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VOORBLAD | FRONT COVER 

 
  

 
COPYRIGHT ACKNOWLEDGEMENT 
NONGQAI is a free magazine without lucrative purpose, which is dedicated to educating its 
readership about national security history. We are bringing you, as part of this Special Edition, 
selected verbatim extracts from the book “Hit ‘em Hard!” (English edition, 2011). We do so under 
international and South African non-lucrative “fair use” legal authority, for educational purposes.  
Here are the particulars of the book, its author and publisher, to help you acquire your own copy of 
the complete original: 
Hit ‘em Hard! The Brazilian Air Force in the Second World War 1944/1945, 
3rd Edition, Rio de Janeiro, Brazil 2011, 720 pages; ISBN 978-85-85654-34-4 
Written by: Rui Barboza Moreira Lima (translated from Portuguese) 
Published by: Action Editora Ltda., Rio de Janeiro, Brazil e-mail: action@editora.com.br  
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VOORWOORD | FOREWORD 

 
Brig HB Heymans (Ret) 
 
Many years ago, I came across the story of Constable S Grové, a member of the South African 
Police Brigade. I filed a copy of the story which appeared in the Nongqai dated July 1946 page 814 
in my archive.  I scanned the first part of the article and indexed his name in my archive. His SAP 
Force number was 20077 (Mounted) and UDF number 196364. He was at one stage in POW Camp 
012B. 
 
As an escaped POW during WW2 Const Grové was murdered in cold blood by the Germans in Italy. 
I know of a few South Africans – all member of the Police Brigade - that were killed by the Germans 
during WW2 – Const S Grove was not the first casualty of murder! (We know about Piet Zulu – shot 
in North Africa by the Germans, Dave Bailie and Steve Fourie. Const Gold was murdered by 
Germans in a POW Camp in Germany after refusing to do work. He suffered from “wire-sickness”.)   

 
In no way I am trying to sling mud at the wartime German Army. Strange things happen in wartime. 
On the other hand, we have many examples of German chivalry. We are only trying to complete the 
puzzle.  
 

 We hope to hear from relatives as we need a photo of Const S Grove.  
 

CONTRIBUTORS 
 Capt Andre van Ellinckhuyzen  

 Lieut-Gen JH Ferreira 

 Giulio Bortolin 

 Monic van der Merwe 

 Dr WP Steenkamp 
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POLISIEGESKIEDENIS | POLICE HISTORY 

 

The SAP Service Record of Constable Stephan Grove 

Capt Andre van Ellinckhuyzen  
SAP Force no. 20077 
 
Military no. 196364 
 
Constable 
 
Stephanus Grové 
 
Date of birth: 14-10-1920 
 
Place of Birth: Victoria Wes, RSA 
 
Church denomination: Dutch Reformed 
 
Trade: Soldier 
 
Eyes: Blue 
 
Hair: Brown 
 
Complexion: Fresh 
 
Height: 5,6 and half 
 
Weight: 132 pounds 
 
Body marks: circular scar under left eye 
 
Next of kin: Father- S. Grové, Kerkstraat, Vosburg, Victoria Wes 
Residence before attestation: Maitland Cape Town 
 
Depot: 4-4-1940 
2nd Batt Police Brigade: 25-6-1940 
 

 

[16:57, 03/01/2022] Hendrik Heymans: 👏👏 Dankie! 
[16:58, 03/01/2022] Andre van Ellinckhuyzen: Brig. Dit is sy polisie dienskaart. Daar’s nie veel op 
nie. Ons moet sy gesig kry. Ek krap nog. 
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CONSTABLE STEPHAN GROVE: GUERILLA FIGHTER 
John E Holmes 

Illustrated by JH Jackson 

 

BUT to begin at the beginning: It was two days before the end of the war in Italy. 

The Germans had been driven from the Po Valley and were moving as fast as they could towards 
their only, although doubtful, route of escape - the Brenner Pass. The 6th S.A. Armoured Division 
was encountering spasmodic and weakening resistance. Our leading elements were thrusting in 
the direction of the city of Treviso which lies north-east of Venice. Things were in a state of flux 
and no one had a very clear-cut picture of what was happening. Our tanks, motorised infantry and 
infantry virtually spread-eagled a large area and we were all moving, as if by instinct, in a northerly 
direction. Every Italian road, whether tarmac highway or country dirt road, was filled with our tanks, 
thin-skinned vehicles and transports. 

Sporadic gun fire, machine-gun fire and bombing were going on all sides. Now the bang, bang of 
a tank somewhere ahead of you, then the chatter of a Spandau and the reply from a Bren. Then 
silence. And again, the burst from a tommy-gun and the occasional single fire of a rifle. 

You could almost sense that the war was nearing its end. Fewer German prisoners were coming 
in; fewer dead Germans by the side of the dusty roads; more and more Italians crowding the 
hundreds of small Italian vi l lages which dot this part of the country; and more t ime 
for the men to take a dr ink from the bottles of wine offered by t h e  h a p p y  a n d  
sm i l i n g  I t a l i a n  villagers. 
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I  wa s  a t  t h a t  t ime at tached to  the S.S.B. and our forward tanks were in the 
outskirts of  Treviso.  My driver and I had stopped at an Italian farmhouse to prepare 
some badly needed hot  food and I  a m afraid we had spent quite a while ta lking 
to the old farmer and his wife (while their II children looked on in wide-eyed interest) 
and drinking a bottle of vino rosso, because by the t ime we took to the road again 
we had lost contact with our regiment. The country was crisscrossed with tank 
t racks and the m a p  I  h a d  d i d  n o t  r e f l e c t  o n e  hundredth of the many little roads 
wh ich cut  the country up in to  a  hundred parts of a j igsaw puzzle.  

T h e  d a n ge r  wa s  r u n n in g  i n t o  isolated German resistance pockets (of  which there 
were many so we decided to return to some S.S.B. tanks which we knew to our rear, 
and link up with them. 

Passing through one small village (the name of  which I have since forgotten) we were 
struck by the large crowd of Italians which had gathered on the church square.  
Weaving our  way through ra ther  subdued crowd we were stopped by Capt. Zog 
Bierman, a col league of mine who was cove r ing  the  war  f o r  the  -  African Press. 
I was surprised at the crowd's downcast mood and asked Capt. Bierman what was 
afoot. 

“They've col lected to bury a South African; a man who fought with the partisans and 
was killed by the Germans yesterday." he said. He introduced to me three whom I 
took to be Italians but turned out to be three South African prisoners of war who had 
escaped, with the man whom they were to about to bury. 

The Priest  had arr ived at  church and we had no time to ask for more particulars 
about the circumstances of the death of the man. The three South Africans walk with us 
as far as the church doors and then excused themselves to their friends the partisans. 

The church was crowded out with hundreds of villagers who had known the four dead 
partisans. With the South African were killed a Russian who had been forced in to  the 
German Army bu t  escaped  to  beco me a guerrilla, and two Italian partisans. The 
four unpretentious coffins were carried into the village church by the partisans who came 
into the church fully armed and formed a cordon round the coff ins. We understood little 
of the service but were deeply impressed by the obvious regard these simple Italian folk 
felt for the men—two of them foreigners—who had died fighting a foe a l though they 
were great ly outnumbered. 

\A f t e r  t he  l on g  an d  son o ro us  se rv i ce , Capt. Bierman remarked casually: “We 
have been asked to fitting tribute to these dead men”, So we followed the procession 
into the cemetery. When the four coffins had been lowered into their respective graves, 
we waited for the firing party to discharge a volley in tribute to the dead warrio rs. I was 
slight ly alarmed and not a  b i t  amused  when I  no t i ced  that all the partisans present 
were going to take part  in th is  graveside ceremony. About 120 of them l ined up 
and loaded their weapons which ranged from German pistols to Russian Tommy guns. 
The partisan leader took up his position immediately in front of his men and raised his 
hand. When his hand fel l  smart ly to his side more than 120 weapons exploded into 
life. The men did not fire a single shot each. No! Riflemen reloaded time and time again 
while those with automatic weapons kept on firing until their lines were empty. It 
sounded like a full-scale battle in progress. On some faces one could read grim 
resoluteness to avenge their fallen comrades while other faces found it difficult to conceal 
the pleasure, they found in having a display of fireworks with no Herrenvolk to interfere! 
We, the only Allied Officers present, took the salute. 
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With th i s  du t y o ve r ,  Ca p t .  Bierman and I tried to find out more about the dead 
South African. And this is the story we were told by his comrades and a Brazilian Air 
Force captain who had been shot down and had also operated with partisans. 

After their  escape from the Treviso Camp towards the end of 1943, some South 
Af ricans had remained in the area while others went south, making for our lines. 
Hunted d a y  a n d  n i g h t  b y  t h e  G e rm a n s  they took to the hi l ls  where  the Ital ians 
fed them and kept them informed on the latest war developments. When the news got 
to their ears that the Allies had broken through the mountains and were cleaning up the 
Po Valley, the partisans decided to become more active in their guerri l la warfare 
against the German l ines of communicat ion.  The South Af r icans and other All ied 
prisoners of war joined in too. 

Among the South Af r icans was Constable Stephan Grove, of Cape Town, a 
fearless, straight-shooting P o l i ce m an .  A f t e r  a  n u m be r  o f  skirmishes with the 
Germans, Grové was made the commander of a small de tachment  o f  par t isans.  In  
h is  first raid on the Germans, he captured a number o f  them, b r ing ing the total 
number of German prisoners held by the partisans to 30. 

Then fo l lowed severa l  days of  intensive guerril la warfare against the Germans in 
which Grové became a  much - ta l ked -about  man .  The  partisans had great respect 
for his prowess and the Germans hated him and used al l  their cunning in an effort to 
capture him. 

Three days before the end of the war and a  day befo re we go t  to  their operational 
area, Grové again t o o k  h i s  m e n  o u t  t o  a m b u sh  a  German raiding party. 
Suspecting a n  amb ush ,  t h e  Ge rm an s  la i d  a  counter ambush and Grové and his 
party walked right into the muzzles of  German Spandaus. They put up a brave fight 
in which Grové and three partisans were wounded and captured. 

Appa ren t l y ,  he  was  taken  to  a  German headquarters, where he was kept prisoner. 
The partisan leader immed ia te l y  sen t  a  no te  to  the  German commander threatening 
him that if any harm came to Grové and other  pr isoners,  be would  shoot  the 30 
German pr isoners out  o f  hand ;  no rep ly  was rece ived to  his f irst note. Then he 
sent off a German prisoner, giving the German commander a final chance to release Grové 
in exchange for ten German prisoners; the note again warned the  commander  that  
i f  anyth ing happened to  G r o v é  the German prisoners would be shot. Again, the 
note was ignored. 

Then our  tanks  ar r i ved  on  the  scene and the Germans made their ge t -a wa y  
wh i l e  t h e y  co u l d .  A  strong partisan force attacked the German headquarters and 
drove out the German rear-guard ,  k i l l ing a  few. Immediately they began their 
search for Grové and other prisoners. They found them in a cellar. They were all dead. 
Grové, whose hands were st il l shackled, was shot dead by machine-gun f i re .  The 
others were shot as they sat and lay about in the cellar. 

While the men to ld us the story an old Italian farmer edged nearer and  nea re r .  
W i th  h im  was  the  Brazil ian Air Force off icer. When we were about to leave the old 
farmer asked us to accompany him to his home where he had some documents, he 
wanted to show us; documents relating to Constable Grové.  



12 
Nongqai Vol 13 No 5A – Constable S Grove, SAP Brigade (POW – Italy)  

Arrived at his home he offered us some sweet red 
wine while he called h i s  w i f e  f r o m  t h e  k i t c h e n .  
H e  explained our mission to her but it  took  h im 
some t ime to  sat is f y her  a b o u t  o u r  
i d e n t i t y ,  H e  k e p t  o n  re fe r r ing  in  h i s  
conve rsa t ion  w i th  her  to  the l e t t e r e .  
Eventua l ly she took a f ramed photo o f  hersel f  
and her  husband and a smal l  g i r l ,  f rom the  
wa l l .  W hat  now? we though t .  Then she 
started removing the nails f rom the f rame and 
produced f rom b e t w e e n  t h e  p h o t o  a n d  t h e  
c a r d board st i f fening a blue envelope on wh ich 
was wr i t ten:  “To Whom I t  May Concern". 

Inside the envelope we found an unsealed 
let ter addressed by Grové t o  h i s  m o t h e r  wh o  
l i ve s  i n  C a p e  Town. There was also a note 
again add ressed  to :  "To  W hom I t  May 
C o n c e r n " .  T h i s  n o t e  e x p l a i n e d  t h a t  t h e  

o l d  f a rm e r  a n d  h i s  w i f e  had  r i sked  the i r  l i ves  to  feed  and  clothe and harbour 
Grové for more than  a  yea r  and  u rged  tha t  i f  any thing happened to h im,  they 
should be  su i tab ly  compensated  for  the i r  services. Grové referred in glowing 
t e rm s  t o  t h e  o l d  wo m a n .  W e  h a d  f o r g o t t e n  h e r  p r e s e n c e  f o r  t h e  m o m e n t  
a n d  w h e n  w e  s u d d e n l y  l o o k e d  u p ,  w e  s a w  t h a t  s h e  w a s  we e p in g  s i l e n t l y  
a n d  w i p i n g  h e r  eye s  w i th  the  hem o f  he r  ap ron .  

As it was essential to establish the identity of the man who had written t h e  n o t e ,  
C a p t .  B i e r m a n  o p e n e d  the  unsea led  le t te r  and  we read  i t .  I t  was writ ten in 
Apri l 1944, almost a  y e a r  t o  t h e  d a y  b e f o r e  o u r  a r r i v a l .  I n  t h e  l e t t e r  
G r o v é  e xp l a i n e d  t o  h i s  m o t h e r  t h a t  t h e  Germans were searching all villages 
and farms for I ta l ian youths whom they in tended us ing to  make roads and  bu i ld  
f o r t i f i ca t ions  fo r  them.  

T h e  n oo se  wa s  t i gh t e n in g  a n d  h e  wa s  f o r ce d ,  h e  sa id ,  t o  l e a ve  t h e  
comparative safety and comfort of  t h e  f a rm  f o r  t h e  c o l d  m o u n t a i n s .  He said 
that news of  the All ied progress  was hea r ten ing and  the  men all felt confident of 
ultimate victory, but meanwhile they had to hide from the  Ge rm an s  who  we re  
b ecom in g  more  and  more  re len t less  in  the i r  t r e a t m e n t  o f  r e c a p t u r e d  A l l i e d  
prisoners. 

He  e xp re sse d  the  h o p e  t h a t  h e  would soon be re-jo in ing his mother and h is  
sweethear t  in  Cape Town b u t  w r o t e  t h e  l e t t e r  j u s t  i n  ca se  someth ing 
happened . . .  

Capt .  B ie rman took  the  le t te r  and  inc luded i t  in  h is  report  to General Evered 
Poole, Commander of the 6 th  S.A. Armoured Div. ,  to whom he set out the 
circumstances of  our meet ing  w i th  the  ex -p r i sone rs  o f  wa r  a n d  a t t e n d i n g  
t h e  b u r i a l  o f  Constab le  Grové.  The note g iv ing detai ls of  the services 
rendered by the  f a rmer  and  h i s  w i f e  was  forwarded for attention 

I t  was with heavy hearts that  we l e f t  t h e  r a m b l i n g  o l d  f a r m h o u s e  w here 
S tephan Grové  had ,  a  year before, written his last letter to his mother.  When we 
said good-bye to the fa rmer  and h is  wi fe ,  we  cou ld  see how much they fe l t  

“. . .eventually she took a framed photo of 
herself and her husband and a small girl 
from the wall.” 
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the i r  Springbok f r iend— they were b o t h  w e e p i n g  w h e n  t h e  s hook hands with 
us. 

The Brazil ian off icer who slowly h o b b le d  a l o n g  w i t h  u s  (h e  h a d  f rac tu red  h is  
ank le  when  he  was  shot down) seemed unmoved by the little tragedy which had 
been enacted i n  t h e  l a r ge  d i n i n g  ro o m  o f the farmhouse. His chin was f irm h is  
and  dark  eyes  f lashed wi th  ha t red  o f  t he  Germans .  W hen  we  shook  hands 
wi th  h im ,  he  asked  English: " A n d  t h e  German prisoners? May we shoot them that 
our Steve is dead?" 

You can guess our reply! 

 
--ooOoo-- 

 

 

CONST S GROVE 
Giulio Bortolin (Italy) 
 

Good morning,  

 

I received your contact by a member of the group “South Africans in WW1, WW2 and Korean War” 

My name’s Bortolin Giulio. I live in a suburb of Padua, Veneto region, Italy.  

 

For hobby I make historical research on WW2; in particular story of pilots crashed with their airplane. 

I’m rebuilding the story of 2 Brazilian pilots crashed on 4th February 1945 near Padua.  

 

The story of one of these pilot intersects with the story of Stephanus Grove, South Africa Police, 

196364 - 2nd Division (born in Beaufort West - Cape Town), a South African policeman escaped, 

after 8th of September 1943, by a German POW camp in Italy.  

 

Grove helped, with Italian partisans and local farmers, the Brazilian pilot (named Joel Miranda). On 

29 April 1945 Stephanus was killed by an SS officer and now he rests in the Commonwealth’s 

cemetery of Padua.  

 

I have some information regarding Stephanus but I’d like to find out, if it’s possible, some others 

(there is some relative in South Africa? There is a report on Stephanus? There are photos of 

Stephanus?)  

 

Attached I send some information on Stephanus. Please, may you help me?  

Thank you, 

 

best regards 
 
Giulio 
 
Grove Stephanus Italian death certificate.pdf 
 
Last week I was into the Padua Commonwealth cemetery to find Stephanus.  
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That a beautiful notice! Thank you very much! Merry Christmas also to you and your family!  

Good morning and Merry Christmas. Ok for Monday.... I've also to ask you information regarding 

Peter During if you have any. I know his story but I’m searching for more details. Have a good day. 

 

Good morning, Hennie 

Thank you for your mail! 

Regarding Stephanus Grove I’ve some information. 

I’m in contact with 2 Brazilian historical researchers and one relative of 2 pilots crashed on 4 
February 1945 near Padua. 

I’m also in contact with an old man (94 years old) that lived in the house in which Stephanus hid 
during his “adventure”. He told me that a German SS officer passed in front of his house with 
Stephanus (whom they had already beaten to death) and that they shot him not far away, throwing 
him into a ditch. 

This man also saw, the day after, his aunt and another relative take Stephanus's body from a ditch 
to take him to the cemetery. 

Attached to this mail you can find some document that I recovered by Italian authorities and by 
authorities of the Commonwealth Padua cemetery. 

I was also into the cemetery to find Stephanus to his grave. 

From Brazil I had some other information. 

The Brazilian pilot, Joel Miranda, while he was parachuting, he broke his left arm. 

Stephanus helped Joel to helped him to get in touch with partisans and doctors (Valentino Guiotto 
and Guido Colle) who treated him; they became friends and when Stephanus was killed it was 
painful for Joel. 
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CONST S GROVE: DOCUMENTS & PHOTOGRAPHS  
Giulio Bortolin (Italy) 
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Photcopy from unknown source 
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Italian Death Certificate  
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Italian Document: Name of S Grove and various other SA Police Brigade members 
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SOUTH AFRICAN DEATH CERTIFICATES: S GROVE
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NONGQAI TRUST | IT 002701/2018(T) 
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THANK YOU! | DANKIE! 
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EXTRACT FROM HIT “EM HARD 
 

COPYRIGHT ACKNOWLEDGEMENT 
Since NONGQAI is a free magazine without lucrative purpose which is dedicated to educating its 
readership about national security history, we are bringing you these verbatim extracts from the 
book “Hit ‘em Hard!” (English edition, 2011) under international and South African non-lucrative 
“fair use” authority, for educational purposes.  
Here are the particulars of the book, its author and publisher, to help you acquire your own copy of 
the complete original: 
Hit ‘em Hard! The Brazilian Air Force in the Second World War 1944/1945, 
3rd Edition, Rio de Janeiro, Brazil 2011, 720 pages; ISBN 978-85-85654-34-4 
Written by: Rui Barboza Moreira Lima (translated from Portuguese) 
Published by: Action Editora Ltda., Rio de Janeiro, Brazil e-mail: action@editora.com.br  
 
 I have tried to make contact but my e-mail was returned - HBH 
  
 

 
For quick reading ignore the highlighted passages 
 
………../  
"The wait was indeed long. And the man turned up at ‘round 2am. I got up to meet him and he said: 
"The Englishman is outside waiting by the corner of the house. Go out of this door and follow the 
wall of the house. He'll be there." 
 
"This sounded to me like an ambush, because there was always the possibility that someone would 
go to fetch help and come back with the Germans or the fascist police. I took a deep breath, took 
the pistol out of the holster and opened the door. I took off the safely. waited a few seconds to get 
used to the light. and walked slowly towards the corner indicated.   
 
"I could see a dark figure there, so I stopped a few paces away and spoke in English: Are you the 
English soldier?'  
 
- 'Yes' he replied “I am a soldier of the British 8th Army, and I was taken prisoner by the Germans. I 
escaped from prison camp last year and since then have been living hidden in this region.   
 
"As he spoke, I stiffened as his pronunciation was unlike the English I knew well. So, I said: 'You 
are lying. Your pronunciation is not British'. He replied: 'Sir, my parents are English, but I was born 
in South Africa. in Cape Town. where my parents now live.  I am a soldier of the British 8th Army. 
My name is Steve Grové. I enlisted in Cape Town and the South Africans were sent to join the troops 
of the 8th Army in North Africa. I was taken prisoner by the Germans in Tobruk in 1942 together with 
some others. From Tobruk they sent us to the prisoner of war camps in Sicily and from there to 
another camp near Rome. Various soldiers managed to escape, including me. With all the changes 
of the front line we had to come north. I've been around here for a year. I think I can help you 
because I know the region very well. and what is more important. I know the people who help allied 
soldiers on the run and those who betray them.'  
 
"Very well, Steve, I want to see your face. Let's go inside you go in front.’ Steve went into the house 
and there I could see his face by the light of the lamp. He was fair, with regular features, brown hair 
and blue-grey eyes. He certainly looked like an Englishman, and I relaxed and holstered my gun. 
'Steve. I believe you.' I said and told him who I was.   
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"Steve stared at me for a bit and I then said: - “Let's rest for a while. We have to leave before dawn, 
and we have a long walk in front of us - the house I live in is a long way from here. Today three 
allied planes were shot down and the Germans will be doing a combing operation to catch the 
pilots.'   
 
'And what is a combing operation?'   
 
'Combing is a military operation where a number of soldiers circle an area, maintaining visual 
contact, searching all the houses and questioning the people. Often as they surround a house, they 
fire machine guns into the air to intimidate the residents and get the answers they want. People 
found outside their homes are also questioned and often arrested. If they are capable of manual 
labour, they are sent to the coal mines in Austria or other places. This way they recruit thousands 
of workers, and of course the Italians are scared stiff of combing.'   
 

"As Steve spoke, I found myself feeling friendly towards him, and decided that we would become 
good friends. I suggested we got some sleep, as it was after 2.30am. The date was February 5, 
1945   

 

"Steve spoke to the couple, who immediately gave us the use of their own room. We slept in their 
bed. I was so exhausted I fell on the bed fully dressed and was soon asleep. I was thinking about 
the next day's walk, hoping the misty conditions would continue for a couple more days, making it 
easier for us to move undetected.   

 

"Steve woke me at around 8am. I checked my watch, and surprised at the time, asked him why he 
hadn't woken me earlier.  He said that in my condition he reckoned that two- or three more-hours 
sleep would do me good. My right foot was so swollen it was doubtful my boot would go on. We 
loosened the cord and with his help I managed to get it on. I then stood up and it felt as if I had taken 
a heavy beating, my whole body hurt. With Steve’s help I managed to get moving, but it was painful. 
However, it had to be done and we had to get going. Our breakfast, brought to us by the wife. was 
a glass of wine each. Steve thanked the family for their hospitality, and we left.   

 

"On leaving the house I was pleased to see that the mist was still thick. I stopped to breathe the cold 
morning air and thus refreshed we started out on what was to be a long and arduous walk.   

 

“We had to keep away from roads and tracks normally used, to avoid being seen. The ground we 
were walking over was therefore irregular, and as it was covered in snow, it was sometimes soft, 
and sometimes frozen hard.   

 

"I hadn't walked a hundred meters when l took my first fall; I had stepped on some ice and slipped. 
Steve was in front and turned back to help me. 'No Steve', I said, 'let me get up by myself. If you 
keep helping me people will think I'm injured. If l fall over sometimes and walk unsteadily as I am, 
you can tell them if they ask, that I'm drunk and you're taking me home. However painful this might 
be for me, l think it's the best way to go.   

 

"We had walked for around two hours when Steve told me we were avoiding the homes of the 
contadini. 'Just ahead is the house of some people l know. You stay where I tell you, in view, but 
away from the house. These people can't be trusted, but I'll try and get some information about the 
German movements.'   

 

"After a while he returned; I could see from his look that he either had bad news or had not been 
well received. 
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"We continued on until we reached another house. This time the people were more friendly and 
offered us wine. Steve spoke with them for some time, but I said nothing. Obviously if I opened my 
mouth, they would all know that I wasn't Italian. Steve learned that the Germans were combing the 
area in search of us, and when he had the information, he needed we continued on. 

 

"It was after midday and luckily for us, the heavy mist continued on. 

It was after midday and luckily for us the heavy mist continued. 

 

Away from the roads and tracks we advanced slowly. I had no idea how much longer we would have 
to walk but reckoned we would only arrive at night.  

 

"The people in one of the houses we passed recognized Steve and were so frightened they closed 
all the doors and windows and shouted: - Via, via. This really angered Steve and he let loose a string 
of profanities saying they were bastards and cowards, and that few had the courage to help in any 
way, and that we were lucky they didn't betray us to the fascist police.   

 

"Later in the afternoon we arrived at the house of some people Steve knew. They welcomed us and 
we entered the house, where they offered us wine and some pieces of salami. We accepted with 
pleasure as by this time we were extremely hungry. We recovered our strength, and after a short 
rest left the house and continued our walk. 

 

"It was getting dark when Steve said: ‘I think we are now outside the circle the Germans established. 
We were lucky to get through and I don't think they'll come this way. We are now near to the 'Old 
Man 's' house (his name for the man who had been sheltering him). We'll keep alert because if the 
Germans come over this side we’ll have to leave immediately and go somewhere else towards the 
south. We’Il be okay as I know people willing to shelter us.'   

 

'Steve; I replied, 'as you can see, I am in pretty poor condition, and I want to ask you a favour. If 
something happens and you have to move fast to avoid the Germans. l want you to do it. I can only 
limp along slowly, and I don't want you to be recaptured because of me. Give me your word that 
you'll leave me to fend for myself if the case arises. Remember I have my dog-tags and insignia with 
me, so I can identify myself if captured. The only thing I don't think I should have on me is this 45.'  

 

"Steve replied: - 'You are partly right; if you're captured by the regular German army there'll probably 
be no problems, and for sure they would send you to hospital for treatment. However, if you fall into 
the hands of the SS troops, things could be very different. They are aggressive. fanatical and very 
different to the regular German army. We shall of course do everything not to get caught. We'II not 
always have food and lodging, but we’ll be free, which is most important. There are some rules that 
we follow religiously and which you also should follow, for the safety of those who shelter us as well 
as for our own safety, as in your case now. Always after 10pm. as people seldom leave their homes 
at night especially in the winter - they usually go visiting during the day. At night we can move around 
more freely, with less danger of crossing with people who could betray us or our friends. Another 
rule is that we only show ourselves to those we know are friendly. It is important to remain hidden 
when we are in the houses sheltering us, and not let visitors see us. If they never know you are in a 
particular house, the people protecting you are also protected. One more - before arriving at or 
leaving a place, check that movements are normal, or even better that there is no movement. These 
rules are essential to our safely and the safety of our friends.'   

 

' - We still have quite a distance to cover. The Old Man is a very good man and has sheltered me 
for some time. We are old acquaintances, and before going over meet you, I spoke to him, and he 
accepted sheltering you in his house. He just doesn't know that you are Brazilian.'   
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"I listened carefully to Steve's instructions and told him I understood perfectly and would do 
everything possible to follow his rules.   

 

"We continued to walk, as night was falling. Steve went in front, sure of the route, and I would limp 
along behind as best I could. My pain was generalized, and in particular my left arm flopped from 
side to side as I walked, and my right foot could just about take my weight. It was a punishing ordeal, 
and all I really wanted.

 Was to sit down and pray for the war to end had to reach our destination and 
I would make a superhuman effort to get there. 

 

“– We can cheer up” said Steve, The Old Man’s house is near, but we have to wait in order to arrive 
at night when there is no movement.'  

"It was already dark, and I checked my watch - eight-o-clock - what time would we arrive'! - 'Around 
ten', said Steve. So, it would be another two hours before we found the Old Man’s shelter and rest. 
I was shattered with my whole body hurting and every move needing an enormous effort, and more 
pain. I was reminded of Rudyard Kipling's poem "IF" and the words- 'If you can . . . If you can ... ' 
and I found the strength to continue the hardest day’s travel I had ever faced. My confidence in 
Steve and the assurance that the Old Man would shelter me also gave me strength.   

 

"We started to walk again around 10 pm. As we approached the house Steve became more alert 
and vigilant, listening out for unusual sounds in the silence of the night. All appeared calm though, 
and we could see the darker shadow of the house as we came nearer. Steve told me to wait while 
he called the Old Man. He went forward and knocked discreetly on the door. It opened and closed 
without showing any light. A shadow approached me and I could make out a tall person, with broad 
shoulders, and a wide-brimmed hat that covered his face. He approached me together with Steve.   

 

 - 'This is the 'Old Man' I told you about. We'll sleep here today and tomorrow we'Il decide what to 
do. Maybe you can stay here a few days until we find a place for you to hide. Our friend’s real name 
is Venturim Tranquilo, and he owns this land, which he farms with the help of his family.'   

 
"I shook Tranquillo’s hand and he invited us in, commenting that he thought I looked Sicilian. Always 
in the dark, we entered the house and found ourselves in a small living room. After closing the front 
door, Tranquilo opened the door to the kitchen. which was lit by a small lamp. By its light we could 
see a middle-aged woman, who Tranquilo introduced: 'This is Mamma. My daughters are already 
in bed. Let's go to the stable where it is warmer and where we can talk.'   

 

"We went to the stable, which adjoined the house through a connecting door. Three cows lay placidly 
in the straw. Mamma brought a .jar of wine and served us.   

"I started by telling Tranquilo who I was and how I was shot down by the German anti-aircraft 
artillery. I told him about my useless left arm and my damaged right foot. Steve finished by telling 
him where we had spent the night and the route we took to arrive here.   
 
"Steve then said to Tranquilo - 'They mustn't know that he is an officer: we should take every 
precaution. and arrange a name for him, and from now on only use that name, do you 
agree?'  Tranquilo agreed and they started thinking of names for me.  Tranquilo thought Berto would 
be okay, it was short and easy to remember, so from then on, I became Capitano Berto to them, 
or simply Berto to anyone else. His family were all fair with light eyes and I was dark like people 
front southern Italy.   

 

'You'll sleep tonight in the storeroom', said Tranquilo.  'Mamma has fixed things up for you there.'   
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"So, I went to the storeroom with Tranquilo. who showed me where I should sleep. Mamma had 
arranged a place among the corn cobs, and after that storeroom wasn't so cold. I collapsed on the 
improvised bed and hardly had time to pull the covers over me before falling asleep - dressed und 
with my boots on.   

 

"I awoke after midday; I could hear women 's voices outside the storeroom which was very near 
Tranquillo’s house. It was February 7, 1945.   

 

"According to Steve's rules I couldn't show myself. There might be strangers around who mustn't 
know I was there. I sat up and lit a cigarette, thinking about what had happened and the interrogation 
that was probably my future. I picked up the bag holding the escape kit and opened it to check the 
contents. It contained a map of the region on some plasticized cloth, a small steel saw, two packets 
of sulpha, a small bottle of mercurochrome, three syringes of morphine including needles, 
bandages, two packets of 10 cigarettes each, two packers of chewing gum. In another small bag I 
found 300 Swiss. Franks and 600 lire. I examined it all in detail and separated some for my pockets 
and some to keep in the escape bag. Gum, cigarettes, and money went into my pockets. The map 
was of good quality and waterproof. I put the rest in the bag which I put under my shirt. 

   
"I waited for Steve, Tranquilo or even Mamma to come and see me. Both my arm and foot were still 
hurting but felt better when I lay down. I thought that if the pain became too much, I could use the 
morphine, but only in the last resort, as a few hours relief could best be used in an emergency.   
 
"I was lost in thought when the door opened and Tranquilo came in. He pretended to look for corn 
cobs and then came over to where I was. Seeing me awake he spoke almost whispering- 'I’ll bring 
you something to eat as soon as possible; there are some women in the house and when they go 
Steve, and I will bring you food.' I nodded my understanding - he spoke the Italian I could understand, 
rather than the local dialect. Then he left and I continued quiet in my corner.   
 
"Later, when the women's voices had gone, Steve and Tranquilo came over to the storeroom. The 
food and wine Steve brought were a wonderful sight - a piece of polenta and some salami slices - 
delicious accompanied by the wine.   
 
"When I had eaten, I told Steve I wanted to look at my arm. He helped me take off the jacket, my 
shirt and a woollen undershirt, and the sight wasn't encouraging. My arm was swollen from the 
shoulder to almost the elbow, and worse still, was dark purple: it was one big bruise. Looking at it 
we could see that it wasn't just that my arm was dislocated, there was something else, probably a 
fracture. In any case, only a doctor could decide what to do.   
 
"Steve helped me dress again and it was a good job it was winter, because in the cold there was 
less chance of complications. If it had been mid-summer, with high temperatures. it would have been 
worse.   
 
"Tranquilo also agreed that something should be done. But what and how? Steve said he would 
discuss it with Tranquilo. In any case he would try and reach a certain Mário, who sometimes helped 
allied soldiers. He would bring him next day.  
 
"They both left. I stayed in my corner and did all I could do to keep quiet and sleep as much as 
possible. The rest of the afternoon and the night passed calmly. Every now and again I heard the 
sound of airplane engines. Must have been the nightly RAF reconnaissance planes. They always 
patrolled the Po valley.   
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"I awoke next morning, February 8, 1945, to the sound of female laughter. I couldn't understand 
much, but they were obviously happy about something, from the laughter and the lively tone of their 
voices.   
 
"Tranquilo soon brought me something to eat, as usual accompanied by wine. From his whispers I 
understood the Mamma was in bed. Her friends had come to visit her, and that was the reason for 
all the lively talk. Tranquilo said that Steve would come in the afternoon, as he had left early to look 
for the man Mario. He also told me that he didn't like Mario. He knew he worked for the Germans as 
an interpreter, and this gave him a little freedom of movement. We chatted for a bit and then 
Tranquilo left. 
   
"Late in the afternoon Steve arrived with Mario. They entered the storeroom with the usual caution, 
and came over to me, Steve introduced me to Mario. We spoke in English, which Mario spoke 
reasonably well. Steve had told him that I was an allied officer and Mario said that he would help 
wherever he could. Mario was medium height, a little fat and flabby. His chubby face reminded me 
of the actor Peter Lorre. His blue eyes were shifty.   
 
"He didn't impress me and I felt immediately on my guard. He told me he worked as an interpreter 
for the Germans to make his real job easier- he was Agent B-306 in the English Secret Service and 
frequently sent them information. I could relax as he would arrange everything that I might need. On 
seeing my .45 he asked me to let him have it, as it would be in good hands. I sweet-talked for a bit 
and only gave him a packet of gurn and two cigarettes.  I definitely did not trust him. I glanced at 
Steve, and it seemed he agreed with me. 
 
"Mario left. I told Sieve of my doubts, and he said that he also didn't trust him - I trust him as long as 
I can see him.  However, he can maybe help us with the connections he has with the Germans.' We 
talked for a while and he told me the combing operation had finished and would not reach us. He 
also explained why Tranquillo’s wife Mamma was in bed. The doctor would come and see one that 
night, so they had to make the neighbours and friends think that she was ill. She had been operated 
for an ulcer some time ago, and this justified her not feeling well, and they had to make people 
believe that she really needed a doctor. He could only come to see me at night, and Tranquilo would 
fetch me when he arrived. 
 
"Steve left and l started thinking about the people l had met and how they took risks for one and for 
the allied cause. l had a deep respect for those who risked their lives to help me - a risk that could 
result in exemplary punishment if they were caught by the Germans - the head of the family hanged, 
and their house burned down, as had happened many times already.  
 
"It was 10pm when I heard the noise of a cart arriving. I got up and got ready, and soon Steve came 
to fetch one. We went over to the house and into the kitchen. The doctor, a Sicilian, greeted me as 
he would his countrymen, by grabbing me and kissing me on both checks, saying something in his 
dialect that l didn't understand. I took off my shirt to show him my shoulder, which he examined 
carefully. He then lifted his hands and shrugged in a typical Italian gesture and spoke to Tranquilo 
in dialect I couldn't understand him, but Steve told me there was nothing the doctor could do. I 
showed him the foot and he just repeated the gesture. 
 
“Steve helped me dress, and we returned to the storeroom, where we chatted for a bit. 'We have to 
find a way to help you.'  he said, thinking hard. He remembered a girl from a good family, who had 
helped the partisans and escaping soldiers. - 'Tomorrow I’ll go to her house and who knows, she 
may help us?'   
 
'OK Steve, I' II just have to wait till things get better, which God willing, they will.' And with this we 
parted company I lay down and adjusted my position for the least pain, and slept.   
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"I woke on the 9th February, with the sun already high. From the light shining through some cracks 
in the wooden walls of the storeroom, I could see that the day was clear and the weather good. Al 
times I could hear female voices and one was singing as she washed clothes. She had a nice singing 
voice, and she sang the currently popular songs, which I didn’t know at the time. I remember some 
of the words:   

"Tu passe leve como una chimera   

Vento d'aprilc i de primavcra ... "   

"Yes, I thought, April is springtime, and who knows it might bring an allied offensive to destroy once 
and for all the German military machine. The German army in Italy was still intact, so it was only a 
hope.   

"Tranquilo once again brought me food. He did this once a day, and I knew it was a sacrifice for 
them. They had to eat sparingly, for supplies to last the whole winter. Nobody knew when they would 
be able to plant, and if they did, whether they would be able to harvest.  I understood this and knew 
that only the wine was plentiful. 

"Tranquilo had his own vineyard, and he made the wine himself. As in all the "contadino" houses, 
the wine had a low alcohol content and everyone drank it, even the children. It was part of their diet 
and was good for the health.   

 

"I asked Tranquilo to hide my weapon and he put it away somewhere carefully.   

"In the afternoon Steve arrived with a girl. She was fair, with blue eyes, small of stature with a fragile 
appearance. She was introduced to me as Franca. She knew about my situation and was willing to 
help. She would think about it and advise us.   

 

"Talking to Franca I felt companionship and I think she felt the same. There was a sense of mutual 
trust, and this gave me a feeling of safety. Franca then returned to her house which was about six 
kilometres from Tranquilo 's place. Later when it got dark, I lay down with my thoughts and tried to 
sleep. One more day had passed - two days passed. On February 11 Steve brought me 
news.  Franca had contacted him and asked him to take me to her house.  We should go there the 
following night.   

 

"Next day as soon as it was dark. Steve and I started out. It was a long six-kilometre walk. under 
the same conditions as before, off the roads and tracks. My foot was swollen, and I walked with 
difficulty. The days of rest were not enough for full recovery, though it was much better. It was slow 
going and we arrived at Franca 's house around midnight.   
 
"She was worried that we might have been caught. Relieved to see us she welcomed us into her 
home, where we met her mother and a young man who turned out to be doctor Tino. Tino was a 
medical doctor and assistant to Dr. Koli in the Campo Sanpiero Hospital. and he was treating 
Franca's father, who was an engineer and had spent many years in Egypt. where he had contracted 
hepatic cirrhosis. The doctor came to his house twice a month to drain liquid from his abdomen.   
 
"Tino helped me undress and examined me. The arm was very swollen and still heavily bruised. It 
was impossible for Tino to make a more detailed examination. but perhaps Professor Kali, a man of 
experience and renown, could do something for me. Tino spoke with Franca, and they reckoned the 



35 
Nongqai Vol 13 No 5A – Constable S Grove, SAP Brigade (POW – Italy)  

professor could come within three or four days. Franca would advise Steve when she knew for sure, 
and we would return then for him to see me. Tino gave me some sulpha medication to take.   
 
"Three days went by with no news of Steve or Franca. The daily routine continued: Tranquilo or 
Mamma brought me food and wine. I had been at the house for more than a week but didn’t know 
the rest of Tranquillo’s family, but the game had to go on.   

 

"Finally, on February 21. Steve appeared in the afternoon and said we would be going to Franca's 
house that night. We should be there by 10pm for the doctor to examine me. This however was 
impossible if we walked so Steve had asked Tranquilo and Mario to arrange a buggy. Mario did this 
as he had more <.:011l:1cls, and Tranquilo would have had diffusely in explaining why he needed 
one. However, Tranquilo would be the driver.   

 

"After dark Tranquilo and I left for Franco's house. On the way a minor incident gave us a scare: a 
German "jeep" (Kubelwagen) almost crashed into us. They were also driving without lights. There 
was an exchange of words and Tranquilo apologized for his carelessness, and they drove off. 
Tranquilo left me with Franca, as I would sleep there that night and he would come back next day 
to fetch me.   

"Professor Koli was still attending to Franca's father, and while we waited, I chatted with Tino and 
Franca. They were old friends, and I didn't mind telling them who I really was. We agreed however 
that they would call me Berto.   

 

"The professor was ready to examine me. Tino helped me remove my clothes and the professor 
started his examination. I had to clench my teeth as he moved my arm up and down. The pain was 
awful and I was weak, having eaten little and slept badly, but I withstood the pain, and after the 
examination he spoke to Tino: - 'His arm is fractured at the head of the humerus. Probably also at 
the shoulder joint. Apart from this there is spraining and distention and only an operation will fix the 
arm.'   

 

"But how to do an operation? It would need a hospital, and even if the professor could operate on 
me, there was nowhere to do it.  "Franca, Tino and the professor discussed the problem. One 
possibility was to do the operation in the Campo Sanpiero hospital   where the professor and Tino 
were doctors, but the hospital was occupied by the Germans, and they only consented to attend the 
Italian population twice a week in the afternoon. They also spoke of the possibility of taking me to 
Venice. Franca said she had a car, but the problem was gas. If she got some, she, Tino and I could 
go to Venice. Tino also thought about trying to get an ambulance at the hospital at Mazanzzago, 
where he also worked. If they got gasoline we could go to Venice by ambulance. If we got past the 
Germans and fascists, he had friends in Venice and a place where the operation could be done in 
safety.   

 

"Al this point I interrupted them, I said I knew that Venice was a holiday place for German soldiers 
and officers. and the fascists also took leave there. As it's a historical city with no important military 
or major strategic objectives. Allied Command had forbidden attacks from the air. Venice was 
connected to the mainland by just one bridge around one kilometre long, well controlled by both the 
Germans and the fascists. It would be difficult to get past the check points. I also told them that I 
wouldn't consent to them exposing themselves and risking their lives for my sake. If I was caught, I 
would be a prisoner of war, but they would without doubt be executed. So I couldn’t agree with the 
idea and my arm would have to heal as best it could. If it left the arm crippled, and I was still alive 
after the war, a good orthopaedic surgeon could re-break it and set the bones properly. I would take 
the risk.   
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"They accepted my decision and Tino asked me to stay at Franca’s house the next day. He would 
check the possibility of taking Xray’s at the Campo Sampiero Hospital, and he would then put my 
arm in plaster. I agreed to wait. It was already late, and Franca showed me to my room. Tired and 
in pain as I was, I lay down fully dressed and slept.   

 

"Next day. February 23, I had a look around Franca's house.  It was a manor house, very well built. 
It had three floors, the last being an attic. There were buildings on both sides of the house - on one 
side garages and a small mews and on the other two houses for servants, large and spacious. The 
rooms of the house were large and the ceilings high. The living room was heated by large stones, 
like a sauna. The second floor had a large area where one could sit in the sun. In front of the house 
was a small eucalyptus wood where a water pipe could be seen. and beyond the wood a field of 
wheat. The road from Noale to Mazanzzago passed next to the house, and the town was less than 
a kilometre away. 

 

“Mazanzzago was a small town with a population of less than 2,000, reduced now as the men had 
either gone to war or to work for the Germans. Those remaining were old people, women and 
children. There was a small but good hospital run by Charity Sisters who did the nursing. Tino was 
a doctor there also. 
 

"During the day I chatted with Franca and her mother. They spoke of the difficulties in wartime Italy, 
and how the Germans took everything they could. They left little in the way of food and other 
necessities. Everyone had to tighten their belts and the only way to get anything extra was on the 
black market. The ration cards provided only enough to survive.   

 

"We spent the day conversing about various subjects. and the question that always came up was: 
When will the allies make their offensive? I didn't know. I just had a hunch that with the coming of 
spring something would happen.   

 

"At the end of the day Tino arrived. He said that I could go to the hospital in four days, when they 
treated the Italians. That would be the 27th, after midday, and he would be there to take an X-ray.   

 

"However, to go to the hospital in Campo Sanpiero we would need transport, as the town was more 
than 30 kilometres away. I would have to arrive right after midday, when the clinic opened.  He had 
spoken to the Charity Sisters and they had set up a plan to leave the field clear for my examination. 
They would invite the German radiologist to a tea in his honour, and this would flatter him, but we 
would have to be quick with the X-ray equipment, as the nurses could only entertain him for about 
an hour.   

 

"Franca remembered a man who lived much nearer to Campo Sanpiero who could put me up. 
Leaving early by buggy we could arrive at the hospital with time to spare. We just had to solve the 
problem of transport from Franca 's house to the home of this contadino. Tranquilo was coming to 
fetch me later that day, and Franca would tell him about the need for the X-ray, and he would 
certainly agree to take us to the house of the contadino that night.  

 

"When Tranquilo arrived, we were ready to go. Franca asked him and he agreed, so with Franca 
showing the way, we went to the man's house. Franca went in to speak to him, and we waited in the 
buggy. The man agreed to put me up for a few days, and I stayed there while Franca and Tranquilo 
returned to their homes. 

 

"It was 10 pm when I entered the man's house. He took me to the stable and introduced me to his 
wife and son, a lad of 15 or 16. There was a cow and a calf in the stable. The man only spoke in 
dialect, and I understood nothing of what he said.  
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"After a while he came in and started to sharpen a knife. While he did this, he looked at me and at 
the calf, as if to explain what he was doing. He had already drunk a lot of wine, which made it even 
more difficult to understand his dialect. Around midnight the son suggested we turn in: 'We'll sleep 
in the same bed.' he said in a purer Italian that I could understand. He showed the way and said 
goodnight. As always, I slept fully dressed and with my boots on. 

 

"Around eight in the morning I was awakened by people running, shouts and some shots fired 
outside the house, but very nearby.  The boy ran into the room and grabbed me by the hand, pulling 
me towards a room next to the kitchen. Before I could say anything, he bent down and lifted a 
concrete slab that covered an entrance to the cellar. He helped me in and said: 'Aspeta qui. Io 
ritorno.'  (Wait here, I'll be back) and replaced the slab over me. 

 

"A little later I heard a woman shouting, sounds of running inside the house and some more distant 
shots. When things calmed down, I started to examine the place I was in. It was about a meter and 
a half high by two wide and about the same long. It was cold and humid, and it occurred to me that 
a tomb must be something like this. I decided to wait for the boy to come back. If he took too long, I 
would have to try and get out by myself. All I could do was wonder what had happened up above. I 
could only imagine that the house had been raided, but why?   

"Two more hours passed. The place was cold. humid and dark. I started to get impatient but decided 
to wait a hit more, I didn’t want to take the initiative and come out because if I was discovered, my 
benefactors would suffer. So, it was with great relief that I finally saw the slab being removed and 
the face of the boy above me, He helped me out and took me to the room.   
   
Passing the kitchen, I saw that his mother was crying, and asked him what had happened. He 
explained that his father had killed the calf and left early to sell the meat on the black market, they 
needed the money as they had very little food. The sale was discovered by the fascist police 
however and they raided the house. They fired various shots but luckily his father escaped with torn 
clothes and a few scratches. He had run away and was now in a safe hiding place. The boy was 
even happy because that day they would have meat to eat: - "Papa had hidden our part of the meat 
and they didn't find it. Mum is still in shock but will soon be ok. Papa is okay and we have enough 
meat for a few days' meals. Viva!'   
 

"I liked the boy. He was spontaneous and sincere. I thought about what had happened and was glad 
it finished well. Due to the boy's presence of mind, I had not been seen, and nobody would suffer. 

   

"The time passed slowly, and there were few visitors. I just had to wait patiently for the 27th , the day 
set for going to the hospital. True to their word, Franca and Mario arrived by buggy around 7am. We 
got going quickly, as the journey would be slow and the horse was not young. The return journey 
was more than thirty kilometres. Mario came with us, as he spoke good German and could be a 
help. 

 

"It was wonderful to be out in the fresh air again and seeing the countryside. Despite the pain I was 
tired of doing nothing and sleeping badly at night. The reduced diet had affected me physically and 
I had lost weight. I hadn't shaved or taken a bath since I was shot down, and this made me very 
uncomfortable. Dressed in patched trousers and a jacket, bearded under the old cap. I was a 
common sight in the panorama of war. I just hoped I wouldn’t attract the attention of anyone passing. 

 

"The weather was good, and I tried to observe everything. We were jogging along smoothly when 
suddenly some vehicles appeared on the road in front of us. They were artillery pieces 
and carriages, pulled by horses that looked to be in good condition.  The guns appeared to be 
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105mm, and the carriages had rubber tires. Well camouflaged with branches of trees, they moved 
along confidently, apparently unworried by the route.  

  
On crossing with them I remembered a saying we had: If you find something being pulled by more 
than one horse, you can open fire as they must be Germans. The Italians don't enjoy such luxuries.   
 
When we were quite near the town we stopped and Mario left the buggy in a safe place. We had 
time to spare before the meeting with Tino at the hospital, so we didn't have to hurry.   
 
"Campo Sanpiero was a small town with wide, tree-lined streets. We were walking towards the 
hospital when suddenly the air raid siren sounded. The few people in the street stopped and 
sheltered under the trees. We did the same. Up above the P-47s new towards their targets and on 
seeing them a feeling of pride and longing filled my heart. Soon after that the 'all clear' sounded and 
we continued towards the hospital. This was a large building on a square, the front block being just 
one floor, and the back block two floors - it reminded me of my school - the Realengo Military School. 
   
"The building had just one wide entrance. guarded by a German sentry. We entered it, passing by 
the sentry, a young uniformed soldier. As it was the day for attending to Italians, he didn't even stop 
us, and if he had, Mario would have spoken to him. The hospital was at the back, in the two-story 
building. On the right of the patio, I noted some well camouflaged military vehicles. We went up the 
stairs to the second floor.  
  
"Tino had given precise instructions on how to find the X-ray room. I went in alone and the doctor 
was waiting. He pulled me into the room, saying that we couldn’t lose any time - the tea with the 
German radiologist would last for around an hour. Tino asked me if I talked under aesthetic, and I 
said I didn't know.   
 
‘’ - Berto, I’m going to give you chloroform so I can try and set the bone. I hope you don't talk if 
someone unexpected comes in.”  When I awoke, still dizzy, he asked me if I could walk, so I tried 
and was okay. I had been out for around 40 minutes.   

 

"Franca, Mario and I calmly left the hospital and went to get the buggy. We did the return trip without 
incident. I just asked Mario to clear up one doubt: - "Why does the hospital only occupy one side of 
such a large building and why were there many more soldiers and vehicles than a hospital would 
need?" Mario explained that three wings of the building were occupied by the Headquarters of the 
I73rd Luftwaffe Infantry Division. We had entered through the door to the HQ. I fixed him with a look 
and said: - "You could have told me!"   
 
"On arriving back at the house, Franca said we should stay there and await the results of the X-ray. 
Tino had not been able to use radioscopy and he would advise as soon as he could.   

 

"I went over to speak to the woman and her son. I asked the boy if they had news of his father and 
he said no, which was a good sign.   

"I passed the rest of the afternoon feeling down and apprehensive. It was two weeks since I had 
broken my arm and sprained the foot. The suffering and the immobility were draining me 
physically.  It was vital to find a solution, but all I could do was wait. 

   

"Two days later Steve appeared. He and Tranquilo were worried about me. I told them what had 
happened and that I had to wait.  He had come to get the news and tell me to be very careful, 
because he had heard that a girl and a middle-aged man had been asking about an escaped officer. 
I thanked him and told him I had seen no one around here and had not been seen, except on the 
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day we went to Campo Sanpiero. I missed Tranquilo and his place, which though modest, was much 
better than where I was staying now. 

"Another two days went by and Franca came to tell me that the X-ray was no good and we had to 
take another. By then I was willing to do anything in order to put an end to the present state of 
affairs.   
 
"Once again, the Sisters of Charity set up the scene, this time as one of their birthdays. Once again 
Mario arranged the buggy and the trip there and back was without incident, just like the previous 
time. The entrance into the Division HQ, the X-ray, the return home ran smoothly. Except that this 
time I went to Franca's house. There I had to await Tino with the result and the consequent 
treatment.   

 

"He arrived late in the afternoon of March 1st, with all the material needed for a plaster cast. He told 
me that I really had a difficult fracture and a serious sprain. He would do his best.   

 

"To set the bone he needed my arm to be in the position of the fascist salute! This however would 
make it impossible for me to move around. The horizontal position would also be inconvenient.  Tino 
therefore decided to set the arm downwards, along my body, with my hand at about hip level. This 
would give me certain flexibility of movement, and I could travel if necessary.  

 

"This decided, I took my clothes off from the waist up. and he started work. It took quite a long time, 
as he encased me in plaster from the shoulders to the waist. It was around 10 pm when he finished. 
I dressed as best I could. fitting the clothes over the cast. Franca had found a three-quarter cape 
that hid the plaster, so I looked almost normal.   

 

"When he finished, he and Franca told me that people were talking about me. To get the buggy 
Mario had said that it was for an important person who was injured and could not be known about, 
giving the impression that it was an escaped allied officer.  Franca asked me if I trusted her and 
what she could do for me. I said yes, I fully trusted both her and Tino. 'Very well', she said ‘let's fool 
everybody; you will stay somewhere that no one knows about. Not even your friends and especially 
Mario. Tino and I will take you there today. 

"Decision taken - we prepared to move. Franca would go in front, by bike, to check the route and 
see if there were any German soldiers on the road. Tino would go with me, and when possible, 
would take me on the crossbar of his bike.  We started a move that I would never forget. Franca 
went in front and came back to give us the all clear. Tino and I followed her. and part of the way he 
took me on the crossbar. From his heavy breathing I could see what an effort it was for him. The 
roads weren't paved. and the mud kicked up by the traffic plus the remaining snow made the trip 
very difficult. I frequently asked him to stop, as I could see, he was tired. but he had an iron will and 
was determined to go on. Finally, I said to him: - "Okay Tino, we’re going to walk. My foot's not good. 
but we'll walk anyway and God willing we'll get there." 

"We had been going for more than four hours, when we arrived at a group of three houses, near to 
which were a few sparse haystacks for forage for the animals. Tino and I waited outside, and we 
could see no one nearby. Franca entered one of the houses and after talking to the people inside, 
came out accompanied by a man who would be my host. Franca and Tino took their leave and told 
me to be careful. If the arm gave me trouble to tell the man who would call Tino. They started back 
on what would be another hard journey home.   

"The man spoke to me: - 'Let's go, I'll show you to your shelter.' and led me to one of the haystacks 
where apparently, I would be staying.   
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"He removed a few sticks that provided external protection - the door was covered in hay with the 
sticks in place and the door and opened a small door about one meter high. The outer part of closed, 
it was impossible to see the entrance to the shelter - 'Be careful going in.' he said. 'There are two of 
your colleagues in there. One of them will close the door. Good night.'  "Good night", I replied. 
moving towards the door of the hideaway. 

"My plaster cast made any movement difficult. I had to go in on my knees. As I was groping in the 
dark a voice from inside said: - 'Let me help.' l felt a guiding hand on my arm as I continued in on 
my knees. The voice was English, and he told me to take the Left-hand side, as l would be more 
comfortable near the supporting poles, which also acted as a window [or ventilating the shelter. 

"It took a few moments to get comfortable. The plaster cast didn’t help and my movements were so 
restricted that I could only lie on my back. It was so dark l could see nothing, and only after getting 
a bit used lo the dark l managed to make out my two companions.   

 

The one who had spoken to me introduced himself as Jack, and the other as Johan. Both were 
South Africans, they knew Steve and belonged to the same unit.   
   

- 'Berto, you couldn't know, but for you to come here, they sent another friend of ours somewhere 
else. You have taken his place.  We been here since the start of winter when it started to snow.  We 
like it here because it's quiet and safe; we'll leave here only when the weather outside permits. 
Spending a winter without a fixed shelter is very hard, and we are happy here.' 

'"I told them I was shot down by the Germans. I had had broken my arm when I jumped by parachute. 
Luckily for me I had met Steve and now Franca. They knew Franca who had also done them some 
favours. It was late at night, and we decided to leave our whispering till the following day, because 
it was essential that we spoke as low as possible. Just imagine what might happen if anyone heard 
a haystack talking?   

 

"My first night under a mound of hay was long and uncomfortable. The plaster cast partially restricted 
my breathing. and lying on my back. I could hardly move. I could only move my legs - always within 
my allotted space. I covered up as much as possible with the few covers I had, as it was very cold. 
Outside there was almost a half meter of snow. I was tired and tried to sleep, l could get to know my 
new neighbours better next morning. Sleeping fully dressed with my boots on had become a habit 
....   

 

"I awoke the next morning. March 2, with the sun already high. Jack and Johan were awake and 
greeted me with a wave of the hand. I made a huge effort to get into the only position possible in 
the cramped shelter- seated.   

 
"I examined our shelter. It was constructed with strong poles, and the ceiling supported the hay 
above it. On one side was the little door, and on the other a series of vertical poles that didn't allow 
a good view outside but acted as ventilation. From the outside nothing could be seen. Vertical poles 
at our feet and heads held the horizontal poles and completed the structure of the shelter.   

 

"I can give you the size from the way the three of us fitted inside: lying on our backs shoulder to 
shoulder, we had a little more than half a meter between us. Silting, about 40cm above our heads, 
and the length was around a meter eighty. Our mattress was a thick layer of hay, and the pillows 
were made of the same material.  

 

"Jack was the most expansive and l started talking to him. He was young, around 25 years old. 
Johan was older, around 40. l questioned them on the daily routine. Jack said there were some litre 
bottles and a small bed pan for urinating. For other needs we had to wait until night and go outside 
the shelter. Our food came during the day at any time the people in the house could come out to the 
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haystack without calling attention. We would share the food and the drink - normally wine. Ever 
since landing I had not drunk water, as they always brought us wine.   

 

"We started to talk about the war, and he told me that, like Steve, he and Johan had been taken 
prisoners in Tobruk. They escaped together from the German prisoner of war camp, and since then 
had done everything lo remain free. It was a bit like “jumping from the frying pan into the fire", but 
they preferred the latter, l agreed with him.   

"We spoke about the facts of the war as I knew them, and the hope for an allied offensive in the 
coming spring. We then spoke of Brazil and South Africa. Our conversation was slow and measured, 
as we knew we would have plenty of time to talk about the same subjects. 
 
"Jack told me he had a jazz band in Cape Town, where he lived. He spoke of the parties al which 
he and his band played. He asked me what I knew about the latest happenings in the music world, 
and I told him what I knew. He then asked me if I knew an old waltz called "Dancing with tears in my 
eyes", and it just happened that I knew some of the words by heart- in English. We remembered the 
words together and I could see from his reaction that the song was important to him, perhaps 
because of a love or romance he had left behind. Our other companion was quiet, and just said that 
he had worked in a bank in Johannesburg. He was called up when war was declared.   
 
"Later on, the food arrived and we divided it up. As always, they were only generous with the wine 
- a litre for each of us. 
 
"The days passed slowly and monotonously. Only our whispered conversations cheered us up a 
little. Sometimes we went outside at night to satisfy our needs, and we had to perform like cats - 
making a hole in the snow and afterwards covering it up carefully ... At other times we went out just 
to stretch our legs and breathe the pure and cold night air. I got used to hearing Johan crying every 
night, homesick and missing his wife and daughter.  
 
"One morning. Franca came to visit and to see how we were getting on. We were all well and happy 
to see her and talking to her even for just a short time cheered us up immensely, especially as she 
brought us some extra food in the shape of various salamis and some bread, which we hadn't seen 
for some time.   
 

I was already moving around, with less discomfort; my arm was hardly hurting anymore, and my 
foot supported me without too much effort. I only put on the boots when I had to get up. and I think 
this helped the foot to get better. 

"One afternoon when I was chatting with Jack he told me or a song he and his pals had composed 
after they escaped from the last prisoner of war camp. He whistled the tune softly for me to learn 
the melody and the words. The words became engraved on my memory, due to their meaning and 
their philosophy. They were as follows:   
 

"We are on the road to anywhere   
Without any heartache without any care ...   
We have no home, we have no friends   
Thankful for everything the Good Lord sends. 
   
We are on the road to anywhere   
Every milestone seems to say   
That for through wear and tear,   
This road will lead to anywhere."   
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"I had been there for about two weeks when one day we were surprised by the sound of airplanes 
over us. Then the characteristic sound of planes diving. I gave Jack a questioning look and soon 
after we heard bombs exploding very near - so near that we felt  the blast of the explosions. We 
heard cries from the nearby houses.  The planes' machine guns started to fire and we could hear 
the whistle of the bullets flying over our heads .... This lasted for about ten minutes, and we were 
getting ready to move out of there. when all became silent again.   

 

"I asked Jack if there was a target for the planes in the vicinity, and he told me that quite nearby 
there was a railroad station. The planes had obviously bombed the railroad and afterwards a 
machine gunned the station or some wagons parked in the sidings ... a target I knew only too well.   

 

"We spoke of the irony of destiny, should we be unlucky enough to be hit by bombs dropped by our 
own comrades, or even their bullets  … but all had ended well, and l had seen the other side of the 
coin. 

 

"It was during the fourth week in that sheller that I was pleasantly surprised by the arrival of Steve, 
late one afternoon.  He came to talk with us and spoke of the possibility of taking me back to 
Tranquillo’s house. He had spoken to Franca and complained of the lack of news. After some 
reluctance she had told him where I was. Mario, wanting to appear important, had talked too much, 
but now the gossip he had provoked had faded away, and things were now calmer, and I could 
return to Tranquillo’s house. This made me very happy, and we prepared to return immediately. It 
would be a long walk, but I was now in much better condition. I could keep my balance, and my foot 
hardly hurt. I said goodbye lo Jack and Johan, with the hope that we would meet again. We left at 
night- it was the end of March 1945; I don't remember the day. 

 

"It was a long walk to Tranquillo’s house. We had the whole night lo do it and I was happy to be in 
Steve's company. Any difficulties we might come across would be overcome with certainty and with 
cheer and good humour, as we were happy to be back together again.   

 

"We started our return along the roads and tracks, and I could walk faster and more steadily. Steve 
led the way; always alert to the sounds of cars or people we might meet. We passed Franca’s house, 
and this cheered me up as I knew the way to Tranquillo’s house, which was now only a few 
kilometres away.   
 
"When we arrived at Tranquilo's dawn was breaking. Even at that early hour the 'Old Man' was 
waiting for us, along with Mamma. 
 
"They welcomed me warmly, both of them hugging and kissing me as if I were a son returning home 
after a long absence. However, the figure they saw before them was very different to the one that 
they had known previously. I had lost more than ten kilos, and with a month and a half beard I was 
showing the effects of what I had been through. Mamma told me:- 'I'm going to treat you as  if you 
were my figliolo.' I knew that her two sons had been taken by the Germans to work in some place 
in Austria or Germany. 

"The joy or returning made me forget the pain and the difficult moments l had suffered. Human 
warmth and friendship were the dominant feelings. It was so good to feel at home!   

 

"Tranquillo and Mamma had prepared n small room for me. It was on the second floor above the 
kitchen. The unevenly laid planks allowed me to see some of the kitchen below. The mattress was 
of corn straw, which I knew from my childhood on the farm where I was born, It was comfortable 
and made crackling noises when one moved .... the clean covers had a smell of clothes washed 
and dried in the sun. I undressed and lay down and slept as never before.   
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"When I awoke it was already afternoon. Mamma brought me a substantial meal and I fell asleep 
again.   
 
"I awoke the next day lo the joyful singing of Tranquillo’s daughters. They were doing household 
tasks - stripping the corn off the cob and making corn flour. Mamma used the corn flour to make a 
delicious "polenta" - the sort you cut with a wire.   

 

"Tranquilo was a capable man. Apart from his work in the fields, he also gave advice on the selling 
and buying of pigs. He was a good judge of weight and pedigree, and this gave him a certain 
reputation and prestige among the contadini, He was skilled in the making of pork meat products, 
and his salamis and meats were widely accepted. His pantry was thus usually well stocked, and he 
made good wine. The various barrels in his wine cellar attested lo his capacity for hard work.  

 

"Mamma treated me with special care. She prepared a bath in a barrel that had been cut in half, 
heating the water and leaving clean towels for me. She called Steve and asked him to shave me 
before I had a bath. I still couldn't do everything myself, and Steve had to help me with the bath. 
Afterwards I felt light and comfortable something I had not felt for almost two months. Mamma 
washed the clothes I had been wearing and gave me fresh clothes to wear.  "I got to know 
Tranquillo’s daughters. The eldest, around 25 years old, had an agreeable singing voice: next came 
a young girl of 16 or 17, and finally the youngest - Bertila, 9 years old. 

"Things had definitely improved for me, my lodgings were comfortable and the people around me 
were all friends. 

"But all good things must come to an end, as the saying goes. Hardly a week had passed and Tino 
came to see me. He said the Germans were making a major sweep in the region in search for 
workers, so it was imperative for me to take off the plaster cast. If I was caught, they would ask 
questions about who had helped me, and this could bring complications for him and Franca.  

"I had no objection to removing the plaster, and this took place on March 14. I didn't want anything 
to happen to him or Franca. He cut the cast off and examined my arm. I had just a small circular 
movement of the hand. The rest of my arm was immobile.  He called Mamma and asked her to 
exercise the arm, applying hot compresses, as hot as I could stand. The arm might improve with 
exercise and the compresses. 

"Mamma followed his instructions religiously. Every day she woke me up and brought a pot with hot 
water and cloths for the compresses. She would apply the compresses and exercise the arm as the 
doctor had instructed. When the water cooled down, she would go downstairs and fetch more hot 
water, and then continue the treatment. She treated me like a son. 

"On the other hand, Steve was on the alert watching for the German sweep. Any sign that it might 
be coming our way and we would have to leave quickly so as not to endanger Tranquilo and his 
family. 

   

"One quiet afternoon I was in my room, when I noticed unusual movement in the road that ran past 
the house. Walking along the road were what looked like a company of Germans. They made a stop 
in front of Tranquilo's house. While resting the officers allowed the soldiers to move around freely, 
and some of them left the ranks and entered the house. They asked Mumma for water, and she 
offered them wine. They only wanted water. On entering the kitchen to drink, they could see part of 
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the pantry where there were salamis and other things that Tranquilo prepared. They offered to buy 
some but Mamma eager for them to leave, tried to give the food as a present. They still wanted to 
pay. Through the gaps in the floor, I could see the German soldiers in the kitchen with Mamma, 
while she did everything possible for them to go away. In the end they accepted the present and 
returned to their lines. I could see that the soldiers were well dressed in neat uniforms their discipline 
was good and they were moving as if on exercise. 

 

"After they had left, I went to see Mamma. She was still recovering from the fright - we had had a 
narrow escape ... 

 

"With my plaster cut off. I had more freedom of movement, and my foot wasn't hurting so much, so 
I asked Steve to put me in contact with the partisans so I could meet them. Steve agreed and one 
night we went down the road to a place he knew and met some of them. I asked them to send a 
message to my commander advising that I was well and where I was staying. They assured me that 
the message would be transmitted, and after chatting for a long time they offered me what they 
could - cigarettes and help.  It was almost down when we returned to Tranquilo's. That trip did me 
good: I had walked, and the exercise gave me new hope. We would return another time.   

 
"The days passed quietly, but my arm gave no sign of wanting to move. However hard I tried, it 
stubbornly refused to obey my commands. Mamma made a great effort with the compresses and 
exercises, but the sprain was serious, and the arm remained rebellious.  

 
I was feeling a little depressed when Tino came to see me. He examined me carefully and said: 
"The only thing we can do is try Marconi therapy.' I didn't know what ii was and he explained that I 
would receive electric shocks in the arm muscles. Maybe the shocks could rejuvenate the 
movement. I asked Tino where we could do it - 'we can't do it here, as there is no electricity.' As you 
know, Berto, I am a doctor at the Mazanzzago hospital. I’ll talk to the Sisters of Charity there. If they 
agree,  we’Il do the treatment there. They are very good nurses, and furthermore, very discreet.   
 
"Tino left saying he would give me an answer soon. In the meantime, I went again with Steve to 
meet with the partisans. I asked them again to send a message to my commander. They told me 
that they had sent the first message, as I had asked, and that normally they didn't receive a reply. I 
had to be patient. 
 
"We were already in the middle of April, and the snow was melting on the roads, turning into a dark 
mud. In the fields the soil began to appear, a dark, fertile earth that after so many years of cultivation 
was still productive.   
 
"It was a week before Tino returned, towards the latter part of April. We had plenty to talk about, as 
the allied offensive had already started. He told me that I could have the treatment in the hospital in 
Mazanzzago, but I would have to go to Franca's house as it was less than a kilometre from the 
hospital. I could go on foot every night and my treatment would be done after 10pm, when things 
were quieter. I was to go to a door at the back and knock on it three times. When all was agreed, 
Tino left, and I planned to go lo Franca's house next day. Before that I needed to talk to Steve and 
Tranquilo. 
 
"On the following day I went to Franca's house. To my surprise another couple were staying there, 
friends of hers called Angelo and Luigina, and their small daughter Carla. They were a very pleasant 
couple, and we soon became friends.   
 
"I started my visits to the hospital, leaving the house after 9pm, and entering the hospital through 
the back door as arranged. The Sisters of Charity would be knitting, mending clothes or singing 
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softly, while one of them applied the electric shocks to my arm. The shocks caused a slight pain, as 
if I was being pricked with a needle.  
 
I couldn't be seen around the place, so for safety's sake would stay in the attic in Franca's house 
during the day. 
 
"I had been doing my treatment for a week when one afternoon Tino appeared and told us that the 
Germans had chosen that house to install a radio station. They would arrive the following lay with 
the equipment.  
 
"I told Franca that I should leave, as it would be very risky to stay. If the Germans suspected anything 
they would arrest not only me, but her also and we knew what the punishment would be. She told 
me that not only could we take the risk, but it was probable the Germans would not suspect my 
presence as I only came out at night, and by this time the Germans would probably have left. I could 
go to the hospital around 10 pm. I reluctantly agreed to stay. 
 
"The following morning the Germans arrived in a truck. There were eleven men commanded by a 
junior officer, From the attic, through the slits in the shutters, I watched them install the radio station. 
They attached the antenna to one of the Eucalyptus trees in the small copse opposite the house, 
then connected the electrical supply and installed the receivers and transmitters. By the afternoon 
it was already functioning.   
 
"There were still a few Germans then when I left, and I murmured ‘Good night!' as I passed. I had 
my treatment at the hospital and took longer coming back in the hope that the Germans would have 
left.   
"I arrived home without incident. My arm was finally showing signs of improvement. I could achieve 
a larger range of movements, a good sign of recovery.   
 
"From my attic I kept a daily watch on the Germans, working. Relaxing, shaving etc…. They were 
so relaxed it was as if the war was a long way off.   
 
"One afternoon towards the end of April, I noticed that Franca was nervous and uneasy. I asked her 
what the matter was, and perhaps I should leave, as something must be wrong. She said that 
everything was okay, and she was just feeling a bit nervous. 
 
I returned to the attic and to my hobby of watching the Germans from the cracks in the shutter. I 
suddenly noticed a man lying on the ground about 100 meters from the radio station. I looked more 
carefully and saw other men spread out and also on the ground. except that they were slowly 
crawling towards the radio station. I then realized that they were partisans, and they were about to 
attack. The Germans hadn't noticed anything and continued their activities as before. The partisans 
got nearer and about 40 meters away they stood up and came in for the attack. 
 
"The Germans saw them coming and went for their weapons.  The partisans opened fire with their 
machine guns, surrounding the place. Three Germans were hit, one of them seriously. The Germans 
managed to wound two of the partisans, but then surrendered, except for the officer, who got away 
despite being chased and shot at.   

 

"After destroying the radio installation, the partisans collected up anything of interest, such as 
weapons, ammunition, clothes, cigarettes and medicines. I knew some of them and went to speak 
to them. They gave me two packs of cigarettes,   

 

"They soon cleared the place, commandeered the German truck and left taking the two wounded 
partisans and the unharmed Germans. They left the wounded Germans and I helped with first aid 
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treatment. Luckily Tino arrived soon after-he had been at the hospital in Mazanzzago and when he 
heard about the shooting he came quickly. He spoke quickly to us and arranged transport to the 
hospital for the wounded. One of them had to be operated as he was hit in the abdomen.   
 
"I went over to speak to Franca. She was shocked by the brutality of what she had seen and said: 
'Come é bruta la guerra.' 
 
"-'Franca, I have to leave immediately to ensure your safety. You knew the partisans were coming 
and that's why you were nervous. However, the German officer will come back as soon as he can, 
and will bring more soldiers, I have no doubt. That's what I would do in his place.'   

 

"She still wanted to argue. but the facts were obvious. "Tino had arrived and we spoke to him. He 
agreed with me but added that he thought the officer would possible not come. It was getting dark, 
and I got ready to leave. I was saying my farewells when the front doorbell sounded. I pointed to 
Tino and went rapidly to the back door. Tino gave me enough time to open the door and leave. I 
crouched down by the door and heard a voice with a heavy accent ask: - 'Where is that man with 
dark features?'  

 

"I left quickly through the back, and soon found the road, walking for about 50 meters before turning 
off the road into a vineyard and walking another 100 meters or so. I stopped and sat down to wait. 

 

"I was very worried about what might happen to my friends. The fact of Tino being there helped, as 
otherwise there was only the mother and father, both sick. 

 

"I decided to go back to Franca's house. If everything was normal, I could be sure that nothing had 
happened to them. It was after midnight and enough time had passed for things to be sorted out. I 
walked back and out of the vineyard into the road, where I started to walk towards Franca's house.  

 

'Hands up!' came a voice and I saw two German soldiers walking towards me - 'Hands up!' they 
ordered. My left arm wouldn’t move. I grabbed my left thumb with my right hand and Iifted both arms. 
One of the soldiers stood in front of me and put the barrel of his gun to my throat. The other came 
behind. My legs were threatening to give way but I stiffened when they started to search me. They 
did this thoroughly, but only found the two packets of German cigarettes. I was worried that in their 
search they would find the ID dog-lags I had round my neck. If they found them they would see what 
they were and then.   

"Luckily, I remained calm and lucid. - 'Where did you get the cigarettes?' they asked. I replied without 
hesitation that I had bought them that afternoon in Neale, a nearby village. - 'I paid 600 liras for each 
one', I said. - 'Where? 'Neale", I replied. -  'How much?' - '600 liras.' One of them said ‘Show us your 
documents' - 'I don't have them with me, I replied 'They’re at home' . . . 'but we want to see your 
documents' they said. ‘So, let’s go to my house'. I answered, 'I live two kilometres from here and we 
can soon be there.' - 'Let's go', I said and started to walk away, in the direction away from Franca's 
house. I walked in the middle of the road, and they kept behind me, one on each side. I was thinking 
that I would walk until they either got tired or discovered the deception, and then I would be arrested 
or killed. 
 
"I had walked about 300 meters when they started to talk. I don’t understand a word of German, but 
I could tell what they were saying. One wanted to see the documents and the other didn’t want to 
walk two kilometres to see them. One spoke with more authority and the other went quiet. I now 
realized that the one who didn’t want to go on was the elder of the two.  
 
"They stopped and told me that I shouldn't go out without documents, but if I met another German 
patrol that night, I should say 'comrade, comrade .. .' and tell them that I had been searched by two 
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German sergeants and that they had given permission for  me to go home. I thanked them and 
insisted that they keep one of the packs of cigarettes.   
 
"They let me go and I followed the road for a bit longer. Once out or their view, I left the road and 
went into the fields. I found a good place to hide until morning. At dawn I would go towards 
Tranquillo’s house, and if everything was clear around there, with no German patrols, I would go to 
his house. 
 
"It was all clear and I found Steve and Tranquilo. I told them what had happened, but they had even 
greater news. 
 
"The allies had broken through the front and passed the river Po. In a few days they would be in our 
area. The partisans were active and got together to receive orders. 
 
"We went to meet the partisans. They had made their provisional HQ near to us. I got to know their 
chief, Alberino, who was the station master at the railroad station. Steve told me I would not be 
included in any planned operation. In my condition I couldn't accompany them in their surprise 
attacks, which was how the partisans operated. An ambush, quick action lasting n few minutes and 
then they would disperse and meet up somewhere else. In these quick attacks they would grab 
anything available – weapons, ammunition and prisoners - or they would run like hell if the reaction 
was very violent.   
 
"The Germans were retreating everywhere, with the partisans in chase, and we could hear sporadic 
gunfire on all sides. 
 
"I spent my time in the partisans' HQ, and this was how l saw the first prisoners arriving. The 
partisans had no qualms about putting them in an empty house, but first they took off all their clothes, 
leaving them with only their boots. This way they economized on sentries, as only two armed men 
were needed to guard the house. If the Germans wanted to escape, they would have to  do it in the 
nude.  
 
"It was the beginning of May and I no longer needed to remain hidden. We were all anxious for the 
war to end. 
 
"Once I went to observe a partisan operation from close up, and it nearly cost me my life, as the 
reaction from the Germans was fast and violent. The partisans dispersed and ran away as fast as 
they could. I couldn't run and I could hear the bullets whistling overhead. When I told Steve he gave 
me a good dressing down, and rightly so.   

 

"The number of prisoners in the partisans were taking was growing daily. There were already 150 
and they were beginning to be a headache, as they had to be fed. 

 

"I didn't see Steve for two days. At the end of the second day, May 2, 1945, armoured cars of the 
8th Army passed through the nearest village, Piomino Dese. We started to commemorate. That was 
when I discovered that the Germans had taken Steve prisoner. He and some partisans had attacked 
a troop which turned out to be the SS. They reacted rapidly and captured Steve and two partisans, 
but the SS captain insisted on executing Steve, personally, killing him with two shots to the head.   

"On the 4th I went to Piombino Dese, where my friend's body was. I stood by him for a long time, his 
face looking so young, thinking how unfair destiny had been, as just a few hours later  the 8th Army 
armoured cars had passed by where he lay, ….  
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"On arriving at the Base on May 12, I received orders to go to the 8'" Army HQ, to make a statement. 
I was interrogated for more than four hours by the Intelligence officer. He wanted to know everything 
in detail, about what happened to me and also the places, names, dates and all the details that I 
could give. 

"At the end of a long deposition I signed a declaration that I would not divulge names, dates and 
places where it all happened, for a period of 10 years, in order to guarantee the safety and protection 
of people who had helped me and might suffer retaliation. 

 

"I then asked the Intelligence officer if they had received the messages I had sent to my commander. 
He said yes, they knew where I was, but due to safety regulations, they couldn't answer. It was the 
rule of the game."   

 

This is Joel's own statement regarding his thrilling adventure. Joel was a keen spectator and 
participant in all he lived through during this episode. His contact with Italians who did not bend 
under the fascism of Mussolini's dictatorship marked him for ever. He shared their hunger, suffered 
their winter and fought alongside them. He met Franca, Steve, Tranquilo, Mamma, Tino, Alberino, 
the Sisters of Charity and a dozen fascinating people who helped him, not asking anything in 
exchange, but willing to give their all, including their lives, as in the case of Steve Grove. Joel 
returned with his body and soul impregnated with what people will do in the cause of defending their 
freedom. 

 

Joel Miranda became a peaceful citizen. He reached the rank of General in the FAB Reserves. I 
always saw him as the indomitable commander of Yellow Flight, acting as if the war was his own 
private battlefield. I wasn't exaggerating when I started this story: "Captain Joel Miranda.  .. the 
Impetuous one." I always play the same tune before ending each story. Captain Joel was a living 
example of a fighter pilot, and a great squadron leader. I hope that young pilots will study his feats 
and try to emulate him, should the nation ever again need to appeal to its youth to defend our 

sovereignty and the freedom of our people.  

 

RUI MOREIRA LIMA 
From Wikipedia, the free encyclopaedia 
 
Rui Barbosa Moreira Lima (June 12, 1919 – August 13, 2013) was a Brazilian military fighter pilot. 
At the beginning of 2013, he was one of only three fighter pilot veterans of Brazilian participation 
in World War II still alive.[1] 

 
Lima was born in Colinas. He was a member of the 1st Fighter Aviation Group (GAvCa) fighter pilot 
squadron of the Brazilian Air Force during World War II. During combat, he performed 94 missions. 
The first took place on November 6, 1944, and the last on May 1, 1945. 
 
Moreover, he was commander of the Air Base Santa Cruz between August 14, 1962, and April 2, 
1964, when he was away after the military coup. 
 
He is the author of the book Senta a Pua!, in which he gives an account of fighting in Mediterranean 
Theater in Italy. Subsequently, the book has a version in documentary with the same name. In his 
latest book, Rui Moreira Lima: The War Diary (Publisher Adler, 2008) – tells of his first war mission 
until his last mission. 
 

Until his death at Rio de Janeiro, aged 94, Lima had been struggling for amnesty.[citation needed]  

  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rui_Moreira_Lima#cite_note-1
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wikipedia:Citation_needed
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BOOKS | BOEKE 

 

HIT ‘EM HARD 
Rui Moreira Lima 
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NAWOORD | AFTERWORD  
Dr WP Steenkamp 
The heroic tale of Const. Steve Grové moved me, not only because of its own merit, but because 
my own father’s eldest brother, Casper Steenkamp, was a South African sapper during the 2nd World 
War. He had also been taken prisoner and sent to a PoW camp in Italy, from which he had also 
escaped and then taken up refuge with a family of Italian farmers, surviving in a mountain area.  
 
Casper learnt to speak Italian fluently, and eventually converted to Roman-Catholicism because of 
that Italian family that had done so much to keep him safe, feed him and keep him company through 
that very stressful time. My uncle Casper was fortunate in that, unlike Const. Grové, he eventually 
could return safely to South Africa, after the war. 
 
Another relative of mine, also held as prisoner of war in Italy and who also had escaped, had the 
good fortune to have been able to make his way to Switzerland.  
 
The world is again witnessing war in Europe. Once again, we are hearing about deeds most foul. 
Of civilian non-combatants not being safeguarded. Of deliberate, grinding destruction of population 
centres by Russian forces. Of Ukrainian forces who have abducted the elected mayor of a pro-
Russian small city in the Donbas and brutally killed him as a traitor. No side, therefore, seems 
immune to this scourge of the blood rising during wartime, leading to unspeakable atrocities. 
 
Shooting an unarmed, wounded captive who had his hands shackled, as was done to Const. Grové, 
was rank cowardice on the part of his murderer, apart from having been illegal and immoral. It is no 
excuse that Grové had actively participated in partisan action against the Germans and had actually 
led a unit. The rules of war state that it is a soldier’s duty to try to escape, and to re-join the fight 
against the enemy of his country. This, Grové bravely and – by all accounts – very efficiently did. 
Had he been shot and killed during combat, it would have been one thing – but having been shot as 
a wounded, un-armed and bound captive, is something else altogether. One can only hope that the 
SS officer who murdered him, received his just desserts – even if only in the here-after…  
 
That Steve’s death had occurred just three days before the war ended, adds sad irony to tragedy. 
 
What is very clear from the accounts re-published in this special edition of Nongqai, is the very high 
regard in which this policeman (who had accepted the call of duty to serve his country in a far-away 
theatre of war), was held by the foreigners who had met him and who had the good fortune to benefit 
from his courage and expertise.  Steve Grové clearly had held the flag high, giving cause for us all 
to celebrate the life and sacrifice of this policeman who was not only a brave and daring soldier 
when needed, but who had above all remained a very caring human being, who risked his own 
safety to assist comrades-in-arms from other nationalities. Thus, exhibiting the best qualities of one 
who is both a true fighting man and yet still a gentleman. The kind of man needed in any war, to 
avoid it descending into mindless, normless savagery (as we are, unfortunately, seeing once again). 

The fact that a Brazilian pilot would go on to speak so highly of him, is heart-warming for everyone 
who remembers with fondness and pride, the quality and honour of those who had made the South 
African Police the exceptional force that it truly was, throughout its storied history from 1913 to 1994.   
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SLOT | END

 


