He reached the path and turned into the woods.  He had walked this path so many times that it seemed as though he knew each tree that he passed.  He knew the shape of each bush, and at each bend of the path he knew exactly what he would see.  When he came around a curve in the path, he stopped.  Something was different.  About 25 or 30 yards into the woods there was a dark pile that was new.  It hadn't been there yesterday, he knew.


He left the path and started toward the pile.  That was when he noticed a flash of white coming from beneath the dark blanket.  It was mixed with the leaves around it and as he got closer he could see that it was a foot.  His first instinct was to turn and leave quickly before anyone saw him there.  In fact he was already turning, preparing to leave when he noticed the blanket move.  It wasn't much, just a twitch.  But it was movement.  He still wanted to leave.  Let someone from the village find the body.  He could see nothing but trouble for himself, if he got involved in this.


Again he started to leave.  Then the body moved again.  "Damn!" he said to himself and turned back to the pile.


As he gently pulled back the blanket, he first saw the long black hair and then the bloody and bruised face of a young woman.  As he continued to pull back the blanket he noticed a small hole in the part of the blanket that had covered her head.  It matched perfectly with the hole in her cheek.  


This looked very much like a botched execution and he was familiar with executions.  Now more than ever, he knew he shouldn't be here.  But what should he do?  He thought to himself.  She was still breathing and outside of the bullet hole in her cheek and numerous bruises, she didn't appear to have any broken bones.  If he just left her maybe she would wake up on her own and make her own way out of here.  Then again, maybe she was hurt worse than he thought and leaving her would be a sentence of death.


"Damn! damn! damn!" his mind screamed, as he knew he should turn and run, knowing full well he would not do so.


As she was lying half on her side, he slowly and gently rolled her over on her back.  One eye was almost swollen shut and there was so much dried blood around her mouth it was hard to tell how much damage there might be inside.  Her blouse had been ripped almost off and her breasts were covered with bruises.  You could see the imprints of fingers that had savagely gripped her breasts and squeezed them with the sole intent of causing pain.  He pulled the blanket down further and she was naked from the waist down.  There was dried blood on her inner thighs and more bruises on her upper legs where someone had pried them apart.  

