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Nils Svensen Was Not a Graduate 
Pilot But He Taught the Nazi Minions 
of Death Something About Flying 
When They Defiled the Home of His 
Ancestors! 

 
ILS SVENSEN dazedly studied the 
instrument panel of the Avro in 
which he was soaring skyward. He 

knew what everything on it meant, for he 
had memorized every detail. But he also 
knew that if Captain Marston, at the 
controls, had told him to put his right hand 
on a given instrument, he would have put 
his right hand on an entirely different one. 

Nils had always been a left-footed 
soldier. It was something that he couldn’t 
help, or understand. But it was definitely a 
fact. Everything he did, everything he tried 
to do, always managed to turn out the exact 
opposite of what he intended.  

Though he had been born and had lived 
all his life in the United States, Nils still 
had the slow drawl of Denmark in his 
speech. He had acquired it from his parents 
in babyhood and had never managed to 
discard the distinctive accent. 

In other ways there was no mistaking 
Nils for anything but a Dane, for he was a 
modern-day replica of his ancestral 
forebears, the Vikings. He was tall, six-
feet-three to be exact. He weighed a good 
two hundred, but not an ounce of it was fat. 
His bronzed skin bespoke of vigorous life 
in the outdoors, and there was something 

intriguing in how his disorderly shock of 
wavy blond hair seemed always to tumble 
into his clear blue eyes. 
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Yes, Nils was handsome. And a terrible 
flop as a flier. So much so, that it might 
have been a little difficult to explain why 
this day he was flying as observer for 
Captain Marston. What Nils did know was 
that this was his last chance to make good 
in the Air Corps that was fighting for his 
homeland in a war that was just started. He 
had to make good—he had been a wash-out 
as a pilot but the British had given him one 
chance at this post. If he failed— 

But he must not! His thoughts were 
grim as he thought of what the Nazis were 
doing to the land of his grandparents. That 
had to be stopped—and he must help stop 
it! He had not wanted to fight, but what 
else could a man do, with such an 
unanswerable reason for fighting? 

Nils knew what the British were up 
against now. Tension was like a steel wire, 
drawn to the limit and ready to snap at any 
moment. A new theatre of war might soon 
be opened for the slaughter. 

Suddenly, Nils was snapped out of his 
reverie. Marston was pointing up above 
him, yelling excitedly. 

“Here they come!” he shouted, grinning 
coldly. “We’re in for it now!”  

Nils looked up, awe in his eyes as he 
watched two flights of swift-flying 
Messerschmitts come hurtling down out of 
the clouds at them. Then he smiled, a warm 
glow coming to his eyes. 

“Let them come,” he muttered grimly. 
“I’m ready for them.” 

 
IS lips tight and determined, Nils sat 
quietly, waiting for the staccato 

chatter of death to fill the clear blue sky. 
The Germans were well trained. They held 
their fire until they got within shooting 
range. All the ammunition the German 
army had would be needed if they ever 
attacked France or England.  

Suddenly the holocaust was on! 
The Messerschmitts raked the Avro 

with streams of slugs, sending a torrent of 
death into the plane from all angles. Nils 
knew they were in a tight spot. At any 
minute the little plane might go 
plummeting into eternity. 

Calmly, as befitted his phlegmatic 
heritage, he kept pouring a steady stream of 
fire into the oncoming Nazis. Death might 
be waiting for him, might be inescapable—
but he was determined to take as many 
Nazis with him as possible. A cold, tight 
grin was etched on his face as he watched 
one of the sleek Messerschmitts jerk crazily 
in mid-air, wobble uncertainly for an 
instant, then go spiraling down into 
oblivion. 

Marston had the same idea, for his 
thumb held steadily on the trigger, was 
sending out flaming streams of death. 
Catching a German ship in his ring-sights, 
pressure on the trigger trips was not 
released until the pilot saw a burst of 
flames shoot out from the fuselage tank of 
a Messerschmitt. 

Marston followed the flaming crate 
down to the sea. And the remaining 
Messerschmitts followed Marston, raking 
the Avro with everything they had, as their 
savage anger was unleashed. 

Nils felt a thrill of exultation as the 
Avro plummeted downward. He knew his 
pilot, knew that Marston was cold-
bloodedly calm in such a situation as this. 

Marston jammed left rudder, went up 
and over on wing tip, then flattened out. 
Again, one of the Germans made the 
foolish mistake of getting within range of 
Nils’ guns. Coolly, with eyes narrowed, 
awaiting the exact moment to fire, he sent a 
screaming line of tracer right into the 
cockpit of the Messerschmitt. 

He saw the Nazi pilot jerk in his seat, 
then slump down lifelessly. 

The Messerschmitt shuddered as it 
went over in a half arc. Nils shouted 
triumphantly as it went racing down to the 
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icy seas. He swiveled his head to see what 
the pilot was doing—and caught a sharp, 
rasping breath. Captain Marston’s guns 
were still, his hands hung listlessly. He was 
leaning forward in his seat, and his eyes 
were closed. Captain Ted Marston was 
dead, a bullet in his heart! 

Sudden panic that no gunfire could 
have engendered seized Nils Svensen in an 
icy grip. He was aloft in a plane alone—
something that had never happened before, 
though he was familiar with the working 
controls of the ship. Then grim 
determination tautened Nils’ hard, bronzed 
face. It was up to him now. He had to bring 
this ship back safely! 

And it was at that tense moment, while 
tracer screamed and whined about the little 
Avro, with its dead man cargo, and 
swooping Messerschmitts seemed to fill the 
battle-torn skies by thousands, that a crazy 
man took possession of the Avro—a crazy 
man with a white face that was utterly 
calm, with hands that were steady and 
miraculously sure. 

Nils Svensen did not even stop to think 
what to do. That was when he always did 
everything wrong. There was no time to 
think, anyhow, when he had to fly like hell, 
and shoot like hell, and keep the enemy in 
sight. 

In that instant of stress, all he had ever 
tried to learn about flying was blanked 
from Nils Svensen’s mind. With a queer 
sort of exultation he subconsciously 
realized that speed was his, that guns were 
at his hands, and that there were hated 
Germans in zooming swastika-marked 
crates to be fought. And as he leaped into 
battle, with strained wings screaming, he 
was no longer an awkward flier, but a 
human machine keened to his job and with 
a deadly purpose in mind. 

 
EARING his own guns going full 
blast, and seeing two Messerschmitts, 

dead ahead of him, Nils opened his blue 
eyes wide, let the Avro have her head. She 
wavered a little, perhaps because the hands 
and feet of Nils could not perform miracles 
of coordination so soon after twenty-five 
years of being at odds with one another. 
But she flew! And the Avro, which the 
Germans had seen going down out of 
control, was now flown by someone the 
Nazi fliers must have thought a maniac. 

There was nothing orthodox about the 
flying of Nils Svensen. He saw two 
enemies had headed for them, guns 
flaming. If they did not get out of the way 
he would certainly crash into them. So he 
was scarcely surprised when one of the 
crates flashed away to the right, slanting 
down the sky. 

He thought at first it was simply trying 
to avoid a head-on crash. But when it did 
not level off, Nils Svensen knew with a 
queer clutch in his heart, that he had 
blasted an enemy out of the sky. 

Then he went mad with the lust for 
battle. Here was battle such as the Vikings 
had known, though those long-dead 
ancestors of his had barged into the fray in 
longboats—not swift-winging planes. But 
their blood was in him, and he was as 
dauntless in the face of death as they had 
been. 

His feet worked madly on the controls. 
His hands—why wouldn’t the Avro obey 
them? He wanted to fly to the left, and 
found himself looping instead. And when 
he got the plane straightened out again the 
Messerschmitts were between him and the 
sea far below. 

The Nazi pilots, their mouths hanging 
open, were looking up at him, and with a 
wild thrill of exultation, Nils knew that 
they were afraid! Again, his guns chattered 
like mad, and he dived his Avro at full 
speed at those broad backs below. No 
matter what happened when he crashed. 
Little chance he had of coming out of this H 
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alive anyway, flying wild as he was.  
What did it matter if he died in a crash, 

if he could take two more Germans with 
him? The one big thought in his mind was 
that those two broad backs below were his 
target. So he dived — and missed! 
Somehow he slipped past the right-hand 
one, side-slipping at the last instant of 
diving as he had intended. 

But up until his right wing had 
dropped, he had kept his guns flaming. And 
he was not greatly surprised when he 
somehow managed to lift his nose so that 
the sea was no longer directly ahead of it, 
and saw a Messerschmitt plummeting 
toward the deep blue water in a terrific 
dive, with a comet-tail of black smoke 
marking her plunge down the ramps of the 
sky. Nils Svensen had killed again! 

This was simple, this business of 
killing, flashed through Nils’ mind. You 
sailed in much as you would in a rough-
and-tumble—put your head down, flung 
yourself in with your fists flailing, 
throwing them like rocks on the ends of 
strings. You tried to keep your feet from 
getting tangled until you came to grips. 
And then you slugged and panted until 
something dropped—and it must never be 
you. 

Nils Svensen did something that 
leveled his ship off. What it was he had no 
idea, Perhaps something he subconsciously 
remembered from his teaching. Or perhaps 
his hands and feet had worked 
automatically as long as he had not 
consciously tried to make them do things. 

When he found that he had the sky to 
himself, for the first time he had his doubts 
about the ability of Nils Svensen. What to 
do now! The sea stretched away to 
everywhere, and it was deep and wet. And 
suddenly Nils Svensen did not want to die. 

He looked all about, his eyes wide—his 
Norseman’s eyes, that not even the smoke 
of great American cities had ever been able 

to dim—and saw a smudge on the far 
horizon which any man less keen-eyed 
would have missed. He had no idea in what 
direction it was, but he knew it was land, 
and where a plane might come down 
without sinking. 

 
E tried to point the Avro’s nose in 
that direction, but the plane seemed 

to have developed a stubborn streak. The 
hands of Nils Svensen were all thumbs 
again, as he fiddled with controls. He 
almost howled with frustrated fury when 
everything he did kept him from heading 
toward that smudge on the horizon, as he 
wished with all his soul to do. But in the 
end, he quit his conscious struggling again, 
and let his hands and feet do their work. 

And suddenly, by some miracle, the 
smudge was dead ahead, and coming 
swiftly toward him. Something must have 
been planted in his hands and feet in spite 
of his slow mind, by the endless 
instructions of all the men who had tried to 
teach this patient Dane to fly. 

Nils did a wise thing then, when he felt 
that he was flying level again. He took his 
hands and feet from the controls, and let 
the Avro fly as she would. Gradually the 
smudge on the horizon became more than a 
smudge. It became land whose outlines 
took on a definite meaning. The blue eyes 
of Nils Svensen began to glow. 

“Look, Captain!” he muttered to the 
lifeless Marston. “Denmark! And I’ve 
always wanted to see it!”  

The Avro hummed on. All those Nazi 
bullets in her made her shudder and rattle. 
She swooped and nosed up, and flew 
erratically. 

And then he knew that he was coming 
home—to Denmark! For he could not 
mistake the shape of that point of land. He 
had seen it so many times on maps in 
geographies when he had been in school, 
and in the newspapers since this war had 
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started and he had come across the sea to 
play his own part against a threatened 
scourge. 

Home! Where his parents had been 
born, where their parents had lived and 
died. And where those who had come 
before them, back and back, had been great 
men, great sailors, who were not left-footed 
and awkward! 

It was then that, outside the three mile 
limit, he saw the British cruiser apparently 
much on the alert. And from nowhere came 
a British Gloster, with a pilot signaling to 
him to come close to the ship. He 
understood the signals, but knew that if he 
tried to get near the ship he might crash 
into her. He could not trust himself. 

The pilot signaled again. There must be 
something wrong with the Avro, Nils 
thought, and he must get close to the ship 
and set her down in the water—or he 
would be lost. 

That much he understood. But then a 
wild disappointment rose in him. Once 
aboard that cruiser he would never get to 
see Denmark. He wanted, desperately, to 
set his wheels down on Danish soil. But the 
habit of obedience was in him, and all he 
could do was try to obey orders. If he could 
set the course of the Avro for the side of 
the ship and touch her to the water, then let 
her slide toward the ship, she would be 
slowed down when she hit, so that at least 
she could do no harm. 

And so, with painstaking care—though 
he well knew that the more careful he was 
the more likely he was to do things 
wrong—he swung the Avro toward the 
ship, not quite sure how he even managed 
that. 

Somehow, though, he could not touch 
the water, and the side of the ship was 
hurling itself at him at dangerous speed. 
Sailors were darting to right and left to 
escape this plane being flown by an 
obvious madman. And Nils Svensen, 

terror-stricken, managed to hop the Avro 
over the cruiser and drop her into the water 
beyond. 

He was hurtling through the air one 
instant, deep in the cold waters of the sea 
the next. Then he was on the surface of the 
swirling waters, his nose was smashed and 
bleeding, and the Avro was sinking. 

 
ILS SVENSEN could swim. For some 
reason his awkward body had always 

been at home in the water when it was at 
home nowhere else. And he must recover 
the body of Marston, which had been 
thrown free when the Avro struck. He 
spotted it floating a short distance away 
and swam toward it, grasped the bloody 
head of the captain by the hair. 

He was swimming toward the side of 
the cruiser when the tender picked him up. 
The officer in the boat stared first at the 
dead captain, then at the uniform of Nils 
Svensen. He whistled. 

“How far did you fly that plane?” he 
asked. 

Nils raised his hand and pointed. 
“Far out,” he said. “The captain was 

killed a long time ago. It seems like hours.” 
They instantly caught the strange rise 

and fall of the drawled syllables of his 
speech. A sailor laughed. The officer 
looked grave. 

“You’re Scandinavian?” he asked 
curtly. 

“My father was a Dane,” said Nils. 
“My mother was a Dane, too. But I’m an 
American. I would have seen Denmark, if 
you had not ordered me down.”  

“Your broken landing gear would have 
smashed you up harder on land than on the 
water,” the officer said, as the tender took 
them swiftly over the choppy waves toward 
the cruiser. “You’re alive now. But you’d 
have been dead if you had tried to land in 
Denmark.”  

“Denmark is my fatherland,” Nils said 

N



STRANGE DESTINY 6

spiritedly. “The Danes would have 
welcomed me.”  

“Well, the Germans probably would 
have given you a hot reception,” snapped 
the officer. “With you in a British plane... 
Or maybe you didn’t know German troops 
occupy your principal cities, including 
Copenhagen. Your ancestral home, my lad, 
is in the hands of enemies.”  

Nils Svensen digested this thoughtfully. 
Then, very slowly, his accent more 
pronounced than ever, his blue eyes like 
chips of ice, he said: 

“Give me a plane. Give me the best 
fighter you have. I shall do all I can to 
drive them out. That’s what I went to war 
for.”  

The officer laughed. 
“But you are not even an officer. 

Besides, you can’t fly. Hundreds of us saw 
what a mess you made of trying.”  

“For Denmark I can fly,” said Nils 
Svensen. “For Denmark I forget myself. 
And when I forget myself there is nothing I 
cannot do. It has always been my difficulty, 
though, that I have not been able to forget 
myself often enough.”  

But they laughed at him, as always 
happened, and Nils Svensen said nothing. 
It never did any good to talk. But when 
they buried Marston at sea a little later and 
Nils Svensen watched the canvas-wrapped 
corpse slide into the sea, he muttered to 
himself: 

“They killed him. The same people 
who are killing mine, or will kill them if 
they refuse to be stepped on. And they will 
refuse. It is up to Nils Svensen to help 
chase them out.”  

His chance did not come until later, 
though Nils waited for it patiently. The 
cruiser landed him, with others, on the 
coast of Norway, which by then had 
entered the war on the side of the Allies, 
never guessing what Fate had in store. 
Nils’ people had been Danes and whether 

others could tell or not, there was a 
definite, distinct difference between the 
peoples of the two nations. And Germans 
bore arms, this very minute, in the streets 
of Copenhagen! It was unbearable, but he 
must be patient. . . . 

 
HE coast of Norway where the Allies 
were cooperating to the fullest with 

their newest ally was humming with 
activity. Barracks were being thrown up. 
Airfields were being organized. There was 
some talk, when Nils had been identified, 
about the heroic thing he had done. He 
understood he was to have a medal, but he 
did not care much about it. Likely he would 
be laughed at, if he wore it, and it would 
never be believed that he had really won it. 

He wasn’t sure he had won it himself. 
He was sure of just one thing—the 
Germans were in Denmark, riding 
roughshod over everybody, over people 
who were of his own blood. . . . 

His longed-for chance came early one 
morning when he went down to the new air 
field, where British fighters were ticking 
their propellers over, and men were taut. 
Tremendous battles on land and sea and in 
the air were being talked about. . . . But 
seventy miles away was the coast of 
Denmark. And that was all that really 
mattered to Nils Svensen. 

He wore his uniform with a new 
distinction, as though he had been born to 
it. Soldiers looked at him, and shook their 
heads, not understanding that look of 
determination on his face. Nils could never 
have told them. He was going home—and 
not deserting either, but going to fight the 
enemies of all these people about him. So 
why should they want to hold him back? 

He picked out a trim Gloster, not 
because he knew more about it than about 
any other plane, but there were many guns 
on it, and it was fast. It would take him to 
Denmark at top speed, faster than any other 
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ship would. The motor was idling, had 
been idling for some time. The ship was 
warm, ready. 

Nils Svensen crawled expertly into the 
Gloster, as he had seen other men crawl 
into other Glosters. He studied the 
instrument panel, and to his amazement he 
seemed to know what everything was for—
as if he always had known! He had been 
told a hundred times, a thousand times. 
Maybe just now realization had come, 
because all the time it had been buried in 
his subconscious, waiting to be recognized 
by his slow mind. And now that it was, he 
would never forget. Probably his terrifying 
experience in the Avro had awakened his 
mind to full consciousness, without his 
being aware of it. 

The Gloster began to sing her high tune 
of defiance. He tooled her down the field. 
Men were running toward him, shouting 
for him to stop. But he did not look back. 
They could not stop him without wrecking 
the ship. They would never do that. A high 
song of delight was rising in him, rising to 
a pagan paean. 

Nils Svensen was going home—and if 
anybody tried to stop him there would be 
trouble. Cold fury had taken possession of 
him. He was a Dane, a Viking of the air, 
and he was going to the rescue of his 
people! Any fliers who even tried to stop 
him would be endangered. 

The song in his soul was swelling to the 
roar of his motors. Whoever .got in his way 
would get hurt! And the more Nazis who 
got in his way, the- better he would like it. 
They were a plague descended on his 
country—his country though he had never 
seen it save as a smudge on the horizon. 

His country—and the Nazis had dared 
to take over! There was a ringing challenge 
in his ears as he could hear, in tune with his 
motor, the rumbling of their heavily shod 
feet on his country’s ancient cobblestones. 

Fear of the sky giant winging him aloft 

was gone. Timidity, hesitation, all hint of 
temerity had fled. Strange, now how the 
Gloster seemed to obey his every move. 
His hands seemed to know what to do, and 
his feet moved as if of their own accord on 
a well known routine. All he should have 
known, through training that had just 
seemed to filter through his brain. His 
heavy, awkward hands had become the 
hands of a man who, for the first time, was 
sure of himself. A man whose head, hands 
and heart obeyed his will. 

 
OOMING aloft, Nils Svensen tested 
out his guns with the calmness of a 

pilot who had known about guns all his 
life. They were in perfect working order. 

Grimly Nils settled down, with his 
motor full out, the nose of the Gloster 
pointed in the direction where Denmark 
would appear as a smudge on tae horizon. 
He roamed that horizon with his keen eyes, 
seeking the wings of the enemy. They 
would be flying in large groups winging 
toward France. Nils Svensen welcomed 
them. The more he could down, on his way 
home. . . . 

Then he saw them coming, like a great 
swarm of bees, that were fast growing to 
giant insects. And they were directly in his 
line of flight! 

The Nazi planes did not swerve as they 
came on. Why should a score or two-score, 
war planes of the First Reich give ground 
for one lone British plane? 

Nils could make out bombers, and 
pursuits in escort. They must be on their 
way to bomb the beautiful cities of France, 
after his country had been conquered. 

He straightened in his pit as the enemy 
planes loomed up, filling the sky ahead of 
him. And then, when they still did not 
swerve, Nils Svensen went hurtling in to do 
battle with his eyes blazing and his guns 
flaming a mad song of death! 

Then, in the space of the one hot, 
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rasping breath he drew, the ships of the 
enemy were all about him. Bullets whined 
past his ears. He could feel the Gloster 
flinch from the hammer blows of many 
bursts. He could see great bombers in his 
path, but he swerved from none of them. 
His bullets drilled into the midst of them as 
he yawed from right to left, instinctively, to 
make sure that he raked them thoroughly. 

And then one of the bomber’s loads let 
go! The sky exploded into a million pieces. 
A great vacuum opened all about the 
Viking of the air, then closed with a sound 
like a hundred thunderclaps. It seemed to 
force his eardrums inward, then to balloon 
them out again. It seemed bent on crushing 
the Gloster to bits, and he could hear her 
shriek in protest from every part of her 
tight structure. But somehow he had missed 
the heart of the explosion, and still flew on. 

But the explosion, smashing outward 
from the center, set off another one of the 
bombers. Then it felt to Nils Svensen that 
even his head burst like a bomb. The 
Gloster was sideslipping down the sky, 
toward the sea. Down with it went the 
pieces of wreckage of half a dozen ships. 

And one man—one Dane from 
America with a crusading mission had 
done more damage than a whole armada of 
British fighters could have done. That was 
proved by the wreckage which went 
drifting down; by the shards of airplanes; 
by the falling pieces of grisly things which 
once had been men; by the little geysers on 
the sea below, where all that was left of 
men and sturdy planes struck at the end of 
their long fall. 

A great blubbering sob broke from 
Nils’ throat as he fought to bring the 
Gloster out of her sideslip. She had been 
hammered and battered until she was a 
wreck which miraculously managed still to 
stay in the air. 

Through the red haze of shock which 
possessed the universe, and Nils Svensen 

with it, he could see that blue smudge on 
the horizon which he knew was Denmark. 
But he could not go there yet, not while 
there still were German planes aloft. 

 
HE German fliers, somehow 
recovering from the ghastly shock of 

the explosions, were closing up the horrible 
gaps the bursting bombs had made. Some 
pursuit ships were spitting lead as though 
to hammer him down for the horror he had 
loosed, as they wobbled back into 
formation. 

By sheer effort of will, Nils Svensen 
slanted his Gloster back toward the 
German armada, and kept his guns going 
until the group of enemy planes became 
smaller. For from somewhere a signal 
seemed to have been given, and they were 
drawing off. And at the very last, by 
whatever luck the gods of war had seen fit 
to bestow upon a fighting man, he saw a 
pursuit go plummeting down and crash into 
the sea. In a single engagement Nils 
Svensen, the left-footed soldier, the 
awkward, ugly duckling of the airforce had 
become a first-class fighting man—and 
more. How much more he probably never 
would know, for no mates had seen the 
havoc he had caused, and no enemy would 
ever admit that a single flyer who 
apparently had taken leave of his senses 
could do that much. 

Then he swung around. His controls 
were loggy, his crate just about keeping up, 
but moving ahead until he got that blue 
smudge before his propeller again. 

He dozed a little, perhaps, for there 
were bullets in his body that were draining 
his life away, little by little. They would 
take it all unless he reached medical 
attention, unless he got home. 

But he did not think of that—only of 
getting home. There, somewhere, friends 
and countrymen would find a way to cure 
him of the hurts he had received in the 
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strangest battle ever fought over the 
Skaggerak. 

But that was easy to explain. Denmark 
was in the hands of the enemy. “When I’m 
free again,” he thought, “and my homeland 
is free, I’ll be able to be a man again, to 
march, to fly. I have to be. I have to get 
back to England, somehow, for now I’ve 
earned that medal they wanted to give me. . 
. .” 

The smudge became more distinct. He 
remembered it from his last view of it. It 
grew into familiar outlines. He slanted 
down. A crash could not hurt him now. He 
was hurt all he could be hurt. All he wanted 
was to be conscious for a little bit before he 
died—conscious on his own soil.  

Then, there was the land under his 
Gloster, and he was sliding down. And 
soldiers of Germany were firing at him, 
running wildly about!  

ESS than ten days later two Danes 
attempted to escape from that prison 

camp. One of them was shot to death. But 
that wasn’t Nils Svensen. Stealthily, 
cautiously he wormed his way down to the 
coast-line. Sleeping in the fields, traveling 
like a fugitive from justice he went on and 
on. 

L
He straightened, felt the warm blood 

run down his chest, down his legs. Then he 
set his coughing, stuttering guns to 
chattering, sending bullets down at the 
invaders. The invaders answered with all 
they had, including rifle fire. But he set his 
Gloster down, thinking dimly that he might 
find a way to escape, or to destroy more of 
them before he died. 

And by the sheer force of his 
unconquerable will he gained the coastline. 
He stole a battered old rowboat there, and 
headed into the open sea like one of his 
Viking ancestors. And when it seemed that 
he could carry on no longer, he was sighted 
and picked up by a British cruiser. . . . 

He crashed then, and darkness smashed 
his world into nothingness . . . .  

Presently, he awakened to the guttural 
tones of German doctors, to the rough 
hands of enemy surgeons. Then he was out 
again for a long time. 

With blue chips for eyes and a soldierly 
set to his shoulders, Nils Svensen faced a 
lot of high-ranking officials in England and 
heard himself called a hero. They pinned a 
medal on him, and gave him a thin roll of 
paper. 

In silence, he waited for weeks through 
convalescence, while Germans stared at 
him, and whispered behind their hands. 
Finally, they were sending him to a camp, 
under guard. Certainly there he would find 
a way to escape. 

They told him it entitled him to be a 
flier, to be an officer, to hunt more 
Germans. That “hunt” part interested him 
the most. He still had a score to settle. 

They marched him away. The clumping 
of the feet of the guard was an old familiar 
tune, but in spite of rifle butts slammed into 
his back, in spite of the sharp shallow 
pricks of bayonets, he could not keep step! 
Not even on the soil of his own country, 
which felt familiar to him, and yet did not. 

Nils saluted smartly—the first truly 
regulation salute of his military career—
and took the paper. Then he wanted the 
ceremony to be over as quickly as possible. 
For a man could not hunt Nazis along the 
coast of Denmark by standing still on a 
parade ground in England. 

 


