SHOULD HE KILL OR DIE?

By George Liebermann

The change came so sudden, that the ink had no time to dry on the article he wrote against the Nazis, and Paris had been overrun by them. 

Pierre packed two baguettes, some charcuterie, a slab of smoked sausage, three apples and a tomato, his pocket knife, the pistol he never used, bullets, all squeezed into a small backpack. 

                 His bike took him out of Rue de la Paix. He stopped at the corner to look back once more; the Gestapo was at his door. Whatever they find could be used against him. How naïve he was to think that the Nazis would try him. 
His friend Paul was not at home, but he found the key to his garçonier, sneaked in, made him self comfortable, and looked through the window. Paris looked like a disturbed ant hill. Paul was a comedian, worked late. Pierre tried to think how the Krauts related to theater; probably not better than to the Press.

Short tempered he could not sit idle. 

The theater was closed. Everything was closed. As an endless caravan the people of Paris were heading out of town, they were mostly moving south. 

Paul lay in dark, drunk. 

"Stupid French generals, none of them thought that Maginot Line was useless. Nobody thought that the Germans will break, ignore all International Laws, they intruded neutral Holland, Belgium; the French Army waited on them in the impenetrable Maginot Line, while the German tanks approached Paris full speed from the north.

I left out a short intermezzo, there were some British troops in France, they planned joint action, that came to a sudden end when split by the Nazis. A short, bloody at Dunkirk put the British on the run. Only there was no place to run, only the alarmed population across the La Manche  that used everything that moved, sailboat, raw boat , motor boat fearlessly drifted towards Dunkirk and took aboard the patiently waiting British armada. All equipment had to be left behind. 

After such success Hitler was ready to invade England.

Viviane was nowhere to be found. Her friends haven't seen her. At night Pierre went to all the cafes they enjoyed, waited for hours in Jardin de Luxembourg, Bois de Boulogne, where they spent lovely time together. 

After three days of useless search, suddenly he saw her get into black Mercedes with an SS officer. 
             Paris left him, he left Paris. 

For awhile everything was so quiet, that he forgot about the war.

He stopped at Hotel Queen, took a room, and called Vivian. He let the phone ring for a long time, there was no answer. His Peugeot was in a garage for oil and filter change. 

