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Joseph J. Rosa

1y thing we could expect. We compromised. Harry agreed ‘
_&ﬂy dle end of his screwdriver on the good eye of the one-eyed guard,
1 told you and Harry that as soon as the younger guard fell asleep long
enough, I would reach across the aisle, pick up one of the bottles, hit the
younger guard on the head, knock him out and in a sweeping motion,
hit the older guard on the head, also knocking him out. We would then
go out the door of the compartment and jump off thotram.j oty sal ¥ wery
Our compartment was the last one on the re'ar:of:that.nilmad,-mju
Stealth was to be our only ally. How we would manage to jump with you
immobile as you were never discouraged us. As I sat next to the younger
guard, waiting for him to dose long enough for me to make my move, I
thought I'd better not hit him too hard. I might crush his head. I only
wanted to knock the guards out, not kill them. I was remembering
stories where pre-WWII coke bottles were used to crush a person’s
head. In pre-WWII, a coke bottle could be a dea on: - - e
vt leach
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The guard dosed. I moved perhaps half an inch and he would snapup
his head. Soon he dosed again and again he would snap his head up.
Each time I would move perhaps no more than half an inch closer. My
heart was racing. Finally the guard dozed and appeared to fall asleep.
Standing up, I reached across the aisle as quietly as I could, grabbed one
of the bottles by its neck, and in one sweeping motion, hit the younger
guard over the head. The bottle broke on impact with a loud erash,
drenching the guard and cutting him on his forehead. Istood there reat
dumbfounded. I never dreamed the bottle would break.
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The guard seeing me with the bottleneck in my hand ably though
he had seconds to live. He let out a terrified scres up h
arms for no apparent reason. I guess my subconsei
Without thinking, I automatically locked his arms
wrestling hold. He was able to get his feet under
legs off the floor. I hung on to his arms, not know
Somehow or other, he managed to slip one of his
holster that held his Lugar pistol, open the holster, ¢
The next thing I knew, he had shoved it in my face. 1
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When we amved;gj:_ﬁ&_a_l,az- uft III, M W

Tt blaCkmarksauoverw mme nu“ I

-hoe shine boot marks from bonuhﬁmhp

<hin marks were souvenirs from the Germé : |
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Joe, these are my recollecuon&og whp
I have no recollection of you having

2go- ‘
attempt. The fact that you survi

enough. You were in no p
assistance. In order for you t to t
would have had to reach over and acrc
was diagonally across the compartme

reaching over me. pos.sxble! }
could have held onto the bottle

This is the story we told Mqio
III. Joe, for your information, t
sure heard this same story man)
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