Bet, captain-navigator, in the seas of the Eastern Indies, and of the divers wonders he found there.’ Divers wonders, hmm.” Piet dropped down on the edge of the hatch beside Lorens’ chair. “Bet we could show him some divers wonders he didn’t see then.”

Lorens shifted his aching feet. That dull throb of pain had become such a part of him that he would have felt incomplete without it. Just as he could not now honestly remember what it had been like to walk with a full stride instead of with his present half-dipping step.

“Such as submarines and dive bombers,” he said.

Piet was ruffling through the pages, stopping now and again to puzzled out a line or two of the black-letter seventeenth-century print.

“I don’t think,” Lorens continued, “that you could really have surprised him with those. He had an open mind, that lad. Read what he has to say about the peculiar banqueting customs of the Dyaks — if you can stomach his eyewitness account. After a couple of years spent poking around in that part of the world, the first European to see most of it, he could swallow almost any sight or story without disbelief. And all for a peck or so of pepper, mind you!”

“Today it’s for a gallon or so of oil.” Piet closed the book. “Other days, other riches. Now you can’t be really interested in anything but those colored rocks of yours, and some Chinese sees wealth and fights for it in squares of rice fields. Maybe he’s the one who has discovered the truest wealth. Food is riches, the means of getting food is riches, the land on which food is grown is riches. And in this war it will be food which will influence the scales. Bread will overweigh bullets. That’s why maybe your pepper-seeker wasn’t so far off the beam after all.”

Lorens watched the waves curl away from the knife-cut of the nearest freighter’s bow. The sun was high and hot, but it had not yet poked probing fingers into this patch of shade by the hatch. Instead a breeze whipped their hair and blew vigorously down the open necks of their shirts.



“Tomorrow this time, if we’re in luck, we’ll see land,” Piet said. “Our yellow friends must be losing their grip; we haven’t had but one sub alarm since we left port.”

“If they know the chance they have missed, why, right now they must be grinding those large teeth the cartoonists always give them.” Lorens grinned. “Capt. Piet van Norreys and his Air Force — ”

“What’s left of it!” There were deep lines from Piet’s beaked nose to his pinched-in lips which had not been there two months ago. Just as there was a pink bullet blaze across the oak brown of his forehead. And the sunlight picked out points of silver in the cropped brown-yellow hair above his ears.

“If we could only have met them with planes!” His fingers tapped out a broken rhythm on the edge of ‘Zoon der Bet’s Voyages.’ “If we’d only been able to hold in the air! We had the men, if only — ”

“You still have the men,” Lorens reminded him. “And you’re on your way to the planes. You’re all right — ”

But he, Lorens van Norreys, he wanted to shout, would never be all right. He would never take his seat in one of those planes, know the supreme satisfaction of feeling its response to his hand in the air. Just as he would never again shoulder a rifle and march with other men. The war would go on for Piet, for the twenty-five others who had sailed from Australia under Piet’s command — just as it was going on for DeWitte drilling men on Australian fields, for Soong in the air over Moresby, for Gong in Chungking, for Wim Smits and Hu Shan, each playing his deadly game in the enemies’ own strongholds. But for him the war had ended in a strip of desert country. He was only useless baggage now, in spite of all of Piet’s fine speeches about his need of him. What was he doing on this freighter bound for America? They could have sent another flyer in his place.

Only, Piet was right, there wasn’t another to send. Not right now. Too many were gone, swallowed up in sea and jungle, going out in a blaze of satisfied vengeance as had the chap who had crashed his damaged bomber on the deck of an enemy transport.

“Wonder what the Jonkheer would think of this.” Piet lit a cigarette. “Not much left of his world now. Or of — ”

“Norreys,” Lorens supplied. “At least you have a job to do. But, honestly, Piet, you must admit that I have not. Damaged jewel merchants won’t bring a high price in this market — ”

“No? The Jonkheer managed to run the House of Norreys from an invalid’s chair for a good many years. And we all flourished.”

“I” — Lorens smiled mirthlessly — “am not the Jonkheer, and this is no world for the House of Norreys. We’re finished — done — the doors are locked — ”

“You wouldn’t have said that three months ago.”

“Three months ago I was a Norreys, not a — a lopsided, crawling cripple!”

“Shut your whining mouth!”

And Lorens did. Closed it with a snap as he felt the warm tide of shamed blood rising up throat and jaw. But beneath the shame was a spark of anger. All very well for Piet, Piet with an uncracked back and two strong legs, to give such an order.

“You think that I have no right to say that,” the older van Norreys observed quietly, his eyes not upon Lorens’ set face, but on the thread of smoke rising from his cigarette. “But I think that it is time for a little straight talking. You say that you are a lopsided, crawling cripple. All right, suppose you are. That’s a fact, and in these days we accept facts, we don’t try to dodge them. Face it squarely and go on from there.

“You’ll never be a pilot now, probably never a soldier. But you still have your hands, your eyes, your ears, your feet, and your brain. It’s up to you to use them. It isn’t only the man with the gun in his hand or the bomb control at his finger-tips who is going to win this war. It’s a world’s war, and the men, women, and children of the world are fighting it together. We are fighting to see whether one way of life will take the place of another, whether civilization is to go forward or to slip back into the blackness of another dark age.

“In this fight there is a place for you — find it! Perhaps your paper work at the field may not be important when the first organization is done. Very well, then, find something which is. There may be some resource of the House which can be turned to our account — ”

“What is the date?” Lorens was leaning forward in his chair and there was the whip crack of an order in his demand. “What date is today?”

“The third of April, 1942,” Piet answered automatically. “But what — “

“The third of April, 1942 — the fifteenth of May, 1942,” Lorens repeated slowly. “And then there is Smits, surely there is Wim Smits.”

“What — ?” Piet felt that in those seconds something had happened.

But Lorens knew that it had. For he had glimpsed a half promise of things to come. For the first time in months he felt the stir of emotion which approached happiness. This must have been what the Jonkheer knew when he sat unstirring in his chair and gave orders which changed the course of men’s lives half the world away. But he, Lorens, would be more a part of events to come than had the Jonkheer. For, as Piet had pointed out, he still had his feet and could keep to them, even if they stumbled now and then.

Let Piet have his planes and his pilots to train. He would have the Flowers of Orange and the power they would bring their owner! May, 1942 — next month — he would act to obtain that power!



“You are planning something!” Piet accused him. “What?”

“Plenty!” Lorens savored his small triumph greedily. In all these past weeks Piet had looked after him, waited upon him, seen him as a cripple, a bit of war wastage which must be provided for. But Piet, with all his cleverness, all his strength, could not reach that safe, turn the dial, and bring out the hidden fortune which, laid upon the scales of war, might turn the whole course of the future in favor of the Netherlands. Piet could do much, but he could not do that!

“I am going home,” he said slowly, “home to Norreys — ”

“What!” He had Piet’s full attention now, in fact his cousin was staring at him as if he had been confronted by a raving lunatic.

“You mentioned resources of the House, it was your idea, remember,” Lorens laughed. “Well, there is one, and I am the only man in the world who can lay hand on it. So I’ll go and get it.” And in a few sentences he told of the Flowers of Orange and its present hiding place.

“I wish it could be done — ”

“You wish!” Lorens stared at his cousin. “But did I not just tell you that it will be? No, I am not sun-crazed or delirious. There are ways of getting into the Netherlands — just as I got out. I do not know them now, but I shall. If Wim Smits still lives, I will have no trouble. There is a place in London where I can leave a message for him. And then — well” — he shrugged — “it will follow the pattern of such affairs. Once I reach Norreys and get the Flowers, it will be easy enough to bring them out of the country. Think what their price will mean to us!”

“Nothing can be done as easily as you seem to think. And the Nazis are always on the watch to catch anyone playing such games. Do you suppose that they haven’t already marked down the Flowers and are simply waiting for us to try some trick? The whole idea is preposterous. The authorities wouldn’t even let you go to England, let alone leave there for Holland — ”

“No? Then you must persuade them, Piet. Because, if you don’t, I shall have to make a dangerous and uncomfortable trip as a stowaway or something equally unpleasant. You see, whether you approve or not, means very little to me. The Jonkheer once advised you to stick to your planes and leave the affairs of the House in my hands. And he had the reputation of always picking the right man for the job. So, I am going after the Flowers on the fifteenth of May, 1942!”

“You’re mad!” Piet sounded as if he believed that statement. “And I won’t argue with you.” He tossed the book into Lorens’ lap and got to his feet. “I’ll leave you to come to your senses again.”

But Lorens noted from beneath drooping eyelids that Piet’s step was not quite confident as he turned away. The germ had been planted in his cousin’s close-cropped head. And he knew that in some way he would reach London, then travel beyond to what remained of that old house he had last seen etched in fire against the evening sky. It would be his game, and he would play it with the best of his skill.

With his hands clasped about der Beg’s fat book, he leaned back in the long chair. There was a gull overhead indulging in dive-bomber tactics, and over the gray channel were other gulls he would see again. Now there were plans to make, and they must be so exact that even Piet could not question them.

Lorens noted, with inward amusement and some surprise at this sign of quick victory, that Piet was actually avoiding him during the next few days. At least he was always very busy over some matter or other whenever there seemed to be a chance of their talking privately. Though Lorens had to admit that there was much to be done after they reached the American port.

Shepherded through all sorts of red tape by officials, transported by bus and train, they spent long hours. His first days in the United States, Lorens thought, would remain only a confused jumble of travel in his mind. So much was new, so much intruded upon eyes and ears. In spite of the blackouts and the many uniforms in evidence, the war was not close here.

As the train rolled on out into the heart of the great continent, he found himself wondering which was real and which was the dream; this easy comfortable swing across an untroubled countryside or that tortuous march through the sodden Sumatran jungles. Here was a land where Ganesha certainly stood firm on his broad base and did not have to fear inversion.

Then they were swept beyond the range of black-outs. And here they saw again what had become only a dim memory, towns ablaze with lights, unfearingly plain to see under a threatless sky. That was to Lorens the most wonderful sight of all. And all the rest of his life he was to remember the land of the west as the Land of Lights Ablaze.

“Just think” — Dirk Heims leaned across him and pointed out of the wide window of the Pullman — “today that soldier told me that along all the northern border they have no forts, not one. Because with their neighbor they have had no wars. What could we not do if we did not always have to guard our frontiers?”

“It is,” Sub-Lieutenant Kip Vorst replied with the vast wisdom of his twenty years, “because they are both very rich, you understand. So neither wants to take from the other. All Americans are very rich. Did you not see what happened at the railroad station? Cigarettes they gave us, and that chocolate which is so very sweet, and all the picture magazines. Such costly things, and to strangers they give them!”



Lorens shook his head. “Americans aren’t all rich. But when they like a man they open their hearts and their pockets to him. And always they are friendly — ”

“Ja,” Dirk nodded eagerly. “That they are yet. The captain said that we had been invited to eat dinner with some American families, if so we wished. I said that I would like to go — although the English I do not speak very good — because Marta wanted to hear how they live over here, these American girls. My Marta” — he beamed on his listeners — “always she is interested in how live other peoples. Sometime I say she will try to write a book about that.

“So I take this paper with on it written the address of these kind Americans. And I show it to the driver of the taxicab. He says, ‘Sure thing, bud, I’ll get you there okay.’ And then when he comes to the house he says, ‘You’re one of them Dutchies come over to train in the Air Force?’

“And I said that I am no Dutchie, but Netherlander, and how much of this money does he want. And he says, ‘Forget it. This is on the House.’ Then he drives off before I can ask what ‘on the House’ means. That,” Dirk laughed, “never did I learn.

“When I push the little button of the doorbell a pretty girl, like Marta only with brown hair, comes and lets me in, making happy talk all the time, though I do not understand her much. Comes in then the father and the mother and the big brother yet. And the big brother is in the American Army. He goes to flying school, too, but is on leave. And he has many questions to ask.

“Then we eat.” Dirk rolled his eyes toward the roof of the coach and patted his belt buckle. “Not since I left Harlaam have I eaten such food. And, my, but it was good! Afterwards we play funny American games. The flyer and his father they bring me back to the hotel in their car. Here” — he produced a slip of paper from his tunic pocket — “I have yet their names and address and they say I must write and maybe come to them again if I have leave. They were all ways like good Harlaam people and so kind!”

Lorens remembered the hasty letter he had sent off from the port. Lawrence would be surprised to hear that he was at last in America. Perhaps, if there was time, he could meet this friend he had never seen. How far was Lawrence’s home from this training field in Mississippi toward which the train was carrying them? The great distances which these Americans accepted without question amazed him. Journeys of several hundred miles were nothing in their estimation. But perhaps Lawrence wouldn’t be that far away. If he replied to that letter at once, that answer might be waiting Lorens at the post now.

At the post was where Lorens had no intention of remaining. He smiled quietly out of the window at the tall telegraph poles sliding by with hypnotic regularity. Let Piet avoid him and pretend that he, Lorens, didn’t mean what he had said. Capt. van Norreys would discover soon enough that the Jonkheer’s famed stubbornness had not yet died out of the family. And that single-hearted determination which had ruled a jewel empire in the old days would bring another Norreys to triumph in the new.

Jewels — he had known and accepted them as part of his life always. Why, he couldn’t have been older than five when the Jonkheer had had him brought in and seated facing him across those velvet-lined trays, a cushion to bring him to the proper level above the table edge. He had known the greasy feel of an uncut diamond when other boys were plumbing the mystery of tops, had watched the Jonkheer design works of sparkling art before he could read his letters.

Pearls from the Arabian Gulf, from the Straits, strung, unstrung. Opals, rubies, emeralds, sapphires, the hard wealth of the Far East. The Jonkheer had always disdained the common diamonds coming from a market carefully controlled to keep the price up. But a perfect ruby, an unflawed emerald, a sapphire of the first water, and cut, or historic gems of legend, those his grandfather had caressed with both finger and eye. Lorens could imagine himself back in that high dim room where thin yellowed fingers pushed about chips of living fire and a voice told tales —

“This was taken from the ear of a Burmese queen when Thebaw’s kingdom fell. Mark the depth of color, the sheen. Pigeon blood that is called. Only once in jewel history was a white ruby found, and then the expert to whom it was shown refused to believe his eyes. So it was sold for a pittance and lost. Some day a buyer will find what seems to be a strange bit of crystal in an antique shop — maybe here in Rotterdam, maybe in London or in Paris, and then will we see that wonder again. But remember that lesson, never say ‘This is against nature and so it cannot be.’ For every discovery in the world there is a first time, for every act a first performance.”

“For every act a first performance — ”

“Pardon?” Dirk asked politely, and Lorens realized he had repeated those words aloud.

“It is nothing,” he explained. “Only an old family saying which I must remember to repeat to my cousin. It may help him to make up his mind on a troubling matter.”

For every act in the world is a first performance — even when a lopsided, crawling cripple dared to venture into a very wide-awake wolf’s den. And maybe come out of it, too, with a bit of the wolf’s prey in his hands! Let Piet try to stop him now!
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LETTERS AND MORE LETTERS

“And why is this American sergeant so much more interesting as a companion?” Dirk balanced precariously on the arm of a cane porch chair. “Three days together now you must go off with him when Kip wanted us to try his new car and the American girls a picnic had planned. Always they ask us where is this adventurous Mr. van Norreys — ”

A carefully aimed cushion not only silenced him for the moment but sent him flying backwards to the rather hard floor of the clubhouse veranda.

“But that was an excellent shot!” applauded Kip Vorst. “Any time you wish to be my rear gunner, Lorens, just say so! Smack, right in the middle and you have him — so neat!”

“Neat is it?” flared Dirk, rubbing parts of his person tenderly. “And I full of splinters! Neit, Lorens, you we do not want with us after all. You play too rough! For a week, me, I shall not sit with comfort. And neither have you the subject changed. Why do you go out with this sergeant every afternoon?”

Lorens emptied a coke bottle into his glass. “I am going to school.”

“School?” Both of them were interested at that. “But what school? Where?”

“I am learning to walk.” He did not miss Dirk’s hasty glance at his legs or the way Kip carefully avoided looking at them at all. “Charles Kowana — ”

“Charles — who? That does not sound like an American name.”

“But it is, more so than most. That sergeant is a full-blooded Sioux Indian.”

“An Indian! But he looks like — like you or me!” Dirk protested. “Indians have long braids of hair and paint their faces and — and — I tell you, I know, I have seen them many times in the American cinema!”

Lorens laughed. “Surely by now, Dirk, you should have learned that American life is not really like what we have seen of it in their cinema. It has been many years since Indians have worn paint and feathers in their hair. Now some in the Army are having Commando training as has Sgt. Kowana. But he is going to the gunnery school here now. And here” — he looked down the gravel walk — “comes Sibolt with the mail.”

That magic word was enough to drive all thought of Indians from their heads, as he hoped it would. For he was still reluctant to explain the full nature of those afternoon lessons. Even a man with complete control over every muscle might have found them tiring; Lorens knew them to be exhausting. But there was so little time now, and there was so much the sergeant knew which might mean life or death overseas — how to walk without making a sound, how to crawl unseen, taking advantage of every possible scrap of cover, and just how to silence a man — the grip — the twist — !



He might be labeled cripple, but he would not be utterly useless. As Piet told him, two eyes, two hands, two feet, all in good working order, were a lot to be thankful for. And now he was learning to use them as he never had before.

“One for you, Lorens. No, two, and who is the fair lady?” Dirk held a pale gray envelope just out of reach until Lorens made a sudden snatch for his property.

He read the return address on the back flap, then nodded. “She is a lady and fair. For once you are right, Dirk.” But to the other’s disappointment, he then promptly thrust the unopened missive into his shirt pocket and tore open his other letter.

This was postmarked from Lawrence’s town, that was true, but he did not recognize the writing. Swiftly his eyes followed the lines down the page.

...so sorry that your letter did not arrive here a day earlier, for I judge from the postmark that you have at last reached this country in safety. But Lawrence had already left for camp. I have sent it on to him. In the meantime if you come within visiting distance of Freeport, please do not hesitate to come to us, in fact we shall be hurt if you do not After all these years of friendship between you and my son, I feel as if we are already very well acquainted.

I trust that that cousin of yours, Mr. van Oster, who came to see Lawrence last month, has at last managed to get in touch with you. He was so disappointed when we could supply no recent address or give him any clue to your whereabouts.

‘That cousin of yours, Mr. van Oster’. Yes, it really said that. He reread the paragraph twice. Who was van Oster and why had he been trying to reach Lorens through Lawrence? He must write Lawrence at once — yes, here was his army address at the bottom of the page. But who was van Oster?



It was almost twelve and Piet would turn up for lunch now. Maybe he would have some clue to the mysterious van Oster. As far as Lorens could remember, they certainly had no kin of that name. But he was not an expert on family affairs. And life with the Jonkheer had walled him off from much contact with his own generation. An orphan child in a house of adults was generally treated as an adult — when he wasn’t overlooked altogether. Van Oster might possibly be a cousin of whom he had never heard. After all, he couldn’t remember the Jonkheer ever discussing family affairs. But Piet should know.

Unluckily Piet was already deep in shop talk with an American wearing wings and a captain’s silver bars. So Lorens’ role was to keep quiet and appear to listen intelligently to a flow of technicalities of which he understood very little. The captain seemed unable to tear himself away until dessert was only a memory. Then Piet announced that he had only time for one cigarette before he had to get back to the field.

Lorens plunged. “Do you know any van Oster?”

“Van Oster?” Piet assumed the expression of a man rummaging through untidy memory drawers. “Van Oster — that sounds familiar, but I can’t place the name. Is he one of ours?”

“Not here, no. I heard of him today. He comes from back home.”

“Van Oster — odd, I’m sure I should know that name. If I can remember, I’ll tell you. And have you answered that Kruber letter yet?”

Lorens smiled and moved the saltshaker on the table with the care of a man moving a chess piece across a board. “Yes. I may have to go to New York to see about the matter near the end of this month.”

“Fine, fine!” Piet shook his shoulders as if some burden had just fallen from them. “By all means go. It is an excellent opening, and your luck seems to be in. Go ahead any time you want to. See you later.”

Lorens watched him go out the door and head down toward the hangars. Piet had his mind mostly in the clouds nowadays. But it was rather odd that he didn’t suspect Lorens’ almost suspicious agreement about the Kruber affair. Let him go on thinking that his troublesome cousin was on his way to New York to accept the very minor post in that well-known jeweler’s firm. There was no use explaining now about that courteous letter of refusal already in the mail and the other letter to a certain address in New York which might result in a much more important appointment being made.

In fact there was no reason for Piet to know the truth at all until all arrangements were made and Lorens was on his way. Odd about van Oster, though. The name seemed to stick in his mind. He felt much as Piet did, that there was a very good reason why he should remember that name and the man who bore it. Well, the best thing to do was to write Lawrence and get a full account of that interview from him.

But that letter was not to be written as he had planned. And long afterward he was to wonder if it would have made any difference if it had been and he had received an answer to it before he left the United States. Could Lawrence have told him anything which might have changed the course of events in an old cellar several thousand miles away?

It was another letter which drove van Oster from his mind, or rather reduced the new ‘cousin’ to one of the relatively unimportant things which had no present value. For that afternoon he read the all-important note he had been waiting for ever since he had arrived in Jackson. On the half sheet was typewritten a date, an hour, the address of an office building, and the number of a room. At least they thought that what he had to offer was important enough to allow him the first step.



And if he took that step there would be no going back ever. But this was what he wanted, had wanted since Rotterdam, since Salabania, since those black hours in the Australian desert. This slip of paper might well be his commission in an army whose name is never mentioned, whose numbers are never known, whose officers are men without faces or identities.

There was such an army, all the world knew that. And with Wim Smits he had once marched a few steps along its route. This was the Jonkheer’s sort of war, wits against wits, secret force against violence. And how the Jonkheer would have enjoyed its devious attacks and retreats!

Lorens sat watching the sun drop down the western rim of the sky. There were still planes aloft, the hum of their motors filled this slice of the world. That was one way of fighting.

He rolled the note into a long tube of paper. This signified another.

Scratching a match on the table, he touched the flame to the tube and watched it flare up to flimsy ash. He would not forget what was written there. Now there was no reason to destroy it, but it was excellent training to do so. No marks, no slips, no forgetting, nothing ever left to chance on the back trail. Sgt. Kowana had shown him how to discipline his body, he himself must discipline his mind.

He blew the bits of black ash away. And then laughed at his own solemnity. Spy stuff, kid stuff — hadn’t Lawrence once called it that? Here looking out over the hard-baked earth of Mississippi in a land untouched by war, all that had just passed through his mind seemed suddenly a little silly.

“Lorens, Lorens van Norreys!” Kip steamed toward him, Dirk in tow. “We have a pass” — he waved the slip of paper in the air — “for town visiting. And this time you cannot say that you are too busy to go, for we shall kidnap — kidnap you! Take that arm, Dirk, and, if he turns stubborn, push!”

They refused to listen to his protests, bundling him into the roadster to sit on a pair of extremely bony knees and be held in the vise of two skinny arms locked about his middle. For when the roadster moved off, it carried a double row of seat passengers as well as a load on both front fenders and the running board.

“We shall say” — Dirk’s voice arose shrilly above the rest — “see here, young ladies, at last we bring him — the mysterious one from the Sumatran jungles. And at once they will gather about — ”

“Shut your face!” ordered Lorens rudely. “If I ever get out of here — ”

He squirmed ineffectively in the octopus grip of his captor. “I have more important things to do than flit about town with you — you — ”

“Gentlemen, gentlemen!” Kip yelled to be heard through the hooting chorus which answered that. “We have a man of affairs with us, we should keep a respectful silence, we should — ”

“Pie him!” shouted at least three voices. “And we will. Just you wait, Mr. van Norreys! And rev her up, Kip, we want to get into the bright lights while these passes are still good.”

Lorens hoped that the “pieing” was not to be a feature of the evening’s entertainment. Perhaps if he kept strict silence they would forget that suggestion for his discomfort Pieing was just what it sounded, the application of a fresh pie, preferably juicy or gooey, to the face of some temporarily unpopular individual. A messy process for all concerned.

But they were singing now, student songs with ringing choruses which had first echoed in the university halls in Leyden or Utrecht, sentimental songs which they roared out with fine disregard for sugary words, and army songs, mostly rude. Dirk, who had an ear for a new tune, sang some he had picked up from the Americans, and the rest had listened enough to the radio to be able to add at least part of a verse or chorus.

Kip brought the car up to the curb in a side street. “All out,” he announced. “And I return to the field promptly at ten, remember. If you are not here at that hour, you walk! Also this car holds the same number of passengers on the return trip. More I will not add at the last minute, so bring no others by promising a free ride.”

They disappeared rapidly, except for Dirk, who held Lorens by the arm.

“May I dare to ask where we are going?” Lorens inquired with what he hoped was proper meekness.

“You may. Whether we shall answer or not is another question. Now forward, my men.”

Kip, with his usual unobtrusive tact, cut his ordinary long-legged stalk to a pace which matched Lorens’.

“If you want the truth,” Dirk cut in from the other side, “we came in here to do a job — ”

“A job?”

“Yes. Do you know Martiaan van Nye? That big fellow with the black hair and the little fish tattoed on his hand?”

Lorens nodded. “Not well, though.”

“Well, Martiaan had a letter today, and now he is not good company for himself, you understand. So we go to find him before he thinks too many dark thoughts. He is good in the air, better than me, and I, Dirk Heims, say that. And he is not going to be spoiled of his chance to get back at those over there. So now we shall go along the streets and hunt us out Mr. van Nye before he does something foolish.”

It was in the fourth cafe that they entered that Cadet van Nye sat alone at the stained table in the last booth of all, where the amber light made of his broad boyish face an oddly flat mask He wasn’t drinking as Lorens had expected. Instead he was staring fixedly down at some round objects he had set out in a line before him.

“Hello, van Nye.” Kip slid onto the other bench in the booth.

The dark boy did not raise his eyes. And Lorens saw that what he regarded so fixedly were buttons, the large gold buttons which are the never-forgotten part of a fisherman’s dress.

“We wear these at home” — his calm, emotionless voice might have been delivering a lecture to some tourist — “so that if a man is drowned and washed ashore away from his home, these can always be sold to insure him Christian burial. Gold they are, and two hundred years have they belonged to van Nye men.” He moved one a fraction so that now the line was mathematically straight.

“Arne, he died in the marshes when they let in the sea; he was wounded, and they forgot him until too late” — his forefinger flecked two of the buttons out of line. “Luis, he must have gone down with the Pride of Leyden, she was never heard of after she dropped out of the Atlantic convoy.” Two more of the buttons moved away. “And now — now Rudolf is — is — The verdammt dirty traitor!” He sent the buttons flying with a single sweeping blow, and Lorens caught the shine of tears on his cheeks.

“Are you sure? There is always a chance — ” Kip’s quiet voice cut through the lowering sense of melodrama.

“Today I was made sure! See, there is that — that unspeakable thing who dares to say that he was once a van Nye — to our everlasting shame. Look, all of you!”

Kip smoothed out the crumpled photograph van Nye tossed at him. It was only a snapshot, but it was a very clear one of three young or youngish men in a strange uniform.

“Weer Afdeeling!” Dirk breathed down Lorens’ neck.

“Ja! Nazi swine, storm troopers. And that is Rudolf. From London my uncle sent me this so I may know what evil has happened to my brother. May I live to strip that coat from his coward back!”

“You can do that, you know. If you don’t throw away the chance,” Kip said.

“Ja? Oh, now I see, you have come so that the little boy will not do some foolish thing. Well, I promise that he shall not. But tonight I am not good company, you will excuse please my going, gentlemen.” He arose and bowed with a dignity which did not seem foreign even to his lumpish figure, and had turned away when a man at the next table hailed him.

“Say, soldier, did’ya drop this?” It was one of the buttons he was holding out.

Van Nye stared down at it for a long moment, then he shrugged. “For that I no longer have use, Mijnheer. It is nothing. Thank you.”

He tramped stolidly out, his boots rapping out a somber rhythm as he went.

“Will he be all right?” Dirk asked Kip.

“Yes. He will keep his promise, there will be no foolishness as we had feared. But I cannot say if Martiaan van Nye will ever be all right again. Rudolf is his youngest brother, and they were very close. Why do you want that?” he ended as Lorens picked up the snapshot.

“I don’t. But I fancy van Nye wouldn’t care to leave it here. And now that you are no longer concerned about van Nye, and we are in the town to which you have been trying to drag me for so long, suppose we celebrate.”

“That” — Dirk brought his broad hand down on Lorens’ shoulder in a hearty smack of approbation — “is what I call having a head on your shoulders and using it!



And the day before yesterday was pay-day, so yet there is money in the pocket. We shall show you this town in — in — How is it these Americans say it, Kip?”

“In style.”

“In style — right. So now let us go — ”

And go they did. The clock in the room showed its hands very close to twelve when Lorens came into Piet’s quarters, an ague sense of guilt bringing him in on tiptoe.

“So? And what shade of crimson did you paint the town tonight?” Piet laughed at him over the edge of a book.

“A very light shade.” Lorens sat down carefully. “Perhaps that last soda was a slight mistake. Or maybe I should have ordered pineapple instead of chocolate — as Dirk advised.”

“Dirk Heims? Never follow any of that flutterhead’s advice and you will do all right in this world. I have waited up just to tell you that at last I have remembered who your van Oster is — or rather who he might be.”

“And that is — ?”

“Our Aunt Lisa took herself a husband out of one of the border provinces. That is why the Jonkheer was never friendly with her after. And her man was a van Oster. She had a son, I think, who went to Germany for his schooling and never let anyone forget it after. He was more Junker than a Prussian officer, had him a proper dueling scar across the jaw and all. But we” — Piet’s voice took on a touch of unconscious arrogance until its usual drawl sounded much like the Jonkheer’s cool tone — “have never concerned ourselves with them. I wouldn’t know any of the family if I met them face to face. And have you decided when you are going to see Kruber?”

“Yes. I go Friday.”

“Good. And you will let me know as soon as possible how the interview goes.”



Lorens got up. “Be sure that I shall. And now I am certain that that last soda was a mistake. If I am to be fit to travel Friday, I must keep away from Kip and Dirk.”

He left Piet still laughing as he closed the bedroom door behind him.
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TICKET TO LONDON

Lorens dropped his battered overnight bag between his feet and mopped his face. He preferred to think that it was the unseasonable heat of the New York day which made his skin so moist — not nervousness. The lobby of the office building was floored with grimy tile, and there was a strong odor of dust mixed with machine oil and yellow soap which tainted any scrap of breeze.

Slightly to his right was the door he had come so far to enter, its ground-glass window bearing in very discreet lettering the legend ‘Grauford and Son, Importers’. But what Mr. Grauford and his heir might be engaged in importing was left to the imagination of the passerby. Lorens glanced once more at his watch for reassurance, then opened the door.

The gray-haired woman who occupied the cramped desk space of the outer office glanced up impersonally.

“Yes?” Her remote voice must have been purposely pitched to put in his rightful place any intruder.

“I have an appointment, for ten this morning.”



“Ten.” She ran her forefinger down the page of a business diary on the desk. “And you are from — ?”

“Jackson, Mississippi.”

“Go in. You are expected.” She indicated the door behind her.

It was a very ordinary, plainly furnished room he entered. A cheap desk had been placed between the two windows. And there were only two chairs, the one behind the desk and another directly opposite it.

The man at that desk had the general appearance of any one of hundreds of middle-aged clerks, or he might have been a senior bookkeeper. He had been looking out of the window, and as Lorens came in he swung his chair around.

“I have an appointment at ten,” began Lorens, a little uncertainly.

“Oh, yes. You are the young man from Jackson. Sit down.”

Lorens might have been a junior clerk in quest of a position. He was vaguely dissatisfied. This fell far short of both his expectations and his preconceived ideas of such an interview.

The man at the desk had picked up some sheets of legal foolscap fastened together with a paper-clip.

“Your proposal was passed to this office a week ago. It has its points, but so far the personal element does not strike us as a good idea. In other words, you have come here today to convince me that you are the only one who can handle this matter properly, and, I warn you, I do not believe that at all. We have trained men on the spot who are fully capable of doing all there is to be done — ”

“Except that they cannot open the safe. Only one person can do that without damaging the contents,” Lorens countered. He did not like this quiet, colorless man.



“All anyone needs to do that is the knowledge of the key word.”

“Just so — the key word.”

His interviewer arranged the papers in a neat pile, being careful about the squareness of the corners. Lorens allowed the silence to linger on, until the man himself was ready to break it.

“You are very young, my friend. I can appreciate your desire to carry through this mission yourself. But you have been away from the scene of action for two years, you have no conception of how life there has changed. It would be rank folly to send a green man into occupied territory now. You need only be recognized by some former neighbor to be marked down.”

“To the best of their knowledge I am a dead man. Norreys was fired the night I escaped, and they must have believed me trapped there.”

“Please, no names, not even here. Perhaps what you say is true. But, on the other hand, they may have discovered that error by now. Because of your unique position they had already marked you down, and they are thorough — perhaps the most thorough workers in the world today. There is an excellent chance that they know very well just where you are and what you are doing at this moment. To go ahead with your plan is out of the question.”

“If” — Lorens leaned forward across the edge of the desk — “I do not go back with your help, then I shall go on my own. Do — you — believe — that?”

The eyes beneath the other’s gray brows were curiously light and shallow, as if anything which might lie in their depths was protected by a film.

“Yes,” he admitted, “I do. A man learns in this business when he is against a wall.” He chuckled and the sound in no wise resembled a laugh. “Because we need what you have to offer we shall support you up to a point.



Here” — he pushed over an envelope — “ are your tickets to Halifax. You will reach there by Wednesday and report directly to this address. There will be an army bomber en route to England. Once in London, go to the place where Capt. Smits sent you, they will take care of the rest.”

“You seem prepared for my going, after all,” Lorens couldn’t resist observing.

“I have had contact with the temper of your family before. Now, since you have been away so long, it would be well for me to bring you up-to-date on local affairs.

“There are two major underground groups at work — The We Remember Clubs which began in De Jordaan quarter of Amsterdam. They are interested primarily in Bijltjesdag — ”

“Hatchet Day!”

“Just so. They have been helpful in preparing statements of the invaders’ crimes, in listing cases of outrage and so forth. I believe that they have also a roster of those who will be dealt with — drastically — at the proper time.

“De Geuzen, the Beggars, are a revival of the old organization for the freeing and protecting of the homeland. And they have a finger in every pie which will aid the cause in any way. What part they play in backing the underground papers — Vrij Nederland and the rest — we don’t know, but it must be a large one. Their rumored leader is ‘Colonel Verdun’, who may be one man or a score of men working by a common plan.

“Opposed we have the Wolfsangel, the Weer Afdeeling, and, naturally, the Gestapo. Of these three the latter is to be feared the most. Our renegade storm troopers do not care much for our company. Unless they are greatly in the majority, they do not even venture on the streets — in uniform.

“The trouble with the Nazis” — he had dropped his papers and sat fitting one fingertip precisely to another, he might have been a college professor lecturing to a class — “the trouble is that they do not understand psychology except as it applies to the German nation. They have built up an empire of fear and blood, and they are bewildered because it does not work smoothly. They cannot understand people who grow stubborn under pressure instead of breaking. First they become angry at continued resistance and then they are afraid. Afraid, because every Nazi in his heart knows that his is the losing side, that Bijltjesdag will come as sure as the sun rises in the morning. And that fear walks by his side and sleeps in his bed. So now we play upon raw nerves. Such little things can do that — a song in the street, words chalked on the wall, ostracization. Yes, this is a war of nerves, but whose nerves, ours or the Nazis?

“You are going into a clotted mess of suspicion, of plot and counterplot, of the wildest sort of action. Yes, I know, it is hard to believe that, sitting here in this office. But it is very true. And you must keep in mind that you are going for one purpose only, to get what you left behind and bring it safely out. You must not allow yourself to be drawn into any other project. You must close your eyes and ears to anything which would draw you from your course. And there will be much. Chivalry and decency must be laid aside, you cannot afford them, any more than you can afford vengeance. And that is a lesson very few men can learn, unless they have passed through the fires of the Hell the Nazis have created. I do not question your courage to act, but do you have the courage not to act? Not to act when every decent emotion you have bred in you urges you to?”

Lorens shifted under the probing of those shallow eyes. “I don’t know,” he replied slowly. This was something new, something he had never thought of before.

“Then you had better find out! Remember, it may not be your life only which you hold in your hands. We seldom resort to arms and open fighting. Men just disappear and the accounting comes later. Can’t you see that the risk of allowing you freedom to do as you wish might endanger much greater plans afoot? Our enemies have made a fine art of degenerate barbarism. Ordinary human beings cannot understand the depths of such foulness. And we, who must play the game after the rules they have set, do you think that we can win free with unstained hands? Yes, I am honestly trying to frighten you now. There is a time when it is good for a man to be afraid. Because I am sure that if you go the same man will not return — ”

“I am going!”

The man without a name shrugged. “All right. I will spend no more time in useless argument. Let us get to facts. Here” — he whisked out a map which covered most of the desk top — “is the district for which you are bound. The exact house you have in mind is still in ruins. And this section of the countryside is no longer so populous. How you will be delivered there I cannot say now, but you may have only an hour or two to work. How well do you know the district?”

“I spent most of my boyhood there. I’ve fished and swam in the canal and ridden those roads. I know almost every soul in the village — ”

“Then keep out of it! This is certainly no time for renewing old contacts — if there are any left to renew. After you secure your package, you will get back to England by the manner those on the spot will suggest to you. What makes this a particularly dangerous trip is that we have reason to believe that the Nazis are looking for the prize, too. There has been some activity in that direction just recently. Perhaps dear Herman desires to acquire another art treasure for his famous collection. Also the Gestapo man in that district is both young and zealous, with ambitions. He must possess the equivalent of an uneasy conscience since he follows Seyss-Inquart’s example and seldom spends more than one night at a time under the same roof.

“His headquarters are in this place, about a mile on the other side of the village — ”

“That is the Leenders house!”

“Hugo Leenders was one of the hostages shot last January. His house is now naturally the property of the Reich.”

“Shot last January!” Why, Mijnheer Leenders, that tall, always smiling man who made a custom of calling in the village children to attack his cherry trees at will, who used a cane to limp his way down the road for his evening game of chess with Father Ritmeester, had no life apart from the house he loved so well. But that was true — Mijnheer Leenders had now no life.

The man by the desk had been watching him, and now he nodded as if Lorens had successfully given the answer to some difficult question.

“So that makes you realize that there are changes? Yes, there have been quite a few.”

“Father Ritmeester?”

“You will not find him either. The church has no favor with this new state. I believe that even the actual building was accidentally fired one night. There were supposed to be some military supplies temporarily cached there. Doubtless one of the sentries was smoking against orders.”

Lorens smiled. “How unfortunate!”

“Yes, it was inconvenient and caused the authorities a great deal of trouble. It led to some arrests, too. But later there was a small prison delivery so the scales were properly unbalanced again. There was some talk of removing the Gestapo section head. But he apparently had a strong counter-argument. However, it increased his restlessness to an annoying pitch. We have our little problems.” He was speaking now with an almost playful intonation.

“And now I’ve come along to add to them.” Lorens could not resist the thrust.

“You are a remarkably astute young man, so much so that when I ask you that this meeting be utterly forgotten I know that it will be. And now” — he consulted his watch — “your thirty minutes are up. Rely on your head, not your heart, and you may be able to scrape through. Good day.”

So the man whose name he never knew summarily dismissed him. But safe in his coat pocket were the tickets to Halifax and the promise of further transportation beyond. Lorens had one more errand in New York, and on leaving the office of Graufrod and Son, he lost no time in hunting another place of business on a similar side street.

“My name is van Norreys,” he told the round-shouldered man hunched behind the short counter. “I believe you have finished the work I sent you — ”

The man unscrewed the jeweler’s glass twisted into his eyesocket. “Yes. It is ready for you, sir.”

Deliberately he unfolded a square of black velvet on the counter, then brought out a broken cardboard box from which he took something glittering which had to be arranged with great care before he would step away and permit Lorens to see it.

“The design, sir, whose is it?”

“Mine.” Lorens drummed his fingers on the edge of the counter in impatience. If he could have had access to the proper tools and materials himself, he would never have sent it to this dingy office.

“Is that true?” The jeweler looked at him in surprise. “But it is the work of a trained designer. I trust you will find the finished piece in accord with your specifications.” He stood aside at last and allowed Lorens to see what the product of his imagination looked like when it was reproduced in the proper metal and stones.

Plump Ganesha, the silver of his well-rounded paunch — the elephant-headed godling was never provided with a lean and hungry look — reflecting the light, grinned up at his designer. In the generous palm of each of his four outstretched hands he cupped one of the rubies from the jungle stream. Ganesha offering luck and wealth to all the world had something of the sly humor Lorens had wished him. And for the first time the present head of the House of Norreys knew the satisfaction which comes with creation. It was just what he hoped it would be.

“A pity that the stones are so poor,” commented the craftsman.

“They have association value,” Lorens returned. “But I have to compliment you, Mijnheer, upon your workmanship!”

“I liked it. It has joy, life, perhaps mischief! It was a pleasure to bring your god to life. Only one other time have I seen such a design. And that was in a ring brought to me only a few weeks ago for repair. Perhaps you would care to see it. I made a copy for my own study.”

He rummaged through a thick envelope of papers and brought out one covered with a penciled design. It was unusual, representing a spider waiting in a web for the entrance of a fly perched cautiously on the edge.

“This is red gold, and the spider in the old enamel work — red, while the fly is blue-green. I thought it was Oriental at first, but the owner said that it came from Holland, that it was the work of the House of Norreys. Norreys — but that is your name, too, sir. Perhaps you have seen this before.”

“I have,” Lorens traced the lines on the finger-marked sheet. “I saw it being made. But this ring — you say that it was here, in New York, just a few weeks ago?”



“Yes, sir. The owner thought that the little fly was loose.”

“I just heard today that the man it was made for is dead, shot as a hostage. It was intended for a special gift and would have been passed to no one else — ”

“If the man it was made for is dead — then someone else could have it. Loot, maybe.”

“What was the name of the man who brought it to you?”

“Wait a minute. I ought to have it in the ledger.” He slapped open a heavy book and flicked over the pages. “Harvey, Smith, Roberts — here it is — van Oster. Perhaps he is a relative of the man who was shot.”

“I don’t think so. And he has the ring now?”

“Yes. He was only passing through New York, he said. Too bad I can’t help you find him. He might have told you how he got it.”

“And that is what I should like to know,” Lorens returned. “Now for this clip, box it and send it along to the address I gave you — Miss Cortlandt in this city. Enclose this card.”

He gave one last look at Ganesha and his flawed ruby balls, paid his bill, and left. Carla, too, must be informed of his change of plans — when he was safely on his way. Piet and Carla, neither of them would like to hear what he was about to do.

But as he walked down the street one question only repeated itself in his head, slashing again and again through the plans he was trying to make for the future.

Who was van Oster and how did he come to wear a ring which the Jonkheer had designed for his good friend Hugo Leenders?





I will be very grateful for any news of van Oster which you can send me. His presence in the United States, his quest of me, his possession of the Leenders ring, are troublesome loose ends in my mind.

As for me — well, no news shall be good news for some time to come. I must slip out of one world into another, and I do not know, will not know, from one moment to the next, how that will be accomplished.

Write me in care of —, London, and when I can I shall surely let you know how it goes with me.

Lorens van Norreys







London, England

June, 1942

Dear Lawrence:

This is a very long letter, but I do not think that you will find it a dull one. Much has happened since I left your America for my own country. Perhaps first I should say that only for a short time will I be here. I have learned what there is to be done and what a man can do. They are but men we fight, after all, and one man’s wits and strength can match another’s. Never do I fear now that the tide will not turn in our favor. For I have seen the enemy on what he believes to be his own ground, in a land where he is the conqueror, and I have seen the United Nations in their strength — I know which will be master in the end.

How did I learn to have faith again in what we are and what we can do? I learned by going back into the wolf’s den. When I reached London two months ago I —
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LORENS HITS SILK

Lorens had known two Londons in the past. One had been unchanged — unchanging. Life flowed in a turgid current about the branch office of the House of Norreys in the old City. He had admired some parts of London, the quiet reaches of the Temple, the little hemmed-in churches, the odd bits of eighteenth century tucked away in the back waters of the twentieth. That London had seemed as enduring as the pyramids of Egypt.

The second London was a London blasted, rocked on its age-old foundations, torn and rent each night, consumed by fire which seemed to seek out avidly both beauty and history and reduce them to ashes and wind-whirled dust. But it was a London of courage, of stubborn, dogged patience, of “carrying on,” and something in it had gone out into him so that, refugee and exile that he was, he knew the steel core of the city, the uncorroded metal of its people.

And now he came into a third London, a waiting London. This city was marking time, waiting only for the moment when the war should be over, when it could leap into work to bring into being the half a thousand plans of building and bettering which filled its head. Out of this would come a fourth London, and he only hoped, as he walked the streets, that he might live to see that day.

Maybe London symbolized the world just now. Out of death and destruction, fire and hatred, would be born something else, something better than men had hoped for in years past. Less and less would they believe that tradition, that the weight of things-as-they-are, must be dumbly endured. They would ask questions, and out of those questions would come a restlessness which must be appeased.

Much that had always been his life would — had already been swept away. The House would have to change if it would survive. Men of the Jonkheer’s breed must trim their coats and manners to a different pattern. Sometimes he thought he would hate this new world which was coming, streamlined and rationalized into drabness. But even if his worst fears were realized, he did not wish its birth. And he was doing his part to bring that about as speedily as possible.

You couldn’t turn back the clock of time, the Nazis were going to discover that soon — if they didn’t have their private doubts already. Change was forward, not backward; that was a natural law, except that sometimes Nature wiped out civilization and started over, on another track leading in another direction altogether.

Here, what was he doing thinking about such things and walking blocks out of his way? Lorens recognized the number on the nearest building with almost a sleep-walker’s start. This was certainly no time to allow imagination free play.

The place of which he was in search was not an office, but a narrow paling of a house inside the drab fence of a terrace. The coarse lace curtains at the windows, the dubious shine of the knocker were duplicated up and down the street again and again.

A girl, as colorless and standard as the house, answered his knock and stood waiting, her eyes sliding down from his chin to fasten upon his boots so eagerly that he began to wonder if he had been tramping along with the laces untied.

“I have an appointment for ten with Mr. Necker; my name is Norreys — ”

“Yes, sir.” Surprisingly her voice was clear and quiet without accent. “The study, if you please, sir.”

She pointed out a door at the end of the narrow entrance hall, then disappeared into a side room, leaving him to his own devices. After an undecided moment he knocked at the study door and obeyed the muffled murmur which might or might not have been “Come in.”

As expected from the exterior promise of the house, the study was a narrow, inconveniently shaped room with double-shelved rows of books around its walls to add to the general impression of stuffiness and overcrowding. A minute fire made a show instead of heat in the fireplace, and pulled onto the very edge of the hearth itself were two chairs, both occupied.

“Come in, come in, sir. I see you’ve managed to find us without too much trouble.”

Unfolding his length as if he were a jointed wooden doll clambering out of a box, one of the fire worshippers arose and steered a course around two small tables and the edge of a writing desk, to come within handshaking distance of Lorens.

Not only was he awkward and loose-jointed of movement, but his deeply tanned, expressionless face and his earth-brown uniform added to his manikin aspect. A wooden soldier come to life, except that his eye held anything but the stupid stare commonly associated with the customary blue circles appearing above the round cheeks of wooden soldiers. A major’s crowns glinted on his square shoulders, but there were no hints of ‘spit and polish’ about him.

“You are already acquainted with our friend here, I believe.”

The second man had risen but made no attempt to follow his host through the furniture pitfalls. At first Lorens was about to disagree; this was a stranger facing him. Then the other spoke. “Ja, we were shipmates once. Remember, Mijnheer van Norreys?”

“Jaap Smits!”

But something in him recoiled from that recognition. The Jaap he had known on that one wild passage across the Channel had been a smiling, boyish chap, unmarked by anything but a love of adventure and a deep feeling for the sea. But this was a man whose face might have been whittled down to its present hardness by ten years of dangerous living. The sunken eyes were feverishly bright, and the lips had long been pressed from a boy’s curve into a thin line of bluish pink.

“Here I am still Jaap, so you are right, Mijnheer van Norreys. And how has it gone with you?”

Lorens shrugged. “How does it go with any of us? I got out of Java, which is more than some men were able to do. And now I am going back home — ”

“Yes” — the major pushed forward another chair — “that is what we have gathered to discuss. Shall we do so in comfort?”

Lorens noticed that once seated again Jaap crouched forward, holding out his thin hands to the spot of glowing coals as if, although it was spring, he felt the need of even such feeble heat as they promised.

“We are acquainted with your requirements, Mr. van Norreys. But I am afraid that the whole proposition is impossible — ”

“I have heard that before! And yet I am here.”

“Yes, so you are. But the mere fact of your physical presence does nothing to solve other difficulties, my boy. You want to go to Holland, we would like to assist in your journey. But we can’t.”

“Why not?”

“I shall leave the answering of that to our friend from the other side. What can you tell him, Mr. Smits?”

“That he must go elsewhere if he wants to get across the Channel. We do no more, at least not for a long time. For weeks we have suspected that there is something coming. Well, a wise man does not ride with all sails set into the teeth of the storm. This is the time to close all doors, lock them tight, and hide away the keys — until the thick-skulls have worn out their eyes watching for us to swim into their so-clever nets.

“You see, those moffens — the Nazis — have been just a little too quiet, too blind lately. We think that they know much of our system, of just how we are working now. But they have not yet sprung their trap. Why? Maybe because they want a big fish when they pull in their net, a catch which would impress the other moffens back home.”

“A big fish allowed to swim in — I wonder.” The wooden soldier’s fingers caressed his square chin. “Could that fish by any chance be you, Mr. van Norreys?”

“What!” When Lorens understood that the major was not joking, that he really meant Lorens might be considered a prize, he could only stare stupidly.

“I think you are underestimating your present importance by a good bit,” the major continued. “In the first place, you slipped through their fingers once, and they have always found the taste of even small failures exceedingly bitter. Then what you left behind was a piece of loot which had been marked down by at least collectors. And they don’t propose to overlook it, not while there is any chance under heaven of getting it.

“Third, it has become a matter of morale. If you get into Holland, pick up your package, and get it out safely, think what effect that story will have wherever it is told. They simply wouldn’t dare allow it to happen.”

“But how could they know anything about it — that I am intending to go back — that the necklace is still in existence?”

“Someone babbled. Let me get hands on the dirty, slimy —” Jaap’s voice rumbled into incoherency.

“But no one knew!” Lorens was still bewildered.

“No?” the Major asked with lifted brows. “Someone knew what you had left behind in Holland, and they may have guessed that you would be back for it, that the time was nearly up — ”

Lorens’ hand clenched on his knee. “Those who knew are dead, or they are not the kind to talk.”

“Our dear friends over the water are expert at the amusement of assembling jigsaw puzzles. A word here, a half hint there, a sentence harmless in itself heard at a third place, they gather them all in, sift them out, and patiently put what is left into a surprisingly accurate picture. That is why we must caution and drum into the ears of everyone the utter folly of repeating anything, anything at all which might carry even the most innocent war news.

“In addition there is a very definite leak somewhere in our organization on the other side of the water. That is one reason why the underground route must close down until the leak is found and stopped — for all time.”

“What about you, Jaap, aren’t you going back?” Lorens demanded.

“Ja. But you cannot go my way, Mijnheer Lorens. I must go alone, since those I travel with would not take even my brother if they did not know him. It is a way just for those of our men who are well known to each other.”

“You could vouch for me — ”

“Even the Queen might vouch for you and they would not do it, since they do not know you. You must wait, Mijnheer Lorens. I tell you that we can do nothing for you now.”

“How long?”

Jaap shrugged. “One month, two months, until the Nazis show their black hand, and we find that traitor who has so befooled us. The shore stations are closed. They closed behind me as I came across this time. And they will not open.”

“I have no intention of waiting one or two months,” Lorens returned calmly. “And I have every intention of visiting a point of interest in Holland in or about May fifteenth. You say that the shore stations are closed. What about the ones farther in?”

“We have not closed the marsh one. But you cannot reach that, it would be madness to try, unless you follow the proper route!”

“How far in from the coast is it?”

“Five miles. And they are building fortifications there. No one could do it without our help.”

“Supposing a man did reach there, would you pass him along then — to wherever he wanted to go inland? Now don’t repeat that he couldn’t get there in the first place, just answer that question.”

“Ja. If he was there, then we would send him along. But he won’t be there — ”

“Just what is the marsh like? Much water, sand — ”

“It is sea marsh, what was left when they started draining from the west. But that project stopped when the war broke out.” It was the major who answered.

“There is more water now,” Jaap cut in. “They let in the sea to the north, and it has come down. There is a canal for barges through it, but away from that no one but our folk dare go. If a moffen tries to stick in his nose where he is not wanted, he goes swimming, swimming with stones between his toes! Now they do not like to come near the marsh at all. There is much water, but islands, too, for the one who knows where to find them.”

“How wide is it?”

“The marsh? It is not wide — long and narrow along the canal except where is the salt lake. Wait, I’ll show you clearer. Where yet is the map, sir?” Jaap asked the major.

“I think this might do.” The major hooked a long arm out and pulled open a desk drawer. When he unrolled the map he picked out of it, Lorens saw that it was much like the one he had been shown in New York.

“See,” Jaap put the paper down on the hearthstone, planting the toes of his shoes on its corners to keep it from rolling up again. “Here” — he pointed to a line of regular dots — “is the canal, and the course the barges follow through the marsh. Here is the swampy ground, long and thin, except where is the lake. Our station is here on this island, just before you reach the full width of the lake. Maybe three miles across it is here, not more — ”

“Three miles. You could miss it in the dark.”

Jaap stared at Lorens. “But you can’t! Men have blundered into it and lost their lives. There are quicksands. It looks small on the map, but it is otherwise when you see it.”

“How does it look from the air?”

“From the air?” echoed Jaap.

“From the air,” repeated the major, his voice thoughtful. “So that is your idea. The odds are all against it — ”

“The odds seem all against everything in this war, and yet several of our most desperate gamblers have lived to tell their stories,” replied Lorens. “Bombers do still pass over that coastline, do they not?”



The major smiled. “Now and again, yes. They carry surprise packets for cities just a little farther on. It’s a slight bit south of our usual route, but not too far out of the way.”

“Near enough to drop a passenger?”

“Yes. But he wouldn’t have a chance afterward. Wind might carry him miles off before he reached land. A trained parachute man is the only one who might have a ghost of a chance. And even then they’d probably stop him. Have you any idea how that billow of silk shows up in the sky? If the jump was made while it was light enough to see the marsh and aim for it, you’d be spotted in an instant and a welcoming party would be waiting for you. If you jumped in the dark, you’d have a very slim chance, one in a thousand of ever reaching that island — ”

“If it is the only way I can get there, then I’m taking it! And surely I can learn to manage one of those things so I can land somewhere near my objective!”

“It takes months of training to make a paratrooper.”

“I’m not intending to become a paratrooper, I am just going to jump once —”

“Which,” Jaap interrupted with a sort of gloomy relish, “will be enough.”

“What about it?” the major asked young Smits. “If he reaches this island, will you take over from there?”

“If he reaches the island — ja. But we do not hunt him, that is understood? He comes to us. We are being very quiet as I have said, doing nothing which will set the moffens to nosing about. Reach the island, Mijnheer, and we shall back you. But break your neck in the fields and we do not raise one finger, understand?”

“I understand. Then it is up to you, sir. Do I get my chance?”

“If you will be so foolish, I am not the one to say no.”

And that is what led Lorens directly to a cramped perch inside the armored belly of a bomber, flying under the stars away from the high cliffs of England to the dark curve of occupied Europe. Some days had passed since the meeting in that London house and his present position. As he sat there, his fingers crooked and relaxed on his knees, assuming the grips a sergeant had pounded into him. Just so you pulled and relaxed the cords above you, spilling wind from the bowl of silk which was your support, so that you would have some control over your choice of landing place.

Even the landing was a work of art which that sergeant had said frankly he could not teach him in so short a time. The man had made prophecies about broken bones and twisted ligaments. But Lorens had refused to listen. All that mattered now was the actual leap into the dark, the few minutes in the air, then the touch of Netherlands soil again. Once he was on his feet, he knew what he could do and how to do it. And in his mind the jump itself became a mere interval between the bomber and the earth he was so impatient to reach.

He did not even hear warnings. Because he was so sure that this was what he was meant to do, this was his own part in the war, and he would be allowed to complete it successfully. He did not know why he believed that, but he thought it the truth, not overconfidence or blind refusal to face the risk.

A figure in a bulky flying suit loomed over him now.

“Time to hit silk — ”

Lorens touched the buckles at his waist and thighs. The chute itself banged against him as he edged sidewise along the runway.

“Right place?”

“Right. Navigator has checked it. Good luck and goodbye!”

He half tumbled, half hurled himself forward into a fierce blast of air which pushed him on — into a frightening empty void of night sky. Feeling for the release ring he gave it a pull, then his body was brought up with a sudden snap, the shock of which did not miss a single vertebra up the length of his spine.

Back on the coast blossoms of ack-ack fire bloomed in the sky, and a series of searchlight pencils searched the dark for the bombers already well inland. The world below him was a flat black mass without a pin-prick of light to give him a bearing. For the first time he realized the enormity of his task. How could he aim for the outskirts of the marsh, as he had so confidently planned, when there was no marsh to be seen? Even if it lay directly below, he could not tell it in this light from the open fields. He would have to trust to the accuracy of the navigator and his own management of the chute to bring him down within reasonable distance of his objective.

Almost before these thoughts crossed his mind, his fingers were busy at their newly learned task. A slight pull, then a stronger one, a try in another direction. So endeavoring to control the wind-filled silk, Lorens drifted down toward the unseen blot which was the Netherlands.
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THE JAWS OF THE WOLF

In the end he missed utter disaster by less than a full hand’s breadth. Perhaps it was the last desperate tug he gave, a convulsive struggle with all his weight, when he saw, with eyes more accustomed to the dark, what was reaching up for him, that carried him those few inches away from death. For it was not the open countryside he had planned on that was now his target, but a grove of trees.

There was one long moment of tearing and bumping through foliage and over limbs, scraping his arms and legs across bark whose grate he could feel even through his clothing. Then he swung in a pendulum’s orbit, the silk of the chute well entangled over his head. To unbuckle the harness and drop was out of the question — there might be three feet, five, or even ten of air under his dangling body, since the dark under the trees was impenetrable.

When he caught his breath again, he tried to pull himself up by the cords, only to have the whole overhead mess give slightly in warning. Then he flung out his arms horizontally in a desperate hope of finding some near branch capable of bearing his weight. His nails touched bark, scraped furrows in it. Delightedly he kicked, setting the harness to swinging again.

Then his fingers were able to dig in. With a last spurt of effort he pulled himself toward the promised help. Two minutes later, he had scrambled astride a fair-sized branch and sat with his back planted firmly against the main trunk of the tree while he tugged loose from the harness.

He should free the chute and conceal it. But that was impossible under the circumstances. His alternative was to get as far away as possible from its betrayal of his presence before it was sighted.

Australia had not left him in the best of shape for climbing, and he could only thank the American Commando for the feeble remnants of skill he could summon in that scramble which ended in what a less prejudiced observer would have called a nasty fall.

At least for a short time he was content to lie as he had landed, on his back, drawing air into the lungs from which it had been driven, while he cautiously called on one important muscle after another to resume its usual duties.

He could see now, and it was something beyond the bole of the tree which brought him up on his feet when he caught sight of it. A white wall considerably higher than his head made a backdrop he did not find particularly promising.

But was he inside or outside that wall? And what did it protect or confine?

Keeping first to the shelter of the tree, then shuffling into the embrace of a thorny bush, he gained the wall, and a moment later the edge of a strip of ground which settled his question only too clearly. The freshly turned furrows were those of a garden. By all signs he was inside the wall.

Very well, this was the time to keep his head if he wished it to literally remain on his shoulders. In every wall there was a gate. He had only to find the one in this, then he would walk out into the night, leaving his chute to startle and mystify some innocent countryman in the morning.

The proper way of finding the gate was just to follow the wall. But that was easier said than done here. The owner had a liking for planting bushes and trees which necessitated detours.

Surely no wall could go much farther without turning. Why, it must run miles and miles! To his tense nerves hours appeared to have passed since he started out on his quest for the gate. Well, here was the corner at last and another row of bushes. Then without warning he planted one foot in a tiny pond and stifled the exclamation the cold water in his shoe brought to his lips. He must be leaving a trail as plain as an elephant’s, but there was nothing he could do about it.

Beyond the pool was a wall of brush through which he bored his way on hands and knees, lying flat at last to wriggle under low branches. And so he landed chin down upon the raked gravel of a carriage drive. There before him were the gates he had hunted so long.

It was the enemy who intervened to save him the last folly of getting to his feet and walking out of those supposedly harmless gates. A low, haunting whistle sent him back under the skirts of the bushes. And he watched, in utter consternation, the stiff figure of a sentry cross on his beat.

The sentry was wide awake and no dullard. He had a nasty habit of halting almost in mid-step to look about him alertly, as if he were in the heart of a hostile country, instead of at the gate of a house in a nation a year occupied. That extreme alertness spoke well for the night amusements of Lorens’ fellow Netherlanders, but he could wish that the sentry had no reason to fear anything in the dark — at least for tonight. As it was, there was no chance of getting by this barrier. He would have to try elsewhere.

But he was loath to leave the drive for the mysteries of the gardens where he might stumble into some unknown betrayal without warning. At one end of the drive was a gate, what was at the other?

Trying to remember all his lessons in woodcraft, he crept back along the gravel. Evidently the Nazis who guarded the house had no reason to fear trouble inside the gates, or they would have grubbed out all this cover long ago.

Disturbed insects of the night flew against his face and neck, and the damp grass wreathed in tangles about his wrists and hands as he felt out his path. Although the night was cool, his shirt clung to his shoulders and ribs, and drops of perspiration gathered at his hair line to trickle down his cheeks and drip from nose and chin. In spite of his efforts at noiselessness, there were times when the crackle of his passing sounded as loud to his own ears as ack-ack fire. But maybe the sentry was used to odd noises in the garden at night, for the cry to halt and the sound of a shot, both of which Lorens was momentarily expecting, never came. Then the drive took a sudden turn to the left, and he chanced a short stop to catch his breath and try to plan the next move in this midnight nightmare.

At the other end of the drive was, naturally enough, a house. But the black bulk showed no lights, merely hunched itself together in the midst of a smooth circle of lawn where the drive made a crescent before the principal door. Lorens squatted in what he realized a moment later was a particularly sticky mud puddle and considered the situation.

He could, of course, go blundering about in the dark hunting another gate. But he knew that he was operating now on borrowed time. How many minutes or hours had passed since he had stepped out of the bomber he had no way of telling. But morning was surely coming, and with daylight the discovery of the chute in the tree was certain. And that would mean a hunt with all of them beating the fields after him.

First they would search nearby, the garden, the outbuildings — especially since the sentry could testify to his not passing or attempting to pass the gate. But would they search the house itself? That old, old trick of hiding a wanted article by placing it in plain sight, would it still work? That was chance number one.

As an alternative he had chance two — finding a place where the wall could be scaled, so getting out into the countryside and freedom. But why were there no sentries except at the gate? The Nazis did not appear to fear anyone trying to get over their barrier. Did that mean that they had some adequate defense planted there in the form of a booby trap to take care of ambitious climbers? And could he make that climb? His back and leg were aching from his earlier exertions, could he attempt more, maybe harder ones, without rest?

In or over, the question balanced in his mind. Take a wild chance on the house or try the wall again?

The hum of a well-cared-for car motor broke in upon his hesitancy. A black blot was coming along the drive, two round bluish lights close to the ground giving it eyes. It came to a full stop before the house door, and the driver switched off the engine.

“Well, and here we are, Franz. Must I get out again, or will you lift your fat bottom off the seat and tell the Kapitan that we have come?”



His companion’s answer was a grunt and the click of the door latch.

“Always it is me, Manfred, who must do this. Why, I ask?”

“You had better ask if we must go out again tonight. The Englishers came over an hour ago. When they go back there may be trouble. Remember last week?”

“Can I forget it?” demanded Franz bitterly. “Down in a mud puddle with my face I was and bomb pieces all about my ears. The English swine dump anywhere the bombs when they are going home. When blows the siren it is better to hunt cover. If the Kapitan would learn that — ”

“Do not presume, Franz, to teach the Kapitan his duties,” Manfred chuckled. “He is a hero.”

“Well, and am I not one also? Dashing about in the dark with these damned Dutch only too eager to set booby traps for us. What happened to Kurt, over at Delfthaven? He went out for a walk and never has he been seen since. And did we not find Gustav’s collar badges in that barn the Kapitan raided just too late? I was at school with Gustav, and he was a good man. Did he not win the cross in Poland? And he was thought too cunning to be fooled by these Dutch. I tell you, Manfred, we are not dealing with a conquered people, we are fighting an army — a hidden one. And no good will come of that — ”

“No good will come of your talking with that big mouth while the Kapitan is waiting. Tell him we are here now, and hope that he does not want to go riding in the night.”

“All right, all right. We are in good time, there is no need to hurry. And why should we ride up and down these dark roads every night? What is he hunting?”

“How should I know? But it will be you he is hunting if you don’t move.”

The shadow which was Franz tramped up to the door.



Since he did not knock, Lorens guessed that there was a bell in use. A moment later the door swung inward, but there was no sign of light. And all the watcher could hear was a muffled conversation. Then Franz came back to the car.

“Do we go?” demanded Manfred.

“Ja. When did we ever have any good luck — all ours is bad. We go — riding about in the dark until morning. Such a way to spend good sleeping hours. And let us hope that we come to no grief with this foolishness —”

His voice snapped off as another figure came from the house to the car.

“Tonight” — a colder, more high-pitched voice gave the order — “we shall patrol the canal toward Delft-haven. Not more than twenty miles an hour and keep watch over the canal. Understand?”

“Ja, ja, Herr Kapitan.”

Manfred started the engine and brought the car around on the drive with the skill of a veteran driver. Then it headed out toward the gates.

So the Kapitan, whoever he might be, was gone until morning. Now how many inhabitants remained in the house? Explorations would be better started in the back. An open window in the kitchen quarters would be rewarding —

Lorens’ mind was occupied with a new puzzle. Who was the Kapitan and why had he taken to this midnight patrolling of the roads which was so disliked by his subordinates? Just at present he wanted to solve that secret. The good advice he had heard in New York — never to allow himself to be drawn from his original objective — was fast going the way of most good advice.

The house, he discovered, had been built in the form of a T with the front bar backed by a short protruding wing, in which he deduced he would find the domestic offices. It was toward the junction of the wing and the main house that he made his way. The windows were covered with thick wooden shutters, protection for blackouts, and the two he stealthily tried did not yield a fraction of an inch to such force as he dared put upon them.

But right at the junction was a door. And without much hope he bore down upon its old latch and pushed. To his amazement it gave, swinging inward. He came into a tiled passage at the far end of which another door was outlined by a faint glow of light.

He hunched down in the dark and removed his boots, tying their laces together and swinging them over his shoulder. In here he would not dare to use the revolver inside his coat except as a last resort. But the thick-soled British army boots were weapons not to be despised in close fighting. With one hand against the wall as a guide, he edged toward the beckoning crack of light.

But not quick enough, it seemed. For the door through which he had entered was opened, and he heard the faint rustle of someone slipping through. Then followed the sound he feared, the click of a key in a lock. Whether he liked it or not, he was now committed to going on, all retreat had been cut off — at least for the present. Which way was this newcomer going? He could not be passed without discovery.

Nor was he. Rough wool stuff brushed against him and there was a single startled gasp. He could hear the quickened breath of the other, then came a whisper.

“How could you be so reckless, Pieter?”

It was a woman who spoke. A woman of strong nerves, since she had not screamed at that unexpected meeting in the dark. But maybe, since she seemed to think he was “Pieter”, the meeting wasn’t unexpected, after all. And if she discovered that it was a stranger — While he was still hesitating, a hand groping through the dark found and closed about his wrist.

“Keep quiet,” she ordered. “The Kapitan has gone again, and the two other fools are in the kitchen, Kaatje keeps their minds occupied. Perhaps you have done well, after all, we shall have time to get you above before they return.”

So Pieter must be hidden from the Nazis. Then maybe his guide would take more kindly to the surprise of his own identity. At least he would play her game as long as possible. Treading on tiptoe as much as he could, he allowed her to lead him through the lighted door.

By the glow of some candles in a branched stick he could see his companion now, at least the back of her stiffly held head. She was dressed in a full-skirted country costume, and a winged lawn cap hid her hair and most of her averted head. But somehow he believed that this was no farm woman.

Without turning to view him, she pulled Lorens on through the room with the candles and into a boxed hallway where stairs led up. There she dropped his hand to pick up a lighted candle left on the broad newel post. But still she did not look back. Lorens trod more confidently now. It appeared that his luck was in; very well, he would push it as far as he could.

“Come on,” her whisper floated back as she started up the stairs.

The flight gave on a short hall where closed doors faced each other. Outside of one a pair of high military boots stood arrogantly. But the woman did not pause; instead she continued on to the far end where another stairway, narrower and without carpet, led up into gloom. This was topped by a door which she sent open with a vigorous push. Again a hall and two doors. She turned to the one on the left and entered the room which it guarded, Lorens still at her heels.

It must have been a servant’s room in which they found themselves. There was a dilapidated cot pushed against the far wall, a washstand across from it, and a battered chest of drawers facing them. Over this hung the one unusual bit of furnishing — a long mirror framed with time-dulled gilt. The glass itself was misty, but not too clouded to reflect the candle and their faces — white expanses with black pits for eyes and mouths.

The woman stood staring into that mirror, then she turned in one lithe movement to confront Lorens. She still held the candle in her left hand, but in her right was a snub-nosed revolver, a small dainty piece which yet menaced.

“Who are you?” The words were spoken in a low tone, but there was a passionate intensity to them which gave the question more force than if it had been wildly screamed.

Lorens’ eyes met hers, level and dark, then dropped to her mouth with its pale straight lips. Her face was gaunt, hollow of cheek, with its fine bones outlined almost proudly beneath the bluish-white skin.

“I am from England. I landed by chance in your garden — chuted down — ”

“R.A.F.?”

“No, I am a Netherlander. I have come to do a certain piece of work. I am telling you the truth, Mevrouw — ”

“The truth!” Her ugly harsh laugh was but a whisper of sound. “What is the truth nowadays. What proof have you?”

“None. Except the chute tangled in your trees.”

“So.” Lorens sensed that her first hostility was partly gone, that she was now considering the situation in all its aspects.

“What did you intend to do?” she asked after a moment.

“Frankly, Mevrouw, I do not know. I had planned to land in the field; from there I could have reached my objective. But instead I landed here, and there is the sentry at the gate. Perhaps the wall —”



“It cannot be climbed. They have a high-voltage wire along its crest. As soon as it is light, they will find the chute — what then? Don’t you think that they will not search every inch of the grounds and house! This is a stronghold which they have believed secure. To have that belief shattered will arouse their worst tempers. The Kapitan has a price on his head; already there have been three attempts on his life. No one is allowed here who is not fully vouched for and investigated —”

“And you, Mevrouw? And Pieter?”

“Do not flatter yourself that I am alarmed at your speaking of Pieter. You really know nothing of him. But it is our misfortune that you have stumbled into a plan too well made and far along to be discarded. We shall be forced to keep you with us and get you out of here, whether we wish to or not. For the present, stay here. No one ever comes to this floor but Kaatje and I. For a time” — again she studied his face — “we shall have to trust one another. Do you consent?”

He bowed. For all her rough dress he was sure now that she was no ordinary serving woman. “Mevrouw, how can I do otherwise?”

“Now where is this chute, perhaps it can be taken care of —”

“I left it entangled in some tall trees and then walked along the wall, through a pond, to the drive.”

“Then it is in the oaks to the west. Remain here and open the door to no one who does not knock twice, close together. I shall see what can be arranged.”

She was gone, taking both weapon and candle with her. Lorens groped his way across the room and dropped the bolt into place. Then he felt out the cot and tugged open the shutter of the window above it. The dawn wind was rising, but as yet the sky was dark. He crouched there on the lumpy mattress wondering just what sort of tangle his impulsive actions had led him into.
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ORANGE SUN RISING

And shortly he slipped down to lie full length on the cot, snuggling his cheek into the musty covering of the flat pillow. His sleep was deep and untroubled by dreams, and when he aroused there was a grayish light seeping in around the edges of the shutters.

From below drifted the murmur of voices, and Lorens got to his knees to peer down over the window sill, taking care to keep the shutter closed save for a crack at the bottom.

Although the sun was not yet up, there was light enough for him to see the Kapitan climb stiffly out of the car. He came directly into the house. And then, with a clash of gears which suggested that the driver had lost his fine touch through fatigue, the car drove off again.

There was nothing more to be seen, save a pair of birds making a minute inspection of the grass plot. Lorens pushed the shutter an inch wider, folded his arms across the sill, and rested his chin upon them. Dawn in the Netherlands —

The night had been dark with heavy clouds. But now the sky, as far as he could see, was swept clear, ready for the sun. And streaks of color had already thrust out spearheads. There was a sweet wind, too, which lapped his head and shoulders. He had seen dawns halfway across the world, splashes of bold color, forerunners of brazen suns. But none as this.

What had that formidable woman who had left him here managed to do about the chute? Was it gone from the trees, safely hidden where it would not betray him? Somehow he believed that it was. His hostess had the air of one who was not easily balked.

He got up and padded across the room, examining it as might an animal shut up in strange quarters examine a new cage for the first time. This was a servant’s attic, and a poorly housed servant at that. Of the two chairs neither was whole. The pitcher on the commode lacked most of its snout, and the bowl beneath it was cracked. The bed was a narrow cot with a lumpy mattress and many-times-darned sheets. There was a strip of very ragged and colorless carpet on the floor.

Only the mirror spoke of other ways of life and more spacious days. Its gilt frame was intricately molded in a design of flowers and plump cupids’ heads. Rococo, of course, late eighteenth century, he guessed, but it had an overblown charm.

His own faced stared back at him, reflected as a shapeless drab oval. When had he seen such a reflection before? The same lined face, grayed beneath the tan, the same hollowed cheeks, and fatigue-dulled eyes?

Why, it had been in Tjima — in that hotel where he had gone in quest of Piet. He wondered what had become of that hotel and of the young clerk who had been the unwitting tool in changing his whole future life.

Two muffled taps brought him from the mirror to the door. He drew the bolt softly, keeping the fingers of his other hand laced in the strings of his boots.



It was a small visitor who shuffled through, her doubled apron caught up as a bag in her claw hands. She walked with a curious rocking gait, one shoulder held higher than the other. But not until she dropped from her apron a bundle tied up in a coarse napkin did she lift her head to look at him.

“Why — ” Lorens loosened his hold on the boots, “you’re just a — a little girl!”

She smiled, no child’s smile, and yet there was something in that wry grin which hurt. A seamed white scar cut her soft cheek in a brutal pattern, but above it her eyes were very wide and blue, with long silky lashes.

“I’m Kaatje, Mijnheer.” Although her voice was pitched hardly above a whisper, it carried pure. “And here is your breakfast — lunch, too, maybe. We cannot come abovestairs so much when he is here.” She jerked her tilted head in a sidewise motion which indicated the house below. “Always peeking and prying, that one is.”

“The chute?”

Again Kaatje laughed noiselessly. “It’s gone right enough, where they won’t be seeing it. But you’re to bide here ’til you’re fetched. I must go now, he might be counting the minutes I’m out of the kitchen. Keep close and don’t move so that it can be heard below.”

She flicked her patched and darned skirts around the edge of the door and was gone. Lorens shot the bolt, then went to see what breakfast might be. He still had a packet of iron rations in his pocket, but that he was determined to cling to until in actual need.

Wrapped in the napkin were some thick slices of bread, but a bread such as he had never seen before, gray and rather gritty as if some of the stone of the grinders had broken off into the flour. It had a faintly sour, unpleasant odor. With it was a small cut of cheese, dry flavorless stuff which bore little resemblance to the golden richness he remembered of old. And that was all.



To choke down a portion of that gritty bread, that putty-tasting cheese, was a task without pleasure, used as he had been to the bounty of American and the balanced rations in England. This was a poverty of food he could not associate with his own land.

For drink he had only the stale contents of his small canteen. And the mouthful he allowed himself was hardly enough to combat the extreme dryness of his provisions.

But lack of water was not his only hardship as the day wore on. The worst was the unending boredom. He tried to sleep again, but succeeded only in lying on his back trying to identify every sound in the house. There was nothing to read, nothing to do but lie and watch the ceiling or sit and stare at the wall.

In the end he was driven to making another tour of exploration around the room. And in the single drawer of the washstand he found salvation — the stub of a pencil. With the florid mirror for his model he began to draw on the floor boards.

This curled and embellished leaf, simplify it here, lengthen the tip, accentuate the curve, put the design into green brilliants, or the Victorian French paste, and behold — one of the modern earrings made to fit about the outer rim of the ear.

And take a cupid — as Lorens did quickly enough — add tiny horns and give a different line to the full lips — there was a baby imp of whimsical appeal. Cupid and imp together on a clip — Lorens stretched out farther on the floor, his tongue tip protruding between his teeth as he corrected a false line.

Carla would like these. For a moment Lorens thought he could almost hear her eager laughter, just as he could visualize her with such a trifle in her fingers. Odd how he always remembered her hands best as being grimy and stained with brown smears, grit and sand under her broken nails. Yet those hands had been the only stable mooring in a mad, whirling world of pain, thirst, and baking heat. Always they would be his highest standard of comparison.

Yes, Carla would like the imps. He went on drawing them. But now memory gave them something of Ganesha’s amused tolerance for the world of men and all its follies.

It was then that the House of Norreys had its second birth. For Lorens, carefully nursing his stub of lead, was giving first expression to the designs which were to make him famous. Cupid and imp from a discarded mirror in a servant’s room were to roam the world on their stubby wings and win it with the charm of their own fat selves.

Not that he could forget his surroundings so easily. Once he stood pressed against the door as wooden-soled shoes clumped up the stairs and passed his room. But the knock he expected did not come. And after a time he heard those feet returning whence they had come.

Bright fingers of the late morning sun struck through the shutter crack, and Lorens risked another peek into the garden.

Kaatje came around the house at her rocking pace, a heavy bucket pulling her crooked body even more out of line. A short distance behind her came a man in a field-gray uniform, a pot helmet making him appear from above to be a sort of unwholesome toadstool.

The little serving maid paid no attention to her escort, and they soon were out of sight around the curve of the drive. Perhaps, thought Lorens, the inhabitants of this house were only allowed out of the grounds when they were accompanied by one of the Nazis.

But then who was Pieter and why had he been expected last night? What was this mysterious plan of which Lorens was now a small part, whether he wished or not? And how was he going to get out of this trap and into the marsh? The time was growing shorter. On or about May fifteenth he was going to be at Norreys. And the Kapitan was not going to stop him!

The hours wore on, then it was late afternoon. There was something going on downstairs. Twice messengers on motorcycles had roared up to the front door, and later there was another sentry placed to walk a beat around the house itself. This sudden activity certainly did not argue well for his being able to get away tonight.

A car pulled up before the door and the black-uniformed Kapitan hurried out to plunge into it with more haste than dignity. At his command the sentry climbed in, too, and another soldier ran from the back of the house to jump on the running board as the car swerved around, picked up speed, and was off in a shower of loose gravel.

Lorens had hardly watched them out of sight before he heard steps in the hall and the double knock brought him to open the door. The tall Mevrouw came in, Kaatje close on her heels. Both of them had an air of confidence as if for a time they were free of the need to be on guard.

“Sit down,” the Mevrouw waved him to the cot while she took one of the shaky chairs and Kaatje leaned her crooked back against the closed door, one ear against the old paneling as if to listen.

“We have perhaps a half hour clear now, they are off on a chase, a hot scent. And there is much to be planned. For the present you are unsuspected, as we got the chute out of the way. No, don’t thank me” — she raised a hand in protest as he tried to interrupt. “It would have betrayed us as quickly as it would you. Then, too” — for the first time her chiseled lips took on the faint semblance of a smile — “the good silk will be well used. It has been a long time since we’ve seen its like, or touched needle to such, hasn’t it, Kaatje?”

“True, Mevrouw,” Kaatje nodded, folding her stick arms under her tattered apron.

“Listen and don’t interrupt, there are things you must know. First this house is the temporary headquarters of the Gestapo leader in this district. He is afraid of assassination, so he has a series of headquarters and keeps moving from one to another, hoping to outwit us that way. But at the moment it is more to our purpose to let him live.

“There is a corrosion which power works in these Nazis. For just so long they can play the steel superman, and then inside their metal shells they begin to crumple. So we prefer to keep in power one whom we know to gaining another master whom we do not. Every Nazi within our borders is living on borrowed time and knows it. That is why the Kapitan must patrol the roads at night, always afraid of a rising, or an act of sabotage here which will either mean his death or call down the wrath of his superiors.

“But his presence makes an excellent cloak for our own activities. I do not know what is your mission here, Mijnheer. Manifestly you were not sent to us or you would have come prepared with the proper knowledge.”

She paused as if waiting for him to explain. Lorens hesitated. He had heard the stories of enemy agents placed within underground movements to betray their companions at the right moment. But he could not believe when his eyes met her deeply sunken ones that this woman, whose coarse dress and modulated voice were so much at a variance, was one of them.

“I am trying to reach an island in the marsh. Once there, I was told, I would be passed along to the place I must reach this month — ”

“One of those are you?” she nodded. “But you are a good five miles out of your way. And I cannot see now how you will be able to get back — ”

“Back? You mean that I am farther from the coast than the marsh?”

“Yes. This is Dosterdoorn.”

“Dosterdoorn! Why, then I am within striking distance! Tell me, what do you know of conditions now in a little village called Norreypoder?”

“Norreypoder? They have had it hard. It is the Kapitan’s district, and he seems to have some special spite against the place. They have taken hostages from there three times since the first of the year. He keeps an extra watch on the town, almost as if he were waiting for something to happen there.”

“I am afraid” — Lorens was thinking aloud — “that he is waiting for me.”

The woman regarded him in silence which she did not break for a long moment.

“He knows you are coming back here?”

“He may not know it — I hope he does not. He merely hopes that I will. We are both hunting one thing which is safely hidden in Norreypoder.”

“You know where it is?”

“I am the only one in the world who can find it.”

“It is necessary to our cause — ?”

“So much so that the British brought me from America to get it!”

“Mevrouw” — Kaatje moved against the door— “if he is expected by them, can he not be helped by us?”

“Perhaps. If he was to come by the marsh road we would have been informed in time. Well, we shall do what we can to help you. But not” — she arose — “in prejudice to our own concerns. You will remember that.”

“Naturally, Mevrouw. If you can get me out of this house and beyond the wall, I can fend for myself.”

Kaatje tittered. “It is plain to see, Mijnheer, that you are not old at this work. Why, before you had crossed the field you would be taken by them —”

The Mevrouw agreed. “Yes, courage is not enough here, Mijnheer, you will need cunning. Give us time, perhaps just until tonight, and we shall put you on your way in a manner which will have at least a partial promise of success. Come, Kaatje, there is the soup pot to put on.”

But Kaatje shook her head. “Wait!” The single word was more order than request.

She had opened the door and now stood listening. Lorens saw the Mevrouw freeze, and he tried to copy her utter quiet.

“There is someone below,” Kaatje continued. “Not one of them, at least of those we know.”

“How can you be sure?” demanded Lorens.

The Mevrouw’s shadow smile was derisive. “Kaatje’s ears are her stock in trade. She can identify every member of this household by his footfall. How many and where?” She turned to the girl.

“Only one, and he is now in the drawing room. He is unfamiliar with the house.”

Lorens started toward the door. The dull inaction of the hours he had spent in this attic room had fostered a longing for excitement, for a chance to move unhampered by another’s will. But the Mevrouw caught his sleeve as he moved past her.

“You fool!” she half spat. “Do you want to ruin all of us? Let Kaatje and me deal with this — ”

“And if you can’t?”

“Then come to our rescue, knight errant!” The harsh mockery of that was very plain.

But she hurried out into the hall. Kaatje was not so quick to follow. Instead she turned her marred face to Lorens.

“I do not like it,” she whispered before she hurried off to join her mistress, leaving the door wide open behind her.

Rightly or not, Lorens accepted that as a wordless appeal. So while the Mevrouw and Kaatje went boldly down the stairs to confront the invader, Lorens skulked behind. He thought that he was successful in deceiving the mistress, but he was equally sure that the maid knew where he was.

The sun was still up, but along the halls of this house there clung a curious duskiness. Just as sunlight pulls to it those dancing golden motes of dust, so did the gloom seem to gather grayish shadows which lurked along the ceilings and made their lairs in the far corners. It was not a comfortable house, nor a happy one.

Kaatje had heard the strange footfall, but Lorens could distinguish nothing but the click of the women’s wooden-soled shoes. They were on the last flight of stairs now, the ones which led to the ground floor of the house.

Prudently Lorens slowed his pace, for the Mevrouw had halted at the foot of the flight. She looked at Kaatje, who pointed to a door directly before them. With her arms folded under her apron, she drew her shoulders back into their usual straight dignity and entered the room.

“And who might you be, Mijnheer?” Her voice carried to Lorens as he ventured down the last few steps.

“I am addressing Mevrouw Staats?” It was a man who replied.

“Yes,” the word was uncompromisingly curt.

“There is an orange sun rising, Mevrouw.”

“And who might you be?” She repeated her question, but now it was as if an officer addressed his equal in rank.

“I am Hendrik, from Leyden Chapter. We had urgent need of contacting you here in the south — ”

“Very well, Mijnheer. But I must warn you to be brief. This is not the best place to hold a conference.”

“I think we shall be safe for a time, Mevrouw. That has been carefully arranged for — ”



“We might have suspected something of the sort, eh, Kaatje?” Mevrouw Staats had become almost jocular.

Lorens could no longer restrain his curiosity. He crept to the door and peered in. Shutters still sealed all but one of the windows, and the light of that showed Hendrik only in profile. For a moment Lorens fancied he saw an odd and rather troubling resemblance to someone he had seen before. But then the man turned upon him the full face of a stranger.

As he caught sight of Lorens, his eyes widened and his right hand flashed up with a nervous gesture toward the breast of his respectable black coat.

“And who is this, Mevrouw?” he demanded in an unnecessarily loud voice.
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KAATJE’S OLD ONE

“A visitor from over the water,” the Mevrouw returned, her serenity unruffled. “He wishes to be helped on to Norreypoder.”

“Norreypoder! Impossible! They have been sniffing about there until they have dug up most of the ground with their noses. I do not know what Leenders told them, but it must have been — ”

“Hugo Leenders?” Lorens broke in. “What makes you think that he has told the Nazis anything?”

Hendrik shrugged as if the answer should be self-evident. “Why? Because it was not until after he was taken as hostage that the moffens showed any interest in the town. He was a good friend to the old Jonkheer van Norreys and might have known something about what became of the treasures of that House; they were never discovered by the invaders, you know. At any rate, they have made it impossible to go near there.”

“One man does,” Kaatje said quietly.

Hendrik started, then turned a measuring glance on her twisted form. She met it challengingly with lifted chin and sharp eyes.

“And who is this?” he asked again of the Mevrouw.

“My assistant.” There was a spark of annoyance in her answer. She had not cared for that question, or perhaps for the tone in which it had been asked.

“Since when has it been necessary to raid the schoolhouse — ”

“Be quiet!” Her steel was naked now. “As you should know — the schoolhouse has provided some of the best of us!”

“Children should not meddle,” he continued doggedly. A crooked vein across his high forehead showed blue and heavy, and his fingers tightened on the arm of the chair. Lorens was puzzled by such signs of anger, out of all proportion to the affair. It was almost as if the man from Leyden had been personally affronted by Kaatje’s presence in the room.

“Kaatje has good reason for meddling — as you name it.” The Mevrouw had regained her poise. “And I do not think that you, Mijnheer Hendrik, came here to criticize my present arrangements.”

“True, Mevrouw, you will pardon my outbreak, please. It is just that I dislike seeing the young ones drawn into these dark ways of danger — ”

False, false, a warning ticked in Lorens’ mind. It wasn’t concern for Kaatje which had aroused the man, it was something else — almost as if he feared her.

“But what is this that was said about one man being able to enter Norreypoder,” the underground agent was asking smoothly enough.

“The old one goes and comes as he pleases,” Kaatje now replied as if she had not heard a word of that storm which had raged about her head.

“And this old one?”



“He is crazy, broken in the head,” explained Nevrouw Staats. “Before the war they say he was a servant in a house thereabouts. Now he wanders from place to place. But always every month or so he comes back to Norrey-poder. The poor thing seems to want to keep in touch with the place he once thought of as home.”

“He is one of us?” persisted Hendrik.

“One of us?” Mevrouw Staats laughed. “Did I not say that he was a crackbrain? He cannot put two words together without forgetting one of them. No, he is nothing, of use to no one.”

“Well, that leaves our young friend’s problem yet undecided.” Hendrik directed attention again to Lorens. “We just see what can be done for him. But for the present, Mijnheer, I must ask you to go. What we discuss is not for all ears. You understand?”

“Naturally.” Lorens nodded briefly and stepped back into the hall. He had made up his mind. Mevrouw Staats might consider Hendrik a good risk. But he did not. He had no liking for the man. And his road to Norreypoder would be of his own choosing, not one pointed out by the smooth-spoken Hendrik.

Lorens was hardly on the stairs when Kaatje too came out, closing the drawing-room door behind her. That done, she stepped out of her shoes, picked them up, and motioned Lorens to follow her toward the back of the house.

He thought that he could move noiselessly in his stocking feet, but Kaatje flitted before him as soundlessly as a specter. Their way led down the corridor where he had been trapped by the Mevrouw into the huge kitchen.

Once there Kaatje sat down on the fireside settle and put on her shoes.

“These wooden soles,” she remarked, “announce one’s coming!”



“What are we going to do?” asked Lorens abruptly.

Kaatje considered him for a long moment. “You say you want to get to Norreypoder. What if I could show you the way?”

“Hers?” Lorens jerked his thumb toward the front of the house.

“No. Nor his either!” She was vehement.

“So you do not care for him — ”

“Why should I?” She was reasonable enough. “Even the Mevrouw does not know everything. He comes highly recommended by those she trusts. But I don’t like him. And I think that it would be better for you to go on alone.”

“So do I!” Lorens sat on the settle opposite hers and drew on his boots, lacing up the thongs. “If you can get me out of the garden — ”

He glanced up to find Kaatje studying him intently. Her eyes, those strikingly beautiful eyes so much in contrast to her ravaged face, locking his. She tugged smooth her apron with a quick flick of her fingers, and he noticed her hands, too, not the hands of a servant girl in spite of their scars and calluses, but the long-fingered hands designed to serve a creative imagination.

“Who are you, Kaatje?”

“We do not ask that question of anyone — now,” she returned. “I am Kaatje, the serving maid; more than that does not matter. The past is buried, as you must have discovered, too. Do you swear to me, Mijnheer, on what you still believe in, that your task in Norreypoder is for the benefit of our cause?”

“I do, Kaatje.”

“Well enough.”

She got up and went to a cupboard from which she took a hunk of the gritty bread. Catching his eye upon it, she laughed.

“Rich fare, good enough for dumb Dutchers. But at least we can eat it and whatever else they allow us. One learns quickly how little one can live on and still nurse hate and — hope. And here there are opportunities. They live well, and there are the scraps. In the cities they make the little children beg for chocolate, taking pictures of the scene with their cameras. And then, when the picture-taking is done, they snatch their bounty back again.

“Do you know what it is like to be always hungry? To have your wits grow sluggish, never to be warm or free of the ache in your middle? We of the Netherlands know that now. They have gone over this land a devouring horde. Cattle, food, grain, all swept away. A farmer starves in the midst of his own fields. Their ‘New Order’ is nothing but one vast German belly into which all the food in the world must be shoveled!”

She dropped the bread into a small covered basket and added a thin paring of the dry cheese. Then she jerked her head toward a barred door.

“That way.”

Lorens slid back the bar and opened the door. They stepped out into a small courtyard around which were several tumble-down outhouses. Kaatje clumped toward one of these and knocked softly with the palm of her hand on its closed door.

“It is Kaatje.”

“Enter, little one!”

Lorens almost brushed the girl out of his way.

“Klaas!” He had just enough prudence left to keep his voice low.

But the man crouched on the stinking pile of rotted hay was not Klaas. Lorens refused to believe that the slack mouth, drooling spittle at one corner, the dull eyes lacking sense, the hunched and ungainly body, belonged to the Klaas he had known all his life.

And this lackwit did not know him, showed no interest in his presence. Instead the creature grabbed eagerly for the basket Kaatje had put down. He gobbled the bread and tasteless cheese as might a starving man, making animal noises of pleasure.

“Listen, old one.” Kaatje leaned over him. “There is something you must do.”

For the first time the old man showed a gleam of intelligence. He looked up at the girl, taking her hand in his and mumbling it against his lips. He was saying something over and over in sing-song. And Lorens was forced to believe the truth. This was Klaas squatting in the dirt and addressing Kaatje in Malay as ‘Great Lady’ and ‘Queen of the Inner Palace’.

“Klaas” — he dropped on his knees beside the pitiful wreck— “don’t you remember me? I am Lorens, Lorens to whom you used to tell stories, Lorens whom you taught to use the kris. Klaas, it is Lorens van Norreys come home. Can’t you remember me?”

But Klaas did not even turn to look at him. Instead he was staring up at Kaatje, a sort of bewildered searching wrinkling up his eyes and drawing lines across the parchment skin of his skull face.

“Do you hear, little one?” he asked. “It is the Tuan Bezaar calling me. But he was an old man, and now his voice is young again — ”

Kaatje’s wits were quick enough to seize the opening. “It is your Tuan Bezaar, old one. He wishes to go to Norreypoder, and you must show him the way. But he has enemies so that he must not go openly. Do you know a secret way? Think, old one!”

“Who dares to threaten the Tuan Bezaar! Is it that mixed breed Skur or Black Henry? Is it the yellow pearl they are after again, Tuan Bezaar?”

When Lorens would have replied, Kaatje shook her head warningly. She caught Klaas’ hand in hers and spoke slowly, as one does to a little child when one wishes to impress something upon his memory.

“It is those with black and gray coats whom your Tuan Bezaar fears. They must not see him. But he must reach Norreypoder, so he comes to you for help, Klaas — to you!”

That appeal struck home. Klaas’ head went up with some of its old arrogant carriage, the slack lines of his face seemed to draw taut in the proper mask Lorens had known for years. Even his shoulders straightened.

“There shall be no trouble.” And they believed that promise. Klaas’ tumbled wits had made a proper pattern again. Lorens asked a wordless question of Kaatje, and she answered aloud, Klaas seeming to take no notice of her words.

“Yes, he can be trusted. He has served me before. Almost do I sometimes wonder if his wits are as addled as we believe. He has never been detected, and I would trust him before others.” She gave a sharp nod in the direction of the house where Hendrik was presumably still about his very important business.

“How can we get out of here? Is the gate guard gone?”

“Not he. But since he let Hendrik in, he must have been bribed or be one of us. We have friends, you know, even in the inner ranks of the Gestapo. But it will not be necessary to bother with him. This is another of my own secrets which only the old one knows.”

She kicked aside the pile of musty hay, Klaas making clumsy attempts to help her. In the rotting boards of the ancient floor was the square outline of a trapdoor. Klaas crooked his fingers in the iron ring on its surface and heaved it up; his mind may have gone, but his strength had not.

They dropped down into a roughly hollowed pit, and Kaatje, without a word of farewell, before Lorens could question or protest, slammed down the door, leaving them in total darkness. He could hear the sound of her wooden soles as she moved about, apparently sweeping back the hay. Then there was silence.

“So, Mijnheer Lorens, you have come back to us?”

“Klaas! But — ”

The answer was a throaty chuckle through the dark. But that sound did not come from the lips and throat of the near-idiot he had seen in the old shed above.

“The old one is still worth his salt, eh? But this is no time or place for gossip. Come along, Mijnheer Lorens.”

Klaas’ firm hand reached out to guide him, and they bumped along a narow passage where his head brushed its roof.

“Here we crawl. Down on your knees!”

With now and again a painful scrape of Klaas’ heavy sabot across his knuckles, crawl he did, his hands sinking into a slimy mold which also oozed through the cloth covering his knees and shins.

“Turn here and be careful!”

Just in time he raised a hand to have it strike against old brickwork. Then he felt his way by inches around a sharp elbow to see ahead a gray disk, which was the signature of daylight. Klaas’ head and shoulders sometimes blotted that out as they moved along, but in a short time they were both sitting on some broken tiles at the water’s edge.

“This is part of the old drainage ways,” Klaas explained.

He pulled on a rope, the other end of which trailed off into the water, and brought up an old half-waterlogged boat.

“Get down, flat as you can,” he ordered.

Lorens obeyed without question. He might have been a boy often again when Klaas controlled most of his life. As he settled himself on the wet planking, the old man tossed a filthy blanket, made of pieces of dirty sacking patched together, over him. Then Klaas took his place in the boat and cast off.

“But why did you — ”

“Lose my wits, Mijnheer? Who watches a fool or checks the life of a brain-sick man? Oh, my part of ‘Old One’ is well set now. I have played it for more than a year. Never did I think when young that I would be a W-Golek when I reached an elder’s years.”

“W-Goleks are puppets,” commented Lorens dryly; the thought of his sympathy and concern in the shed pricked him now. “I can guess that no one pulls your strings.”

Klaas laughed, well pleased and complacent. “That they do not! And you, Mijnheer, are the first to see below the mask.”

“Kaatje — ?”

“The little one?” Was it only his listener’s imagination or was there an odd softening in Klaas’ voice now. “No, she does not know. Her life is hard, I will add no knowledge to it which might bring danger any closer to her. If I am caught, though that is not probable, since these Sons of Satan have minds that follow certain roads only and below these roads one can travel safely. I will drag none down with me, least of all the little one.”

“What of the Mevrouw?”

Klaas spat into the water. “A fool who thinks only of her own wisdom. In time she will trip herself up because she will not see any trap which may lie at her feet When that time comes, I shall try to set the little one free. She has the spirit of a warrior queen. But let us now plan for you, Mijnheer Lorens.”

“I’ve come for the Flowers.”

“What else? But there are others nosing around. They know nothing, but they suspect much. And they have been waiting for you to return — into their net.”

“I have to wait until the fifteenth. I must have a hiding place — ”



“You can do what you have come to do and be away before morning!”

“What do you mean?”

“I was with the Tuan when he bought the safe. He was told that not always did they work perfectly as to the time lock. After you left Holland, I went to that safe-maker and talked with his head locksmith. This safe was of a new type which later proved defective. It could have been opened any time within the past six months — it will be opened tonight. We shall idle along here, with me playing the fisherman, until it is dusk. They do not watch this part of the canal very well. Then we’ll go through the grounds to the ruins — ”

It went as easily as Klaas had so simply planned. Deepening twilight found the boat below the once proud water gardens of Norreys. Lorens watched the shore line from under the sacking while Klaas, as the idiot old one, mumbled and nodded in a trembling palsy over a string he trailed through the water.

“The outer cellar door in the courtyard has been cleared. We can enter there.”

Lorens tried not to think that this blackened shell, where already green vines and tangled grass had made successful assault, was Norreys. That it was also the grave of three men he would not think at all.

They slunk around to the courtyard. The door of the cellars was charred away, and they had no difficulty edging down the worn steps within. Klaas had produced a small torch, of a size to be easily palmed, and from its blunt nose came a thread of light which allowed them to avoid the obvious pitfalls.

Every detail of the day he had last visited this place was so clearly painted in his mind that Lorens would have sworn that he could have moved unhesitatingly straight to the safe. But confronted by the mass of wreckage fallen from the upper floors, he discovered that he had not the slightest idea which way to turn until Klaas pointed it out to him.

They had to do some digging, shoving away bits of charred wood, ashes, and nameless fused masses with their hands. And twice a half-eaten beam must be levered out. Then they reached the part of the cellars which had not lain under the house but had extended under the garden, and here their way was comparatively clear.

Then came the moment when Lorens crouched before the safe, wiped his fingers carefully, and turned the dial to those six letters. What if the locksmith had been wrong? What if it would not open until the fifteenth? Or perhaps the intricate lock had been jammed — never to open again.

He rubbed his ear almost into the steel jacket trying to hear the tumblers falling home. But the sound of the canal beyond the wall was stronger.

“L-O-R-E-N-S.” Lorens in Dutch, Lawrence in English, the name he shared with his friend overseas. It was done. Would the door open? He pulled sharply at the stubborn metal which gave not an inch.

“Your locksmith — ” he began hotly.

“Turn once to the right,” ordered Klaas, “and then lift up as you pull.”

Lorens obeyed, and this time it did come, grudgingly, with a protesting shriek of hinges which sounded as a thunderclap in their over-sensitive ears.

He did not need the torch to find the plush case on the inner shelf. But when he raised its lid, Klaas turned down the light to pick out every sparkling facet of the ugly gem. It was there and unharmed.

“Very pretty, Mijnheer!”

As one man Lorens and Klaas swung around — to face disaster. Hendrik stood there smiling in the light of a powerful lamp, almost as if his hand was extended in greeting instead of holding a gun trained upon them. And with him were others — men who wore black coats, coats which seemed to have a faint sheen as if they were fashioned of black beetles’ casing.
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“Did I not say, Kapitan, that the fox would lead us straight to it?”

“You have said a lot of things with that ever-wagging tongue. But this time it seems that you are right. So we meet again, Mijnheer, not perhaps under the same roof, but at least on the same ground.”

That flattish face beneath the peak of the army cap, that mouth — he had seen them before. But not in a black uniform. What was that about meeting on the same ground — ? Only two Nazis had he met here, and they were dead. Or —

“Group Leader Schweid! But I thought — ”

“Kapitan Schweid! But I must congratulate you on an excellent memory. You were about to say, I think, that you thought me dead. For a long time I had the same melancholy belief concerning you. And, believe me, Mijnheer, I was truly sorry. You see, we had learned that only you held the secret of the hiding place of that.” With his swagger cane he pointed to the Flowers of Orange.

“We knew that sooner or later you would be back for it, as you are. And luckily we had van Oster on the scent, for we might have just missed you tonight — just! If he had not seen you today — ”

“Van Oster?” Lorens asked. Time might not help them, but if he could keep Schweid talking, maybe some chance might come to them after all.

“Pardon,” Schweid clicked his heels in a stiff but ceremonious bow. In the two years past he had assumed some of the junker lacquer. Perhaps he was one of the Party men who had aristocratic ambitions. “It is time that kinsmen met. Mijnheer Lorens van Norreys, may I present Hendrik van Oster. He is a second cousin of yours.”

A tag end of conversation struck through from Lorens’ memory to his utter surprise he found himself repeating it aloud.

“We do not know them!”

Schweid laughed with honest enjoyment which increased when he turned his head and saw the mottled patches of angry color in van Oster’s plump cheeks.

“The retort perfect, Mijnheer. But now I am afraid that the boot will be on the other foot, and the van Osters will not know you. A traitor to the Reich is not a good kinsman for a loyal servant of the Fuehrer to own.”

“Not that I am a traitor,” Lorens was secretly amazed at his ability to keep this light conversational ball rolling. In the past two minutes Klaas had inched back into the outer fringes of the light. Were they too bemused to notice that?

“I think you will find that you are. Anyone who is not in sympathy with the present government is considered so. We have discovered that that simplifies matters extremely. And now, Mijnheer, I am going to ask you and your friend — whom I wish to congratulate on one of the most excellent pieces of character-acting it has ever been my pleasure to witness — to step aside from that safe. It is just possible that where we have found one treasure, we may find two — ”

Before he had finished, Klaas was obeying with an alacrity which Lorens guessed was important. So, without argument, he followed the old man across to the opposite side of the chamber.

“I was right!” Schweid swooped upon the gaping safe and brought out the wrapped picture roll. He pulled off with feverish haste the napkins Lorens had tied about it and unrolled the portrait of the first Lorens van Norreys.

“Am I right in believing this of value?” he demanded of Lorens with calm effrontery.

“To me. He was an ancestor of mine — ”

“Down, Tuan, against the wall!”

The words were Malay, the voice was Klaas’. And his flailing arm struck a blow across Lorens’ chest flinging him back against the stone. Someone, perhaps van Oster, swung high the lamp just in time for them all to see clearly that Klaas held a dark object cupped in his hand. For a moment which was lifted out of time he held it so, and then, almost lazily, he tossed it straight at Schweid’s widespread boots.

Quickly he flung himself down, dropping upon Lorens so that they lay folded together. There was a single blast of fear, the sound of feet shuffling which was swallowed up in a glare and flash, the deafening sound of explosion. Something gave besides the flesh and blood it had been aimed at. There was a gurgle and a rushing in the earth itself.

Lorens struck out blindly, pushing aside the limp body which fettered his. All he knew was that he was not yet dead, and that he must get out of this blackness. In pure panic he stumbled forward — only to be met by water. It was rising steadily, shooting into the blasted steel of the cellar as if the chamber was a bottle held under a pump spout.

It was that which brought him to his senses, sent him groping for Klaas. If the canal wall of the cellar was gone, blown open by the blast, there was little hope for them. His fingers found the floating silk of hair, and gripping a fistful of it he heaved, resting the inert head against his thigh above water until he could get a safer hold. Hands under the armpits, so — now up against his own body. The water was waist-high and climbing. Its movement filled the night with sound. But there was nothing else to be heard. If any of Schweid’s crew had survived that blast, they had not bested the flood.

“Klaas! Klaas!” He shook the body he supported. If Klaas could not manage to help, they were lost. He knew that he could not fight the flood and support Klaas’ weight at the same time.

But there was a twitching in that length of flesh pressed against him. Then Klaas moved one of his arms.

“Klaas!” he cried again. “The canal wall is broken, and the water rising. We must get out!”

Now the water soaked through his shirt, cold against his breast. Up and up it would crawl until perhaps all that was left of the old cellars would be filled. He could smell its particularly weedy, fishy flavor.

Klaas moved in his arms, made some unintelligible speech. Then his flaccid body suddenly stiffened as if his wits had entirely returned.

“Water — ?” It was a question.

“The canal!” repeated Lorens. “The wall is gone!”

“Then we should go to — ”

Lorens might almost have laughed, there was something like a laugh choking in his throat. But it was also close to a scream, and he locked his lips against it.

“Which way?” he gulped.



“Through the water out to the canal.” Klaas seemed to have recovered. “You haven’t forgotten how to swim?”

The water was close to the hollows of Lorens’ collar bones now. Swim through it, under it, daring collision with what was left of the stone walls? A madman’s proposal. And yet, what other chance had either of them?

“Can you manage?” he demanded.

Klaas actually chuckled. “I was weaned on salt water, Tuan, have you forgotten that? Shall we go?”

He slid out of Lorens’ grasp, and the boy could hear the splashing of his progress through the flood. There was nothing to do but follow, with the water a knifeline against his throat. He must duck under the surface of that flood and trust to luck to find a way out of what was now an execution chamber. Even as he flexed his body to take that step, he snapped erect again. His hands were empty — where was the necklace? He had not come halfway around the world to lose it now.

He had the case in his hands when Schweid ordered him away from the safe. It and its contents must still remain by the other wall where Klaas had pushed him down. Step by step he retraced his path his hands outstretched at shoulder height before him.

As they slapped hard against the brick, water lapped his chin. Here was the wall, he must go under the flood surface to hunt. A deep breath, then under, his nails scraping the rough brick he followed as a guide. Each piece of rubble he touched made his heart lurch, but it was only stone and bits of brick that he found.

With bursting lungs he straightened. Under once again, he must find it this time, he must! Soon he would not be able to get the air he had to have. Desparingly he swept the floor, fighting down panic.

In the last second, as his ears began to fill with a wild roaring, he touched velvet, already slimy with water. It almost slipped from his fingers as he managed to pop open the catch and pull out the sharp-edged wreath of flowers. With the water tickling his lips now, he stretched on tiptoe long enough to toss the necklace over his head and fill his lungs again.

Back now, and hurry, hurry! There was no sound of Klaas’ making to guide him, he had to rely on chance to get him out. He thrust forward until he could feel the pressure of the inflowing current.

Klaas was right, most of the wall must have gone, and with it the thickness of earth which was the natural canal bank. Lorens swam on without encountering an obstacle. Surely he must be out into the open now. He shot up and broke surface where a moon was just beginning to silver the water.

“Come ashore, dunderhead!”

The hissed order was followed by a vigorous waving of a branch overhanging the water’s edge on the Norreys bank. Lorens swam toward the signal, reaching it in a few strokes. Then, wet as a water rat, he lay panting in the mud beside Klaas, who sat crosslegged, in the meditative pose of a Buddha, watching the flow of the main current intently.

“We’d better be moving on,” the younger man suggested tentatively a few moments later. “Though I don’t believe we’ll have to fear discovery — ”

“Do not be so sure of that!”

“Why not? Schweid is certainly dead, and so are the rest — ”

“Not all. Someone came ashore here before us. Look, there is a branch of willow stripped of leaves where he pulled himself up. And beyond are fresh bootmarks leading up toward the house.”

“Schweid? But he couldn’t have lived, not after being in the direct line with that grenade. In fact, I don’t see how we escaped. I thought those things were more powerful”



“The ordinary ones are. This was of special manufacture, to be used by the underground. No, I do not think that the Kapitan lived — though he may yet be a witness against us — ”

Lorens glanced at the now placid waters of the canal with a shiver. He understood what Klaas had meant by that somewhat ambiguous statement.

“But the others were farther away; one of them must have kept his wits and won through before the water trapped him. He may come back with reinforcements, or he may consider us dead and be quiet — ”

“Why?”

“Because of that.” Klaas reached out a rough brown hand and touched the necklace which lay across Lorens’ breast. “Treasuretrove, safely locked where only he knows now; that is what he may be thinking. And if he does, he will not be quick to mention it in any report he may make. Instead he will plan to recover it himself when this night’s work is no longer so fresh in his comrades’ minds.”

“I only hope it wasn’t van Oster — ”

“You knew him before?”

“Yes. He is posing as one of the underground.” Swiftly Lorens recounted the interview with Mevrouw Staats.

Klaas’ tongue met his front teeth with that particular click with which he signified annoyance. “We must make sure. The little one is not to be drawn into danger through such offal. Make that safe” — he flicked the necklace — “and let us go.”

They used every bit of cover the garden afforded and started in pursuit of the unknown, which ended abruptly when the prints they followed came to car tracks gouged deep in the neglected gravel of the old drive.

“We must go back by river,” Lorens panted. “And we don’t have to be afraid of running into the Nazis at the house; most of them, if not all, were here.”



“We shall not be able to use the river entrance. That I can do only when the little one expects me, and she will not for a second time tonight.”

“Well, we’ll have to take our chance with the gate guard, then — only let’s go!” There was something feverish in Lorens’ desire for speed.

Once before he had felt that same drive within an aching head — when he had taken the road to Tjima. He had accomplished what he had come for, but he was not going away without making sure that Kaatje was not entangled in some web of van Oster’s weaving. If there was time, he would make her go back to England with him.

There was no longer need to hide under the sacking in the boat. Instead, he almost wrested the oars out of Klaas’ hands — the old Eurasian might present an iron front to the world, but his grip was less certain, his step less firm, than they had been two years before — and sent the waterlogged craft downstream at the best pace he could maintain.

“We will pick up Kaatje and the Mevrouw and take them on — ” He planned aloud.

“Where?” There was just a hint of indulgence in Klaas’ question.

“To the marsh island where I was promised a safe hiding place — ”

Klaas shook his head. “You can’t make it there, not even at night. There have been unusual movements of Nazis across country all day. They are on the alert. No, we shall have to take the little one and the other, if she will go, to Varlaam — have you so soon forgotten Wim Smits?”

“But I saw Jaap Smits in London. He said that they were closing down that branch of the underground, that they had been betrayed by some traitor — ”

“Van Oster — ?”



Lorens pondered that suggestion. It might be true. Mevrouw Staats had greeted dear Hendrik as someone high in the underground ranks; if he were the traitor and was detected in time, maybe the passage to the sea would open again.

“In shore here!” Klaas’ order broke through his thoughts. “Hug the bank.”

Hug the bank they did, scraping against it and hauling their way along by grasping the bushes and grass. Then, at a sign from Klaas, Lorens made fast the boat, and they crawled up the bank. There was a field, which had been abandoned to grazing, between them and the tall walls Lorens recognized.

They crossed this and edged along the wall until the gates came into sight. The sentry was there, alert and ready. Klaas nudged Lorens.

“On your feet and hail him,” he ordered. “The rest leave to me.”

Klaas did not wait to argue the point, slipping back into a bush. There was nothing for Lorens to do but follow orders. He arose to his feet and lurched unsteadily forward, trying to counterfeit the appearance of an exhausted man.

“Help!”

The sentry dropped to a half crouch, the bayonet on his rifle swinging up.

“Halt, you!”

“Help!” Lorens wavered to the opposite side of the road, his hand to his head as if dazed. In the half light his drab overalls must look not unlike a Nazi uniform. “The Kapitan — ”

“What makes with the Kapitan? Halt, you, or I shoot now!”

Lorens halted and swayed where he stood, measuring the distance between them. Perhaps if he threw himself forward suddenly —



But there was no need for that. A dark shadow arose behind the sentry. There was a quick lunge which sent the man sprawling out into the road, then they both were on him.

“Come on,” Lorens pulled at Klaas’ shoulder. “He won’t — ”

“He won’t give the alarm” — the other ended his companion’s sentence. “No. And this will be of more use to us than to him — now.” He detached the bayonet.

Lorens was already halfway up the drive. But Klaas lingered to drag the limp sentry into the bushes. He joined the younger man just as Lorens stopped short. A car, its engine still throbbing, stood before the house door.

“He got here first!”

“But he hasn’t gone yet. And from here the game is yours. I am the Old One once more.”

Klaas’ keen face seemed to loosen, actually to flow into the flaccid idiot expression. The straight back curved, all light went out of those black eyes. As Schweid had commented, it was a truly great piece of character-acting.

“ — the young fool! I was trying to help him, and he must let go with a grenade and blow most of us to bits.” The voice floated out of the half-open door. “We can do nothing more here, it is time to go.”

“But why were you with the Kapitan, Mijnheer?” That was Kaatje.

“Need I explain everything I must do for the cause? Sometimes we must pretend to be what we are not — ”

The three figures had come out, and Lorens moved to intercept them.

“And sometimes” — his voice cracked out — “we are not what we pretend to be!”

“You — !” van Oster’s voice ran up the scale. “You are dead — dead with Schweid!”

“I have been reported so before, but I am hard to kill. Mevrouw” — he addressed the taller of the two cloaked women — “this man is a traitor. He is van Oster, a collaborationist, who has been working with Schweid. The Kapitan himself told me so tonight!”

“Lies! I have talked with the Nazis, been one of their council, all for the cause.”

“Whose cause?” Lorens demanded. “Mevrouw, I think for your own safety, it would be wiser to leave here with me.”

“So you will take her to England?” van Oster laughed. “I wonder, my smart young friend — ”

“Who said I was going to England?”

“You did, just a little while ago, you — ”

“He did not!” That was Kaatje again. She had drawn aside a little. “Mevrouw, I have never trusted this man and now — ”

Van Oster threw up his hands in a gesture of exasperation. “All right. Accept the word of this come-by-chance against mine. Go off into the fields with him, and see what it will profit you. But be quick about it! There is not much time left us.”

For the first time the Mevrouw broke silence. “As he says” — she spoke directly to Lorens — “it is his word against yours. He comes with the backing of our organization — you come without any introduction whatsoever. And what happened tonight might just as well conform to his story as to yours. I think that I choose to believe his. Come, Kaatje, we must go.”

“No, Mevrouw, I stay here.”

“You come as you are told!” Van Oster grabbed for her arm, but Lorens stepped between, and the Mevrouw touched the older man’s shoulder.

“Leave her to her foolishness. We do not constrain each other, she has a right to her choice. Goeden dag, Kaatje.”

“Goeden dag, Mevrouw,” the girl answered as coolly.



But Lorens made one last appeal; after all, the woman had saved him. “Please, Mevrouw, you saved my life. I cannot let you go — ”

She laughed then, one of her curiously lifeless laughs. “I assure you, knight errant, I am in no danger. I think I know more of this game than you do. Goeden dag.”

Van Oster handed her into the car, and when they drove off together it was the last Lorens ever saw of the enigmatic lady of Schweid’s manor.

“Are you really going to England?” Kaatje asked.

“We are going to England,” he corrected.

“Not so. Let that be understood before we leave here, Mijnheer. I could have gone out of the Netherlands five times in the last year. But I do not go — ever. There is work to be done — ”

“You’re too young to be mixed up in this.”

“Too young? You do not understand me very well, Mijnheer. Children are fighting this war. And I am not young, I have not been young since May 15, 1940. I was young then, I was even pretty! But I lived in Rotterdam. And so I don’t go to England ever! But to the coast, yes. Shall we go now, Mijnheer?”

With Kaatje’s work-hardened hand in his they started down the drive, Klaas shambling after them.





. . . and she would not come with me to England. Against all of our urging, for Klaas added his voice to mine, there she chose to stay, a valued member of Captain Smits’ organization.

And now I will tell you one big secret. I, too, will work with Wim Smits. Shortly I return to the Netherlands, this time for good and all. It was not as easy as you might think to decide it so. I have certain ties in America to which I must now say good-bye, maybe forever. I have written a letter which took me a day and a night to compose — but in wartime there are many farewells and there is also hope —

To go back is not a choice, it is a duty. There is much work to be done there, even by such a ‘crook’ as I. And then, too, I must watch van Oster.

I do not believe in him, although I have been assured from all sides that his reputation is good and that he stands high in the ranks of the underground. Captain Smits has pointed out to me that his explanation of how he came to be with Schweid that night might well be true. It has been necessary many times in the past for some of us to play double roles.

But I remember now where I first saw his face — in the snapshot van Nye had of his traitor brother. Then van Oster was wearing the Nazi uniform on his back, just as I am sure he wears it always in his heart. And if I am right — then between us will be war — war to the knife’s edge! Also between him and the power of Norreys stand but two lives, mine and Piet’s. Fortune of war may take Piet at any time, he has chosen to serve on a field from which few return. If dear Cousin Hendrik can finish me quietly, then Norreys is his — a prospect you cannot induce me to think he has overlooked. To be bait for a trap will not be easy — but I shall have Klaas to help me there. And I shall bring down my loving cousin, that I believe.

Just as I am sure of this, so I am sure, my friend, that we shall meet sometime in the days to come — on that good day of days when we shall stand free men in a free world again. For now I know what Soong told me so long ago is true — a man must have faith to fight. I have found such faith in the hearts and minds of my countrymen. To such as Kaatje and Klaas freedom is not a dead word.

To the day of our meeting and may it be soon!

Lorens van Norreys
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ANDRE NORTON



Born in 1912, Alice Mary Norton writing under the pseudonym of Andre Norton has become one of the world’s bestselling author’s. Although she began her career by writing adventure and historical novels in the 1930’s, Ms. Norton turned to science fiction in the 1950’s and it is in that genre that she has made her most significant contribution. She is generally regarded as one of the foremost writers of “space opera”, and is certainly one of the best-selling women authors in the field.



As a teenager Ms. Norton planned a career as a history teacher; she eventually became a children’s librarian and a professional writer. Both her early interest in history and her library training in research have played significant roles in her writing. Norton extensively researches each of her books, using folklore, legends, history (especially Greek and Roman), archeology, anthropology, and the occult in her fiction. Her careful scholarship is evident in her work, which is frequently praised for its convincing backgrounds. Norton’s first novel, The Prince Commands, was accepted for publication before she was 21. She continued to write historical fiction until the 1940’s, when she turned to adventure and spy stories. An espionage novel, THE SWORD IS DRAWN, was given an award by the Netherlands government in 1946 for its portrayal of that nation at war.



Although she had been writing science fiction sporadically for some time, it was only after she had edited several science fiction anthologies that Norton found a publisher for her first science fiction novel, Star Man’s Son. The success of this book and Norton’s subsequent titles helped open the field for other writers.



She now resides in Winter Park, Florida.
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