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  ‘I thought I had no soul, no mercy, but someone told me I can have them again.’ Capt. 
Fischer inhaled and exhaled heavily, as if he needed to gather all his might only to breathe, as 
if he was trying his best to hold back something. 
  At last he failed.  
  His tears streamed down, together with the grief and heartache. He curled himself up like a 
fragile, lost child. His shoulders shaking like he was suffering great pain. His cry so clear and 
encored at the frontier. 
  His enemy glared at the crescent moon and watched the smoke blurred the night sky in 
silence. 
  After some time, as he noticed the captain’s cry faded, he watched the captain took out a 
wrinkled envelop out from the chest pocket, flattened it with his fist and thigh and held it so 
diligently, as if one grab would smash it into pieces. 
  ‘My very best and dear friend wrote me the letter before his death.’ said Capt. Fischer with a 
broken voice. ‘He was a much better writer than soldier. He was about your height and build, 
tall and thin, extremely bookish.’ He stopped to stare at his enemy and gave him a sad yet 
sincere smile. 
  ‘Every night, when the rest of us were trying to deal with our fear of death by getting drunk, 
singing the songs about yesterday and the life used to be, he would be writing letters at the 
corner, for his friends and family, each dated a week later than the previous one, and kept 
them in a wooden box. Then one night he asked me to help him in sending them, as if he was 
still alive, when once he was dead. So my job began, week after week…’ He touched the 
writing on the envelope he was holding, and observed how the letters were blurred by tears. 
‘Until last night I found this particular one, written for me.’ 
  He opened the envelope and took out the pieces of paper. Through the glittering light of the 
burning remains around them, the enemy could just be able to identify the inverted, elegant 
writing on them. 
  ‘If you are marching, stop marching.’ Capt. Fischer read, ‘Listen to the cry of injured 
soldiers, the hissing of burning forests and homes. Feel the grief of shredded families, lost 
sons, husbands and fathers. I have witnessed soldiers killing because they feared to be killed, 
they fought like mad creatures in daylight and at night they prayed to a god that they believed 
in for forgiveness. They cried and said they saw how they looked into the eyes of the soldiers 
they killed and watched them stared into nowhere. They are lost, and so are you.  
  ‘My dearest friend, do you feel no pain when killing these poor people? Can you see their 
helplessness, and reluctance to leave their loved ones? Have you or have you not considered 
that they were also once good and honest people that had their own simple lives, somewhere 
in a small village, along with friends and families? They kissed their old parents, beloved 
wives goodbye and promised their little children that they would be back, someday, to go to 
the riverside with them, and tell the children about old stories they were once told.  
  ‘Now the promises become empty, the earth besmeared with blood, battlefield becomes 
graveyard, I know it would be mine too, sooner or later. Every night I asked myself what 
would I do tomorrow, if I can survive. There would always only be two answers: not to kill 
and write more letters. I really have no idea when the war would end, it seems to me that the 
war would last forever.  But anyway, Fischer, my dearest friend, remember me, and all the 
others that sacrificed, for we have composed a page in the book called history with our blood 
and teach people that they need to treasure. Don’t cry for me, even I may not be with you 
anymore, because by the time you read this letter, I would be in heaven and guarding you. 
Time is running out, the dawn has come and the massacre would begin again. May you be 



safe. If whenever you have doubt, put your hand on your chest and listen to your heart, you 
shall get the truest answers as always. Farewell.’ 
  They fell into silence after the letter. They were both staring on the ground. 
  ‘Well, Fischer, I guess your heart already has got you an answer.’ 
  ‘Yes.’ Capt. Fischer smiled, tears dropped from his chin. ‘Yes, it has.’ 
  They sat together and watched the sky dawned to become a rosy pink.  
  When the last piece of wood was burnt to ashes and the world seemed to be peaceful again, 
there were distinct bells ringing, snowflakes started to fall.  
   ‘I now believe, that there can still be beauty during this cruelest time. And I still have faith 
that someday this is coming to an end. Someday in the future, war will be banned, till then we 
would meet again, like friends.’ said the enemy. 
  ‘How do you know about that?’ asked the captain, with his eyebrow raised. 
  ‘I just know it. And miracles do happen, right?’ 
  ‘I have never witnessed miracle.’ 
  ‘No, we just witnessed one. We survived to see the next dawn.’ 
 


