














"v":d1rec1.: control of Germany, whlle the southern part of Fr 1ce W

- ruled by a French government that. answered to the Na21s.a_,_, |

last four years, Germany had mioved soldiers and guns mto barracks
"and fortresses all over France, sohdrfyn‘n7 their control, Nowx._.

- 'gomo to’ take a full on Alhed mva,smn—of soldrers from Eng

- '_and the Umted States——to drive them out again.

An 1nvasxon that was supposed t0 happen }ust a few hours '

) ‘:v“"now' |
Sam1ra feit the boy tense besrde her and she looked back do}
) vthe street The Na21 soldiers were on the move agam—-—and they wer

‘ .headed r1ght for where Samira and the boy were hrdmg




where my mother is being held? Sam

had ‘been captured earlier that ‘night»,‘-tvfy ngito
‘ ef hfamﬂy escape a Nazi roundup. Samira thought
“was being 'held with the others in a prison in the city'of

fat’s where Samira had been heading, hoping that the

e paratroopers and threw all the American
tanks coming up from the beaches back

1other and all the other French prisoners wo




‘ ‘-_.and every Wmdow shade pulled down tlght Whrle people quake

under thelr bed covers_ The Nams were real lrfe boogeymen Sobe:

unkf‘hke these'men wete; they could"i

o become monsters. | |
Samlra s breath cau0ht as one of the soldlers broke away from_‘t e
rest of the ; group and staggered toward the doorway where she and_}

the boy Were h1d1ng The soldier fumbled Wlth hrs belt and Wlth{

| 'dread Sam1ra reahzed he was coming this way to relleve hrmself

Samrra turned and trled the doot handle to the shop, but i it WS

}_"—closed There Was nowhere for her and the boy to go They W

,trapped and the;Nazr was’ almost on top of them.

Be 1de her, the boy pulled a prstol from the walst of his pa

}San lira’s eyes Went chle She hadn’t noticed the gun before The b
looked at her with Wllcl eyes, as if telling her he Would kill the Na
| SOldICI‘ rather than be cau0ht Smura pamcked Bemg captured"“'b;
the. Na7rs was one. th 1110‘——5,’900tmg one, that Would turn the drun
'» soldms into monsters for sure. Each of the Germans carried a prs’
,of his own at his s1de and if they heard a single shot and saw their
comrade fall they Woulcl fire every last bullet they-had into the shadir}ﬁ

~ ows of this doorway. The boy couldnt shoot them all. Samira a1'°

| Cyrano and. the 3oy Would probably be dead berore he could fr

second shot

Sam1ra 3 mma raced What to do ——what to do? The German 5










diers. A few more




' ,shook hlS head and st j.rted off down the road 1n the other. ,1rect |

and the soldlers followed h1m
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Aﬁ‘iéa. The French cblony that Samira called her own but had never
beén to. Never seen. The French would grant Algeria their indepen-
dence for helpm0 free France from German rule, and Samira and her
mother would no longer be second- class citizens. They and all the
other Algerians would rise from the ashes of this world war and
. ,bu1ld a new, free nation. |
The sound of gunshots filled the air, and Samira ducked instinc-
.1vely Fighting? Here? Now? But she was hours from the coast! The
ounds of war were getting closer, but everywhere she looked, she
aw.bnly sleepy cows and open fields. There—in the sky—a para-
'j:r'o‘o_per was coming. down just a few hundred kilometers away! All
he other parachutes had looked like little mushrooms in the clouds,
i thlS ohefwas as big as a tree, and the dark silhouette of a man
dangled from the bottom. The Germans must be shooting at him,
jéfn‘-‘i‘ra thought. She didn’t see any Ger,r;}an soldiers, but the field .
was filled with the sound of gunfire. ’ |

" The man on the parachute swung down, down, down, until he
rashed into a stand of trees at the far end of the field. Samira could
hear gunshots and explosions, but she had to find the man. He
might need her help.

And maybe, just maybe, he could help Samira free her mother.
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It "’-hey were alive.
ira pulled herself up and approached the plane cautlously
was stﬂl afrald it was gomg to blow up. Worse, it dido’t have the
ual marklngs of an Allied alrplane Was it a German plane? "The
ermans didn’t have many planes left, but it could be. But it didn’t
ok like a regular airplane either. It was small and boxy, and as
ira got closer, she was stunned to see that the wing that had bro-
n off was made of wood and canvas. The whole tbzng was. made of
“ and canvas. Tt didn’t have any propellers either.

It was a ghder, not an airplane. But what wasit doing here? Now? -
E 7'_'here, was the crew? Wh_y~ hadn’t anyone come out-of it? Samira
, up :t;Q;.t'he open door on the side of the glider and peeked inside.
wa dark, Bnt s‘h,e} cotild make out a couple dozen shapes. More dum--
es! '.They}sat slumped over in their seats, helmets lolling to the si’de.
é_tmif_a’ 5 '~hea1‘t'san‘k““-all over again. She couldn’t believe it. She
erstobd making ‘the Nazis chase dummies -dropp.ed by para-

teis.‘-i'Bnt- what was the point of crash-landing a plane full of

' nless they were all going to explode'
Samua}d‘rew _backf from the doorway. She had to get out of here!
ut where was ‘C‘tyrano? -
| : '—yzp’ |
' _' "'s_ 1n31de the plane' He was runnmg up and down the =

1o wasn’t.coming out. Samira was going to have







e soldiers shustied him. They must all

consgiibiiS»:‘b'}f the crash, and they were aﬂ

He -was short, but he held himsélf.fv;,_{.th. Such
14t Samira was sure he was the leader. He had pale skin,
ders and abald :»he'ad underneath his ¢rooked helmet Ha

his helmet, whispered urgently in English to the other ~
Sk_éd Samira 2 question she didn’t “11-d€.'i,‘$tar-_id;' She

hdfshl_e‘;gai‘d so. In French.

s to know who you are, and how long we







‘ged vsoldlers each carrymg machine guns at thelr hlpS and

on thelr belts AH of them had shoe black on the1r faces—-—all

e ‘ho, .made Samira j ]ump, and one of the German guards

b“ldge crumpled and fell. The English were already




S
5,
Y

.













There S Water too » Clarke sald “Drink s

You should stay here Wlth us; but if

around Norm" ndy all ‘vby yoursel

D

f tomght you should have this.”

ome before you go :

you're going to be roammg
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---Or Was that the job of the «soldlers. c‘ommgdup off the beaches hke'
Clarke had sard?

re ”::oo late? Sam1ra Wondered She
Clarke’s d , but :Whar good was a girl ; with a dagger
'agamst an‘entire German garrison> And what if she didn® t even get
the chance to flght'l'> What if her mother and the other prisoners were
shot before she even got there?
Samlra stumbled and dropped to her knees on the pavement
| domg her best not to fall over on Cyrano Her scraped knee screamed |

in Pam_’iand she: crred out iSoftIY .She was '_’V'Xhausted She couldn t}:'f










amira ran.







‘Butwhere were. they?
“Cyrano, we have to fmd our famlhes, Samira told her little
panion.. Cyrano was trotting from sidewalk to mdewaik smffmg

mgs"and hftmg his leg hete and there to mark where he’d been.

é w[ shed he understood her urgency. Just because the Na21s had
' The

"'hat dldl’l t mean. her mother and the others Were safe .

I

[ h re.was only ore Way to fmd out

ira ran up to the first door that looked like someone ’s home







Sam1ra understood thelr zear. But she ‘was frustrated too, She

5 50 tlred So very, Very Lired She had Worked 50 hard to help the
si tarice, to help the Alhed solchers, to hlke back and forth: ACross
_Qrmandy on foot to get here just after dawn. And now the Nazis
_e,.’goﬁe and her mother inight be somewhere close Aby,} but no one
o, dihelp. . |

- “Pleczse Samira begged She couldn’t keep Lhe tears out of her‘

: ;Cyrano came up alongs1de her and Whimpered sharing her

dness and Sam1ra slumped,

‘G_‘r}: ’come here, someone Whlspered I was an elderly Whlte g
oman Wlth a J:aded red kerehief tled arOL,nd her head She had“

n" dl her d@or ]ust a crack a few houses down and Was peekmg |




| over the rooftops in'the distance.

e

but the cathedral was: easy enough to see. Its twm sp1res stood taH;
“Thank 'you'“Thank youV” Sam1ra cried as she ran. Maybe her'

ive \/Iaybe there Was still 1 tlme

Goo.dr luck glrl i the old woman called after her. Maybe the-
cabbage heads reaﬂy are gone for good"’






















And danghng from it was another Rupert'
-Butterfhes fhtted in Samisa’ s chest as-a plan began’ to form She
rano on the. -ground and Whrspered Stay Stay here, Cyrano.
0g” And Wlthout a moment s more hesrtauon, she ran for
upertus tree. . E e e e ‘
The dummy wasn’t makrng battle sounds, the way the other
Rupert had been. Samira worried that meant it wasn’t like the other
orie, that it did d1fferent things—or nothng at all. But Rupert was
her last, best hope right now. 2 o

o Samlra grabbed a low hranch and swung her legs up Through |
_ she saw her mother, a shovel in her hand and already a foot

lookmg stralght at Samira. Kenza Zrdane s eyes |

'v'uld see but the Nazrs guards Wouldn t.

' Samrra S motner drdn t understand ‘And Samira had no t1me to







Ithadworked' Saihifélgrinhed ffo‘m ear to ear. She’.d got’ten' "(‘)he'

of the Nazi soldiers to leave the prisoners! | ;i
L Butthenthe ;smijlié le,ffS‘atr;;ita’s fagé;Rupe‘iﬁt Two had done what
‘meant the'Nazi soldier was coming right for Samira, trapped up here

in a tree.
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B dym g, and the relief i in thelr faces was heartbreaking,
| Samlra waved her mother and the others back. Be careful—the
dummles on the parachutes, they expiodev Samira said. |
. The Gezman soldier who’d been s;ngglmg with the parachute
understood enough- French to freeze, suddenly horrified by the bug-
lap dummy he lay beside. Salmras mother and the others moved
back, leaving him alone ’Wlth the expioswe., |
“Get yourself out of there,” Kenza told the German soldier.
“When he’s free,” she toid the others, ‘if he doesn t blovv up, t tie him
~ to the tree.” | e |
You re pot going to kill him?’” one of the old men among the
'. pmsaners said “They were aboui: to shocat us and bury us in a mass
grave ’ | |

“A_nd 1f we kﬂl hlm now we d be o better Samlras mother

| mormng

I true' They ve been parachutmo in and commg inon ghders
all mgh‘t Samlra sald “That’s W'hy all the German soldiers left
'Bayeux They’re running away7 ” S

That caused a flurry of conversatlon amorg the prisoners.
“Move » Samira’s mother told the Nam soldier.

Very slowly, very carefully, the German rlﬂeman slid out from
under the parachufe and : away 1rom Rupert Two The «iummy didn’t

expiode, and When the mﬂcman was clear, some of the ‘women tied

}um nd the unconeuous German soldler to the tree. Wlth beits and '
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