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Sniper

 


It had been 29 hours since Willem van Dijk had last
moved. His limbs were cold and stiff, but he knew he had to keep
still, hidden. The resistance had put the barricade in place three
days ago and all he had to do was wait for the German convoy to
show up. Once it did, he would have his revenge.

 


The grinding noise of the three approaching armored
cars made him forget his drowsiness and the cold. He suddenly
became aware of how much noise his own breathing was making. His
carefully arranged camouflage made him invisible to the enemy. They
would know where he was soon enough, though. The sound of his M1903
Springfield rifle, loaded with five .30-06 rounds would tell the
Germans exactly where he was.

 


Inching to a halt, two soldiers clad in grayish
uniforms climbed from the front car. Pointing their MP44's outward
as they scanned the area for hostiles. There were none. Slowly they
approached the tree trunk that lay across the road.

 


"No, there are no booby traps there," thought Willem
to himself. It had taken quite some persuasion of the two
resistance fighters to not have the tree booby trapped. They were
intent on causing casualties. But Willem wanted to score one big
prize on this mission: Hauptsturmführer Klatt.

 


Every German convoy was accompanied by at least one
officer. In this case the officer was Hauptsturmführer Rudolf
Klatt. Willem had met him three years before.

 


After about ten minutes of careful examination of the
tree the two soldiers concluded it was safe. More soldiers started
to exit their vehicles to help cut up the tree and clear the
road.

 


"Come on you bastard. Get out," Willem breathed.

 


A few more foot soldiers climbed out. Willem
recognized at least one machine gunner among them and two snipers.
He should keep an eye on these fellows, because they would be the
most dangerous to him after he made the kill.

 


Ten more minutes passed, but Klatt stayed inside his
armored car.

 


It had taken Willem two years of bribes, lies and
finally joining the resistance to find out where Klatt was. Then it
had taken almost another year to find a suitable opportunity to
kill him. The plus side was that he'd had ample time to practice
his skills with a rifle.

 


Then a door opened. Klatt stepped out, closed the
door and straightened his dark grey jacket.

 


This was the moment Willem had been waiting for. He
lowered his head a bit to find Klatt's head in his reticle.

 


There it was. He could take the bastard's head of
right now.

 


Slowly Willem built up the pressure on the trigger of
his M1903 rifle.

 


With a flash Willem was pulled back three years in
time to his home near Arnhem. At the time he was just a farmer who
didn't want to get involved in the war. Food was hard to come by,
but other than that, he and his wife Anne tried to live their lives
as normally as they could. The had their two children to worry
about.

 


Then, on a saturday morning a large army truck drove
up the dirt road towards his house. As it came closer a black cross
appeared on the bonnet. Germans.

 


"There's Germans coming," he said to Anne, "what do
you reckon they want?"

 


"I don't know," his wife replied absentmindedly as
she was already looking where her children, Lies and Jan were.

 


Willem turned towards his wife, the look on her face
told him she shared his uneasiness about this sudden German
visit.

 


She searched for his hands. He kissed her on the
forehead.

 


"Take the children and hide in the kitchen," and with
a little, confident squeeze he added, "I'll take care of this."

 


Anne did as she was told and took Jan and Lies by
their hands and went into the kitchen. She gave Willem a worried
last look as she closed the kitchen door shut.

 


Willem cleaned his hands on his coveralls and sat
down, waiting for the Germans to knock on their door.

 


It didn't take them long. Willem got up and calmly
opened the door. There were two german soldiers with rifles and an
officer in a tight gray uniform, adorned with the black Iron Cross
just below the collar. His black polished boots shone in the
morning sun.

 


Without any introduction the officer barked at him,
"Sind Sie van Dijk?"

 


Willem slowly nodded as
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