
1  

� � � � � � � � � � � � � � 	 
 � � � � � � �
�

� � � �� � �� � �� �� � �� 	 � 
 	 � �� � � 
� � 	 � � � �

� � � �� 
	 � �� �� � � 	 � � � 
�� � � 
 
 � ����
�

� � �� �� ��� � 	 
� �� � 
 
 � �� �	 � ��
� 	 � � 	 
� � �� �� 	 � � � �� � � � 	 � �� �� � � 	 � � 
� � � � � � �� � �� � � � 
�� � � 
 
 � ����

 



2  



3 

 

 THE DUTCH  

40 MONTHS 
OF 
COVERT 
OPERATIONS 

Written by a member of a Dutch Resistance  
during German occupation of  
The Netherlands. 

� � � � � � � � � � � 
 � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � �

Descr ibing the cover t operations against 
the Nazis, some three years before and 
one year after  D-Day  
in Normandy county, France. 
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INTRODUCTION 
 
 
This picture was taken 
In September 1945, about 
seven months after my 
resistance years and as soon as 
camera film and developing 
was available again. 

This shows the front page 
of my first booklet sold 
out in 1995. 
I revised this new edition 
by adding color pictures 
and drawings and also 
much more detailed text 
how we did, what we did. 

I was told after several speeches in 1994 that I should write 
it down and print it.  Well, this book is the result. 
It is and has been for years part two of my "Life Story". 
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WHY I  WROTE THIS BOOKLET 
�
In the spring of 1994 when the Anne Frank exhibit toured the United 
States, it came to our town named Sheridan in Oregon. I was 
approached by townspeople to give during the exhibition some 
speeches of my resistance experiences during WW II. During those 
five years I was living in the city of Heemstede, fifteen miles west of 
the city of Amsterdam the city where I was born on October 14, 1921. 
 
After several speeches, I was approached by high school history 
teachers and some Librarians in western Oregon to bring unknown 
history (The Dutch Resistance) to light. 
Many "thank you" notes and suggestions "to take my speech on the 
road throughout the U.S.A" explaining the resistance activities during 
forty months against the Nazi regime. 
I do not claim to be a feature writer, because English is not my native 
tongue, so please bare with me. 
After one of my speeches in a Veterans of Foreign Wars hall, someone 
suggested that I rent the movie called "A Bridge Too Far" produced 
after a book written by Mr. Cornelis Ryan, who according to a 
published book by Discovery Channel "Inside Guide HOLLAND" 
telling that Mr. Ryan "Painstakingly Researched" what happen to the 
Allied forces in and around the Dutch cities of Nijmegen and Arnhem 
where large bridges are located over the Rhein and Waal rivers.  
Renting this movie and absorbing what went on according to Mr. 
Ryan, I have to conclude that several crucial facts are omitted and not 
shown in the movie either, why not give credit where credit is due ? 
It states : "According to "Intelligence reports" from Holland "The 
elite second SS Panzer division are at the German side of the Arnhem 
Rhein river bridge". This report was sent by Dutch resistance via 
short-wave Radio to England  (who else I ask?)  The FBI , the CIA, in 
Nazi occupied Holland ? Where and how did they get there food 
rationing tickets) ? 
This Dutch intelligence (Resistance) report message was overruled by 
General Montgomery and reluctantly by General Eisenhower, they 
went ahead anyhow with thousands of planes and gliders known as 
"Operation Market Garden" at a cost of some 17.000 dead or 
wounded. 
In the movie, it shows also a boy about ten years old asking a German 
guard if he could pass on his bike a German headquarters, because it 
was this boys birthday and wanted to pick up his birthday present, 
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suggesting that he was in the resistance. We never went out in covert 
operations with ten year old boys. 
Another omission in this movie is, when the Allies advanced with 
tanks to the Nijmegen bridge, the Germans had some days before 
placed huge blocks of dynamite to the bridge, you see in this movie 
Allied tanks on the Dutch side of the bridge, as the order was given 
by a German officer on the German side of the bridge to blow up the 
bridge, you see a soldier pushing a lever down but the dynamite did 
not explode, the Allied tanks came over the bridge without big 
problems, several quick additional tries to blow up the bridge, the 
dynamite still did not explode, the movie does not show the fact that 
two guys of a Nijmegen resistance group the night before had climbed 
between the metal crossbars underneath the bridge and clipped the 
wiring to the dynamite.  
The well known omissions in the book as well as in the movie did 
upset me, as a resistance fighter myself for nearly four years, first 
suggesting that a ten year old boy was "The Resistance of The 
Netherlands" and not showing why the bridge in Nijmegen did not 
collapse into the river, what has proven to be a tremendous help to the 
Allied forces being able to cross the all important Rhein river bridge, 
and costly of all "Operation Marked Garden" rejecting the Dutch 
Resistance warnings, about the hidden German tanks across has 
proven to be a big mistake. 
To set the record straight, I translated my resistance experiences 
written at that time in the Dutch language and translated it into 
English, about some of our over 700 covert operations with this 
booklet as result. 
It is not my point to be redundant writing the same thing over and 
over about our operations of a similar nature just to make a "BIG 
book". 
As you go through this book, you will read how and when we in the 
Dutch resistance saved One Hundred Twenty Seven shot down Allied 
pilots, (including 45 Americans) retrieving them out of the woods, 
also how we derailed German trains loaded with war material or 
redirected them in the wrong direction, the deciphering of coded 
messages, to name just a few things. 
 
I feel blessed having survived those awful years in history, however 
two guys of my resistance group and a cousin of me all ten of his 
group were executed by firing squad besides two nieces paying with 
their life in a concentration camp, due to their resistance work and the 
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Building Plans 
of the others 
 
    Promises 
   Layoffs 
  Social Downfall 
Inflation 
 
    Corruption 
   Terror 
  Hate 
Lies 
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help to the Allied forces, long (about 3.5 years) before D-Day  
 
Therefore I like to dedicate this book to them, may they rest in peace,  
so that we can enjoy freedom, liberty and happiness. 
 
    With Regards,  Gus Smoorenburg �

Therefore 

National 
 Socialism 
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  WORKERS 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    ELECT THE COMBAT 
SOLDIER 

  HITLER ! 

    WIVES !  
    Millions of men want work 
     Millions of kids need a future 
      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
       I t's about the future of your  family 
 
  ELECT 

     Adolf Hitler ! 

A FEW MORE BILLBOARDS 

Translation of the above 
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THE BIG SURPRISE …… WAR  ? 
 
On the Tenth of May, 1940 just about Seven A.M. in the morning I 
woke up to a strange sound I never did hear before, asking myself (not 
clear awake yet), this rumbling does not sound like thunder, waiting for 
lightning to strike, non of that, no rain either, but the rumble kept on. 
To investigate what was going on I went to my bedroom window, I saw 
some of my neighbors across the street standing on the sidewalk in their 
pajama's talking to each other, as all of a sudden a smaller size airplane 
zoomed over our house, followed with: tack, tack, tack, tack, sounds like 
machine gun fire. 
Dressing myself in a hurry, going downstairs, I saw my dad sitting by 
the radio, pointing with his finger over his mouth suggesting to be quiet 
as another news bulletin came over the radio. 
"All Navy and Marines report immediately to your nearest barracks"  
Followed by "All Air-force personnel must report immediately in 
Soesterberg" (a Dutch Military Airfield). 
My Mother now in the living room asking my dad "You suppose that the 
Germans invaded us"? "It sure sounds like it" my dad answered. 
There was no music any more like normally, as a few minutes went by, 
another bulletin. 
"This is Hilversum Two" (one of the Dutch radio stations) "We are 
trying to get in contact with the City of Arnhem, the city of Nijmegen 
and the city of Eindhoven but all telephones are disconnected, no ringing 
at all". My dad shaking his head, saying " I bet we have a War going on 
with the Germans". 
Sitting by the radio for about two more hours, another bulletin came.  
"The German forces had crossed the Rhein River by Arnhem and the 
river Waal by Nijmegen, but were halted by the Dutch military at the 
Grebbeberg (A hilly area in central Holland). 
Another bulletin, from the Dutch military: "All persons living in the low 
area (area's below sea level) must evacuate within eight hours, because 
we will open the sluices to flood these areas to stop the Germans" 
Within twelve hours parts of Holland was under water what angered the 
Germans because now their Tanks and Cannons could not find roads any 
more, they were 4 to 5 feet under muddy water. 
Another bulletin: "The Germans are dropping paratroopers, reports say 
that they also dropped some in civilians clothes,  no front-line any more, 
confusing our military,  civilians should stay inside their home". 
This was the last bulletin, the Germans must have taken over both radio 
stations in Hilversum.  
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The next day we saw Dutch military standing on bridges (in Holland we 
have plenty of bridges) asking everyone to pronounce 
"Scheveningen" (the name of a Dutch city near The Hague) what can 
only be pronounced right by Dutch born civilians, If it came out 
different or with some accent, you were to go up into a Dutch military 
truck and off you went to the nearest school. 
This was done to filter out any foreigners including German 
paratroopers. 
 
It became a very confusing situation because people who lived in 
Holland for many years like French, British, Italians, Spanish or other 
nationalities were picked up. 
Unless you could prove that you were legal in Holland with a passport, 
drivers license or any other prove you had with you, only then you were 
released from the school building. Yes it was a chaotic situation, but 
how else can you pick up German paratroopers in civilian clothes if this 
was at all a true story.  
On May the fourth a General of the German army asked the Dutch 
Colonel in charge (Colonel Scharroo) to capitulate or face a 
bombardment of Rotterdam. 
Colonel Scharroo ask the Dutch General Winkelman what to do. General 
Winkelman told Colonel Scharroo, No, we can not capitulate until I have 
confirmation that Queen Wilhelmina, Princess Juliana and Prins 
Bernhard are at Buckingham Palace including some of her cabinet 
members in hotels in London hotels. 
A second request to capitulate came to Colonel Scharroo, while the 
German Air force had ordered two groups of German bombers to head 
for Rotterdam, Colonel Scharro let the Germans know that he will 
contact General Winkelman for the capitulating papers to be signed, also 
asking where the Dutch could meet the German General in charge, the 
Germans considered it to be a military stalling maneuver. 
The first wave of Bomber planes were ordered to turn back to Germany, 
but the second wave did not receive the orders to turn back and bombed 
Rotterdam in daytime while kids were still in school. 
Many thousands were killed besides downtown was in ruins, and 
burning all next day. 
 
On May 15, 1940, Holland capitulated to the German Military force. 
On the knowledge of capitulation some 150 Jews in Amsterdam 
committed suicide, among them several reporters and/or writers of "old 
time" former German Newspapers against Adolf Hitler. 
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MAP OF OUR COVERT OPERATIONS 
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 BOMBER                            HAARLEM         AMSTERDAM 
 PLANES TO          HEEMSTEDE 
 GERMANY 

AREA OF OUR OPERATIONS 
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The Netherlands 

Sending and 
receiving coded 
messages.  

England 

TERRITORY OF OPERATIONS 
Cities like Portland were split into sections 
depending on the amount of available 
resisters but by order of Covert Operations 
"No more than nine people per group" 
NORTH group 1      EAST group 2 
SOUTH group 3      WEST group 4 
 
Any Downtown was eliminated because 
of German Headquarters locations. 

NORTH 

EAST 

SOUTH 

WEST 

SUMMER 1941 
 
To and from my group 
Called:   HE-NH-3  

MAY 1940    (16 months before Pearl Harbor) 

From house to house 
confiscation of radios 
and bicycles. 
Curfew at 9 P.M. 
 

Food Rationing tickets …. 
 
with strings 
attached. 

These two feet long wooden 
signs were nailed up as soon 
as they (The Germans) had 
arrived in towns. 
 
Krankenhaus: 
 Hospital 
 
Commandantur: 
 Headquarters 
 
Bahnhof: 
 Train Station 
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GERMAN MILITARY NOT WELCOME HERE 
Removing their road signs 

 
Upset about the invasion by the German military in Holland on May 10, 
1940, most of the Dutch resented the presence of a Foreign military 
force. 
Particular the younger boys and girls between the age 16 and 25 were 
angry, resistance to this force grew stronger and stronger, however we 
did not know how the "Wehrmacht" would tolerate an openly expressed 
resentment against them. 
 
Young individuals as well as small groups starting here and there 
removing the road signs the Germans had put up on trees, telephone 
poles even on wooden fences so that the German military could find 
their way around town. 
Since they could not read the Dutch language the signs would tell them 
in the German language where they could find what. 
Overnight, here and there the signs could be found on the ground where 
they were nailed up to. 
 
Metal enameled lapel pins appeared, they were small about half an inch 
in height with an "U" (telling to Unite) with a Dutch passport Lion in the 
center and of course the Dutch flag (See Drawing) . 
People who were pro Nazi, members of the NSB (National Social 
Movement) walking around town in their uniform, this pin was to tell 
them that we resented the presence of the German occupation, it also had 
another purpose of knowing that you could discuss the latest news from 
Radio Free Europe with a person who did display this insignia. 
 
The lies the German radio transmitted was to us unreliable, talking about 
all the battles they had won in France and later the many tons of ships 
they had sunk with their submarines around England. 
Gatherings with boys from Hi school or College, business was almost 
non existing the first weeks because no-one knew with what kind of 
money Dutch or German they would get paid in or pay with.  
 
A group of seven boys including me went to a restaurant called 
Brinkman on the Hout Plein (Wood Plaza) to get a pop or a glass of 
beer. 
 
For about twenty minutes still telling jokes and peeking ones in a while 
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at this German Officer, as all of a sudden he came storming towards our 
table saying in a laud voice "Let me tell you boys, just remember who 
laughs last, laughs best" then went in a hurry to the front door and 
outside of this restaurant. 
This scene scared us, dropping some money on the table as a waiter 
came to us and said "Come, hurry, to the back door" and showed us the 
way through the kitchen to the outside. It looked to us and also to the 
waiter that this officer was going outside for help. 
Being at the backside of the restaurant we disbursed, each of us in a 
different direction. A few days later we talked it over and figured that 
this officer must have been upset about the battles they had lost in 
France and the fight to get into Paris, has taken them more than a week 
with a terrible loss of their military. 
Writing this we cannot compare warfare during the ninthly forties with 
today's warfare, Hitler would have loved producing Laser guided 
missiles or Drones (Radio Controlled) airplanes with TV camera's and 
missiles. At that age color TV was not invented jet.   
 
Holland being a small country bordering Germany to the East, Belgium 
and France to the South is well known for its multi-lingual education. It 
is mandatory for High school students to take two languages additional 
to Dutch, The first year you can take English, French, German or 
Spanish, however in your second year of High School you cannot 
change language any more. 
I took French and German my first year because you can travel by car or 
bicycle to both of these countries. English in my opinion was out, 
because somehow you have to cross the North Sea. So what if they 
speak English in the U.S.A. that is even farther, way across  the Atlantic 
Ocean. (This was in the late Nineteen Thirties). 
By my second year I changed to German and English because my 
teacher told me, in the future it will be mainly English, going by the 
medical field, air traffic was already in English, so I changed, never 
figured that I some day ever would live in the United States.  
               (and am since 1962 an U.S. Citizen). 
The problem the Germans had occupying Holland was that they could 
not find their way in town since the road signs had disappeared from 
trees and telephone poles so now riding around town in circles. You 
could see soldiers asking civilians if they would know where they could 
find what, of course now, nobody would or could understand nor speak 
any German, you could see people lifting up their shoulders or hear them 
saying "No speak German". 
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DICTATORSHIP OR FREEDOM 
It is us against them, and them against us now. 

 
Early in 1941, wintertime means at least two feet of snow, so we had 
time to do some homework by making plans how to best aggravate 
Adolph Hitler's War machine. 
Two of our eleven boys soldered a short-wave radio together, soon they 
had contact with Radio Orange, a newscast in the Dutch language, Radio 
Free Europe and later the covert operations department of Radio Free 
Europe from London, and another contact was established with only 
coded information from a London headquarters.  
Kees van Lent (his father has a Chevrolet dealership in Heemstede on 
the Heemsteedse Dreef) and Brother Joseph was a brother, teaching in a 
private Catholic school on the Heerenweg in Heemstede he wore a black 
habit of the order of Johannes Baptist de la Salle. these two were in our 
group in the resistance mostly receiving and deciphering the coded 
messages and told us what London wanted us to be aware of, or do. 
Do's and don'ts of covert operations came daily in a language known as 
"Bargoens", a Dutch slang nobody could understand or pronounce it like 
the Dutch, it is similar to the Indian "Code talkers" 
 
During mid 1941 German trucks came down the street and confiscated 
radios, because they were angry knowing that the Dutch were listening 
to newscasts from Radio Orange, a special news bulletin in Dutch 
between 7 and 8 AM and 7 and 8 PM in the Dutch language, we loved to 
listen to. It started with the theme from the Fifth Symphony from 
Beethoven, ta, ta, ta, taaaaah - ta, ta, ta, taaaah. 
This dot-dot-dot stripe is known in Morse code as the V for Victory, we 
always smiled when this Beethoven tune came before the news started, 
as we were saying "Here they are". 
 
The Germans did try to scramble the incoming news, but we had the 
ability to slightly move the radio dial, so we knew what was going on 
anyhow. They came up with another rule, confiscating radio's, they went 
from house to house and stole our radios, because we are not supposed 
to know that General Rommel had a heck of a time almost being kicked 
out of Tobruk in Africa, they were afraid that some Dutch in contact 
with family in Germany getting to know the lies they did put on their 
newscasts, contradictory to the truth. Gasoline due to the loss of Africa 
got now a priority for German warfare, by permit and only for business 
considered vital to the Germans. 



14 

 
Restricting rules came almost weekly, this time 'Food rationing`.  
After this rationing was going for a few months, some German Generals, 
loosing some battles pressed Hitler to give them more soldiers in the 
field, because millions of Germans were working in war material  
production inside Germany. 
To combine Dutch food rationing with the shortage of their soldiers 
another rule came into effect. 
All able Dutch citizens between the age of 17 and 39 must go to work in 
Germany and replace the German factory workers who had to go to 
"Boot Camp" Every second month on the 10th you had to go to City 
Hall and pick your ration tickets up, if you ware between 17 and 39 of 
age, you suppose to be in Germany, no ration tickets for you. 
 
I was in that age (almost 20) but did not like to go to work in one of 
these factories, my parents and kid sisters wanted to keep me in Holland 
so we had food, but we had to share and share alike. 
Many man from west European countries had to go to work in Germany, 
or do without food. 
In the mean time with the instructions received from London, a 
workable group was organized of sabotaging wherever possible, we 
finally getting (with the help from England) "organized", to us 19 to 24 
year old kids it was just bravery but also dangerous fun. 
 
The many instructions from England how to operate at nights with the 
least amount of confrontation with the Germans was vital to us, because 
none of us were ever in boot camp nor knew how to load a pistol  much 
less a rifle. 
We had to operate at nights because our age would tell anyone that we 
were not supposed to be in Holland, when we were out during covert 
operations, we would not talk to each other, operate only with pre 
discussed codes before we left and only with our best companion and 
many times our life saver ….. "Froggy". 
This froggy was a kids toy found in boxes of cracker-jacks, squeezing it 
between the head and the thin steel plate it made a clicking sound.  
We never left without it and made sure before we went out that each of 

us had his froggy with him. From now on it was us 
against them and them against us. 

Our best friend and many times our life saver 

" FROGGY" . 
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COVERT OPERATIONS MESSAGES 
These operations was part of the OSS (Office of Strategic Services - USA) 

And how this was done  
 
Many of the codes below  and on the next page were sent to us  
and some to all west European resistance groups. 
 
All messages were sent from England between 8 and 8:20 AM. 
Each language had their own time, the French from 8 AM till 8:10 
AM.  The Dutch from 8:10 till 8: 20 AM. 
Sending to England, The French from 9 00 till 9:10 PM and in Dutch  
from 9:10 till 9:20 PM.  In Belgium they speaks both languages. 
 
EXAMPLE OF SUCH A MESSAGE: 
 
Between each message was a 10 second delay so that there  
would be no confusion for what group it was intended. 
 
TRAIN and/or TRUCK TRANPORTS 
 
 "HE - NH - 3 There is a  Heavy weight "map" transport 
 on your way. Message 224" 
 
Deceiver: 
 HE - NH - 3 (My resistance group) "There is a Heavy  
 weight meaning war material  map meaning over the  
 road) (not by rail)  transport on your way.  
 Message 224,  meaning dated on April, 22. 
 
 If it did say - There is a "Heavy weight "Steamy" 
 Transport,  that meant by train. 
 
Two days later we did sent this message back to England: 
 
 "This is HE - NH - 3, we went ahead with your message 
 224,  mission accomplished" 
 
Next day from London Covert Operations:  
 "Message for HE - NH - 3, Great job guys, deletion of 
 message 224, Thanks".  
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HOW TO DECEIFER THE SECRET CODES 
 

After my group did retrieve some of the pilots (our group did 7 of them, 
but in The Netherlands 127 of them) we had another secret code to go by 
to eliminate German interference with the pilots delivery. 
As I described in this book, all the pilots went to the city of Valkenburg 
to a resistance group in the south of Holland. 
The messages forth and back sounded like this:  

To London WSP  (CODE "We Shall Prevail") 
WSP…come in, WSP...come in this is HE-NH-3 
"Go ahead HE-NH-3" 
"The Peaches are at VG-ZL-1" Valkenburg group 
After several days this was sent to WSP London : 
"WSP come in". 
"This is VG-ZL-1 " (Valkenburg Resistance) 
"Your order of 12 boxes Pears will arrive on 816 
at 11 at your destination, please advise" 
 

DECEIFERING: 
12 BOXES…... 12 BOX CARS  (Train transport) 
PEARS ……… PILOTS (First letter of any 
Fruit) 
WILL ARRIVE   Pre-discussed area in France 
ON 816 ……… The 11th of August 
AT 11………... At 6 (Always PM and dark) 
  PLEASE ADVISE 
  Meaning to get verification from 
the French resistance for pickup. 
 

ADDITIONAL  secrecy CODES; 
  They had to deduct 5 days from the sent date 
  Therefore not at August 16 but on August 11.  
  They had to deduct also 5 hours from the time 
  so not at 11 PM but on 6 PM. Arrival time. 
  England notified the French resistance 
  if they could be there for the pilot pickup. 
  The next day England told us only: 
  "Delivery confirmed" (So, the French knew) 

 X  X 

PEARS 

DATE 

TIME 

Not at 11 pm. 
But at 6 pm. 
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THINGS ARE GETTING WORSE (for them) FAST 
Getting use to who is eager to do what, when. 

 
At the end of 1941 and March 1942 the Belgium and French were also 
ordered to work in German factories, we were told that even now the 
Germans recruited 15 and 16 year old Hitler Jugend (Youth) we figured 
Hitler was up to bigger and better things. 
At one of our first meetings in the barn where we mostly at nights got 
together at around seven o'clock Maas came by as someone of the group 
came up with an idea, but did not know how to get some brown sugar. 
A few days later Maas had 8 blocks for us, we did laugh at this but non 
of us did dare to ask how he got it, he had an awkward temper. 
Getting into action, each of us took about one pound of sugar in a paper 
bag and went around eight pm. to town. 
This time in our regular daily clothes we walked to where German 
soldiers had their fun in a beer joint. 
I did not know that behind this beer joint was a parking lot, as we came 
there I saw at least 9 German motorcycles. Kees Moree, one of our guys 
did knew this. "Here is what we do" he said "Break off about half of 
your piece of brown sugar, unhook the gas tank lever and drop it in the 
tank it should take you not longer than 6 seconds, I'll take watch with the 
Frog" meaning go". Half a minute went by as Kees's click sounded. 
 
Kees who timed this operation wanted to know if he was right with his 6 
seconds, when we were back in the alley again, the only thing Kees said 
was "Oh well you did it in 7 seconds… Good job", as if he was "the big 
wheel" of  the group, yes he was a wild guy among us, but it supposed to 
be a team effort, no Sergeants or Lieutenants. 
This sugar thing was not at all much fun, because we did not see any 
direct results, however we were told that it did clog the carburetor, if not 
that, the result was after the engine got hot it will freeze up, because 
heating brown sugar that hot turns brown sugar into molasses. 
We contacted Maas again, well, let me tell you something about Maas. 
Maas, we never knew his first name, was a husky 46 year old man, 
always grumbling about the restrictions those Germans did put on us 
Dutch. He was the gardener of an estate owned by a 82 year old widow. 
Maas and his wife lived for free on this estate in compensation for 
keeping up the grounds. In a corner of this estate was also a 30 by 50 
feet barn where we usually met and where our camouflage suits were 
hidden behind bails of hay, Maas knew a lot of important towns people.  
One day I forgot when, but knowing him for several months now he 
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asked us for a helping hand with something heavy.  
As he came to the barn he had something in the back of the truck 
underneath a large tarp, opening both doors of the barn in a hurry we 
were wondering what this was all about, driving the truck inside the barn 
he hollered "Shut the doors…. Now" .Thinking by myself what in the 
heck he was up to, as Maas stepped out of the truck he lowered a large 
block and tackle hanging from the ceiling. Uncovering the tarp there it 
was, a dead Horse. 
Connecting the hooks to the hors's hind legs he ask us to pull the rope to 
get the Horse hanging from the ceiling, backing up the truck out of the 
barn, and asked us politely to go home. 
The next day Misses Maas told us to keep our mouth shut about all this 
because Maas was for many months doing that but never at that grand 
scale, "Oh yes" she said "Pigs and Goats he can handle by himself but a 
Horse" and shook her head in a "No" suggestion and walked off. Maas 
we understood now, did help distribute food to underprivileged people 
all around town, what of course included hidden Jews. 
Several days later asking if Maas could "organize", meaning  (get it any 
way you can,  steal if you have to)  a few hundred 6 inch nails. Within a 
week he had it, two boxes full. England told us to cut the heads off, 
grind sharp points on both ends, bend them to a 100 degree angle and 
weld the nails together (see picture). 
During all the grinding and Maas welding them together someone 
jokingly said "This will be more fun than brown sugar" After we had 
some 60 pins ready, action has to take place pretty soon. 
The next evening at 7 PM and dark with some light moonshine we 5 of 
us went to the nearest Highway overpass and waited in the bushes next 
to the overpass and waited and waited, knowing that if it were at least 15 
trucks driving very close together with those covered lights, that was a 
German transport. 
Sure enough after some two hours this looks like what we were waiting 
for, each of us had about 15 of those spikes, took them out of the paper 
bag and on the road they went. 
Hiding behind some taller bushes about 300 feet from the overpass, we 
knew we had the best thing going yet. Listening at all the hollering in 
German and the running around most of the trucks, wondering what in 
the devil was going on now, it was clear to us that they did not arrive in 
time at their destination, what made us grin calling it "Mission 
Accomplished" and went slowly, using our frog back to the barn and 
redressed in our street clothes. 
It was a night as we expected, a funny happy way of doing things.  
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   THIS WAS A LOT OF FUN TO DO …..  
 
  It did upset them time and again. 

� � � � � �
� � � 	 � � �
� � � � � � �

This idea came to us from London's 
Covert Operations Department. 
 
Waiting until sunrise for Allied Spitfires 
to eliminate their trucks with bullets. 

� � � � � � �
� � � �  � ! " # � �  $� � � � %� � � &' #( �

! ( � ) ! *�

Picture by Brent Merrill, Editor and Public Relations of "Smoke Signals", Grand Ronde, OR  
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   YOU COULD HEAR THE YELLING 
 

AND SEE THEM WITH THEIR FLASHLIGHTS 
RUNNING AROUND THEIR TRUCKS 

WITH FLAT TIRES 

. . . NO GUYS  . . . .   
 

  YOU ARE GOING NOWHERE TONIGHT ! 
 

This was one of the most funny tr icks we did, 
time and again, over  and over . 

 
 

NOTE 
 
Since Adolf Hitler had to rely on Mussolini for supplying Italian Pirelli tires 
and after  May 19, 1940 France had to supply Hitler with Dunlop and Michelin  
tires, France workers angry dragging their feet and sabotaging their output. 
Therefore the Spikes was one good solution to the problem against the Nazis. 
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IMPROVING ON OLD TRICKS 
THE PAPER LADIES and THE GEUZENPOST 

SINGELING OUT JEWS, and dangerous RAZZIA's 
 
Remember what we did last year with those German road signs? We 
found a more effective way of confusing them where to find what in 
town. 
Last year the Germans just picked the signs up underneath trees and 
poles and nailed them back up, now however we went out at nights with 
a guitar case took the signs home the next night took them to other parts 
of town, now it was real confusing to them driving just about in circles, 
finally stopping and asking where what building was did not help them 
either because nobody would and/or could speak any German. 
For some reason the amount of occupying soldiers gradually reduced to 
about half of what it was last year, mainly due to Hitler's invasion into 
Russia, however it did not reduce the danger of getting caught, we just 
had to be more careful not to get too careless in what we were doing. 
On the average girls could do a better job in daytime, maybe the 
Germans did not expect girls to do that sort of thing. Girls and ladies for 
example were better suited as a known branch of the resistance called 
messengers. 
To let trustworthy people know what Radio Orange (a broadcasts from 
England in Dutch) had for information, my brother Henk took notes of 
the information, and printed it on an old hand-cranked (Stencil) 
duplicating machine and called it "The Geuzenpost". 
 
The delivery round town was done by baby buggy. At the bottom of this 
buggy placing the new issues covered it with a small mattress. Then 
some blankets, then the Baby, and off they went down the street.  My 
sister in Law Felicia Smoorenburg for example did this for a year. 
Sometimes she came home with a story of a German soldier stopping 
her and ask her to see the baby. This baby "Guido" a cousin of me being 
just a few months old. 
Sure not all Germans were the same, many rather be at home with their 
own wives and kids in Germany. The trouble was who could you trust. 
Some of the ladies were also good in finding hiding places for Jews, or 
even help in remodeling attics with paneling to hide behind false walls. 
Yes the girls and ladies have been a tremendous help during all those 
forty months of aggravating the Germans.  
 
Many homes in Holland have basements with the entrance in the 
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wooden floor of their utility room what is usually covered with linoleum 
or Mylar tiles. Of course there were cracks in the Mylar tiles between 
the floor and the lid what can be lifted up to go down the stairs into the 
basement. Those cracks were covered with a rug so that the cracks were 
invisible therefore the Germans believing  that this home did not have a 
basement. 
Many clever inventions to beat the odds helping your neighbor was a 
daily routine among the "Good" Dutch. 
 
Realizing the difficulty the Jews did face was that they (by a new 
German rule) had to wear a yellow cloth star (The Star of David) about 4 
inches across printed with the Dutch word JOOD (JEW) on it. When I 
saw this for the first time, my neighbors, the Levy's walked across the 
street but I could not read what was printed on this yellow star (see 
picture) because I myself could not be at daylight on the street, but my 
mother asked why they did that, misses Levy told my mom that this was 
another new rule by the Germans. 
Hunting down Jews and other "Undesirables" was done by blocking off 
entire city blocks with some eight to ten trucks. Out of these trucks came 
about eight to twelve soldiers each with an officer directing this what 
was called a Razzia. They went from house to house searched every 
room, basement or attic, after some fifteen minutes they came out with 
what they found, either Jews, resistors or people who did refuse to work 
in Germany and were therefore illegal in Holland, in the trucks they 
went and shipped off to jail, Jews however never did came back. 
 
In April 1943 we discovered that we did not see the Levy's for the last 
three week or so. Wondering what did happen to them. Low and behold 
one month later two German trucks were loading up all their furniture, 
my dad went across the street asking one of the Germans about the 
Levy's, telling my dad they were moving the Levy's, he said "The Levy's 
went to the country of Polen where they could live and work in peace", 
then a German SS officer added  "That shows the good nature of Adolph 
Hitler, giving the country of Polen to the Jews". 
Not one month later two things happen, first their house was up for sale 
and two week later they showed a picture in the paper of several boxcars 
loaded with stolen (Jewish) furniture. At the border by the city of 
Eindhoven (a Dutch/German border town), German soldiers were 
fastening a large banner to the boxcars what read "Liebesgaben aus 
Holland"  translated: "Gifts of Love from Holland". 
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RESISTANCE GOING IN HIGH GEAR  
Things are getting better and bolder. 

 
We all agreed that German train traffic should be sabotaged, discussing 
among us the best, safest way to do that. 
The Germans were running short of Gasoline and Diesel oil, they had to 
do most of their transports by rail, since there was no problem with Coal 
and had plenty of Steam engines available. 
Consulting England if they had something to advise us how to get this 
train traffic to slow down, they told us what the French were doing. The 
consensus was that if the French resistance can do that, so can we.  
Leaving the barn at about 8 o'clock with two wire clippers, and of course 
Froggy, we were on our way by bicycle to the train tracks along the 
Leidse Vaart (a canal from Haarlem to the city of Leiden). 
Going to the Catholic Basilica we redressed in our camouflage suits 
since this was about 2.5 miles from the barn on the West side of 
Heemstede, but we still had to walk about a quarter of a mile to the train 
tracks, avoiding homes as much as we could, it is the long way around 
but safest.  
We proceeded very slowly because of less known territory we came to 
the track, first a small ditch then over gravel for about seventy feet 
where this signal could be seen, the signal was in the 90 degree angle of 
the post with the red light lit meaning that the next train came to that 
point had to stop there and wait until the train from the opposite 
direction had passed.  
This trick can only be done at a point where the train goes from a double 
track to a single track, (See picture  page 25) 
Clipping the steel cable could not be done with the smaller clippers, but 
the larger one did the trick. 
When a train came to that point it had to stop and wait for the green light 
(the 45 degree up position) as you can see at the drawing.  
 
Doing  this train thing for a couple of times on different places, we made 
it even better by putting a piece of two by four at the direction switch. 
As you can see on the picture. Wedging this two by four on the left side 
the train would go West, because the right side was touching the 
stationary rail of the track, placing the crowbar and inserting the two by 
four made the train go in the wrong direction. 
 
This mechanism was directed from the switching yard by steel wires 
some two or three miles along the tracks from the operator at the 
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switching yard. Some switching went by pushbuttons, anywhere over 3 
miles from the switching yard, a connecting underground electrical cable 
connected to an electrical motor, with a pressure switch, and stopping as 
soon as the  blade encounter pressure to either the left or right side of the 
stationary rail, the operator could not know if the train really was 
directed in the right direction, his left pushbutton made the train, say go 
left West the right button made the train go East, but the two by four 
prevented that.  
 
We still got a better idea. Discussing among us what about if we would 
instead of putting one piece of two by four on one side, two pieces of 
two by two on either side, that would derail the train, right ?  "Hold on" 
Kees Morree said "Don't let us do that for just any transport train, do you 
realize what we are talking about, we have to consider the magnitude of 
doing that and a German reprisal what can follow"? Looking at each 
other Harry said "Yeah man, that means a BIG cleanup for them" 
We agreed to do it if we know that it would be of enough importance to 
get a messy military derailment. 
 
Several winter-cold weeks went by doing other and repeating destructive 
things as we received a call from London that a "Heavyweight" train 
transport was on its way direction Bastogne (Later known as The Battle 
of the Bulge) "heavyweight" meaning loaded with Tanks and/or 
Cannons. 
In a hurry we got together and made the decision to go for it, and as 
before planned this operation by seconds. Everything went as planned, 
removing the cotter pin, the bracket and the crowbar, including the two 
pieces of 2" by 2" wood took just 27 seconds.  
 
Coming back by the barn about 2.5 miles from the train track we heard a 
noise as if a six story metal building was collapsing. It was one of our 
boldest things we have done so far, during redressing in the barn, we all 
were very quiet or maybe scared, as one of the guys said … "Well 
Mission Accomplished" and all did laugh aloud what broke the silence. 

These four inches 
across cloth labels 
is what all Jews had 
to wear on their 
garments. 

DUTCH          -       ENGLISH 
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DERAILING              
    and 

  HOW 
            THIS 
    'HIT and RUN'  
     WAS DONE 

RED  
Light 
lit 

Green 
Light 
lit 

After the sign cable was cut both 
trains 
had a RED light lit, both had to wait 
for the light to get GREEN. 
This way they would be waiting 
there until daybreak. 

Cable 
cut 

NIGHT TIME 

Go 
Stop 

Derailing ?  Two 2 x 2 's on either side 

   
Another  
    " Mission Accomplished"  

 BUT…. 
 WE GOT OUT 
 IN A HURRY 
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To understand how we derailed  
  German war material trains 

Underground 
wiring from motor 
to operator 
normally more than 
3 miles from the 
train station 

Right side 
wheel 

3/4 inch 
thick rim 

Rail 

2 by 2 
wood 

Direction blade 

The electric motor has a pressure switch stopping 
the motor as soon as it gets too much pressure, we 
disconnected the bracket as seen above. This entire 
operation took us between 16 and 20 seconds. 

BEFORE D-DAY 
    French Coast 2x 
    Belgium Coast 1x 
 
AFTER -D-DAY 
    Paris 2x 
    Bastogne 2x 
     Malmedy 1x 
 
7 derailments I know of 

GOING 
WEST 

GOING 
EAST 

GOING 
NORTH 

AXEL 
WIDTH 

One 
2 X 2 
here 

One 
2 X 2 
here Bracket 

Removed 
from 

Disconnected 
bracket 

Point 
of 
derailment 

Motor 
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TO A HOSPITAL EMERGENCY ROOM  -  
BY BICYCLE ? 

 
Receiving the message from England that we should keep track of the 
"Quislings" (Dutch and French pro Nazi's) because they reported to the 
Germans where Jews were hidden and other damaging information's, 
collaborating with the Germans, they (the Allied upper command) 
wanted these "active" people prosecuted after WW II. 
The only way for the resistance was to acquire pistols and keep them at 
bay until liberation of town by town over all of western Europe. Pistols 
in Holland are a rare commodity, because they were prohibited. One of 
our group Fred van Bakel's cousin worked for the Dutch/Belgium border 
patrol, sometimes confiscating pistols from the border crossers and 
selling the guns illegally in Holland.  
Having at home some equipment being able to fix outdated pistols or 
repair broken parts, I received and did repair about five of them, until I 
got a French made 9 mm. F.N. which had a broken part. 
Redoing the part of this gun, I wanted to see if it was working properly 
by loading some bullets in its magazine and shoved it in the pistol. 
By cocking the pistol, and cocking it again the bullet and the shell would 
eject to the side and falls on the floor. 
Cocking this several times to make sure it was working as it should, 
...BANG…. A very loud whistling sound in my ears. Turning my head 
to the 5 - 3 by 3 foot windows of my bedroom, wondering if that bullet 
busted one of the windows, subconsciously sticking my fingers between 
my shirt and my skin, like the feeling if a bee had stung me, retracting 
my fingers out of my shirt, I saw blood in my fingers. 
Being numb for just two seconds, not knowing what to do next, my 
taught was my God what can I do now. 
A very rapid  amount of possibilities went through my mind,  no matter 
what,... I was in BIG trouble. 
First, Hospital, second, how, the only bike we had was Mom's, third the 
daylight problem, what if someone see me and report me. Then, nothing 
of all that was important any more, the Hospital was the only solution. 
This Bang happened sitting at my desk in my bedroom on the third floor, 
so down the stairs I went, coming in the kitchen I saw my mom 
preparing vegetables for dinner, I said to her "Mom can I have your bike 
for a while" "Yes" she answered "But be back for supper". 
Now, Gus go as fast as you can for roughly 5 miles. During my paddling 
on this bicycle, two things came to my mind, first, I told myself, do not 
fall unconscious off the bike, paddle as fast as you can, and my second  
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thought was hoping that this bullet went all  the way through my chest,  
because I did not like that some doctor poking in my chest with a very 
long tweezers, hoping to find the bullet somewhere. 
Arriving at the "Maria Stichting" a Catholic Hospital, I put mom's bike 
at the entrance and went inside. 
Coming to the reception window, I saw a Nun sitting behind a glass 
sliding window. Sliding this window open the Nun asked me "Can I help 
you", "Yes Sister" I said to her "I accidentally shot myself", "The 
Germans did it" she asked, "No sister I did it myself"  "How can you do 
a stupid thing like that" but did not even ask where I shot myself and 
said "Go through that door into the hallway and take the second door to 
you right. Now I was interested if the bullet went all the way through my 
chest, and hoped to find a mirror in this emergency room. Sure enough 
there was a mirror and saw that there was also blood on my backside of 
my shirt. Right at that moment a nurse came through a door, looked at 
me for one second and went back, but ten seconds later came back in the 
room with a doctor. 
As this doctor came to me he asked "Breath deep a couple of times" I 
did not wanted him to find out if I had a big problem therefore faked this 
breathing, "No" he said "Breath deeper and a couple of times" I had to 
stop giving him a snow job so I did breath a couple of times deeper. 
"Well" he said "It evidently did not hit your lungs and if it hit your Heart 
you would not be here" and went on "What kind of bullet was it" "Well 
doctor a nine millimeter brass bullet" I knew that I said the wrong 
thing….corrosion on copper or brass can give infection.  
"Oh yeah doctor but I cleaned the bullet real good, I always do" I said. 
"Well I have to keep you here for a few days to see if any infection or 
fever appears" "But doctor you cannot keep me here I do not have any 
food stamps". "Well" the doctor said " We have more of your kind of 
guys here, don't worry about food stamps" 
A nurse then put some tape on the holes of my chest, and wrapped me in 
larger cloth around my chest and then gave me a sling to hang my left 
arm in. I said to the nurse that this sling was over-doing it. 
About one hour after the big bang I still did not feel any pain at all. Next 
the nurse brought me to a room in the basement of the hospital with 
three not resistance active people, however illegal in Holland just 
avoiding being seen by pro Nazi sympathetic people. 
After about 2 hours my Mom came in the room, asking what the trouble 
was with me, So now I had to tell her where she or my dad could find 
seven pistols I had hidden somewhere in my bedroom. 
The next morning early, I could not move my left arm so sore it was, 
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blaming it on that darn sling the nurse did put on me.  
At 9 AM, Doctor van der Laan (a hospital physician) came to my bed 
and said "Ah, here we have our sharp shooter" and went on "Don't tell 
me that you still don't feel any pain in your shoulder" Answer: "Yes 
doctor, I told the nurse that this sling was over doing it, she never should 
have put this sling on me, it did cut off my blood supply during the 
night".  
After three days the Hospital released me ….in pretty good shape. 

Our home in Heemstede 
during WW II. 
 
The window corner where 
my brother Gerard found the 
bullet after it had passed 
through my chest. 
 
During his cleaning of the 
gutters he found it strange 
that a screw was sticking out 
of the wooden window frame. 
Well, the bullet did that. 

The Hospital 
where I went 

to on my  
mom's bike  

These pictures were taken in May 2000 during my visit in my "Old" 
country The Netherlands 
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GETTING BETTER (more exper ienced) AT IT 
 
Not meeting with the boys for about 6 weeks or so, because someone 
could reported me having seen me riding the bike in daytime to the 
Hospital, because I supposed to be working in Germany. 
With some moonshine at 8:30 PM you could hear the noise of the as we 
called them, the "Bumble Bees" that because of their humming sound, 
then the search-lights came on and we ware saying "Here are the 
Bumble Bees again", Allied planes flying over in the direction of 
Germany, and as usual at 10 PM they came over us again in the 
Westerly direction back to England. 
Our subdivision was located near the edge of a wheat field, but between 
a row of houses and the wheat field was a canal about 16 feet wide. 
Some of this row of homes and in this canal were power boats and 
sailboats moored.. 
As one day a big commotion in the wheat field, German soldiers were 
setting up two Anti Aircraft Cannons two search lights and a large 
generator (see photographs). 
Within a week it was operating after they had tested the searchlights and 
their height and distance equipment.  
When the airplanes came over you could see the searchlights weaving 
thru the sky searching for planes, when they had spotted a group of 
planes then the other searchlight joined in and both cannons starting 
shooting, it was a banging from the ground up and three seconds later 
the flashes of exploding grenades followed by the banging from above 
this with two anti aircraft cannons busy, it sure is a racket, like heavy 
thundering. 
As we were looking at this in the middle of the street another group 
came directly over our house, some 12.000 feet up, the Germans spotted 
them and starting shooting. Just about 45 seconds later we did hear a 
tingling sound as of something was thrown at us, sometimes hitting the 
tiles of roofs, asking our self what that could be, as my dad hallowed 
from our front door "Get inside fast". Being inside my dad explained 
that pieces from the exploding grenades were coming down, now 
realizing that it could kill you instantly.  
 
The next morning  my sister Liz then 9 years old went outside looking 
for some of these pieces, she came home after thirty minutes with three 
of them about six inches long three quarters of an inch wide about one 
half an inch thick, it had very sharp edges, it looks like these grenades 
were made out of cast iron. 
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German soldiers setting up two  
Anti Aircraft cannons                          

  Search Light    Cannon            Cable     Boat (Dinghy)     Generator 
     we "borrowed" 

Spaarne  
River  

CAN WE DO SOMETHING ABOUT THIS..
… SURE WE CAN … BUT HOW ? 

PATHWAY I HAD TO CROSS 

Testing their height and 
distance equipment in the 
wheat field  

DEALING WITH SEARCH LIGHTS 
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During the war, the kids traded the pieces in School like postal stamps, 
three small pieces for one big one. 
 
It is impressive to see group after group of B-15's and B-17's in groups 
of seven planes going to Germany and coming back like clockwork. The 
Germans were not all that lucky in shooting down airplanes. 
At one night when Casey came to our home as we were standing outside 
looking at the well lit planes, after some 10 groups of planes had passed, 
we saw one plane smoking and went in a circular motion down. Seconds 
later you could see in the searchlight,  one, two, three, four and five 
parachutes, tiny light specs hanging in the air, then the plane came down 
in a ball of fire. "Damn" Casey said "Let's do something about this"  I 
did agreed but what. 
 
Calling Casey to come over with two camouflage suits out of the barn 
and come to a particular point (The clubhouse) he was there at seven PM 
and dark, I met him at the Row and Sail clubhouse building at the river 
Spaarne. I brought a hacksaw and fastened it between my belt. The 
problem was we had to cross a small canal, knowing that people living 
at this canal had either power or sail boats, so we jumped along this 
canal from one backyard to the next backyard over several two-feet 
brick walls until we found the rowboat we needed to borrow for a few 
minutes. 
Nearly noiseless we crossed this about 20 feet wide canal, and went 
ashore crawling on my stomach though this two feet or maybe thirty 
inches tall wheat. 
Crawling in the direction of the Cannon, somewhere between the 
generator and the searchlight for about 80 feet I encountered a path of 
trampled flat wheat I did not trust, I realized that German soldiers must 
be walking back and forth between the generator and the searchlight, 
looking to my right then to my left, as I saw a small light going two feet 
up and down, figuring that a German watchman was sitting about 40 feet 
away from me to my left smoking a cigarette.  
Peaking down this alley of flat wheat every half minute or so I did not 
see anything any more and crossed the path. 
About another 20 feet or so I felt the one inch cable connecting the 
generator to the light, 16 times forth and back with the hacksaw, the 
cable connection to the light was no more. 
Coming back at the boat Casey was upset that it took me so long to do 
that, but I told him that a German soldier was sitting there smoking a 
cigarette between the Generator and the search light. 
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HAND TO HAND COMBAT…..Yes, kind of 
  GERMAN PAMPHLETS DID SAY SO 
 
Since there are no streetlights lit, nor any lights coming from covered 
house windows to avoid the Allied planes to get a bearing on their 
position up in the air, and we having not planned for any real action, 
besides that it is very dangerous to do the same thing night after night 
at the same place at the same time, you could be sure that the 
Germans would like to find out who are responsible for this kind of 
destruction or harm to their military.  
 
To give it a rest I went with Casey to downtown Haarlem, maybe we 
could do something "easy" before 9 PM.  
 
Walking through the Kleine Houtstraat (The name of a shopping 
street) and coming to a corner of a crossroad with a 30 feet wide 
canal, known as the Kamper Vest we could hear a laud lady voice 
screaming ..Help,…. Help, ...Please help my husband. 
 

Going in the direction of this canal, I figured that due to the darkness her     
husband had fallen into this canal, had a heart attack or an accident, as I 
was walking towards the canal and coming halfway to this canal I 
almost bumped into two man leaning against each other, hey I taught 
what is this, one of the man was a German soldier, the other a Dutch 
civilian. The next thing I saw was that this Dutch guy was holding a 
German soldier by his wrist pointing straight up in the air, and way up I 
saw an pistol, by doing that, avoiding the German to shoot this Dutch 
guy. It did not take me more than a few seconds, jumped up and grabbed 
the pistol at the barrel and held on to the pistol, ripping it out of this 
soldiers hand. 
 
Coming down with my feet on the pavement I realized that I was the 
new owner of a very nice Luger pistol. Stepping some three steps away 
from this scene I said in Dutch "Push the German off from you, I have 
his pistol" 
 
Realizing what I had just done, thinking that having a pistol on me and 
another German would jump me, he would be allowed to shoot me 
instantly, because this was in their eyes for sure hand to hand combat. 
 
According to posted bulletins all over towns, with warnings that if 
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harming was done to the German military or destroying their property, a 
severe punishment would follow. 
 
With this pistol in my pocket walking with Casey in the direction  of my 
home (where I had six guns hidden already), in near sticky dark walking 
on sidewalks we occasionally could hear steps coming from the opposite 
direction. 
The best thing I could think of was to throw the pistol on someone's 
front lawn next to the sidewalks not getting caught with a pistol in my 
overcoat pocket, after we had passed and could not hear any sound of 
foot steps any more, we tiptoed a few steps back and started looking on 
our knees with our hands in the grass for the gun where it had landed. 
We had to do this for at least six times before we were home, gaining a 
very nice shiny pistol I did not have to oil or repair, and the nine bullets 
came for free too. 
During walking home, listening again at the banging from trying to 
shoot airplanes down, and after some 20 groups of seven planes had 
passed we saw one smoking again, several white specs appeared 
(parachutes) twenty seconds later, the plane coming down all in pieces 
of flames. Seeing this asking Casey "Can we do something about this". 
The problem was that the barn with our camouflage suits was about one 
mile away from where we were. We decided to take watch from the barn 
or close to it in our camouflage suits from around nine PM. on the time 
the Bumble Bees came over. 
The latter was found to be the best way, so from now on nearly every 
night we were at the barn watching if a plane would come down close by 
or near a park with big trees called the Haarlemmer Hout what was just 
one city block away from the barn.  

HOME 
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TRYING TO GET A PICTURE,� � � �
� � � � � was not all that easy. 

Both pictures were taken in mid 1943, the days before they 
started flying at nights.�

The "Bumble Bees" (B 17's) going loaded with bombs to Germany 

This was just one of the 
lucky shots from German 
Anti-Aircraft cannon in the 
wheat field. 
 
Above and left: Daytime.  
Flying was changed due to 
being too risky. 
Flying resumed as soon as 
darkness fell over Holland. 

I am sorry for the grainy pictures, but it was just a spec on the negative, 
it shows you at least something. 



36 

Three weeks went by without shooting down any airplanes, even with an 
increase of planes we almost gave up dressing every night in our 
camouflage suit ready to go into the woods, still nothing happen. 
Two of the guys were ask to be on watch the other including Maas were 
grinding and welding road pins again. 
A few weeks later the "watch-guys" came storming into the barn that a 
smoking plane was almost right above us. 
Dressing quickly into our camouflage suits we went to see at what 
direction the parachutes would float by the direction of the wind.  
Heading by guessing where they would come down in the "Haarlemmer 
Hout" (a large 50 acres park with lots of trees and underbrush), once in 
the park we went very carefully with the frog codes into this park. 
Before we entered the park we made sure that each of us 4 boys knew 
the frog code. 
Kees (Casey) # 1, Harry # 2, Gus (me) # 3 and Hans # 4.  Every two 
minutes we clicked. When Casey clicked one time then Harry two times 
then me three times then Hans four times, If the frog sound was getting 
faint we were too far apart, if the click was too strong we were too close. 
In case one of us saw any danger he would click six times in a rapid 
succession what meant freeze and look for the closest brush to hide 
under or behind. 
Roughly 15 minutes later the sequence of clicks started all over again, 
however if the danger still existed this person must click six times and 
keep hidden then we knew which one was closest to any danger. 
 
Slowly skimming the woods one time, this funny story I have to tell you 
about, looking up trees if parachutes were hanging on tree branches, we 
knew that this was a sure sign that one or more pilots were around. The 
regular click sequence started again, when it got interrupted with the Six 
clicks...FREEZE, twenty second went by as we heard in a soft slow 
voice in English "Anyone there" ? We knew what this meant and said 
"Yes, the Dutch Resistance, come out you are in good hands". 
Ones this pilot came from behind a tree he flustered "We were instructed 
if we would hear this clicking we were in good hands, thanks you, 
guys". "Yea sure" someone of us said "I can feel the Ants crawling in 
my neck" 
One of our guys would stay with this pilot while we went on looking for 
more. In a similar matter we got two more, so we went back to the first 
found pilot and very slowly back to the barn. 
In October 1944 we went out again on a similar mission, but this one 
was with heart bouncing and scary twenty minutes. 
As another airplane was coming down near us,  going out in October as 
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I described before but this time we encountered some eight German 
soldiers walking and looking for the same pilots we were. 
For several minutes and at several of these operations I could feel my 
heart bouncing in my neck right below my lower jawbone. 
The difference between us and them was that the Germans were talking 
and laughing together besides that they were using their flash lights, 
therefore we were much more successful in retrieving the pilots. 
Since we could not keep the pilots (3 at this time) all in the same place 
(the barn), we had to ask the girls to move them around, they did this 
even in daylight, walking the pilots arm in arm down the streets. 
The Resistance being in contact with other groups of five counties by a 
secret code known as "The Handel Project". where to keep the pilots 
moving them in a Southerly direction, so from us to the county of 
Utrecht and finally to Valkenburg. (See map of S. Limburg page 47). 
The shooting down of Airplanes did not happen all that often 
considering that every week they came 4 or 5 times over us, if I make a 
calculation that about 200 days a year times some 70 planes per night is 
about 14000 planes times 5 pilots is a whopping 72.000 pilots flew 
both ways over Holland in 1944, and this are just conservative 
numbers, knowing that later in 1944 the amount had increased due to 
the mass production of B-17 bomber planes.�

SHOCKING NEWS 
Two guys of my group executed. 

�
Hans Schnitger one of our groups' sister was engaged to Kees van Lent) 
came with the message that Kees van Lent and Brother Joseph two guys 
of our group had been executed by a firing squad, the Germans arrested 
them a year ago and confiscated the short-wave equipment. 
Not knowing if the Germans found any papers connecting us (the seven 
other guys) to Kees van Lent and/or Brother Joseph, therefore we had to 
split up and hide somewhere else, my parents contacted for my safety for 
me to work these last few months in Germany at a Dutch building 
contractor forced to rebuild Dortmund in Germany. 
I did not mind to go to Dortmund 45 miles across the Dutch border into 
Germany because of several reasons. 
First, getting out of Holland because of mass executions of 
"Undesirables", including our two radio guys and my cousin, second, the 
Germans stole most of the in Holland grown potatoes and vegetables, 
food was getting critical short in the last eight months and third, I did not 
like the taste of Tulip bulbs in any way it was cooked. 
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� Forced foreign labor AT WORK in Germany.�
�

Hitler's biggest problem was, since his Generals needed more soldiers in 
the field, Hitler forced foreigners to work in Germany to replace 
Germans in War material factories, or we and other foreigners had to do 
without any food stamps in their native country.  
This reduced the war material output to below sixty percent. Due to: # 1 
Working in other than your own profession. # 2 Angry to be forced to 
work there. # 3, of course no-one would and/or could understand nor 
speak the German language, what did slow down the war material 
production.�
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SINCE THE GERMANS DID NOT KILL ME…… 
       Leaving Holland for two months to be safer inside Germany 
 

THE  B-17's ARE TRYING THEIR DARNEST TO 
KILL ME NOW. 
 
Now that I was in Dortmund, Germany, D-Day had started on the 
French coast. A Dutch rebuilding company had about thirty forced 
Dutch laborers, jokes appeared in German newspapers about foreigners, 
(See left page) carpenters, bricklayers, plumbers and road builders doing 
repair work on bombed out homes and roads. 
At nights as the first alarm sounded, all of us, including many older and 
mostly female Germans with their kids age 0 to 10 were running all over 
town to cellars or underground concrete bunkers. 
The B-17's were at least two times a week bombing Dortmund. 
Let me describe to you what this was like: 
Around nine-thirty PM we could hear the warnings (In German) over the 
radio that bomber planes arrived above the city of Bocholt.  
Bocholt was the city where the groups of planes were splitting up in 
going North-East to Berlin or East to Frankfurt or South to the Ruhr 
area. The Ruhr area was (and still is) a heavy industrial area with cities 
like Essen, Duesseldorf, , Krefelt, Duisburg and Dortmund. 
When the sirens sounded we had to run to the cellars closest by, in my 
case the cellar underneath the Hindenburg Ober Reale Gymnasium a 5 
story stone school building about half a city block large. 
At below street level was a large steel entrance door to protect the 
people inside a large basement. We waited for people to arrive in the 
cellar until the flares showed up, these flares were dropped from one of 
the first planes that arrived above the city, dropping flares on small 
parachutes in a large circle lighting up the whole city.   
This was a "for sure" sign that Dortmund would be bombed in the next 
fifteen minutes, at flare time we had to shut the steel door to the cellar. 
Sitting on benches next to mostly Germans, as all hell broke loose. 
If it was a half second whistling sound prior to an explosion that meant 
that the bomb was at least 2 to 3 miles away from the building, it was 
very quiet in the cellar, even I was nearly holding my breath listening to 
a whistle, then a big bang, lights went off, flashlights went on, the 
building shaking, chalk came from the ceiling, and most of the ladies 
were hollering "Noooo", terrified kids started crying, some man 
hollering laud, .."RUHE" - meaning "Quiet".  
After thirty minutes of bomb explosions after bomb explosion all over 
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town as all of a sudden it stopped, realizing that the planes had left. 
Waiting about half an hour we could open the steel door, as orange 
smoke busted into the cellar, closing the steel door in a hurry again. 
Waiting for another half a hour opening the steel door again, the smoke 
had diminished to the point that we could see across the street, the sky 
was lit with dirty orange smoke mixed with the color of burning houses. 
Being interested what it would look like I went with a few guy's from 
the building company looking down the street. This sight I cannot ever 
forget, the noise of burning roofs collapsing, burning windows and brick 
walls crashing down on sidewalks, bricks and debris laying everywhere 
from roads and houses blown to pieces. It is an unforgettable sight not to 
mention the heat, to see and feel a city, an entire city, on fire. 
Here and there burning firebombs on the pavement. These firebombs 
(hexagon, silvery in color one foot long 1.5 inches in diameter)  were 
mean things impossible to extinguish, burning like electrical welding. 
It was very dangerous at bombing nights to walk around town because 
explosions were still going on from timed bombs, to explode one, two or 
three hours later. 
I remember at one particular bombing of Dortmund, maybe my ninth 
bombing raid, I got kind of angry, what is the use of bombing a city that 
was almost burned to the ground from the last two bombings. 
Many things went through my mind during these bombings, like, are 
they now really trying to kill me, and, it looks to me they had a 
manufacturer sale of bombs in the United States. During one of my first 
bombing raids I remember saying to myself  "Hey guys up there, don't 
forget …  I am on your  side, remember" ! 
At daybreak walking only in the center of the streets, here and there you 
see craters in the pavement about eight to ten feet in diameter and about 
five to seven feet deep, on either side of this funnel like hole dripping 
liquid out of broken pipes from water and/or sewer lines. 
While I walked with one of the employees down a street, we saw a 
skinny dog running with an obvious piece of a human part, stunned 
taking a second look as this dog passed, we saw a partially clothed arm 
with the fingers dragging over the pavement from someone who was too 
late in getting to a cellar or concrete bunker. 
When I say "All hell broke loose" in my opinion this bombing was Hell 
for sure, worse than a bad dream. 
The news went around that the U.S. and it's Allies had invaded France  
what made me to decide to go home and look for my old buddies in the 
resistance and get active since they would need me for sure now. 
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D-DAY WE WERE WAITING FOR AND WHAT 
WAS PROMISED TO US FOR OVER TWO 
YEARS. 
 
About two weeks later I took of with the train to the Dutch city of 
Utrecht, hoping that the Allies had set foot on wall and/or made progress 
in France however I did not know where they had landed. 
This train ride took me about ten hours and took the bus to my old 
stamping grounds the City of Heemstede where my parents lived  with 
my brothers and sisters. 
My group of resisters (HE-NH-3) was again active even now that two of 
my group who were sending and receiving coded messages had been 
picked up by the Germans while I was in Germany. 
In the mean time while I was in Germany they had again contact with 
London  since the Allies needed us now more since D-Day. 
The message from London ask us to derail German war material 
transports either way by truck or train as we had done several times 
before and particular now since the Germans took all the war material 
from the west coast of Holland to the direction of Paris. 
London was notified by resistance groups North West of Heemstede 
called IJmuiden that the Germans were loading Tanks, Anti Aircraft 
Cannons even their Bulldozers on flatbed trains, the message from 
London's Covert Operations wanted us to derail any and all since we are 
crackerjacks in derailing by now and were eager to comply. 
Two went to Paris but because of our two pieces of two-by-two in the 
track switches trains laying now sideways on the tracks.  
Weeks of fighting went on at a terrible cost of man and material as the 
German radio announced that they had won the battle of Paris, like the 
"Fuhrer" had promised assuring that "They (the Allies) never will cross 
the Rhein river". 
A few days thereafter the Allies did enter Paris and went Northeast into 
Belgium. 
Then came London with a similar request to derail trains to Northeast of 
Belgium, however we did not know that the Germans had cut off and 
surrounded British and American soldiers, we knew only that the 
German radio said that the "Wehrmacht" (German Military) had stopped 
the advances to southwest Germany, we did not know at that time what 
was going on in Bastogne but London knew of the surrounding of 
British and American troops who were bogged down in the Ardennes 
mountains. 
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Now it was of the utmost of our actions to derail any train and also truck 
transports by any of the Dutch and Belgian resistance groups. 
Receiving a phone call from a coastal resistance group that a "Heavy 
Weight" had departed, we went in a hurry to the barn redressed in our 
camouflaged clothing and went on our bikes to where the train would go 
either south or East, it did not matter to us because the way we derailed 
train transports it should be derailed anyhow. 
We had to plan this operation as usual by the seconds not minutes. 
As we came to the switch inserted the crowbar and stuck the two pieces 
of two by two on either side of the blades (See page 25). 
It took still some twenty-five minutes as we did hear the train coming 
The five of us were at that time some six hundred feet away from the 
train track as we did hear several loud noises and metal squealing, what 
was for us a sign of "Mission Accomplished" 
You have to remember that we ONLY operated after dark but so did the 
Germans being afraid that some now after D-Day spitfire planes 
operated at daytime all over western Europe. 
Why we asking our self was it so important to concentrate on the 
Ardennes mountains North East Belgium, close to the Dutch borders. 
The stinkers of London Covert Operations did not tell us that the Allied 
forces were caught and surrounded for two months by the German forces 
near Bastogne because of the three feet of snow. 
It did not matter to us, on the contrary now we had to work harder to get 
them free so we did what we could any which a way at any time. 
 
Two days later I was asked to get a box with canned food in the North of 
Haarlem (since the Germans took most of the food to Germany) what 
was about eight miles north of where I was living. 
Picking up this box  it must have been some forty pounds, too heavy to 
carry for eight miles but because of the derailment they inserted busses 
to bypass the train tracks and the cleanup of the derailed train. 
So, I took the bus, after some five stops, low and behold here came three 
German soldiers inside the bus as one came sitting next to me putting his 
rifle between his knees what scared the devil out of me because that 
could be a sign to arrest me at the next stop. 
After some three stops of the bus my scare did slowly go away but I was 
thinking by myself to ask this soldier if he would know when the train 
tracks would be reopened because this bus ride was a hassle. 
The next thing about two stops later what came to my mind was, would 
he like to know if I was involved in derailing this train mess, but then I 
said to myself, Gus keep your mouth shut but when I had to get off the 
bus I laughed  walking home getting away with it all.    
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LOOKING FOR FRIEND RESISTERS IN OTHER 
TOWNS AND RESISTANCE MEMORIES. 
 
In my old routine again, still in the printing business, paper was 
available again, my Dad looking for a job and found one in Valkenburg 
in the county of South Limburg. 
On weekends he came home, what he considered a drag, and told my 
Mom that he liked to move.  
My kid brother Gerard, looking for memorabilia from the war what the 
Germans had left behind. 
Trying to find some of my old Resistance buddies proved difficult 
because some had moved, Casey who had studied before the war for 
Captain of freight ships was assistant to the harbormaster in Montevideo 
in South America. Hans Schnitger had married and moved to the town of 
Den Helder. Harry Moulish was a writer and moved to Amsterdam. I 
spoke to several parents of them telling me all the particulars of my old 
buddies. 
Living close to the river Spaarne, I bought a canoe made in Brazil from a 
hollowed out twelve foot tree what we of course called 'the Brazil'. One 
day Gerard came with a wooden box home what contained some sixteen 
German hand-grenades. It were eight inches hollow sticks one inch in 
diameter with what looked like a small metal can on one side, a rope 
through the hollow stick with an one inch ring on the end. 
Gerard had an idea to go fishing and placed this box grenades in the 
Brazil and went to the middle of the River,  pulled the string counted 
two seconds and in the river it went.  Counting "twenty-one, twenty-two, 
twenty-three"… BOOM. Another second went by as a waterspout five 
feet high appeared, then he said "Wait about twenty seconds and be 
ready" as slowly fish came to the surface on their side and paddled the 
canoe to the biggest fish we could find. You had to be quick because the 
fish were stunned for only two or three minutes. 
Tree weeks went by as my Dad had found a home we could temporary 
rent in the town of Nuth  in the county of South Limburg 
Within a month everything was packed (except the Brazil) and went to 
the city of Nuth. 
Being in Nuth my dad knew Mr. Cremers the former Mayor of the town 
who had for the fun a small print shop, not too long thereafter I made an 
agreement to buy the shop and started a weekly newspaper. 
If you run a newspaper you have to have advertisers to make it a go, 
therefore I met most of the business people in town. 
My sister Liz  met a boy by the name of  Henry Leunissen, his mother (a 
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DOWNTOWN VALKENBURG 
Today Valkenburg is a tourist city, visited by many people from 
countries all over the world. 

This town was the final stage where the B-15 and B-17 pilots were hidden in 
attics before they went by railroad box cars to the French resistance. 
Valkenburg was considered by the Germans not a vital nor strategic city. 
Historical it went through several wars even by the Romans who build a wall 
around Valkenburg (See picture below) and still has some Gabel stoned roads as 
you can see next to the bicycle. 
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Widow) did run with another son "Jo" a large lumber yard.  One day as I 
talked to her she casually mentioned that she did hide shot down pilots 
during the war, pointing to one of the closed-in (more expensive) wood 
storage buildings, "Up there we kept them" she said. 
She went on saying "They were here for about three weeks. The witte 
from Sittard and Mr. Sangen came to pick them up at nights, some pilots 
spoke funny English (Irish) I could not understand" She said. 
Thinking about all this I had to contact this Mr. Sangen since 'The Witte 
of Sittard (A man with white hair from the city of Sittard) had died in a 
car crash during a chase with German military going after him".. Mrs. 
Leunissen told me that the Germans were after him since he was a 
known resister all during the war. 
 
A few days later I called this Mr. Sangen, and told him about my 
resistance years, he found it funny but interesting and laughed several 
times aloud during this phone call with him, he asked me to see him at 
the cement plant in Valkenburg. 
"You know" he said "After the Germans invaded us in May 1940 and 
gasoline was unavailable, I had to shut down the plant, and did about the 
same things your group had been doing, except the recovery of airman 
because they never flew over our territory. "BUT" he said aloud "We did 
more than that for the pilots, besides other things". 
"You told me that you met Mrs. Leunissen in the town of Nuth, well I 
went to her many times picking up those pilots hidden there, if you have 
time one evening come to my home and I tell you all about it". 
On a Saturday evening I went to his home in the city of Heerlen. After 
some small talk he started to talk about his experiences with the pilots. 
"In the fall of 1943 a Germans officer contacted me and asked what it 
would take to start up the cement plant again. I told him that I needed an 
unlimited amount of diesel fuel and gasoline, about fifteen employees 
and tons of small gravel, because I was making only cement, concrete 
has an ingredient of cement, sand and gravel. Two weeks went by as 
trucks arrived with tons of pea gravel. 
Starting the whole plant again and loading boxcars with bags of dry 
concrete, the Germans rolled in a steam locomotive and off they went 
with a Dutch steam-engine driver." 
"Now" He went on  "I asked the Dutch train conductor that the papers 
said to deliver the boxcars to a town near Lille in North West of France, 
close to the coast to make sure, that he knew.  
After some four or five times fort and back I got a visit from that same 
SS Officer hollering at me that some of the boxcars never reached the 
town of La Forclas near Lille in North-West France. 
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Being afraid of this loudmouth, and still in the Resistance movement. 
About one week later I contacted loudmouth and ask him what about I 
stay with the boxcars and make sure that it will be delivered to Lille, but 
added that they have to give me a German uniform of a high ranking SS 
Officer and papers to go along with it.(SS stands for Protection Staff) 
Another week went by as loudmouth had the OK and could come to fit 
this uniform, but a commander wanted me to "Pledge the Allegiance to 
the Flag" (the swastika) - (The title of my first booklet) . 
"What I had in mind was the safety of the pilots what was getting a 
dangerous problem where to hide them all, thinking dividing them 
among the boxcars and bring them (including the bagged concrete) to 
the French resistance anywhere on the west coast of France". 
Being in contact via short-wave radio with coded messages like you all 
did, I received the go ahead from the covert operations department of 
Radio Free Europe but gave me a complicated set of new secret codes. 
Now that I was a "Big Wheel" in the German SS and at nights put some 
six pilots in each boxcar, I stood with the train until we were in Lille. 
Before we left we coded the message to England like this: 
Here is VG-ZL-1 The five boxes of peaches will arrive on Sept 18 at 11 
PM, please confirm. 
Deciphering this code:  
VG ZL-1 the resistance city and number. VG for Valkenburg the first 
and last letter of the resistance city, ZL-1 stands for Zuid (South) 
L imburg the county location, the 1 was the Resistance group number. 
The five boxes  relates to five boxcars (could be also six or seven) 
Peaches,  Pilots, at times called Plums or Pears, done just to confuse the 
Germans, any fruit starting with a "P" 
Now comes the big trick, if the Germans could or did deceiver this code: 
The French pickup date had to be 5 days before arriving time (so not on 
September 18 but on the 13th) . 
The time had to be subtracted also by 5 hours (instead of 11 PM it will 
be 6 PM pickup time) three hours before curfew and dark by then.. The 
curfew for the French as well for the Dutch was at nine PM, put in effect 
so that the occupation forces could relax and sleep in city buildings or 
school sports halls. It was for us less dangerous after curfew but still had 
to operate with our frog and in our camouflage suits. 
If for any reason the Germans did deceiver the code, they would be too 
late at arrival of the cement with the pilots, as a matter of fact five days 
and/or five hours too late. We had to wait for a confirmation from 
England because England had to notify the French Resistance, so that 
we knew the French would be able to take the pilots from us, I never had 
any problem with the French. 
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G  E  R  M  A  N  

HOLLAND 

FINAL ROUTE OF THE 127 PILOTS WE SAVED FROM POW CAMPS.          
Route in blue the pilots came from eastern Holland with Valkenburg as final destination:           
Route in black from western Holland - Green arrow shows from Valkenburg to France 
then to Spain and finally back to their base in England during 1942 - 1943 - 
1944 and 1945. 

MAP OF LIMBURG COUNTY IN THE NETHERLANDS 
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THE WALL OF HONOR  
Located in the Yamhill County Courthouse,  
McMinnville, Oregon 

The Five  
"BUMBLE BEES" (Pins) 
Represent the five pilots 
I rescued  keeping them out 
of German hands and back to 
their units. 

I was invited to participate by the Yamhill County Commissioners among 
seventy other veterans from several past wars. 
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At 6 PM the French were at the boxcars, I broke the seals from the doors 
of the boxcars and opened them very slowly. 
This was done in a wooded flat area 10 miles from the final destination 
point, in most cases the town of La Forclas some 25 miles west of Lille. 
"So" Sangen went on "You can see that we did something with the 
pilots, I can imagine that the few you helped, were among the 127 we 
brought to the French Resistance, they moved them to the country of 
Spain from where they flew back to England. 
After telling me his story I said to him " You know we in Heemstede 
were often wondering where the pilots went, we knew of the county of 
Utrecht but we never knew what happen after that, as you well know 
England gave us nice directions in covert operations but they were very 
picky about secrecy. When I shot myself by repairing guns during those 
years not even my parents brothers and sisters knew about the seven 
pistols I had hidden in my bedroom, that came only known after I had to 
tell my mom in the Hospital  what was wrong with me. 
I went several times to Sangen and relived the stories of what and how 
the Resistance did during these forty months of World War Two. 
At one of those talks he told me "You know what,… As we were 
liberated some of the so called patriotic Dutch citizens went to the city 
police telling them that I was during the war a German SS Officer, guess 
what they picket me up. But after three days they discovered the truth 
and released me from jail with an apology "Yea" I said to Sangen "War 
is a bad invention, you are damned if you don't, and damned if you do 
get involved, it is all on who's side you are on, and/or what military 
force you are able and/or willing to help, even at risks of getting 
executed".  
NOTE: 
I am convinced that we did help the Allied forces each group of resistors 
doing their own thing, it bothers me however that we did not as of today 
received any U.S.A. recognition, what is in my opinion a kick in the but 
for the hundreds who paid for it with their life for freedom. 
I am again on a War pad for Congress of the United States to recognize 
what we have done by proclaiming the Dutch Resistance as well as the  
French Resistance as a very helpful group during WW II. 
We never asked for any medals and don't want the same or any benefits 
the U.S. military received and still receive today. 
This is not that we ask for, just a proclamation of recognition, like the 
one I received from The American Legion, recognition what we surely 
earned, consider it a "pat on the back" from Washington DC. Don't you 
agree ? 
                                       A. F. "Gus" Smoorenburg  
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Johannes (Jan) Michael Smoorenburg  
 
Who was executed by a firing squad 
(See executing order in the next pages) 
           
He was in the resistance group in the 
City of Limmen in The Netherlands 
    
   
 
 
Cristina Maria Smoorenburg  
 
(Who died in Ravensbruck  
       
concentration camp being in the 
Amsterdam resistance, for helping 
hide and assist Jewish families) 

WHOLESALE EXECUTIONS 
 
According to West European Statistics 3.400 European 
resistance fighters were either executed or died in a concentration 
camp during WW II 
 
Among them were three family members (Cousins) from uncles of 
me 
Besides the two of my "Buddies" of my group HE - NH - 3 
Brother Josef Clingen and Kees (Casey) van Lent. 

This marker is placed in a new 
subdivision, also named streets after 
the 11 names on this stone 
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THE EAGERNESS TO KNOW IS VERY EVIDENT 
AFTER MY SPEECHES. 
 
At the end of my speeches I allow for a question and answer period. 
I really appreciate some questions from the audience about a particular 
situation I was in, therefore this book is an ongoing adding and adding 
again. The eagerness to know is gratifying to me what actually did 
happen from one minute to the next, during a dangerous situation, and 
how we got out of it, many times it brought laughs the sneaky way how 
we accomplished it and not getting caught by the Nazi's. 
 
Question: "Could you describe in more detail the reactions of some 
pilots during your retrieving of them" 
 
Answer: "The variation from one to another pilot was from scared to the 
funny, for instance the scared pilots were just sitting down not believing 
who we were, picturing themselves already in a German POW camp. 
The most funny instance I remember was proceeding with our frog 
clickers in near darkness as the six clicker sounded, meaning FREEZE, 
as all of a sudden here comes a pilot from behind a large tree some 200 
feet away from us walking to the direction of the clicking sound, saying 
in a loud voice "I knew it,...I knew it" still walking toward us. Being 
about 10 feet away from us I said to him in a soft voice "Hey shut 
up...no talk...OK ?"  Then I shook his hand and said "You have to realize 
that German soldiers are also looking for you, and they are all around us. 
"I know" the pilot said "But we were told at the base in England that if 
you hear a clicking sound you are in good hands of the Dutch resistance. 
 
"Next question please" a long 10 seconds of silence. 
 
"Could you describe derailing  trains in more detail" 
 
"Yes this is a very good question…but don't get any ideas,  this was a 
much more dangerous operation for us than picking up pilots, it had to 
be done like hit and run. We had to plan this not by minutes but by 
seconds not to get caught and bring every one of us in jeopardy. 
After we detached a two feet long bracket by removing a cotter pin and a 
washer we inserted a crowbar at the closed side, placing two six inch 
long pieces of two by two on either side of the direction switch. 
 
This switch made the train go either West or East, because of the 1.5 



52 

inches high and 3/4 of an inch thick rim on the inside of the wheel.   
Am I clear so far in explaining ? OK, now because of opening both sides 
of the track with those two by two pieces of wood the train could not go 
East nor West but straight ahead North with the result of having no rail 
to roll on just rolling on the wooden crossbars of the track. 
Since this had to be done by seconds we got away from this first 
derailment operation in a hurry to where our bicycles were hidden, 
redressed in our civilian clothes and tucked our camouflage suits in a 
canvas bag attached to our bicycles and went back to the barn. 
 
"You like to know a funny story what happen two days after we did 
derail this time. ? 
"We always were looking to the funny side of our operations, because 
this was what kept us going" 
"Two days after we derailed the second train with Tanks and Anti 
Aircraft cannons, I was asked in the late evening to get a box of canned 
food in a place in the North of Haarlem the nearest city to where the 
barn was located. 
This box was heavy,  maybe some twenty pounds to walk with for some 
nine miles back home, so I took a city bus special inserted due to the 
derailment to bypass the derailment mess. After some bus stops,  low 
and behold here comes a German soldier sitting next to me, what scared 
the Hell out of me because this could be a signal at the next stop to arrest 
me, but after some four more stops my fear did diminish after every stop 
we made, during this trip several things came to my mind". 
Should I ask this soldier (I do speak German also) if he by any change 
would know how many more days it would take before this train wreck 
would have been cleared up, because this bus ride was a hassle. Another 
thing flashed through my mind was, would he like to know that I was 
involved in wrecking this train, but then I said to myself "Gus, better 
don't rock the boat, keep your mouth shut". A few more stops and I had 
to go off the bus. Walking home I caught myself laughing getting away 
with it all.  
 
May I have another question ? 
 
"You were talking about a "Handel Project" what was that all about" ? 
 
Answer: "If I have some five more minutes I sure like to explain this" 
 
"Well, the "Handel Project" was a necessity to contact people who were 
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Something to think about….. 
 
The message I like to bring to you is that I never saw an Elephant kill an 
Elephant, or a Butterfly another Butterfly, nor did I ever saw a Horse kill a 
Horse. 
 
Our species the "Human beings" supposedly have superior brains, and what 
are we doing.. ? 
 
Ever since, even before World Wars we are using our brains to find more 
sophisticated ways to kill our species. 
 
It is time to put our brains to better uses and stop the killings, not only at the 
battle fields, but …. Downtown as well.     

This are just a few of the questions and answers what brought some 
laughs among the audience, but many times my heart was bouncing in 
my troth, was it a dangerous 40 months? ...Well, yes, but we saw it as …. 
It had to be done…. for freedom anywhere. 

willing to hide one or two pilots for a few days" 
Each local resistance group of the five counties involved in moving the 
pilots to the south of the county of Limburg and then to their final 
destination the city of Valkenburg, each local group had to vote on 
which (mostly) farmers families to contact and ask for a favor to hide 
two or three pilots for a few days". 
If this family was known to be anti Nazi among the members of the local 
resisters group, this family would be voted in, or out, to be contacted 
asking for this favor. This was known among all the resistance groups as 
"Operation Handel"  Why operation "Handel" you ask ? During the 1930 
- '40 and 50 years most Europeans were familiar with classical music, 
the "Hard Rock" music? was not invented yet. Handel composed as you 
may know "The Messiah" the lyrics are "Hallelujah" and expressing 
peace among all people, that’s why we chose to name this project "The 
Handel Project". 
"Is this somewhat clear to you?" Answer: "Yes, ….all this is very 
interesting, your speech of actions during World War II should be 
known all over our country, because we did not know all this".  
Answer "I think a resistance movie would do a much better job".  
  



54 

I  mailed to the Amer ican Legion this same book, and received this answer  
with a two page appreciation letter . 
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We knew the r isks involved, but many of us never did see the end of WWII . 

DEALING WITH RESISTERS UNDER ADOLF HITLER 
NO DUE PROCESS—CAUGHT YESTERDAY, EXECUTED TODAY. 

Into the old gravel pit, and … three bullets each. 
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