
CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 

Fischer, Commander of the third assault troop, was also sat immediately 

behind the glider pilot, giving him a feel for the progress of the flight and 

immediate egress, following the pilot out of the cockpit canopy once they had 

landed. 

His platoon Commander had given his troop two tasks, the first to take out 

the anti-aircraft position, situated in between Cupola Nord one and Cupola Sud 

one, and then Cupola one twenty, two, one hundred and twenty millimetre guns 

encased in a revolving armoured turret.  

Their parent aircraft had released the glider and the pilot was now 

scanning the area in front of him, seeking out the target. It consisted of four, thirty 

millimetre anti-aircraft guns. To say that the pilot was uneasy about landing close 

to an AA battery was an understatement. He was deliberately piloting his plane, 

and his passengers, straight for the very thing that was designed, and put there, 

to knock them out of the sky.  

He was praying that they wouldn't be discovered until the very last minute, 

when the angle was so low it would be impossible for them to bring their guns to 

bear. 

"I can see them Karl, down there" shouted the pilot, Uffz Engels. 

The glider was sweeping around from the east and then banking right to 

fly north and land alongside their first target. 

Fischer looked out of the cockpit and could see the guns below. Only 

three were firing, but away from Fischer's position, aiming at a glider elsewhere. 

Then, having spotted this other attacker sneaking up on them from the 

east, they swung their guns round to meet it. 

The bright, radiant rounds coming towards them almost seemed leisurely, 

yet the standard configuration of one tracer round for every four standard rounds, 

meant that between each illuminated round there were four deadly bullets. 

Fischer looked at the display mesmerised by the show that was playing 

out in front of him, until common sense prevailed, and he remembered that they 

were attempting to shoot him out of the sky and kill him and all of his men. 

"They've stopped firing!" Engels pointed out. 

Fischer leaned forward and looked down; it was true; not a single gun 

was firing.  The Belgian gunners were having severe problems, one of the guns 

failed to fire from the start and all three of the others jamming at some point 

during their firing.   The forts anti-air defences had fallen almost without a shot 

fired. 



But, Fischer and his men were not aware of that and still had to destroy 

their first target. The soldiers could resolve the issues with the guns at any 

minute and they were also a force that could still be an inconvenience operating 

in Group Granite's rear area. 

He shouted back to his troop, "lock and load." 

He joined in with them and cocked his weapon. Making sure the pilots 

machine pistol was also ready, as he needed to concentrate on his flying. 

"We're going down Karl, standby." 

Fischer called back to his men, "Brace! Brace! Brace!" 

The glider's ski made contact with the ground, the pilot still keeping it 

steady through control of the ailerons and tail flaps, but eventually it was left to 

chance. 

But, the landing was perfect; the glider slewed to a stop some twenty 

metres from their target, the battery being on the right side of the glider. 

Fischer and Engels quickly exited through the cockpit area, dropping to 

the ground, turning right and heading straight for the AA site, throwing a grenade 

as they did so, keeping the Belgian gunners heads down. 

Lanz, Halm and Braemer kicked their way out through the glider door and 

went round behind the pilot and their assault troop Commander as practiced, 

while Sesson and Roon with a light machine gun, supported by Wagner went 

around the tail of the glider and immediately hit the deck to provide fire support 

for the section moving forward. 

The three paratroopers gave covering fire almost immediately, as an 

ever-increasing swathe of metal found its way towards them, chipping bits of 

wood and cloth from the gliders wings.  

Fortunately, as the enemy slowly awoke from their preoccupation with the 

skies above, galvanised by the hell that had just descended upon them, they 

made the main focus of their fire the glider, little knowing that the paratroopers 

had already decamped.  

One section opened up a crippling fire on the Belgian unit from one angle, 

whilst being assaulted from the opposite side by a second group of screaming, 

angry Fallschirmjager, led by Fischer. 

Fischer's section had opened fire on the rattled Belgian soldiers, who had 

now switched their fire from the glider. Realising too late, that it wasn't returning 

fire, they shifted their fire to the MG34 team that was ripping them apart with its 

devastating firepower. 

Some turned to face the other assault, hesitating, not knowing whether to 

fire at the glider still, the machine gun shooting at their left flank, or the screaming 

maniacs charging boldly straight at them. 



When three of the artillerymen had decided to target Fischer's group, it 

was already too late. 

A grenade thrown by Halm exploded just to their rear, shrapnel taking two 

of the soldiers in the hips and lower legs, pushing their bodies forward, 

unconsciously, their arms raised in the air to counter their body’s uncontrolled 

movements. 

The astonishment on their faces turning to panic as it dawned on them 

what had just transpired. Their knees crumpled, their other colleague collapsing 

beside them as Fischer pumped rounds into him from his machine pistol. 

The remaining eleven Belgians still functioning, out of the sixteen man 

platoon, turned to face this second onslaught, but with two more of their number 

being taken out by the MG, they started to panic. 

An NCO tried to rally them, coaxing one section to keep the heads down 

of the machine gunners tearing into their left flank, and the second section to 

counter the assault that was almost on top of them. 

It failed, the young soldiers facing the MG were not able to pick their 

heads up for fear of being hit by the rounds zipping passed them at a 

phenomenal rate. Sesson, firing short five round bursts, conserving his 

ammunition and ensuring his aim held true, kept the enemies heads down. 

The second section, hit by a further grenade landing behind them 

panicked thinking they were being attacked from the rear, and delayed their 

response long enough for Fischer and his men to get amongst them.  

Halm struck one of the soldiers on the side of his face with the butt of his 

rifle, his Kar 98 having jammed during the attack. The young soldier hadn't even 

raised his weapon to defend himself, so shocked by the suddenness of the attack 

and the aggression clearly etched on the paratroopers face, he just froze. 

Engels machine pistol, fired within an arms length of the NCO, who was 

still bravely fighting back, etched a row of bloody holes across his abdomen, 

throwing the soldier backward. 

Seeing their NCO struck down so violently, for the rest of flagging 

defenders it was the last straw, they quickly threw down their weapons and 

raised their hands in the air.  The fight had gone out of them. 

They quickly disarmed the Belgian soldiers and grouped them together in 

the centre of the battery, dragging the wounded over to them. 

The grenades thrown by the attackers had damaged two of the machine 

guns, and Fischer had the remaining two disabled, making sure they couldn't be 

used in again anger. 



He made a quick decision to leave Roon and the pilot with the prisoners. 

Two Fallschirmjager were more than enough, the Belgian troops were completely 

demoralised and had enough on their plate caring for their many wounded. 

Although he felt for the injured soldiers, Fischer had greater things to 

worry about. He gathered up the rest of his troop and they returned to the glider 

to get the explosives they would need for their next task, Cupola one twenty. 

 


