about by the automatic rifle he
was holding right in his arms.
We were only a few feet
apart and so I was able to see
clearly his well-shaped face as
I was waiting for my chance to
strike. He would be absolutely
smart, good-looking and
charming, especially in his uniform, if he did not have a long
stretched scar on his face, a
scar that, I supposed, was
brought by a war and a scar
that made me unable to forget.
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I came round in the
evening. Not knowing the place
I had been staying and what
had happened after I lost my
consciousness, I felt somehow
uneasy and insecure. But what
I was most eager to know
about was my right leg.
Oh no. I could not feel it. It
was still there, in its original
place, but it just... it just did not
listen to me. No, no, I must not
lose it. I must have it back.
I kept on trying to move my
leg in the hope that by doing so
it could restore its function.

It was a fine afternoon in
Berlin. We fell into the German
ambush and my fellowmen col-

lapsed one after one. I was
lucky enough to find a hiding
place behind a large pile of
rubble and I bided my time
there.
The enemies were out
there. The danger of my being
found and killed was imminent.
So I kept telling myself to be
calm and clear-headed so that
I could react rapidly and sensibly, and go back to the US,
unhurt, if I ever had the luck.
Then a handsome guy in
his Nazi uniform came near.
Strangely, he was alone. My
heart began to beat extremely
fast, faster than it had ever

beaten before in my life. I
thought that was caused by the
inauspicious feeling brought
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He.turned round, with his
back facing me. I immediately
realized that my chance to
become safe had come. I knew
that if I did not gain the initiative, he would somehow find
me and then it would be much
more difficult for me to escape.
So I got ready, jumped out and
darted at him. He noticed me
but I was quick and fortunate
enough to put a bullet into his
left chest before he could do
anything to save himself. He
fell. I did not even have the
time to give him a look for the
other Germans would hear the

crack and discover what had
happened. I quickly made for
another hiding place.
But before I reached a staircase leading to the basement
of a building, my right leg was
given a hard blow.
I could feel my blood coming out from the bullet wound,
like water dripping out from a
hole on a glass. I could not
help but fall onto the ground. I
crawled towards the staircase,
like a rat running for its life
towards a hole at the corner of
a room after being attacked by
a cat. There I lay, totally
scared. I was scared because I
knew that it would be the last
few minutes of my life if I was
found by anyone who was not
on our side. And I was scared
for my leg might forever
become useless. But as the

pain struck me harder and
harder, I eventually lost my
consciousness.
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I must have made a lot of
noise on the bed for a well-built
bald man in his late fifties, after
hearing the noise, knew that I
had regained my consciousness and went in.
He said with a soothing
voice."Don't. Don't. Cool down.
Your leg will be alright. I found
you lying unconscious outside
our house three days ago. My
wife helped me to pull you in.
The wound is small. The bullet
did not penetrate deep in your
leg. I am a retired doctor. I successfully took it out. Your leg
will be okey in about a couple
of weeks."
"Are you sure about that?" I
asked.

"Trust me. I'm a doctor. You
can surely walk when you've
recovered. Er... I can tell from
your uniform that you are not a
German. But... er ... Don't
worry. They won't be able to
find you. You will be completely
safe here.... I suppose you are
already starving." he assured
me,"and I'll tell my wife to make
you something to eat." And
then the kind man left the
room.
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It had been three days
since I came round. The
German couple who had saved
my life had been good to me
and I could not think of anything to do or to say to express
my thankfulness.
I wanted to go back to our
base and so I asked them to do
me a favour once more.

"Of course, we'll help you all
the way. But I don't think you
have recovered fully enough to
go back. Anyway, we'll try to
contact the people on your side
as soon as possible and to see
if they can send some men to
help you back."
What kind-hearted people
they were!
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Three more days later, I
could finally have the opportunity to look around the room.
Mrs. Rudolf, the old doctor's
wife, had told me that it had
been once their son's bedroom. But he had to enlist in
the army, and that room was
thus left unoccupied.
1 wanted to see their son
very much but that seemed to
be totally impossible for he was
in the German navy at that time
and also for he was a man who
was supposed to be my
enemy.
There was a family photo
on the top of the bedside cabinet. I picked it up and I recognized their son at once. He was
the guy with a long stretched
scar on his face. The guy who I
had killed with my hands.

