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In his book, “Return from Tomorrow,” army veteran George G Ritchie, tells his story of entering Germany in 1945 at the end of World War II.  He was part of an allied unit that was tasked to help newly freed concentration camp prisoners get badly needed medical care.  He was assigned a Polish camp which held mostly Jewish prisoners from Europe. Despite many experiences with sudden death and injuries, Ritchie said this was his most shattering experience he had ever had in the war.  He said walking through the barracks where thousands of men had died agonizingly slow deaths from starvation, a little at a time, was a new kind of horror he had not experienced.   He said for many survivors, it was an irreversible process. They lost hundreds every day despite ample medicine and food rushed to them.
One day in the midst of this horror, he met Wild Bill Cody.  This was not his real name, but because he had an unpronounceable seven syllable Polish name and a drooping handlebar mustache, the American soldiers nicknamed him Wild Bill. He was one of the concentration camp’s former prisoners but based on his appearance, he had not been there long.  He had an erect posture, bright eyes and indefatigable energy.  He was fluent in English, French, German and Russian as well as his native Polish and he became the camps unofficial interpreter.  
There were all sorts of problems at the camp.  The paper work by itself was overwhelming.  Attempting to transfer thousands of men, whose families and even whole towns may have disappeared, was daunting.  But though Wild Bill worked 16 hour days, he never seemed tired.  While the rest of the unit were dragging their wagon, Wild Bill seemed to gain strength.  At the end of a marthon day, Wild Bill would say, “We have time for this old fellow. He’s been waiting to see us all day.”  His compassion for his fellow inmates glowed on his face and it was this glow that gave the rest of the workers a lift to get through hard days.  
One day Wild Bill’s own papers came before them one day.   Ritchie was astonished to find out that George had been in Wuppertal since 1939!  For six years he had lived on the same starvation diet, slept in the same airless and disease filled barracks as the same men that he was now working to help.  But what amazed  Ritchie, was that Wild Bill had not suffered the least physical or mental deterioration.  Even more amazing, every one in the camp looked o him as a friend.  Wild Bill was used to arbitrate differences between nationalities and counsel those who wanted to kill Germans.

“Its not easy for some of them to forgive, Ritchie commented to Wild Bill one day.  So many of them lost members of their families.”  Wild Bill leaned back in his chair. “We lived in the Jewish section of Warsaw, my wife, our two daughters and our three little boys.  When the Germans reached our street they lined everyone against a wall and opened up with machine guns.  I begged to be allowed to die with my family, but because I spoke German they put me in a work group. I decided right then, whether to let myself hate the soldier who had done this.  It was an easy decision, really.  I was a lawyer.  In my practice I had seen too often what hate could do to people’s minds and bodies.  Hate had just killed the six people who mattered most to me in the world.  I decided then that I would spend the rest of my life—whether it was a few days or many years- loving every person I came in contact with.
Loving every person…this was the secret that kept a man healthy in the face horrible adversity.

