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HE traditionally blue Adriatic 
was inky black and oil smooth. 
The sky, which should rival the 
sea for azure beauty, was 

scarcely any better. It was moonless and 
set with a few feeble stars, which but 
emphasized the blackness of the night. 

If Big Feet, huddled against the steel 
side of the barge, had bothered to sum up 
the situation he would have done it with: 
“Blacker than the inside of a cow.” But 
Big Feet didn’t bother. He was sleepy and 
his drowsy thoughts were far from the 

northern Adriatic. They roamed the world; 
to his home in the hills of Kentucky from 
which the war had uprooted him; to the 
steaming jungles of New Guiana, where he 
had fought Japs and been wounded; to a 
desert town of Texas where he had 
recovered from the scars of battle, to the 
highway of Alaska where he had done 
service, and last to the bloody beaches of 
Salerno and the fierce sieges and struggles 
which followed. 

That Big Feet was comfortable 
approached the miraculous. For once in his 
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military career, his feet, though fully and 
properly shod didn’t hurt. 

Big Feet’s enormous feet generally did 
hurt, and more particularly when he wore 
army shoes. Though Big Feet’s reputation 
as a gallant soldier was adequate—to 
which bright ribbons on his blouse and a 
corporal’s chevrons bore evidence; his 
reputation by virtue of his gigantic feet 
was fabulous. It was legendary. It 
extended to fighting men all over the 
world who had never seen him, and it was 
directly responsible for Big Feet’s 
participation in the unusual mission on 
which he was currently engaged. 

It had happened this way. One day, 
after Naples, while the division was 
resting from combat in the hills back of 
Rome, someone had told Big Feet that the 
boys in the Ranger battalions had the best 
and most comfortable shoes in the army, 
made to order if necessary. So Big Feet 
had joined the Rangers, and they had made 
him shoes, huge incredible boots, soft and 
pliant as deer hide. 

And thus it was not surprising, a week 
or two before, when a request for 
volunteers had gone out among the 
Rangers, that Big Feet, grateful and 
comfortable for once in his brand new 
boots, should be among those who stepped 
forward. And Sergeant Tim McCoy, his 
diminutive and inseparable companion had 
stepped out too. 

Now, together, they crouched against 
the side of the barge. In it were about fifty 
men. 

The men had been enjoined to silence. 
But now it was broken by a voice. From 
the stern someone said in a sort of hoarse 
whisper: “Attention, men.”  

“Hey,” said Tim, prodding Big Feet 
violently in the ribs. 

“Wasamatter?” muttered Big Feet. 
“The lieutenant’s goin’ to give us the 

lay,” whispered Tim. 

“Men,” said the lieutenant, still in a 
whisper. “This is going to be a tough 
show. You must listen carefully. You must 
do exactly what I tell you. If you don’t it 
may be curtains, or a prison camp.”  

The lieutenant paused to let the gravity 
of his words sink in. No one said anything. 

“Men,” continued the lieutenant. “We 
are now within the Venetian lagoon. In 
something less than ten minutes we will 
come to the city of Venice itself. So far we 
have been extremely fortunate. We have a 
perfect night for our task—black. We have 
had a smooth sea, and our friends among 
the Italians have seen to it that we got 
through the nets outside the Lido gate. I 
know you men are fighters. You’d rather 
fight than eat, but tonight we’re not 
supposed to do any fighting if we can help 
it. This is a reconnaissance patrol. We 
want information. That means prisoners. 
But we’ve got to get our prisoners as 
quickly and as quietly as possible and get 
back. 

“Here’s what we’re supposed to do. In 
a few minutes we’ll come ashore at a little 
park. It is just back of a famous church, 
Santa Maria del Salute, just at the end of 
the Grand Canal. We’ll come ashore 
quietly. We’ll sneak through that park. We 
cross the little canal on a bridge and keep 
the Big Canal on our right. About three 
quarters of a mile we come to a bridge 
over the Grand Canal. Just at the end of 
the bridge, is a big building. That’s our 
objective. That building is supposed to be 
the headquarters for the German Army 
staff for northeastern Italy. We want every 
soldier we can find in that building, and 
every map and every paper we can carry 
away with us.”  

The lieutenant paused and the odd 
immensity of the task before the men in 
the silent boat made the night seem 
suddenly chill. 

“Now,” went on the lieutenant, “here’s 
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something else. The air force is going to 
help us out. At exactly one hour and ten 
minutes from now they will start pasting 
the rail yard and the main viaduct which 
connects the island of Venice with the 
mainland, to create a diversion. When the 
bombing starts that should be our signal to 
crash the building, but until then, if we 
meet patrols, use knives, no guns, no 
grenades. After the bombing starts, make 
all the noise you like, but remember don’t 
kill unless you have to. We want prisoners, 
live prisoners that can talk, and we want 
papers and maps. Any questions?” 

There was a deep and pregnant silence 
and then came Tim McCoy’s voice. “Yes, 
sir. Sergeant McCoy, sir. I know we’re 
supposed to stick together and not get 
separated, but maybe we will anyway. 
How long do you hold the barge, sir, just 
in case?” 

“Right, Sergeant. We’ll hold the barge, 
if we can, until four a.m. That is exactly 
three hours and twenty-five minutes from 
now. Any man not back at the barge by 
that time is either a dead pigeon or a Nazi 
prisoner. Is that clear?”  

It was too clear. It made Big Feet 
almost sorry his feet didn’t hurt, that he 
had left the hazards of the infantry, where 
at least you didn’t get left behind. 

Suddenly the barge motor was shut off. 
The barge drifted in complete silence, 
rocking slightly in the oily swells. The 
men crouched tense, expectant. Some of 
them made a hasty check of their 
equipment with nervous fingers. 

The nose of the barge grated harshly 
against stone. Dark figures slipped over 
the high bow and in a matter of seconds 
the barge was moored solidly against a 
low stone embankment. Out swarmed the 
men. A few quick whispered commands 
and half a dozen took their places as 
ghostly sentinels along the embankment. 

 

IG FEET and Tim joined the others in 
a knot around the lieutenant. Again 

the officer whispered instructions about 
their route, concluding with, “Sergeant 
McCoy, you will bring up the rear. Watch 
out for stragglers. Now we’re off, single 
file, forty minutes to reach the bridge over 
the Grand Canal.” 

But they weren’t off. There was a 
slight commotion off to the left. Two of 
the sentinels who had been posted there 
came up dragging a German soldier, neatly 
gagged and trussed, and only semi-
conscious from a blow on the head. To 
dispose of the first prisoner in the barge 
took a few minutes. 

At last they started. Big Feet and Tim 
came last. Big Feet felt gravel under his 
feet, perhaps a walk; then grass, no doubt 
a lawn. He sensed rather than saw trees 
ahead and then faintly made out their dark 
shape against the pale stars. Now they 
were among them moving slowly. They 
were through the, trees. Another gravel 
walk. 

Big Feet nearly fell over a low parapet, 
and swore softly. 

“It’s the little canal,” whispered Tim. 
“Keep it on our left, chum.”  

They proceeded a few hundred feet. 
Then Big Feet pointed to the right. 

“Look,” he said, “the church. I’ll bet 
it’s pretty.”  

Faintly against the stars was the vast 
black hulk of a domed building. 

“Sure it’s pretty. I seen pictures of it,” 
said Tim. “Kinda gold in the daylight I 
think.” 

Feeling with his feet along the parapet, 
Big Feet discovered a break. Cautiously he 
explored. 

“The bridge,” he whispered. It was a 
narrow bridge just as the lieutenant had 
said. They took it across the small canal. 

“Big Canal should be on our right,” 
whispered Tim. But it wasn’t. Instead 
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there was a sort of street, very narrow, 
between high stone walls. Discovering it, 
they discovered at the same time that they 
were apparently alone. The rest of the men 
ahead had been swallowed up in the night. 
They felt their way down the street. It 
twisted narrowly between buildings. The 
sky was a pale slot above them. 

“Cripes, pal, we’re lost,” croaked Tim. 
“Better go back.”  

They turned and retraced their steps, or 
thought they did. The little canal did not 
reappear. Genuinely alarmed now, they 
groped along, tearing their fingers on the 
rough stones of the confining walls. Tim 
stopped once and peered at his wrist-
watch. 

“Ten minutes,” he whispered. “Then 
the bombing starts.” A minute or two later 
they took heart when the narrow little 
street appeared to debouch into a wider 
one, but they did not know whether to turn 
right or left in it. They had decided to turn 
left when Tim heard the bombers coming, 
a faint pulsating drone. 

Others must have heard, too, for 
suddenly a slender sword of light flashed 
into the sky. Then another and another. 
The sky threw back some of the light, 
enough for them to see that they were on a 
street that curved slightly to the left. 

The drone was a roar now and to it was 
added the barking clatter of anti-aircraft, 
first only one battery, then two, then half a 
dozen. Tracers made incandescent threads 
in the sky. Madly searchlight beams 
swung and probed. 

 
TILL undecided as to their direction 
the two bewildered soldiers were 

jarred out of their inaction by the crash of 
an artillery piece from behind a wall not 
thirty yards down the street to the left. 

“Hot damn,” said Tim, and headed for 
the wall. Big Feet followed. Standing back 
from the wall a few feet Tim fumbled at 

his belt a moment, stooped and yanked 
with his teeth at the pins of grenades, held 
one in each hand and then swung both 
arms simultaneously. The explosion which 
followed all but blew the wall out, did in 
fact send a shower of bricks from the 
coping into the street. The gun in the 
courtyard was still, but not one of the 
gunners. He screamed as only a mortally 
wounded animal will scream. 

“Betcha they figure we got some kind 
of mystery bomb,” whispered Tim. “Let’s 
get to hell out of here.”  

The pyrotechnics in the sky gave quite 
enough light now to see the street. As they 
started down it they heard the bombs begin 
to explode somewhere far behind them—
there was more light, the dull red glow of 
fire. It helped them make out a broad sheet 
of water which cut squarely across the end 
of the street. 

“Here she is, the big Canal,” said Tim. 
“The lieutenant says to keep it on the right. 
Let’s get goin’, pal, maybe we won’t be 
too late to grab us a couple of Heinies.”  

It was easy to see where they were 
going now. The whole sky was alight and 
the mirror surface of the canal caught it 
and threw it back. On his left Big Feet 
made out the irregular outlines of what 
appeared to be handsome buildings, 
silhouetted against the wavering crimson 
glow. A few hundred yards along the canal 
they noticed a huddle of small boats tied 
against the low stone embankment. 

“Look, skiffs,” said Big Feet. 
“Skiffs, nothing, them’s gondolas,” 

explained Tim. 
“What?”  
“Gondolas, kinda water taxicabs. I 

seen lots of pictures of ‘em. Guy stands up 
behind and pushes ‘em along with a long 
pole, and you and your gal sort of lies 
around on cushions. Seen it in the 
movies.”  

Big Feet was a little dubious, but since 
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Tim was occasionally right he accepted it 
on faith. The boats looked suspiciously 
like the flat-bottomed skiffs he’d used 
many a time on the Big Sandy. 

No doubt Big Feet’s absorption in the 
huddle of gondolas tied below prevented 
his noticing the flight of steps which led 
up from the water. In any case he stumbled 
over the steps and tumbled down them. 
Instinctively he threw his arms over his 
face just as he crashed headlong among 
the boats. They separated and Big Feet 
disappeared into the Grand Canal, 
somewhat astonished at the chill of the 
water, and the fact that the quart of it 
which he swallowed was salty. 

Big Feet struggled to get his feet under 
him, but he had fallen hard and the force 
of the fall had been only partially broken 
by the boats. It carried him down until he 
felt his shoulders nesting in a slimy ooze. 
With a desperate heave he got his feet 
down and pushed up. His head came up 
between two gondolas. From above he 
heard a voice.  

“Hey, pal, where are you; what the hell 
happened to you?” called down Tim from 
the top of the steps. 

 
IG FEET tried to shout back, but only 
managed a weak “S-u-l-p” as he 

spouted out a small fountain of dirty 
Grand Canal water. Spotting the head 
among the boats Tim came clattering 
down the steps and leaped into the larger 
of the two gondolas between which Big 
Feet’s head appeared. 

“All right, chum, hoist up them big 
dogs of yours and I’ll help yank you out,” 
counseled Tim, pulling hard at Big Feet’s 
shoulders. 

Big Feet, choking and spluttering, 
found his voice. “Sorry, Tim, I can’t get 
‘em up. My shoes is too heavy when 
they’re wet.”  

Tim whipped out a long knife. 

“Look, pal,” he said. “You reach down 
and cut the laces, then kick off them boots. 
You may be goin’ back in your stocking 
feet but you’re goin’ back, so help me.”  

By a maneuver which would have 
done credit to a contortionist Tim 
struggled with the knife under water, 
finally ducked under for a minute and 
came up with one enormous shoe, which 
spouted water and dripped mud. He threw 
it in the bottom of the boat and went to 
work on the second shoe. That was easier. 
Up surged the other boot and plopped into 
the gondola to join its mate. His feet thus 
lightened, Big Feet swung them up while 
Tim assisted by grasping the seat of his 
pants. Thus aided Big Feet finally 
swarmed over the edge of the boat and fell 
panting and spluttering in the bottom. 

For a minute or two he lay there 
gasping, miserable. He felt as though he 
were going to be very ill. Presently he got 
up, only to sit down again suddenly on the 
little platform across the end of the boat, 
take his head in his hands and groan. 

“Look, pal,” pleaded Tim. “We gotta 
be moving. The bombers have gone. These 
Nazi bums will be swarming around any 
time now. The boys have probably made 
their raid and started back. We still got 
time to get back to the barge if we hurry, 
and we’re lucky as hell.”  

“I’m sick. I’m awful sick,” pleaded 
Big Feet. “You go on and leave me, Tim, I 
can’t walk I tell you.”  

Tim suddenly remembered something. 
He remembered that the lieutenant had 
said the barge would wait behind the 
church just at the end of the Grand Canal. 
If they followed the canal, with the bank at 
which the boats were moored on their right 
they’d come to the church. 

It was just a matter of a few hundred 
yards then, to where the barge lay hard by 
the little park in the rear. They wouldn’t 
have to walk, they’d go in the gondola. He 
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scrambled out, found the rope by which 
the boat was moored to an iron ring in the 
stone wall, cut the rope and climbed back 
and began to grope around for oars or a 
pole. 

Big Feet was too sick to notice 
anything. He sat with his head held in his 
hands, groaning softly while his angry 
stomach churned and heaved, and Tim was 
too busy loosening the boat to notice that a 
door in one of the big houses facing the 
canal opened suddenly making a rectangle 
of yellow light for an instant. Had they 
noticed they would have seen in the 
doorway the dark silhouette of a big man. 
The door shut and heavy steps rang on the 
stones of the street which flanked the 
canal. 

The first thing that either Tim or Big 
Feet noticed was a voice. It came from 
directly above them. It said: “Gondolier, 
zum Rialto, schnell!” 

Big Feet, still seated on the platform, 
lifted his head. Tim, crouching behind 
searching for a pole, peered over Big 
Feet’s shoulder. They both saw, shadowed 
against the glowing sky, the burly figure 
of a very tall slender man in uniform. 

Big Feet, knowing nothing else to do, 
started to stand up. Tim remained 
crouching behind him. “Heinie officer,” 
whispered Tim. “Don’t say nothing, just 
do what I say.” 

The officer calmly climbed into the 
boat and took a seat in the bow, repeating 
as he did so, “Zum Rialto, schnell!” 

Tim’s hand closed over a heavy round 
pole, which was lying inside the boat. 
Lifting it he thrust the pole from behind 
into Big Feet’s right hand. “Ok, pal, push 
off,” whispered Tim very softly. 

The feel of the pole in his hand 
restored Big Feet to full consciousness. 
The tumult in his stomach seemed to 
subside. He had poled many a boat in the 
Big Sandy, even on the Ohio. He didn’t 

know what Tim had in mind, but Tim 
generally had something in mind. 

 
IFTING the pole he thrust it into the 
water between the boats, found the 

soft bottom, took a high grip with both 
hands and with a mighty heave sent the 
slender boat crashing backward among its 
mates so violently that the officer fell off 
his seat in the bow. 

Before he had scrambled up to fill the 
air with Teutonic curses of rage, the 
gondola was floating clear, fifty feet from 
the shore. 

“What do I do now?” whispered Big 
Feet. 

“Pole her back the way we came, and 
fast; I’ll take care of him,” answered Tim. 

Big Feet found a new purchase on the 
bottom, this time with the pole slanting 
forward. The boat leaped forward with a 
violent lurch. The officer, who had been 
trying to stand, holding with a hand on 
either side, pitched forward suddenly and 
came up sprawled full length in the bottom 
of the gondola with his face nuzzling 
coyly inside one of Big Feet’s water-
logged boots. The boot, as if in protest, 
made a squnching sound and anointed the 
Nazi nose, with a generous portion of 
Grand Canal mud. 

“Keep poling,” shouted Tim, no longer 
concerned to whisper. “I’ll fix him.”  

Big Feet poled again, and again the 
gondola leaped forward. So did Tim. He 
landed astraddle the officer, knife in hand. 
Pressing the knife hard against the 
officer’s neck he gave quick advice: “Just 
lie still, Heinie, nice and quiet now. We 
ain’t Eyties, we’re American Rangers, see, 
and we’re collecting Heinies tonight, 
particularly Heinie officers. Nice and quiet 
now while I tie you up, or I’ll just have to 
slit your ugly throat.” 
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HUS overwhelmed, both physically 
and by astonishment, the officer lay 

still, while Tim stripped him of his belt 
and with it tied his hands, then half 
dragging the bewildered German along the 
boat he hitched him securely to the cross 
seat with what was left of the mooring 
rope. In the meantime, Big Feet had been 
poling steadily, his huge feet spread wide 
on the little platform, the long pole 
moving up and down with long rhythmic 
strokes. It is probable that that particular 
gondola had never slid so fast through 
Venetian waters before. 

The exertion, the excitement had 
restored Big Feet to full vigor. He was 
doing something he understood, poling a 
boat, and he did it with gusto. For a few 
minutes they moved steadily along in 
silence. The left bank of the canal was a 
murk of darkness, but the western sky on 
their right was pulsing with crimson light. 
Against it the palaces which flanked the 
canal stood black and bold. It was evident 
that the diversionary exploit of the 
bombers had produced some genuine 
damage. 

The sounds of the night had changed 
as well as the color. The bombers had 
gone and there was no longer the chunk of 
bursting bombs, the angry blasts of 
antiaircraft, but instead from behind them 
came the chatter of machine-guns with the 
occasional ragged blast of a grenade. 
Apparently the boys had stirred up 
something.  

Big Feet poled silently. Tim crouched 
in the bottom of the boat and carefully 
scanned the skyline on the right watching 
for the dome of the church that would be 
their landmark. Their prisoner tugged at 
his bonds, swaying back and forth, cursing 
in shrill German. 

Now there was a new sound. From the 
embankment on their right came the clatter 
of running feet. The German turned his 

head quickly and then set up a shrill cry 
for help. “Hilfe! Hilfe!”  

“Blast his eyes,” muttered Tim, “I‘ll 
have to gag the Kraut.” But before he 
could crawl forward to do it sharp spears 
of light flashed out from the darkness; 
there was the crackle of rifle fire, the 
whang of bullets over their heads and the 
chunk of them into the water beside them. 

“For the love of Pete,” shouted Tim, 
“Get out further, pal, they’ll sink us.”  

Obediently Big Feet poled away from 
shore. When Tim judged that a safe 
distance had been put between them and 
the bank they continued their course 
almost down the center of the canal. Tim 
fixed a gag made from the officer’s own 
handkerchief and again took up his vigil. 

Presently he spotted the dome of the 
great church Santa Maria Del Salute.  

“There she is, chum,” he shouted to 
Big Feet, “Now pole in easy toward the 
bank.” 

 
UT Big Feet was having difficulty 
with his poling. The water had been 

deeper in the center of the canal, and as 
they proceeded toward the lagoon it had 
grown deeper still. He was using the full 
length of the pole to find bottom, and got 
little purchase then. To make matters 
worse the tide was coming in, and they 
were driving against a stout current. Big 
Feet working to the limit of his great 
strength was panting hard. Suddenly, 
driving hard down on the pole, he found a 
spot where there was no bottom. Lurching 
he lost his balance and would have fallen 
overboard except that he dropped the pole 
and seized the side of the boat. 

For a minute the boat swayed and 
pitched. Big Feet, weak and frightened, sat 
down. Tim began to swear softly. 

It was now Big Feet’s turn for 
inspiration. Spying his enormous boots in 
the bottom he picked up one, drained out a 
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half-gallon of muddy water, thrust his arm 
in up to the elbow and leaning over the 
side began to ply it vigorously, using the 
big sole as a paddle. The boat began to 
move forward slowly. 

“Hot damn,” shouted Tim, and seized 
the other shoe and went to work opposite 
Big Feet. The boat slowly approached the 
embankment. The great dome of the 
church loomed closer and closer, 
dominating the sky. 

Tim, who had anxiously been 
watching his wrist-watch, announced that 
they still had forty minutes before the 
barge was scheduled to leave. 

 
HORTLY the high prow of the 
gondola grated against the stone 

embankment. Big Feet, who was manning 
the port boot, plied it industriously in an 
effort to bring the stern around while Tim 
stood up to catch the embankment in 
preparation for a quick debarkation. The 
maneuver was almost accomplished when, 
from above and behind them, apparently 
from behind the church, came the sound of 
sharp firing. Apparently half a dozen 
machine-guns were involved. Tim’s ear, 
tuned by combat to distinguish the tonal 
qualities of different weapons, knew at 
once that both German and American guns 
were engaged and concluded that Nazi 
patrols had pursued the raiders to the barge 
and were attempting to prevent 
debarkation. 

Tim also knew from the location of the 
sound of conflict that to attempt to cut 
across the church yard and the park behind 
to reach their destination would be 
suicidal. They would have to run the 
gauntlet of a cross-fire from both forces. 

“Quick, pal,” he shouted, “limber up 
that big boot of yours, we’re going round 
by water.” So saying he grabbed the other 
boot and began to ply it fiercely. 

The gondola moved slowly along, 

keeping just under the lee of the stone 
embankment, where they were both 
concealed in shadow and safe from stray 
bullets. Two hundred yards and they came 
to the end of the canal. Before them was 
the open lagoon and behind them at an 
angle was the embankment which ran 
behind the church and along the side of the 
park. They swung the gondola and headed 
back on the angle, the wall still to their 
right. Now the incoming tide helped them 
and they made better progress. In a few 
minutes they could see something of the 
struggle in the park, the dark hulk of the 
barge moored beside the embankment, 
bow headed out for a quick get-away. The 
park beyond was alive with flashing rifle 
and machine-gun fire. Apparently the guns 
of the Rangers stood on the edge of the 
embankment firing into the park, while the 
Nazi guns were scattered through the park 
firing out at the dodging shadows of the 
Rangers who even then were piling into 
the barge. 

A hundred feet separated the gondola 
from the barge when they heard the motors 
of the barge cough, splutter and then roar 
into full power. The American machine-
guns stopped firing, a few dark shadows 
leaped into the barge. The barge nosed out 
slowly. It gathered speed, pushing a white 
bone of foam before its stubby bow, and 
headed directly for the gondola. 

Tim standing, shouted at the top of his 
lungs. Big Feet threw down his boot and 
crouched in the bottom of the gondola, 
ready to spring. It was evident that 
whoever manned the tiller of the barge 
hoped to use the protecting wall of the 
embankment as a shield against the 
murderous pursuing of Nazi fire as long as 
possible. 

For a split second a head-on collision 
appeared inevitable, but then the barge 
swung out a point and as it did so missed 
the gondola by a matter of inches. As the 
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high side slipped by Big Feet reared up, 
threw his elbows over the edge of the 
barge and at the same time hooked his 
huge feet under the edge of the little 
poling platform. There was a sickening 
lurch. Big Feet felt as though he were 
being yanked in two. The next instant the 
barge shot out toward the open lagoon, 
linked to the frail gondola by the 
anguished human rope of Big Feet’s body. 
The pressure on his feet hooked under the 
platform was such that Big Feet felt 
certain they were being sawed off. Now 
they were beyond the range of flying 
bullets. A head appeared over the barge 
rail, just at the point where Big Feet clung. 
An astonished face looked down into Big 
Feet’s anguished countenance. 

“Godamighty,” said a voice, “if it ain’t 
Big Feet wearing one of them gondola’s 
for a shoe.”  

It was fully an hour later before the 
gains and losses of the raid could be 
appraised. Within the hour the gondola 
had been cast adrift, Big Feet, Tim and the 
German officer taken aboard the barge. 
The barge had slipped south through the 
lagoon until abreast of the southern 
entrance, and then under full throttle 
dashed through the narrow opening, 
trusting to speed and surprise to avoid 
possible gunfire and to luck to avoid the 
mines which should have closed the 
channel. Their luck held. Soon, in the open 
Adriatic, danger passed, they picked up 
the destroyer which had brought them 
north on their strange mission. 

Aboard the destroyer injured and 
wounded were hustled below decks for 
treatment while the prisoners taken were 
assembled in the ward room together with 
officers commanding the Rangers for 
appraisal and identification. Once the 
score was done it was agreed that the raid 
had been a qualified success. Twelve 
Rangers had been left behind, killed or 

captured. But to offset them twenty-seven 
prisoners had been taken, as well as a great 
quantity of valuable papers and maps. 

In the course of the interviewing, Tim 
had been called in to report his 
misadventure with Big Feet. This resulted 
in clearing up one puzzling incident, the 
volley of rifle fire which had greeted the 
cry for help from Big Feet’s prisoner. It 
had come from the Rangers, scuttling back 
to the barge with their prisoners after the 
raid on the headquarters. Hearing the cry 
in German from the dark waters of the 
canal they had concluded that they were 
being attacked from the water. 

However, identification of Tim and 
Big Feet’s prisoner proved the surprise of 
the night. It came at the end of the 
interview and news of it was brought to 
Big Feet by the captain of the destroyer 
himself, together with congratulations. 

It happened in the sick bay where Big 
Feet was having his torn and lacerated feet 
bandaged till they looked like bundles of 
laundry, and where liniment was being 
rubbed into badly strained muscles. 

Seeing the captain enter, followed by 
two grinning officers, Big Feet tried to sit 
up and contrive a salute. 

“At ease, soldier,” directed the captain. 
“Yes, sir,” said Big Feet and lay back 

on the bunk. 
“How do your feet feel, Corporal?” 

asked the captain. 
“They hurt, sir.”  
“Worse than when you wear shoes?”  
Big Feet managed a wry grin. “Yes, 

sir,” he answered. 
“They did heroic service, tonight, 

though,” began the captain. “Do you have 
any idea who the German officer is you 
and the sergeant nabbed?”  

Big Feet appeared apologetic. “No, 
sir,” he said. “He just came down the steps 
and sat in the bottom and hollered at us in 
Heinie talk, I didn’t rightly see him, but 
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maybe Sergeant McCoy can tell you, sir, 
he kinda worked him over a bit.” 

“He’s told us himself,” answered the 
captain. “It seems,” he went on, “that 
when you succeeded in falling in the canal 
you selected a spot directly in front of the 
quarters occupied by the staff of the 
commanding officer, and the gondola you 
climbed into was one reserved for their 
use. You are supposed to have been the 
Italian gondolier who should have been on 
duty there, but wasn’t because he ran away 
when the shooting started, and the officer 
who climbed in and ordered you to the 
Rialto was none other than General Kurt 
von Sneed, commanding general of the 
Venetian garrison.” 

“I’m sorry, sir,” Big Feet began, “if 
we’d know’d who he was—” 

“Nonsense, Corporal,” interrupted the 
captain. “You did a line job. The general is 
in excellent shape, a little muddy and 
battered but otherwise in perfect condition, 
and fortunately for us quite talkative. You 
and the sergeant did a job tonight, 
Corporal. Congratulations.”  

News of the exploit spread rapidly 
over the ship. Perhaps the best comment 
on it was contributed by one of Big Feet’s 
Fellow Rangers, who said: “That lucky 
stiff, Big Feet. He gets lost, trips over 
them super dogs of his and falls in the 
soup and comes up spoutin’ mud with the 
biggest brass hat in the Heinie army 
hangin’ on behind. If you passed that guy 
a wooden nickel he’d win the jackpot with 
it.” 

 
 


