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The uprising
of Georgian prisoners-of-war on the Dutch island of Texel and the
subsequent massacre is one of the great but little known stories
of World War II.

Seventeen-year-old Dirk Verkerk, son of a Texel farmer,
joined the Dutch Resistance in 1942. Two years later he was caught
in an act of sabotage, but managed to escape to the mainland,
disguised as a girl.

After the war
Dirk returns to Texel and learns about the disastrous events that
took place on the island during his absence. He also finds out that
his fiancée, Tina Mulder, had been unfaithful to him. It is all to
much for Dirk and he decides to emigrate to Australia, vowing never
to return.

However, Dirk
breaks his vow fifty years later when he receives an invitation to
attend a service to commemorate the fiftieth anniversary of the
Georgian uprising. In May 1995 he finally returns to Texel in
company of his nineteen-year-old grandson. During his visit Dirk
runs into Nikolay Rostov, one of the Russian prisoner-of-war he had
met during the German occupation. Nikolay, who had taken part in
the uprising on the island, tells Dirk about his experiences. He
also reveals facts about Tina Mulder, unknown to Dirk for fifty
years.

When Dirk
meets Natasha Mulder, more astonishing facts are revealed and a
romance develops.

 


 


REVIEW

 


Mrs Sheila
Jamison, editor and former head of the English Department of
Somerville House School for Girls, Brisbane, (Australia) reviewed
the book and made the following comments:

 


Texel—Romance, Revolt and Retribution has a clear and direct
personal and impersonal narrative thread. The characters from whom
direct and forceful action and conflict stems are not too
complex.

This story of
interpersonal relationships is placed against the backdrop of
wartime conflict between Germans, Russians, Georgians and the
Dutch. The almost Greek-like tragedy when parents are killed for
good rather than evil actions, and the sense of the isolated hero,
is perfect climactic material for film or play.

The microcosm
of personal horror contrasted with the macrocosm of the gargantuan
double massacre, which actually did take place between Georgians
and Germans, creates that sense of Hubris and Nemesis, awe and
wonder that the Greeks always wanted! At the same time, a truthful
social document.

The book
suggests wonderful visual images of Holland; its coastal profiles;
the symbolism of water and sand dunes and even the symbolic
journey—this time on bicycles—very Dutch! There are some very
strong individual graphic scenes, such as the death of the old
German soldier and the guilt of Nikolay (the first signs of
character change and introspection so good for film
production)—and, of course, the potential of the love scenes and
the Shakespearean touch of transvestite comedy!

The novel
would make a tremendous film or TV serial.

 


* * * *
*
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PART
ONE

 


 


PROLOGUE

Europe’s last
battlefield

 


 


Towards the end of World War II
a massacre took place on the small Dutch island of Texel, almost
unknown to the rest of Europe.

A large proportion of the
German occupying forces on Texel consisted in succession of
prisoners-of-war from North Africa and those from the Eastern
Front. Rather than perishing in German concentration camps, these
prisoners had chosen to join Hitler’s army.

Initially Sikhs and Ghurkhas,
taken prisoner by Rommel’s army at Tobruk, arrived on the flat
windy island of Texel. Unable to stand the cold, the Indians were
transferred to the South of France.

In September 1944, the Sikhs
and Ghurkhas were replaced by Russian prisoners-of-war from the
Caucasus, a mountainous region also known as Bolsjoi Kavkas. After
only four months the Caucasians were withdrawn from Texel as the
Germans suspected them from collaborating with the Dutch
Resistance. The Caucasians were replaced by Georgian troops.
Unwisely, the Nazi garrison trusted them more than the
Caucasians.

Before their arrival on Texel,
the Georgians had been stationed on the mainland near the town of
Zandvoort, where some of their officers had contacted the Dutch
Resistance, intending to start a revolt against the Germans. But
before they could achieve their aim, the Georgians were transferred
to Texel, where they eventually succeeded in instigating an
uprising.

The revolt
started one hour after midnight on 6 April 1945, under the command
of Hauptman (Captain) Sjalwa Loladze. As the church clock of Den Burg
(the main town on the island) struck one o’clock, the massacre
began. Within minutes the island of Texel became a killing
field.

German soldiers were surprised
in their sleep by the Georgian rebels, who approached with bayonets
and knives, killing their enemy as silently as possible. Minutes
later, when the Germans started to fight back, gun shots and
explosions could be heard all over the island. Within half an hour
hundreds of German soldiers had been slaughtered.

After having
eliminated the enemy at the villa Texla (the German headquarters on
Texel), Captain Loladze and his men
proclaimed their victory. However, unknown to the Georgians, the
Germans were still in control of two important batteries in the
south of the island.

At
Texla the triumphant
rebels counted on assistance from the British, whose support was
vital for the ultimate success of the operation. They attempted to
contact the British by radio, but received no reply.

 


The German
commander of the Georgian Battalion, Major Klaus Breitner, had
spent the night with his mistress at the Offizier-Kasino in the town of Den
Burg rather than in his own bed at Texla. When he heard gunfire and
exploding hand-grenades, he and two other German officers rushed to
the southern tip of the island. They obtained a motor boat which
took them to the mainland, where the officers arranged
transportation of reinforcements to the island.

Both ferries between Texel and
the mainland were moored at the harbour of Oudeschild—one of the
ferries was ordered to collect the German reinforcement troops from
the town of Den Helder and take them to the island.

By sunrise
the town of Den Burg and the villa Texla were bombarded with heavy
artillery from Den Helder and the southern battery, which was still
in German hands. Civilian casualties and extensive damage to
property resulted from these revenge attacks. By midday the Germans
were once again in control of the southern part of the
island.

The rebel
occupation of the German headquarters was short lived—by nightfall
the enemy was approaching the villa Texla. The Georgians, who had been
in control of the headquarters for only sixteen hours, abandoned it
after they realised that fighting such a strong enemy would be
futile.

From the
villa Texla the
Georgians escaped to the town of De Koog, but within days the
situation there became hopeless and the rebels fled to the air base
‘De Vlijt’, about five kilometres north-east of De Koog. At the
airbase they re-grouped with hundreds of other Georgians, who had
fled from the southern part of Texel. They were still relying on
British support, but so far nothing had been
forthcoming.

Members of the Dutch Resistance
decided to go to England in a motorised lifeboat to seek
assistance. On the night of Sunday 8 April 1945 the boat left the
northern tip of the island with ten members of the Dutch Resistance
and four Georgian soldiers on board. On Tuesday morning they
reached the Norfolk coast and landed near Cromer.

Meanwhile the boat had been
spotted by a British plane and on arrival at Norfolk the men were
detained and interrogated by officers of the British Army.
Subsequently, the Dutchmen were taken to London for negotiations
with British military authorities. The four Georgians, who were
interviewed separately, remained in detention but returned to their
home country after the war. Unfortunately, the rescue mission was
unsuccessful. The British military flew a reconnaissance plane
across to Texel, but assistance never materialised.

 


On 13 April
German forces attacked the air base ‘De Vlijt’ from close range. Bloody battles were fought with heavy
losses on both sides. Although German casualties were massive,
their superior power was no match for the rebels. The Georgians
were now fighting against enormous odds, but they were aware that
laying down their arms would be suicide—surrender meant certain
death.

Eventually, the Georgians had
to abandon the base after several days of heavy fighting. The only
remaining refuge was the lighthouse, surrounded by bunkers, at the
northern tip of the island. Approximately 150 rebels escaped there
and prepared themselves for the final battle. During the following
days these desperate men fought like lions. The outpost was pounded
by grenades, both from the northern battery and surrounding field
guns.

The rebels’ food and ammunition
diminished rapidly and after four days the exhausted Georgians
realised they could no longer continue the fight. Now there were
only three options left for the survivors: fight until death;
surrender and be shot by the Germans or try to penetrate the German
line under cover of darkness.

Thirty-one survivors managed to
escape through the dunes, while the fifty-one remaining Georgians
surrendered to the Germans. After being tortured and forced to dig
a mass grave in nearby farmland, these brave Georgian rebels were
shot by a firing squad and dumped into the grave.

As soon as the Germans were in
full control of the island they started a man-hunt. A line of
heavily armed Germans, spaced ten metres apart, combed the island
from shore to shore. The 'cleansing' of Texel started from the
lighthouse in the north and finished four days later at the
opposite end of the island. Dozens of Georgians who had gone into
hiding were caught, tortured and shot. Whenever Georgian refugees
were found in houses or farms, the buildings were burned down and
in some instances the occupants executed.

The capitulation of Hitler’s
Army on 5 May 1945 meant nothing to the Germans soldiers on
Texel—they continued their killing spree. Although the attitude
toward civilians had changed since liberation, the Georgians were
still hunted down and, if caught they were tortured and shot.

Two weeks after liberation
Canadian troops landed on Texel and three of their officers
negotiated with German staff officers for a formal surrender.
Finally the surviving Georgian rebels were able to emerge from
hiding without risking their lives. By the end of May, all the
surviving Germans had been detained and evacuated from the
island.

A seaside
hostel, called Californië, provided accommodation
for the 226 Georgian survivors until they could leave the island.
On Sunday 18 June a huge farewell party congregated at the harbour
of Oudeschild, where the former prisoners-of-war arrived in army
trucks. After an emotional farewell from friends and supporters
they boarded the ferry, where they were entertained by music,
singing and dancing.

After leaving Texel, the
Georgians were transferred to Wilhelmshafen in Germany, by now
under the control of Allied forces. In November 1945 they were all
repatriated. The Canadian lieutenant-general, who accompanied the
Georgians to Russia, handed a letter to the Russian colonel, in
charge of the repatriation, which contributed to the rebels being
pardoned by Stalin’s regime (see page 13). Other returning
prisoners-of-war, who had joined the German Army, were executed or
sent to Siberian slave-labour camps.

In total 565 Georgians, 120
civilians and some 800 Germans had been killed. The main memorial
for the Georgian victims on Texel is the ‘Russian Cemetery’ where
hundreds have been re-buried, including their leader Sjalwa
Loladze. An annual memorial service is held on 4 May and on several
occasions Georgian survivors have returned to Texel to attend the
commemoration.

 


Note:
Most of these facts have been obtained from the
book Tragedie op Texel, by J.A. van der Vlis. First published 1946 by Langeveld en
de Rooy, Den Burg, Texel.

 


* * * *
*

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER
ONE

the wilful
farmer’s son.

 


 


Dirk Verkerk sat on the edge of
the bunk and stared at one of the barren walls of his prison cell,
unable to come to terms with the disastrous turn of events. He had
started the day in a happy mood and now he was locked up in an
underground cell without any prospects of being released—at least
not until the Germans had been defeated. In despair he stretched
out on the hard bunk and thought about the girl he loved. Would he
ever see her face again?

Within a few days Dirk lost all
sense of time. Only a faint light through a grill at the top of the
wall marked the difference between day and night. Bowls of foul
tasting porridge were shoved through the hatch in the door and the
toilet bucket was emptied twice a week. Dirk felt ill, depressed
and frustrated by inactivity. He expected to be interrogated by one
of the Nazis, but his jailors ignored him—they were too preoccupied
with the approaching end of their reign.

Two weeks
after Dirk’s arrest the door of his cell was unlocked. An officer
from the German Sicherheits Polizei
entered and snarled, ‘We’re moving
you.’

Dirk was ordered to climb onto
the back of an army truck where he joined half a dozen other
hollow-cheeked prisoners. Nobody spoke. The truck took them to the
outskirts of Amsterdam to a camp surrounded by barbed wire with
barracks in the centre. After Dirk’s solitary confinement in the
basement of the police station, the prison camp was a considerable
improvement.

As Dirk had
heard no news for a long time, he asked one of his fellow
prisoners, ‘Do you know how the war’s going?’

A cadaverous young man with a
shaven skull looked at him with an empty gaze and shrugged. ‘No
idea.’

‘But
some news must get
through.’

‘Only
rumours.’

‘What
are the rumours, please
tell me.’ begged Dirk. ‘I haven’t heard any news for
weeks.’

‘They say
that the Russians are in Berlin.’

‘That’s great
news! Heard anything about Texel?’

The young man looked blank.
‘Texel? What has Texel got to do with the war?’

Obviously nothing had
penetrated the camp about the events on Texel. But the fact that
the Russians were in Berlin was good news—the war was bound to end
soon.

The next rumour was that Hitler
had committed suicide, but few believed it. However, the grim faces
of the German guards indicated that things were not going well,
whether Hitler was dead or not. It seemed that the entire German
organisation was collapsing, with the result that the camp’s food
supply had stalled. As Dirk looked in the cracked mirror in the
washroom he could hardly recognise his gaunt face.

On the morning of 5 May 1945,
sirens sounded. Many inmates of the camp believed that the wailing
of the sirens announced their impending freedom rather than an
air-raid. They proved to be right.

Within hours all German guards
had disappeared, but the gates of the camp remained locked. The
inmates were too weak to force their way out and had to wait until
the Canadian Army arrived to open the gates. But even then, nobody
was allowed to leave the camp immediately.

The Canadians distributed food
and took care of those too weak or ill to walk. After the
prisoners’ names and other particulars had been recorded they were
free to leave. Many were at a loss over their sudden freedom.
Estranged from the outside world they lingered near the gates, not
knowing what to do or where to go.

Dirk took the opportunity to
ask one of the Canadian officers about the situation on Texel.

‘Texel? Yeah,
the Germans are still holding on there.’

The officer’s
reply confused Dirk. ‘But what about the Georgians? I
thought they were
in control of the island.’

The Canadian officer realised
that Dirk had been devoid of information from the outside world for
weeks. ‘Good God, man, the Georgians didn’t last a week. In fact
they never captured the entire island.’

As Dirk heard the alarming news
he recoiled. He had never given up hope that the British had
arrived in time—now this hope was dashed.

‘What
happened? Were many people killed?’

‘Oh yes! The
Georgians murdered most of the Huns and after the Germans got help
from the mainland, they shot every Georgian they could get hold
of.’

‘Civilians…
what about them?’

‘Many of them
were killed too,’ replied the Canadian officer. ‘Sorry to be the
one to tell you, son—do you have relatives there?’

‘Yes, my
entire family.’

Dirk turned away from his
informer and walked out through the prison gate in a daze.

 


* * * *
*

 


 


 


In 1940, at the time of the
German invasion of Holland, Harri and Annie Verkerk made their
living by farming on the Dutch island of Texel. They lived in a
small thatched farmhouse with their three sons, Klaas, Dirk and
Henni.

The Verkerks
called their farmhouse Noordewind, due to its exposure to
the fierce northerly wind that often blows across the flat
polderland.

Harri Verkerk, a tall man in
his mid forties, had ginger hair and a weather-beaten complexion.
Annie, who was three years younger than her husband, was an
attractive woman with deep-blue eyes, dark-blond hair and a slender
figure. Dirk had inherited his mother’s good looks.

Klaas, the eldest son, was
eighteen when the war broke out. He was a keen farmer who enjoyed
milking the cows, mucking out stables and tending the sheep.

Dirk loathed farming and
against his father’s wishes persisted in becoming a carpenter.
Fierce arguments between father and son ensued, but in the end Dirk
had to do as he was told and after leaving primary school he
reluctantly started work on the family farm. But Dirk’s
performance as a farmer was so poor that after a year Harri gave up
and allowed his son to do an apprenticeship as a carpenter.

The sixteen year old boy was
delighted when he found a job with Willem de Groot, a builder in
Oudeschild whose main business was maintenance work. Dirk had to
work a forty-eight hour week and earned a pittance, but having
escaped from working on the farm he happily put up with the low
wages and the twenty kilometres bike ride, six days a week.

Dirk loved his new job and
learned that maintenance work involved more than just carpentry—in
addition he had to do earth works, concreting, bricklaying and
painting.

In spring of 1942 Willem’s firm
had to build a complete farmhouse. This was the first time Dirk
became involved with building something from scratch. He enjoyed
the experience so much that he decided that, one day, he would run
his own construction company.

After working
with Willem de Groot for fifteen months, Dirk was keen to move away
from the farm. He was tired of sharing a bed with his younger brother Henni and having to cycle to and
from work in the freezing cold. He wanted to find some
accommodation near his work where he could stay during the
week.

‘Ask Gerrit
and Hanna Mulder,’ advised Dirk’s mother. ‘They live in Oudeschild
and might have a spare bed for you.’

The Mulders were old friends of
the Verkerks, but Dirk hardly knew them. Nevertheless, he followed
his mother’s advice and went there for a visit.

‘Dirk! We
haven’t seen you for years—my, how you’ve grown!’ exclaimed Hanna
when she opened the door.

‘Goeje
middag, vrouw Mulder—yes, it’s a long time since we’ve met.’

‘Please sit
down and tell me all about yourself.’

Dirk took a seat and told Hanna
about his work and recent events on the farm. Then he explained the
reason of his visit.

‘Vrouw
Mulder, I’m looking for a place to stay during
the week—somewhere near my work. Moeder suggested you might be able
to help.’

After considering Dirk’s
request, Hanna replied. ‘Well, we’ve got a spare bed upstairs and
we can share meals.’

‘Wonderful!
Of course I’ll pay for it.’

‘We’ll
see—I’ll discuss it with Gerrit when he comes home, I’m sure he
will agree’.

Later that day Hanna told her
husband about Dirk’s visit and his request.

Gerrit could hardly remember
Dirk Verkerk. ‘Well, well… Dirk working for Willem de Groot! I
can’t blame him for not wanting to be a farmer!’

‘What about
staying here as a paying guest?’

‘I’ve no
objection, as long as you can cope with the extra work.’

That settled the matter. The
following morning Hanna walked to Willem de Groot’s workshop and
told Dirk about their decision.

 


Gerrit Mulder
earned his living from fishing. His cottage leaned precariously
against the sea-dike, a few hundred meters north of the harbour of
Oudeschild. His fishing boat lay moored in the harbour at the end
of one of the jetties, only a stone’s throw from his home. The name
‘Mientje’ had
been painted in white lettering on the dark-blue wooden hull of the
boat.

Staying with the Mulder family
had an unexpected attraction for Dirk. He had almost forgotten
that the Mulders had a daughter, called Tina, who was only a few
months younger than himself. As children Dirk had met Tina several
times, but she had made little impression on him. When he last saw
her, which would have been about four years ago, Tina was a plump
girl with freckled cheeks and long plaited hair.

But Tina had changed—she had
lost her puppy fat and her feminine curves were highlighted by the
tight blue dress she was often wearing. Long corn-blond hair framed
her pretty sun-tanned face. Dirk realised that the ‘ugly duckling’
had grown into a beautiful young women.

Within days of living under the
same roof, Dirk fell in love with Tina, but as he was too shy to
reveal his feelings, Tina was unaware of his infatuation. To Dirk’s
dismay she regarded him more like a brother than a potential
boyfriend. Sometimes they walked together along the sea-dike, but
for several months nothing changed their innocent friendship.

During one of their walks along
the dike, Dirk finally plucked up the courage to show his feelings
for Tina. Spring was in the air—the larks were singing and the
pewits swooped over the crest of the dike. Dirk suggested a little
rest in a lush patch of clover on the slope of the dike. For a
while they sat there in silence, soaking up the warmth of the
spring sun.

It was now or never. His heart
racing, Dirk turned towards Tina and took her in his arms. Although
Tina was somewhat taken aback when he kissed her, she did not
resist. At long last Dirk told Tina that he had been in love with
her for months.

‘You silly
boy, why didn’t you tell me before?’ replied Tina
mockingly.

Although Tina’s reaction was
positive, Dirk had an uneasy feeling that he was much more in love
with her than she with him. Their relationship hardly changed after
his declaration of love—it was obvious that Tina still had trouble
seeing him as anything else than a brother.

Nevertheless,
Dirk’s devotion for Tina finally paid off. Gradually her attitude
changed and by the time spring turned into summer she saw him as
her official boyfriend. From then on Tina agreed to accompany him
on his visits to Noordewind.

 


In August 1943, as Dirk was
completing the second year of his carpenter‘s apprenticeship, he
was called up for forced labour in a German armament factory, but
instead of obeying orders and reporting for deportation, he decided
to go into hiding.

By that time Dirk had been
involved with the Resistance for over a year, so they helped him to
obtain a forged identity card, stating he was:

Dirk Verkerk—Farmer

(Exempt from all other
duties)

As Dirk showed Tina his new
identity card, she laughed. ‘I thought you had given farming away
two years ago.’

‘I know it’s
ironic, but at least it allows me to move about a bit.’

In spite of
possessing an identity
card (called an ‘Ausweis’ in
German), cycling
to and from work was not without danger. Young men’s papers were
frequently checked by the Germans and the slightest suspicion about
the authenticity of someone’s Ausweis could mean arrest and
interrogation.

Once in hiding, Dirk only visited his parents’ home on rare
occasions. On his trips to Noordewind he had to
pass the small township of De Waal, where dozens of German soldiers
were quartered and often checked the papers of
passers-by.

In case the Nazis would conduct an organised
search, Dirk needed a hiding place. Gerrit had an excellent spot
for him on his fishing boat. A loose panel in one of the fixed
seats of the cabin provided access to an enclosed area in the bow
of the boat. Once inside that hideout the panel could be secured
with barrel-bolts from below. Dirk made a bunk in his hiding place
and provided a light, run on the boat’s battery.

A few times Dirk had to escape to Mientje when a
search raid was threatening. Initially there was no need for him to
hide inside the cramped and smelly bow of the boat, but later it
would save his life.

 


By the end of summer 1944, Dirk asked Tina
to become his fiancée. Tina was flattered by Dirk’s proposal, but
at the same time felt uncomfortable about it, wondering whether she
was sufficiently in love with Dirk to formalise their relationship.
She was also worried that her parents would object.

‘Schat, Mum and Dad
will never
agree,’ said Tina after some
thought. ‘I’ve only just turned nineteen!’

‘We don’t have to tell anybody, lieveling.’

‘I’ll think about it,’
promised Tina.

Dirk was disappointed but decided to asked
her again two days later.

This time Tina gave in, but Dirk had to
promise not to tell anybody.’

‘Of course I promise, lieveling.’

‘Alright’, said Tina
without much conviction.

To her surprise Dirk conjured up two silver
rings. ‘Made them myself from silver coins,’ he said proudly. He
placed one of the rings on Tina’s finger and the other on his
own.

 


* * * * *

 


 


 



CHAPTER TWO

A DANGEROUS
MISSION.

 


 


Most German soldiers on Texel were
middle-aged men who were less fanatic than the younger Nazis. As
conscripts they had been forced away from their families and homes,
so many soldiers of the occupation forces hated the war just as
much as the civilian population of Texel.

Occasionally, Dutch people befriended German soldiers.
Heinrich Stube, a kind middle-aged corporal, was one of them and
became a regular visitor of Noordewind. Heinrich
often came on his bicycle from the airbase ‘De Vlijt’ to buy milk
and eggs from the Verkerks. He was desperately homesick for his own
farm in Thüringen and couldn’t wait for the war to end, whoever
won.

Initially the invaders may have regarded the
Dutch as fellow Aryans, but as the war dragged on the lack of
collaboration by the Dutch annoyed the Germans, in particular the
young fanatic Nazis. They were furious about the increasing
incidents of sabotage, mostly committed by members of the Dutch
Resistance. After two years of occupation smiles were rarely
exchanged between the invaders and the citizens of Texel.

 


On a windy afternoon in September 1944, Harri Verkerk was
leaning on his rickety paddock gate in a pensive mood. After four
years of occupation he had become disheartened, believing that the
war would never
end.

Harri looked at his lush green fields. It
had been a wet summer and there was still an abundance of grass in
the fields—feeding his cattle was the least of his worries. But his
anxiety about Dirk’s involvement with the Resistance increased by
the day. Harri knew that his son often put himself in great danger
and was convinced that the Germans would catch that foolish boy one
day.

On the road alongside his pastures, Harri
spotted Dirk and Tina peddling against the strong northerly wind.
Dirk was a short distance ahead of Tina and arrived first. Flushed
with exertion he stepped off his bike and greeted his father with a
smile. Bonnie the sheep dog rushed over to Dirk and leaped up at
him, barking with excitement.

Harri returned his son’s greeting with a
grunt.

A few minutes later Tina arrived. Due to the boisterous
wind her cheeks were glowing and her long blond hair was tangled.
She greeted Dirk’s father with a kiss on one of his stubbly
cheeks. ‘Hi, Uncle Harri… ugh, you need a
shave.’

Harri smiled and gave Tina a hug. He liked
his son’s pretty and warm-hearted girlfriend, who seemed to have a
good influence on his reckless son. But Harri believed they were
far too young for a serious relationship.

Harri turned his attention to his son. ‘You
shouldn’t come out here by day, my boy—far too dangerous. One day
the Huns will catch you!’

Dirk shrugged. ‘Dad, you keep saying
that—don’t worry, I can look after myself.’

After placing their bicycles against the wall of the
farmhouse the young couple returned to Harri, who had taken his
pipe from his pocket and filled it with eigen teelt (home grown tobacco), the only stuff available these days.
Despite Harri’s persistent efforts he had never succeeded in
growing something remotely smelling or tasting like real tobacco.
When he lit his pipe clouds of evil-smelling smoke soon surrounded
them. Harri took a few puffs before continuing the
conversation.

‘Dirk, some chap came
looking for you this morning.’

‘Must have been
Leo.’

‘That’s right. He left you
a note.’

From his pocket Harri took a crumpled-up
piece of paper and gave it to his son. While waving the obnoxious
smoke away Dirk read the message.

‘Okay, I’ll see him
tonight.’

‘Who is Leo?’ asked
Tina.

Dirk explained. ‘Leo Huisman works also for
the Resistance—we do some jobs together.’

Harri overheard his son. ‘Dirk, please,
don’t do anything stupid.’

‘Don’t worry Dad, we’ll be
careful’

Hastily Dirk changed the subject. ‘Dad, have
you heard? A lot of Russian prisoners arrived here last week.’

This was news to Harri. ‘Good God… Russians!
We’ve only just got rid of Indian troops, what next?

‘They’re from the
Caucasus,’ added Tina. ‘A couple of them came to buy fish from
father.’

Harri took off his dark blue farmer’s cap
and nervously scratched his balding skull. ‘As if we haven’t got
enough trouble… Take my word, no woman will be safe with these
Bolshevik bastards!’

Tina and Dirk ignored Harri’s gloomy
predictions—they found the news thrilling. ‘The Russians might
revolt against the Huns,’ said Dirk eagerly.

‘Don’t be stupid, they’re
bound to be on the Germans’ side,’ said Harri. ‘Why else would
they’ve joined them?’

Tina defended the prisoners. ‘Uncle Harri, put yourself
in their place. Those horrid German concentration
camps—what would you’ve done?’

Harri remained unconvinced. ‘I don’t trust
foreigners—they mean trouble.’

Not wanting an argument they walked to the enclosure where
Klaas was milking the cows. Being indispensable on the farm,
Harri’s eldest son had obtained a genuine Ausweis and was
exempt from working in a Nazi factory. The Germans respected
farmers, aware that they were depending on their food
production.

Harri went to help his eldest son, but Tina
and Dirk stopped at the gate.

Dirk’s elder brother had overheard Leo’s
conversation with Harri and sensed the purpose of the young man’s
visit. ‘Up to no good again?’ he called out mockingly. ‘Better be
careful with your fake papers, little brother.’

Being patronised by Klaas annoyed Dirk. ‘I’m
not your little brother and mind your own business.’

Dirk put his arm around Tina and, with
Bonnie the dog trailing them, they walked away from the smelly
enclosure.

Before going inside the farmhouse, Dirk took
Tina to the far side of the chicken shed, to show her his chestnut
tree, which was bearing fruit for the first time.

Ten years ago his school-teacher had given
him some chestnuts, brought back from her holidays. ‘Plant them in
your garden,’ she had suggested. ‘They might grow.’

And indeed, one of them had germinated in
the clay soil on the lee-side of the chicken shed. Dirk had nursed
his little tree and protected it with wire against the chickens and
seen it grow to a height exceeding the surrounding alder trees. The
chestnut tree was one of the few things that bonded him to the
farm—his affection for it was almost childlike.

Some of the shiny brown chestnuts had shed
their prickly shells and were lying on the ground. Dirk collected a
handful and proudly showed them to Tina. ‘My first harvest—they’re
for you.’

Tina looked at the chestnuts. ‘They’re beautiful,’ she said
with feigned interest and handed them back to Dirk. ‘You keep
them, schat.’

Disheartened Dirk put the chestnuts in his
pocket.

Locked in each other’s arms they strolled to
the back door of the farmhouse. Dirk kicked off his clogs outside
the door, but as Tina was wearing shoes she kept them on. Inside
they walked along the passage of the empty stables. It would be at
least another six weeks before the cows had to be moved inside. The
stables were still clean with lace curtains in front of the
windows. The bays where the cows would stand during the winter were
covered with clean white sand, patterned with a rake.

Through a self-closing door Dirk and Tina
entered the living area, which had a small sitting room with two
bed alcoves, one bedroom and a tiny kitchen. Dirk’s mother, who was
at her spinning wheel in the sitting room, stood up and greeted the
yough couple with an embrace.

‘Dirk, we see so little of
you these days. Too busy with each other I suppose’, said Annie,
smiling at Tina.

‘Moe, you know it’s
risky to come all this way. Besides, Heinrich is often here and
knows I’m in hiding.’

‘Heinz would never betray you—he
hates the Nazis as much as we do,’ retorted Annie
indignantly.

‘I know, but he could
easily shoot off his mouth to one of those young
fanatics.’

Annie changed the subject. ‘I’ll make you a
cup of tea —you must be thirsty after all that cycling.’

‘I think we should tell
mother,’ said Dirk after Annie had left for the kitchen.

‘Tell her
what?’

‘That we’re
engaged.’

‘But schat, you promised
to keep it secret.’

‘Yes I know, but Mum
should know.’

Tina hesitated. ‘Wouldn’t she mind?’

‘I don’t thing so. But she
mustn’t say a word to father.’

‘Well, alright
then.’

Annie returned from the kitchen with tea and
biscuits, put the tray on the table and started to pour the
tea.

‘We’ve got to tell you something, Moe,’ said
Dirk.

Inquiringly Annie looked up at her son.
‘Yes?’

‘Tina and I are
engaged.’

Annie was stunned. ‘You should’ve asked me
first—you’re still far too young!’

‘Not that
young—we’re both nineteen,’ replied
Dirk indignantly.

‘At least you should’ve
waited until the war is over.’

‘That could be years, Moe. Anyhow, we’ve
kept it secret—you’re the only one to know.

Annie was not happy. ‘A modest engagement
party for friends and neighbours would have been much better’.

‘We didn’t want a
party—just rings!’ They both showed their hands.

Annie was amazed. ‘Where did you get the
money to buy them?’

‘Made them from silver
coins,’ Dirk said proudly. ‘Heinz taught me how to do
it.’

Annie inspected the rings with admiration. ‘I never had an
engagement ring—not even a wedding ring,’ she said wistfully.
‘You’re so clever, Dirk—maybe you can make me one as
well.’

‘If you want one I will,’
promised Dirk. ‘By the way, don’t tell father until later, you know
what he’s like!’

‘Alright, I won’t tell
anybody.’

While drinking her tea, Annie’s face clouded. There was
something she had
to ask Dirk, but found Tina’s
presence embarrassing.

‘Tina, tidy yourself a bit
up—there’s a mirror in the bedroom.’

Tina sensed that Annie wanted to talk to her
son in private and disappeared to the bedroom.

‘Your engagement… it
doesn’t mean... how can I say it... you haven’t slept together,
have you?’ stumbled Annie.

Dirk’s colour heightened. The truth was he had
not made love to Tina yet, being too shy to take the
initiative. He was also worried that Tina would refuse, because her
strict Christian upbringing forbad premarital sex.

‘Wouldn’t tell you if we had,’ replied Dirk. ‘I know how old
fashioned you are, Moe!’

‘Did you or didn’t you?’
insisted Annie.

‘I won’t tell!’

Annie realised that she would not get the
truth out of her son and muttered, ‘I hope you’ll respect that
girl’.

For Dirk it was not a matter of respect. He
was desperate to find out what all the jokes were about amongst the
boys of the local branch of the Dutch Resistance. Those jokes
sounded very crude, but Dirk believed that sex had to be the most
wonderful thing in the world.

 


The note Leo Huisman had left Dirk that afternoon
read: Dirk, I need your help.
Will be waiting for you at my hideout by 8 o’clock. Leo.

Over the last two years Dirk and Leo Huisman had sabotaged
German property whenever they had the opportunity. Leo was always
the instigator. They had cut overhead telephone wires that linked
the western bunkers with battery ‘Noord’. They had also put sugar
in the petrol tanks of Nazi army vehicles at the
Fahrbereidshaft, an act that had caused enormous disruption to
the German’s mobility on the island. These foolhardy activities put
Dirk and Leo in serious danger—if they were caught it meant
imprisonment or even execution.

After dinner Dirk made himself ready to meet
Leo.

‘Can I come?’ asked Tina
as Dirk walked outside.

Dirk hesitated. ‘I don’t think you should,
lieveling, it could be dangerous.’

‘I’m not scared. After all, I’m involved with the Resistance
too, I can do something to
help.’

Reluctantly Dirk agreed. ‘I suppose you
could keep watch.’

‘Where are we
going?’

Dirk explained that Leo lived at the
‘Rozendijk’, a street just on the border of the pine forest ‘De
Dennen’. He had a hiding place amongst the pine trees, not far from
his parent’s home. As his father was nervous about their activities
they always arranged to meet at Leo’s shelter rather than at his
home.

Dirk went inside and called out, ‘We’re going for a
bike-ride, Moe. We might be
late.’ They mounted their bicycles without waiting for Annie’s
response.

Together they set off on the ten kilometre ride to De
Dennen, a pine forest near the dunes. It was still light when they
started their trip, the wind had dropped and the sky was overcast.
Wherever possible they took the back roads, but the ‘Burgerdijk’,
which was only a stone’s throw from the German headquarter at the
villa Texla, could not be
avoided. Luckily no German crossed their path.

By the time the couple had reached their
destination, darkness had fallen and there was an eerie stillness
in the air. All they could hear was a soft rustling in the pine
trees and the beating of their own heart. There was no moonlight,
which suited them—it was much safer to commit sabotage in pitch
darkness.

Dirk had no trouble in finding the location
of Leo’s hideout amongst the pine-trees. The one-and-a-half metre
deep cave was covered by corrugated iron sheets, supported by pine
logs. The shelter was concealed with a layer of earth and pine
needles—even the entrance hatch was hardly visible.

Leo was waiting outside his shelter,
equipped with spades, a hacksaw, a pair of wire-cutters and two
torches. He saw the couple coming in a beam of torchlight. Annoyed
that Dirk was not alone he called out, ‘For God’s sake man, why did
you bring a girl?’

‘Tina offered to
help—she’s my fiancée now,’ replied Dirk apologetically.

Leo greeted Tina with a grunt, but made no
further comment.

Tina sensed Leo’s displeasure. ‘I’ll stay on
the look-out.’

Leo ignored her and turned to Dirk. ‘I’ve
got a marvellous idea’.

‘Tell me’.

‘Well, it’s no use cutting the overhead wires again—they
always fix them up in no time. We should cut an underground cable.
I’ve been doing some checking and found the location of one. It’s
the only direct link from the mainland to the headquarters
at Texla and ‘Noord Battery’.

Dirk had no desire to dig up and cut an
underground cable. ‘It’ll be a lot of work and what would we
achieve?’

‘Probably not much at this
stage, but I’ve heard rumours about a revolt.’

Dirk looked doubtful. ‘I don’t believe in a
revolt—too risky. In no time the Germans will get help from the
mainland’.

That’s precisely why that cable should
be cut, so the Huns can’t ask for
help.’

‘They would have radio
communication as well, wouldn’t they?’ remarked Tina.

‘I’m sure that someone
else will take care of that,’ responded Leo prickly, annoyed by her
suggestion.

Dirk remained unconvinced but eventually
agreed to co-operate with Leo’s plan.

The location Leo had in mind was five kilometres away.
After twenty minutes cycling through darkness they reached the spot
in question along the ‘Pijpersdijk’. They hid their bikes a short
distance away at the foot of the dike, well away from the road. A
concrete post, marked with the word KABEL indicated where it crossed the dike.

Dirk was still reluctant. ‘It’ll be at least
a metre below the surface,’ he objected. ‘We’ll never find it’.

‘Don’t worry... We’ll dig
in turn,’ replied Leo. ‘I’ll start. You and your girl can act as
look out’.

Digging in the heavy clay was hard work and
progress was slow. The church-clock of Den Burg had struck ten
before they finally exposed the cable. While Dirk shone the torch
into the pit, Leo picked up the hacksaw and started cutting through
the steel wires of the outer shield of the cable.

‘It could be a power
cable,’ said Dirk nervously. ‘It’ll kill you instantly.’

‘Don’t be stupid. I know what I’m
doing.’

With much panting and groaning Leo toiled
on. Then it was Dirk’s turn. Eventually they managed to cut through
the steel shield. The severing of the lead sleeve with the copper
wiring inside went as smoothly as cutting through cake. While Dirk
and Leo carried out their destructive work, Tina kept watch near
the crest of the dike.

Dirk was shaken. ‘If they find out what we’ve done we’ll be
finished—let’s fill in the hole quickly and
go!’

It took another quarter of an hour before
the ground was level again. Carefully they camouflaged the
disturbed earth so that the breach in the cable could not easily be
found.

Meanwhile Tina, crouching on the slope of
dike, peered into the darkness. Suddenly a ghostly
figure emerged only metres away from her. She lay down on her
stomach, but it was too late to warn the boys.

Seconds later Dirk and Leo stood in a beam
of bright torchlight and a harsh voice bellowed, ‘what the hell are
you doing there?’

For a moment the two boys stood petrified.
Dirk had heard that voice before. What a relief it was Dutch rather
than German.

Leo recovered first. ‘We’re digging
worms.’

‘Don’t give me that
bullshit. You can’t dig worms in pitch darkness!’

‘It’s true… We’re going
fishing early in the morning when the tide’s in,’ replied Leo
defiantly.

‘I don’t believe you. It looks like you’ve buried
something—I’ve got to report this to the Grenzchütz.’

Dirk recognised the voice as that of Jan
Kooi, the gamekeeper, who had years of experience riding his
bicycle in complete darkness, so he could catch poachers. Dirk knew
that Kooi collaborated with the Germans and was a member of the
N.S.B., the infamous Dutch branch of the National Socialist
Party.

The gamekeeper shone his torch in the boys’
faces. ‘Good God, I know you... you’re Harri Verkerk’s boy! Thought
you were doing your duty in Germany.’

Dirk was aware that showing his forged Ausweis could do him more harm than good. But Leo was unknown to
the gamekeeper and could be lucky enough to get away with his faked
document.

In the light of his torch Jan Kooi wrote the
boys’ names in his pocket book. Without a further word he mounted
his new bike with pneumatic tyres (a luxury mainly bestowed on
members of the N.S.B.). Having made his catch for the night he
activated his bicycle lights and paddled away.

Bewildered the boys watched the tail-light
of Jan Kooi’s bicycle disappear in the distance. Again it was Leo
who spoke first. ‘What happened to that stupid girl? Couldn’t she
have warned us?’

To keep out of Jan Kooi’s sight Tina had
stayed on the slope of the dike until he had disappeared. As she
emerged she overheard Leo’s harsh words.

‘I’m sorry. I really tried hard but I couldn’t see a
thing—it was too
late to warn you.’

Leo was furious. All along he had been
annoyed by Tina’s presence and now felt she had let them down.
‘You’d enough time to save your own skin,’ he said
sarcastically.

‘That’s unfair, Leo. I’m
sure she tried hard,’ Dirk said, putting his arm around his
fiancée.

After collecting their tools they walked
back to their bikes. ‘Well, at least we’re still free men,’ said
Leo angrily. ‘But if we’re not damned careful we won’t be free for
much longer’.

 


* * * * *

 


 


 



CHAPTER THREE

The Germans in
pursuit

 


 


It was seven o-clock and the Mulder family
had just finished their evening meal. Gerrit was reading a passage
from the family Bible when there was an urgent knock on the
front-door. Because someone was in hiding, the door was bolted and
everyone was on edge.

The person in hiding quickly disappeared to the attic.

Hanna’s
voice sounded anxious: ‘Who’s there’?

‘It’s me,
Henni.’

Hanna unbolted the door. ‘Better come in, my
boy.’

Dirk’s younger brother was out of breath and
looked shaken. He had come in great hurry from the farm on his
father’s bicycle. He peered around the room. ‘Where’s Dirk?’

‘He’s upstairs… what’s the
matter?’

Henni caught his breath and stammered, ‘The
Huns are looking for Dirk and can be here any moment… They searched
everywhere for him on the farm and questioned Dad. They threatened
to arrest him if he didn’t tell where Dirk was... In the end Dad
said he might be here.’

From the attic Dirk had overheard Henni’s
story. Without hesitation he jumped out off the dormer window onto
the slope of the dike. Then he ran as fast as he could to his
hiding place on Gerrit’s fishing boat. Taking care not to be
spotted before getting there, he ran along the seaward-side of the
dike. The harbour was surrounded by barbed wire entanglement and a
German soldier guarded the access gates. But Dirk had his own
secret entrance—it was a small gap below the barbed wire at the
foot of the dike. As he had done many times before, he crawled on
his stomach underneath the entanglement and entered the harbour
grounds without being spotted. Under cover of darkness he safely
reached Gerrit’s fishing boat.

Dirk was well aware that the Germans would eventually come
to search Mientje. He removed a
panel from the cabin seat and crawled into his hiding place in the
bow. Once inside, he secured the panel with bolts. The space was
cramped—the putrid smell of rotten fish, diesel oil and tar was
overwhelming. He sat down on the edge of the improvised bunk, his
heart pounding and his hands shaking. Obviously, that bastard of a
gamekeeper had betrayed him. He sat for a long time in pitch
darkness trying to control his nerves.

Eventually he switched the battery-powered
light on and attempted to read one of his building journals he had
brought to pass the time. But he could not concentrate—too many
thoughts ran through his mind. I can hardly stay here until the war
is over, it could be another year before the Huns are defeated. I
can’t go back to my parent’s farm—the Huns must be watching the
place all the time.

Dirk’s heart sank as he heard footsteps on
deck above his head—without doubt the heavy thump of army boots.
Judging by the sound there seemed to be at least two or three men
turning everything upside down.

To his relief it became quiet again after
about twenty minutes— the only sound remaining was the lapping of
waves against the hull of the boat. But Dirk was still too
frightened to come out of his hiding place.

Half an hour later Dirk heard footsteps
again, but this time a gentle tapping. Then there was a knock on
the access hatch. ‘Dirk, it’s me... those Germans have gone.’

Dirk opened the hatch. His head appeared first, followed by
the rest of his body. He welcomed Tina with a nervous grin. ‘Oh
Tina, lieveling, I’m so
happy you’re here. I was terrified when those Huns searched the
boat.’

Tina winced as Dirk embraced her forcefully.
She looked tense and had been crying. Her blue eyes were still
moist and her eyelids red and swollen. With a shaking hand she
brushed a strand of hair from her face.

‘It was dreadful… they
searched everywhere. We thought you were still in the attic. How
did you get away’?

Dirk, still grinning, told his story.

‘I knew you had
to be here when they didn’t find
you. I was so frightened. You think Jan Kooi reported
you?’

Dirk knew very well that this was the reason
why the Germans were intensifying the search for him. The grin on
his face faded. ‘Yes, that bastard must have gone to the
Grenzchütz and told them our names. I’m also worried for Leo, but
luckily Kooi didn’t know him—he may’ve believed the name on Leo’s
forged Ausweis’.

‘You can’t stay in this dreadful hole, schat.
They will catch you sooner or later if you don’t leave the
island.’

Dirk looked bewildered. ‘Where the hell can
I go?’

Tina did not immediately respond. She took
hold of Dirk’s hands and smiled at him. ‘I’ve been thinking about
that and talked to Dad… we’ve got a plan.’

‘As long as I don’t have to be away from you,
lieveling, I couldn’t bear it.’

‘Not for long, but I can’t be with you all the
time. We know a place where you can stay—I’ll come with
you.’

‘Where for heaven’s
sake?’

‘Well, I’ve got an aunt in
Gooiland, east of Amsterdam. She lives in a house surrounded by
woods. You’ll be safe there, but we need some time to get things
organised.’

Dirk was not impressed. ‘How do you think we
can get there? Those bloody Huns are everywhere, in particular on
the ferry.’

‘We don’t have to go by ferry. Dad suggested he take us
across on Mientje
and drop us off somewhere safe in
his dinghy.’

‘And what
then?’

‘I’ll tell you later how we are planning to do it. Please
trust me, schat. In the
meantime you’ve got to stay here, which means you’ll have to go out
fishing with Dad.’

Dirk hated the whole idea. There must be a
simpler solution. He was tired and could not think clearly. ‘Tina,
I’ve got to stay here and sleep in my hideout. I’m exhausted and
want to turn in. Come with me for a while.’

Tina shook her head, the strand of hair
dropping over her face again. ‘Dirk, I love you, but no. Mother is
expecting me—she’d be worried. Kiss me and I’ll come back tomorrow
after work.’

 


Tina visited Dirk’s boss the morning after the German’s had
searched Gerrit’s cottage and his boat. She found Willem de Groot
in his workshop, cutting boards on the saw bench. When he saw Tina
instead of Dirk he sensed that something was wrong. He turned the
machine off and greeted Tina, ‘What brings you here,
liefje?’

‘Dirk said he’s sorry but
he can’t come to work any longer—it’s become too risky.’

Willem de Groot, knowing about Dirk’s involvement with the
Resistance, was not surprised. ‘That stupid boy shouldn’t have got
himself involved with the underground. See what happens—now I’m
without a knecht
because those good-for-nothing
bastards let him do the dirty work.’

‘I’m sorry,’ replied Tina
meekly.

Dirk ran the workshop when Willem and the
rest of his personnel were out on jobs. Annoyed the builder pointed
at the pile of broken clogs. ‘Dirk was supposed to fix these today,
now I’ve got to do them myself!’

Tina ignored Willem’s complaints. ‘Tomorrow
Dad will come to pick up Dirk’s tools and his wages.’

Willem grunted, turned the saw bench on
again and continued cutting boards.

Tina quickly removed herself from the noise, leaving the
workshop with sawdust clinging to her stockings. By now she was
late for work at Mrs Obbinga, the wife of the N.S.B.
Mayor.

Working as a maid for Helena Obbinga was Tina’s main contribution to the Resistance.
Dusting the Mayor’s study took her always much longer than
warranted. Mrs Obbinga never
noticed that her maid browsed through her husband’s papers to find
information about those suspected of anti-Nazi activities. Several
times Tina had managed to pass vital information on to the
Resistance that saved the lives of a number of suspects.

Dirk was bored during the days that followed, but did not
dare to leave Mientje.
Tina was his lifeline. She kept him
company whenever time and circumstances allowed, chatted with him
and brought him meals. Fish and potatoes were plentiful, but
everything else was on coupons. As Dirk was in hiding he received
no coupons and had to share the meagre rations allotted to the
Mulder family. Fortunately, often Henni brought butter and cheese
from the farm.

During the first week of Dirk’s confinement aboard
Mientje, Gerrit went out fishing twice. Dirk hated fishing but
at least it was some distraction from the long hours spent in
idleness. After a mild and sunny September month, autumn suddenly
arrived. The October weather was boisterous—a fierce
north-westerly wind blew and heavy rain squalls lashed the
boat.

First they went out onto the North Sea, where the heavy
swell made Dirk violently seasick. He tried to lie down on the bunk
in his hide-out, but the putrid smell in the confined space made
his seasickness worse. Gerrit advised him to come on deck and look
at the horizon. Dirk followed his advice and soon felt a bit
better. The second fishing trip was more bearable, because they
stayed in calmer waters of the ‘Wadden Zee’.

After a few weeks Dirk became accustomed to
his new way of life and hauling up the nets and collecting the
catch became more agreeable.

 


The preparation for the trip to Gooiland
took longer than Tina had
anticipated. The reply to the letter she had written to Aunt Corrie
took more than a week. When it arrived she eagerly read her aunt’s
letter:

 


Darling Tina. Of course you and your friend
are welcome. Stay as long as you like. It is so beautiful here with
all the autumn colours. Please, bring some fish if it is not too
much trouble. There is also a shortage of butter and cheese
here.

Love, Tante Corrie.






Without
Dirk’s knowledge Tina approached young Pim, a gay hairdresser, and
asked him to disguise her fiancée before they set off on their trip
to Gooiland. He thought that the idea was hilarious. It was Pim’s
dream to create a transvestite—now he would have the chance. ‘My
dear, I’d love to transform your boyfriend into a pretty girl,’ he
said with a giggle. ‘Tell me when you’re ready’.

In his spare time Pim did some photography. As Dirk needed
a photograph for his new Ausweis in the name
of ‘Gerda Verkerk’, Tina asked the hairdresser to come with his
camera a week before their departure. With a sense of humour Tina
added: ‘You must also take a picture of me and ‘Gerda’ together—it
would be a marvellous souvenir of the occasion’.

Next Tina organised two bicycles. Dirk had a
man’s bike, which would not fit in with her plan. Besides it would
be difficult to take their bicycles ashore in Gerrit’s dinghy. Tina
decided to go to Den Helder and visit an acquaintance of her
father, who was running a bicycle repair shop in the centre of
town.

Few civilians were staying in Den Helder—the city was
frequently bombed by the British, so many residents had evacuated
to safer places. But old Kees van Doorn ignored the danger and was
still running his bicycle repair shop in the Koningstraat. He would
quickly disappear into his air-raid shelter when the
Tommies came, sometimes taking the bicycle he was working on
with him. He always kept tools and spare parts inside the shelter.
Kees was brilliant in making bicycle tyres from strips of discarded
car tyres.

Tina used her charm to mellow the surly old man.
‘Please meneer
van Doorn my boyfriend is in trouble
with the Huns. Can we borrow a couple of women’s bikes? The older
they look the better, so the Germans won’t pinch them.’

‘Sorry, haven’t got any,’
replied Kees.

‘Can’t you make something
from old parts?’

Old Kees shrugged and muttered, ‘I’ll see
what I can do.’

He started to rummage in a pile of rusty
bicycle parts and pulled out a few pieces that could be assembled
into usable bikes. ‘Leave it with me.’

‘Oh… thank you very much, meneer van
Doorn.’

‘Where does your boyfriend
want to go?’ Kees asked.

‘To Gooiland—I’ve got an aunt
there.’

‘Won’t do him much
good—those bloody Huns are everywhere.’

‘I know, but my aunt lives
in the middle of a forest.’

‘Well, as long as he
doesn’t get caught on the way.’

Tina told Kees her secret. ‘He’ll be
disguised as a girl—that’s why we need women’s bikes.’

At last a smile appeared on Kees’s dour
face.

‘When do you think they’ll
be ready?’
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