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.
Some RAF slang is also added to this story! 




Bourtange, a former Dutch stronghold or small fortress in the North-East of Holland, was established in 1580 on a sandy hill in the middle of a swampy area and was used against the Spanish occupation forces during the 80 years when the Netherlands was at war with Spain. The Dutch army used it until it became obsolete in 1850. 


I have had the pleasure living there for about 4 years. 


If you are interested in the full history of Bourtange, then please go to this URL.
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http://www.homepages.hetnet.nl/~armeagle/
The history is written in English as well! 
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Bourtange 2000 


 Snowdon le Cornu.

In
‘A friend in need’ 



The telephone on the desk of Major Snowdon Le Cornu, D.S.O., D.F.C., squadron leader of 641 Spitfire Squadron, also better know as “Snowy”, rang shrilly. He was wrestling with the usual piles RAF bumf, regulations, standing orders and the like, and it annoyed him to be disturbed. Irritably he grabbed the phone and spoke gruffly, ”Le Cornu here.”
“Sir, I have headquarters on the line for you”, the telephonist told him. 

“Put them through, Jones,” he said resignedly. “Major Le Cornu speaking,” he continued in a friendlier tone.

“Ah, Snowy.  At last!  I've finally I got hold of you.”  Snowy recognised the familiar voice of Colonel Hume of the Ministry of Aviation in London. 

“Good to hear from you again, Colonel. What can I do for you?” asked Snowy, lighting a cigarette.

“Snowy, I have to talk to you urgently. It's very important and I don't want to use the telephone, you never know who's listening.  Don't leave until I've seen you,” the Colonel said in an anxious tone of voice. 

”What time will you get here, Colonel?” inquired Snowy, looking at his watch. 

“Six o’clock.  I trust that will be convenient,” said the Colonel the other end of the line. 

“Of course, sir, that will be fine.  Would you like to join us for dinner?” he invited.

“That's an excellent idea," agreed the Colonel. "But ask them to set two extra places because I'll be bringing somebody with me!” 

“That's fine, Sir. See you at six o’clock then.”  Snowy put down the phone. He pushed a button and a few moments later the orderly corporal entered the office. Snowy ordered him to tell the Mess servants to expect two extra persons for dinner at the Officer’s Mess. The man left the office and Snowy got back to his paper war. 


An hour later he heard Captain “Roderick” McAllister’s A-flight come in and he went outside to wait for them. Roderick, Tug and Taffy climbed out of their planes and walked to the shed where Snowy stood, leaving their planes to the good offices of the ground crew. 

Roderick grinned. “At last!  I'm finally getting the chance to catch up with you now you're fighting the bumf instead of the Hun. I can add another machine to my list, a Junkers 88. What a devilishly quick, smart rascal he was. But in the end he was too smart for his own good; he dropped a clanger and I got him,” he said proudly to Snowy his eyes beaming with pleasure.
Snowy congratulated Roderick on his victory and guided him into his office. He closed the office door and Roderick slumped into one of the chairs, unzipping his flying jacket. 

“Colonel Hume wants to see me urgently,” Snowy told his best friend, as he seated himself behind his desk. “He's staying for dinner,” he said meaningfully.

“That sounds like trouble,” said Roderick worriedly. 

“I think you're right. He sounded rather concerned over the phone and he's not coming alone.  He said he was bringing someone with him,” Snowy said lighting another cigarette from his cigarette case. 

“Do Shorty and Jumbo need to know about the Colonel’s visit?” Roderick asked. 

“I'm up to my ears in bumf,” Snowy said. “I'll leave it to you to tell them about it when you see them in the Mess. I'm going to be busy here for quite a while yet.” 

“Will do, old boy. I'm off to have a shower now. I’ll see you at dinner in the Mess,” said Roderick leaving the office for his living quarters, and Snowy to wrestle with his stacks of bumf. 


Around half past five Colonel Hume arrived in the Mess. An attractive young woman with long, dark brown hair accompanied him. She was about twenty-five years old and in spite of being dressed in a simple suit she looked very attractive, as could be judged by the reactions of most of the officers who usually hung about in the Mess before dinner.  There was a sudden flurry of putting ties right, combing fingers through hair and removal of feet from tables. Shorty’s monocle fell from his eye smack bang into his beer glass when he saw the woman enter. Snowy, who had only just arrived in the anteroom, went to meet the Colonel and shook his hand. After this the Colonel introduced the young woman, whose name was Marie Claire Fontevreux. Snowy ordered some drinks for his guests from a passing Mess waiter and introduced the newcomers to the other people present. In spite of the cheerful atmosphere in the Mess it did not escape Snowy that the woman was worried about something.
After dinner the Colonel and Marie Claire followed Snowy to his office. The Colonel had invited Roderick, Shorty and Jumbo to come along as well. Once a few extra chairs had been fetched to accommodate the crowd and everyone was settled, the Colonel began to speak. “Marie Claire works for the French Secret Service and she needs our help. I would like her to explain herself what she wants from us,” whereupon the Colonel indicated with his hand that she should begin.
“I have heard a lot about you all,” she started in excellent English although with a typical French accent. “My very best friend Andre Latour, has fallen in the hands of the Germans and at the moment is held captive in the fortress Bourtange”.
Shorty’s monocle fell from his eye for the second time that evening and in a shocked voice he said, ”we have to free him immediately!” 

“Take it easy,” Snowy calmed him, “And let Marie Claire finish talking.”

“Andre had been working in Germany. Using the cover of a volunteer he had managed to get a job in a secret factory where they were engaged in the development of a jet engine. Weekly he communicated with one of our agents in Germany. This agent learned from another workman that Andre had been able to get his hands on the blue prints of this jet engine. He was caught red handed in the act however, but managed to escape initially and when the Germans finally arrested him he did not have the blue prints on him anymore. Thereupon he was taken to fortress Bourtange where with every means they are trying to make him reveal where he has hidden them,” she said with an anxious throb in her voice.

“Snowy, I want you to free Andre and on top of that I would also like to have those blue prints if at all possible,” the Colonel now cut into the conversation.

“Where exactly in France is Bourtange, Marie Claire?” Snowy enquired sympathetically. 

“Bourtange is not in France at all. Bourtange lies in the north-east of the Netherlands close to the German border,” she told the others. She walked to a map of Europe that was hanging on the wall of Snowy’ office and pointed with her finger to the approximate location of Bourtange on the map. 

“And here just over the border with Germany lies the village of Aschendorf. That is where the research centre is located,” she said, once more pointing to a spot on the map quite close to Bourtange.

Snowy lit a cigarette and leaned back in his chair. “I think having a look at Bourtange is the order of the day," he decided suddenly. "Jumbo, I'd like you to come with me.  Roderick, you'll take over as acting commander while I'm away. And when I return I expect this pile to be quite a bit lower,” he said grinning maliciously as he tapped the enormous stack of paper on his desk with his right hand. “I haven't forgotten you, Shorty," he continued.  "I want you to stay here on stand-by, too.  It may be necessary to fetch us if we are still not back in a week’s time.  I'm sure the Colonel can provide us with a contact with the Dutch resistance in that area, and we can let you know through their clandestine transmitter if we need to be picked up.”PRIVATE "TYPE=PICT;ALT=Unconverted Image"
Later the same night the preparations for the plan were finalised and the next night Snowy started the engine of the Westland Lysander he had managed to get hold of from the SOE squadron that was equipped with these machines. Jumbo had settled himself in the seat in the space behind the cockpit and could in an emergency fire the gun that was placed there. The Very pistol shot a signal light into the air to give Snowy permission to take off. Quickly the Lysander gained speed and lifted off after a short run. On purpose Snowy flew lower than 300 feet to stay invisible to the German long-range radar, known as “Freya” that was positioned along the coast of occupied Europe. It was a clear moonless night in which only the stars sparkled. Arriving at the coast, Snowy went even lower to stay below the reach of the German “Wuerzburg” radar. These radar installations were positioned along the coast of the Netherlands and were able to observe low flying aircraft. Their range, however, was limited to only approximately 70 kilometres.

A little later the coastline of the Netherlands came in sight and Snowy now flew in a northeasterly direction some two kilometres away and parallel to the Dutch coast. The Frisian Islands came in sight and Snowy turned the Lysander to the right in a wide curve that brought him parallel to the islands. Only in the distance above the occupied Netherlands did they now and then see a few searchlights and flashes from exploding anti-aircraft shells that were being fired at British bomber planes on their way to and from Germany.

When the plane arrived at the mouth of the River Ems Snowy turned the Lysander, now throttled right back and flying just above stalling speed, in the direction of the river. Again they escaped detection and indistinctly saw the city of Emden lying to their left. Once over land, Snowy let the Lysander climb to an altitude of 1000 feet. Five minutes later he saw the contours of fortress Bourtange and throttled back again. Without difficulty he found the landing strip he had selected back in England. A few moments later, just above the ground, he switched on the bright landing lights for a second to get a better view for the touchdown. Then the wheels met the ground and Snowy let the Lysander roll to a halt. He switched off the engine, opened the cockpit door and got out of the machine, closely followed by Jumbo. They both had their pistols in their hands and listened tensely for any sound that would indicate they had been discovered.

All stayed quiet, however, and quickly they pushed the Lysander to the side of the field where there were a few trees and shrubs. They camouflaged the plane to the best of their ability and placed it ready so that in an emergency they could take off straight away. Both of them took a small bag and a torch with them. Sitting underneath the plane Snowy switched on his torch and pointed it at the map.
“We're here,” he whispered to Jumbo as he placed his finger on the map. “This is the dike we have to get to, and when we get there we turn right and walk to a forest near the border road. From there we go right again to the fortress.” Snowy switched off his torch and they both set out on their hazardous journey. 

Progress was swift and they soon arrived at the border road without coming across anybody. At the border post to the left of them they saw two sentries who were guarding the road to Germany.

“Come on,” said Snowy softly to Jumbo and they turned right onto the border road. Under cover of the trees that stood on both sides of the road they walked steadily in the direction of Bourtange.  On their way, they passed a few blacked-out farms. Suddenly Snowy halted. In front of them they could see the outer defensive wall of the fortress and paused to reconnoitre the drawbridge. 

“It looks like the bridge isn't guarded,” Jumbo said quietly to Snowy.

Quickly, their pistols drawn and alert for action, they ran across the drawbridge. From there they walked briskly between the two outer walls that turned left following the road. First they passed a normal bridge, and after that to the right was another drawbridge.

“Are we inside the fortress itself now?” Jumbo asked Snowy softly as they passed the drawbridge. 

“No, not yet," Snowy told him. "According to the map there's another drawbridge round the corner, and it's only after we've got over that, that we're actually in the fortress.”

Suddenly behind them they heard the sound of approaching vehicles.  It sounded like a motorcycle and a car. Snowy quickly pushed Jumbo to the ground and followed him, lying flat. Although the motorcycle and car passed within a few metres of where they were, they were lucky.  The occupants of the vehicles failed to notice them because of the dim light provided by the blacked-out headlights.
Breathing a sigh of relief, they quickly got up and turned left around the corner, just in time to see the motorcycle and car drive over the drawbridge and enter the gate of the fortress. As there were apparently no sentries they walked on cautiously and reached the fortress. It was pitch black inside as they walked along a street and passed a few houses. In the centre of the fortress there was a square surrounded by tall houses. To their left they momentarily saw a glare of light as the door of a large house was opened and closed. Although it lasted but a moment, it had been sufficient to enable them to make out that the motorcycle and car were parked in front of the house.

“I think we should take a look over there,” Snowy said softly, touching Jumbo on the arm.  Taking great care not to be seen they walked past the houses around the square towards the parked vehicles. At first they could see nothing at the house because the windows were covered in heavy blackout curtains. At one of the windows though, a sliver of light escaped through the dark material to reach the outside.

Leaving Jumbo on watch, Snowy walked towards the chink and peered inside. He saw a large table and there, sitting at the head, dressed in German uniform, was none other than his old adversary Hauptmann Berger.  Snowy’ archrival from the German Intelligence Service was smoking a cigarette and speaking to a man who was standing between two soldiers. Snowy drew in his breath sharply as he recognised Andre. By the light of a lamp in the room he could see that Andre looked totally dejected. Quickly he walked back to Jumbo, who was waiting in a frenzy of impatience to find out what was happening. “Andre's in there”, he said softly. “At this very moment he is being interrogated by none other than our old friend, Hauptmann Helmutt Berger!” 

“We can't waste any time, then," said Jumbo hurriedly.  "We shall have to force our way into the building and rescue him before it's too late.”


Quickly they walked around the building and found at the back a staircase that apparently served as an emergency exit. Soundlessly they went up the staircase taking the steps two at a time, but the door that gave entrance to the building was locked.  Snowy wrapped his handkerchief around his pistol and tapped sharply on a small window.  There was a brief sound of breaking glass and the pieces tinkled on the floor.  He listened apprehensively, but the slight sound had gone unnoticed.  He put his hand through the resultant opening and managed to turn the key that some careless person had left on the inside of the door. He pushed gently on the latch to open the door.  Swiftly they went inside and closed the door behind them again. 

Jumbo looked around.  They had ended up in a small area like a lobby that opened out into a corridor with rooms on both sides. The dim light bulbs that burned every three metres illuminated the corridor reasonably well. At the end he could see a staircase leading down. At the top of the staircase they stopped. Downstairs they could hear Berger shouting in French to Andre, apparently accompanying the tirade by banging his hands on the table at the same time to add emphasis to his words. 

“Your name is not Alphonse Duval!" they heard him yell. "You are Andre Latour. I know you from your earlier collaboration with that damned flyer Le Cornu and his English friends. Now, for the last time, where are those damned blue prints?” 

“Monsieur," came Andre's calm reply.  "My name is Alphonse Duval. I don’t know the man you call … Le Cornu, was it?” Andre said in an emotionless tone, without raising his voice. 

Berger was clearly infuriated by this response and banged his fists on the table again. He was so carried away that neither he nor the two soldiers noticed Snowy and Jumbo had stealthily walked down the staircase.

“Don’t move, Berger,” barked Snowy in a gruff voice while he and Jumbo kept the Germans covered. He walked quickly over to Berger and put the barrel of his pistol against Berger’s temple. “Release the prisoner,” Snowy now ordered the two German soldiers in their own language. “Otherwise I shall shoot the Herr Hauptmann.”  Once again he menacingly put the barrel of his pistol to Berger’s head. The soldiers looked at Berger, who nodded to them to obey.  Quickly they untied Andre’s wrists while Jumbo took the opportunity to disarm the Germans. 

“Marci, Snowy,” Andre said in a relieved voice. “You came just in time.” 

“You had better surrender, Le Cornu,” Berger told him arrogantly. “The fortress is completely surrounded. You surely don't think I wouldn't have anticipated that somebody would be certain to try to free Latour. You don’t stand the ghost of a chance!”

“I should have thought by now you would know that I make my own chances, Berger. I don’t recall ever surrendering to you!” Snowy said with more than a suspicion of pride in his voice. 

“Tie up Berger with that rope, Jumbo,” Snowy ordered. “Today is your lucky day, Helmutt," he continued banteringly.  "To you falls the honour of being our safe-conduct to leave the fortress,” Snowy told him with a smile on his face.

After Snowy had made it clear in German to the two soldiers that he would immediately shoot Berger if they should pursue him, the trio left the large room.  When they reached the hallway, however, they found four German soldiers and a petty officer standing near the exit. Snowy repeated his warning in German after which the Germans let them get outside undisturbed. 

In the square there were a few soldiers who aimed their rifles at the group, but again Snowy managed to convince them to lower their rifles and hold their fire by using Berger as a hostage. 
Quickly they walked to Berger’s Mercedes that was parked in front of the door. Jumbo took his place behind the steering wheel and Andre sat next to him. Snowy pushed Berger into the back seat with scant regard for his dignity and climbed in next to him. Jumbo pushed the start button, engaged first gear and turned the car into the street heading for the gate. Once that was behind them they drove over the first drawbridge and turned left. After the next turn to the right they came to the second drawbridge, which was in the process of being raised by soldiers. Jumbo hooted the horn and a soldier with a machine gun in his hand walked over to the car, which he recognised. Before the sentry could realise what was going on, Snowy opened the door window and roared in German that he would immediately shoot Berger if they did not lower the bridge at once.  At the same time he switched on his torch and pointed it at Berger’s face so the sentry could see the pistol held to Berger’s head. The soldier shouted a command and a few moments later the bridge was lowered.

As they drove onto the deck of the bridge they could hear alarm bells going off in the fortress. 

“I hope that last drawbridge isn’t open as well”’ Jumbo muttered anxiously. He put his foot down and accelerated taking the next turn to the left to the last drawbridge almost on two wheels. When they turned to the right again to pass the last bridge they saw the German soldiers had raised it half way. Jumbo automatically slowed down but Snowy ordered him to go full speed. In fright the soldiers who were trying to raise the bridge dropped the chains from their hands.

As a result, exactly at the moment that the Mercedes passed over the bridge the deck fell back with a thunderous clap. Immediately the Mercedes was fired on and the back window shattered in pieces. Luckily nobody was injured and the Mercedes continued its course in the direction of the border post. When the post came in sight they saw soldiers waving a stoplight. 

“Pretend you're going to stop, then go full speed and drive through the barrier," Snowy ordered Jumbo. The Mercedes slowed and Jumbo changed gear. He opened the front window as if to address the soldier who was walking towards him. However when the man had come almost up to the door Jumbo gave it full throttle.

“Duck!” he called as he drove the heavy car through the barrier. The windscreen now smashed as well and again the Mercedes came under fire. At the T-junction Jumbo turned left. 

“Stop the car here”, shouted Snowy. Jumbo stood on the brakes and the car screeched to a halt. Snowy quickly opened the door and pushed Berger out. 

“Auf wiedersehen, Helmutt. Thank you so much for all your help with our escape,” Snowy said laughingly. 

“Next time I will have you shot immediately,” roared Berger angrily while he made unsuccessful attempts to get on his feet, hampered by his wrists being still tied behind his back. 

The Mercedes moved off again and continued its journey. “In a moment we'll have to abandon the car and cross the border on foot to reach the plane,” Snowy told the others. 

“But first we have to go to Aschendorf,” objected Andre suddenly. “I have hidden the blue prints in a rubbish bin near the factory. They definitely have to come to England with us.”

“You're right, Andre,” said Snowy taking his torch and map from his case.  "We can't leave those behind."

Andre explained: “If we continue to follow this road we come out at Rhede and from there we turn right to Aschendorf. It’s only a few kilometres”. 
They passed two bridges that luckily were not guarded. Arriving in the neighbourhood of the factory in Aschendorf Snowy told Jumbo to bring the Mercedes to a stop. 

“Do you know where the place is, Andre?” he asked.

“I think I know Snowy, I will be back in a minute,” Andre said, confidently.  He got out of the Mercedes and disappeared in the night. Less than ten minutes later he was back, triumphantly holding high the blue prints in his left hand, and quickly got into the car. Jumbo started the engine and turned the car back onto the road to Rhede. They passed the two bridges again and when they had left Rhede behind again they sped on towards the border. Using his torch Snowy had another look at the map. 

”In a few moments you have to turn to the right onto a sandy path or cart track. That will take us to the border,” Snowy said to Jumbo. A few moments later the path came in sight and Jumbo turned the large Mercedes into the track. He switched off the engine and they all got out. As they walked along the path they heard cars and motorcycles going along the road in the direction of Rhede. “Luckily we took this sand path,” Andre said relieved. 

“Come on, let's get to the border as quick as we can and try to get across it without being noticed. And keep a look out for German patrols. Berger will have sounded the alarm and mobilised the whole area,” Snowy told the others after they had got going to the border road.
However when they arrived at the road parallel to the border that they still had to cross, it was swarming with German patrols, making it impossible to traverse. They hid themselves in a small wooden barn close to the road and waited there for an opportunity to get across. 

“We can’t stay here too long. When the sun rises they are bound to discover the Lysander standing in the field and then we really will be up the creek without a paddle.  Our chance of getting away will have gone for ever,” Snowy whispered to the others. 

“Maybe I have a solution, mes Amis,” Andre said cheerfully. ”We put this old barn on fire after which in the consternation of the fire we cross the border road”. 

“Excellent idea,” said Snowy.  "See to it, Jumbo, you like bonfires," he smiled.

Snowy and Andre crawled outside first and cautiously made their way to a ditch in which they lay down to hide. When Jumbo saw that they had safely reached the ditch he went back inside again and with his lighter set fire to some straw. When that was burning well he threw it between some bales of straw that immediately caught fire. Once the fire had really started to get a hold he rushed outside and managed to reach the ditch and join the others without incident. Initially it took a while before the fire became visible from the outside. When, however, it did show, in no time at all the whole barn was on fire. There was much shouting and yelling and they saw several soldiers run towards the burning barn. 

“Now!” said Snowy softly and all three of them stood up and rushed across the border road. As fast as their feet could carry them they ran across the field in the direction of the spot where they presumed they had left the aeroplane.
“Halt! Wer ist da? Stehen bleiben!” the challenge came from somewhere close. 

“Keep going,” Snowy ordered. Suddenly they heard a loud bang and a flare ignited above the field. Rifles cracked and bullets flew past the three friends. The flare also had its advantages. They could see the Lysander standing in the field about a hundred metres away and now they began to run, zigzagging to avoid the bullets, straight for it. The German soldiers had seen the plane as well and they, too, were running, shouting loudly, about fifty metres behind them. Luckily the flare went out when they reached the plane. Almost out of breath Snowy opened the cockpit door and quickly climbed inside. Jumbo and Andre were not far behind.  Swiftly they followed him inside and closed the door. Snowy opened the petrol valves, started the engines and immediately revved the engine at full throttle. Another flare lit up the field.

“I'm going to take off straight away,” Snowy shouted to the others. "Fire at those Germans over there!  If they get to us, we're done for.” 

Jumbo slid the cap back and turned the machine gun on the Germans who had managed to get to within fifteen metres of the plane.  He held the trigger down, holding the bucking weapon against the sill.  Andre added to the firepower by emptying his pistol at the Germans who were rushing up despite the hail of bullets. The plane gathered speed and Snowy prayed the cold engine would not stall because there had been no time to let it warm up. Bullets hit the plane but did not damage vital parts and injured nobody. Finally the plane lifted off and Snowy flew uneventfully past the border between the Netherlands and Germany. 


When after five minutes he saw the silver ribbon of the river Ems he turned the plane to the north and headed for the mouth of the river. Everywhere around them searchlights were switched on diligently sweeping the sky. When near Emden they turned towards the sea they were caught in a searchlight. Batteries of light anti-aircraft guns, positioned on both sides of the mouth of the Ems fired at the Lysander with such accuracy that Snowy had to do his utmost to evade the searchlights and ack-ack. Finally when they arrived over the sea the firing stopped and they could all breathe a sigh of relief. Snowy turned the Lysander to the south-west and headed for the English coast. 

“Watch out for night-fighters”’ Snowy shouted warningly to Jumbo at the machine gun. Jumbo slid the cap to the back again and kept the machine gun ready. At first nothing happened but just as they neared the naval port of Den Helder there suddenly appeared from somewhere below a string of tracer bullets, floating up in front of the Lysander, that at any moment threatened to tear open its fuselage. 

“Night-fighter!” Snowy shouted. He immediately gave the rudder bar a firm kick with his left foot and turned the Lysander on its side. Jumbo lost his balance but held firmly on to the machine gun while Andre rolled through the plane. Snowy straightened the plane again. A dark outline shot upwards to the right close to the Lysander. It was a night-fighter. Immediately Jumbo fired at the silhouette with the machine gun till the belt was empty. The night fighter had risen about a hundred and fifty metres above them and one of the engines had caught fire. Jumbo took a new cartridge belt and attached it to the machine gun ready for a second run. However the night-fighter started to burn like a torch, fell away to the left and tried to reach the shore.  They watched the doomed plane and a few moments later saw it plunge into the sea. 

“How was it able to find us”, Andre asked Snowy totally amazed. 

“After we'd been discovered by the Wuerzburg radar, which must be located somewhere on the ground near here, and which can fix our position quite accurately, the German night-fighter must have been guided to us by radio. When it came in the vicinity of our plane it would switch on its own on-board Liechtenstein radar and as soon as it could see us on its radar it would stalk us. Then when the pilot finally got visual contact, he got into position underneath the belly of our plane and pulled up, firing all his guns and tried to make mincemeat of us by raking us from back to front with his machine guns. We're lucky that the Lysander reacts so quickly to its controls or we'd all be swimming in the drink by now.”


They reached the English coast without any further trouble. Breaking radio silence, Jumbo sent a message to the base where at first light everybody on the base, as well as the Colonel and Marie Claire, were waiting for them. Andre stepped out first to a thunderous reception. Marie Claire rushed towards him and embraced him. After that they all walked to the mess room where they polished off a well deserved solid English breakfast. The Colonel took the papers and left to take them quickly to the Ministry. The rest of the day the squadron was stood down, giving them much needed time off and that night, after everybody concerned had had a chance to recover, the air base hosted a tremendous party to celebrate Andre's liberation that lasted till deep into the night. 
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Snowy in ‘A friend in need’


