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He was all but a quitter.
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Chapter 1 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Irene May looked up from the counter in 
amazement. It's just unbelievable. He is here 
again. This guy simply never gives up. 
     “Here we go again. Johannes is here,” she told 
Sheila, her colleague. “I’m wondering what story 
he will come up with this time.” 
     Johannes was coming towards her and smiling. 
She had to admit that he didn’t look bad at all. He 
was tall and had a muscular body. His fair hair 
was cut in a military style, and he was wearing a 
Harrison Ford smile. Something good must have 
happened to him, because he looked like a dog 
that had just found a bone.  
     He opened his mouth and was about to say 
something, but he never had a chance to finish 
what he was going to say. 
     “Hold-up! Everybody down on the floor with 
your hands behind your head!” yelled a man with a 
mask. There were two others with him waving 
automatic guns. “Make a move and you die. Is that 
clear?” 
      

Johannes Gutman wasn’t born under lucky 
star. Bad luck followed him everywhere, and he 
had been forming his character from the very first 
day he came into this world. It was as if some 
higher power was taking him to the breaking point.    
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     He made the front page of all the newspapers 
around the country when he was only three years 
old. And that was only the beginning of a 
remarkable story. 
     His mother was only sixteen when he was 
born, and because she couldn’t take proper care 
of him, the state took over. He was adopted 
shortly after his birth by a middle-aged couple of 
doctors – Mr. and Mrs. Gutman. It seemed that a 
normal life would finally begin for the little boy. But 
he had been born in East Germany in 1968, and 
there was nothing normal about the time or place 
of his birth. 
     One day when he was three years old, nobody 
showed up at his kindergarten to pick him up. It 
was the first, but not the last night that he spent in 
a police station. That day his parents simply 
disappeared off the face of the Earth. It was in all 
the newspapers around the country. 
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Chapter 2 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

His parents surfaced two weeks later in West 
Germany where they had emigrated illegally and 
had made the first contact with East German 
authorities to claim their son on humanitarian 
bases.  
     East German officials realized that they were 
tricked by the couple. One of the conditions to 
travel to Western countries was to leave the family 
at home. So they did. Everything was planned 
very carefully. Mr. Gutman traveled alone to 
Vienna, Austria for a surgical congress.  As it was 
required, he left his wife and three-year-old son at 
home. Almost at the same time as Mr. Gutman 
was passing through the passport control in 
Vienna, Mrs. Gutman was on the bus crossing the 
border between the former Yugoslavia and 
Austria. It was very risky plan for them. They 
risked at least ten years in prison.  
     Their plan worked out well for them, but they 
didn’t celebrate. Their son Johannes was not with 
them. They had left him behind. That was part of 
their plan. But they hadn’t counted on the fact that 
the East German authorities wouldn’t allow him to 
join his parents. The little boy didn’t care about 
politics. He just needed a mother and a father. 
     Nobody could blame the Gutmans for not trying 
hard enough to get their son back. They had been 
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trying to use every possible international 
organization, and they had exhausted all available 
resources. After five years they gave up hope.      
      They started to have regrets about what they 
had done, and they had been regretting it ever 
since.  
     They were also disappointed with their new life 
in West Germany. They spoke the same 
language, but they felt like total strangers. 
     One night they were watching a documentary 
film about Canada, and even before the film had 
ended they had made their decision. They would 
start a new, fresh life in Canada, which was 
without a doubt a wonderful country. 
     They arrived in Canada in 1977 where they 
built their new home in Vancouver. They both 
started to work at the city hospital. After a long 
time, they finally felt welcomed and appreciated. 
And if it weren’t for the remorse that came back 

from time to time, they would have been happy. 
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Chapter 3 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Johannes Gutman fought his first fistfight when 
he was five years old. It was against a boy who 
had called his parents villains. He hardly 
remembered his parents, but he felt it was right to 
defend them. He kept hitting that boy so hard that 
he had to be taken to the hospital.  From that time 
everybody called Johannes, Rüpel, which meant 
Ruffian. The name suited him well and after some 
time, nobody knew his real name. He was simply 
Rüpel.  
     Johannes liked his new nickname and the 
reputation of being a tough guy.     
     Child psychologists said that Johannes 
Gutman was angry with the world for having been 
abandoned, and of course they were right. 
     They moved him from one children’s home to 
another all over the country. Nobody wanted 
Rüpel.  
     When he was eight years old they placed him 
in a special home for children with severe 
behavior problems in Görlitz. There, on his first 
day, it was him who got beaten. It was part of his 
welcoming. Rüpel fought back so hard that it took 
four ten-year-old boys to overcome him. They 
kicked him several times in the head until he lost 
consciousness.  
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     When he woke there was an angelic figure 
hovering over him. 
     “It’s time to become a good boy, Rüpel. I heard 
a lot about you. You are as tough as they say you 
are, but you cannot fight everybody all the time. 
There is something much tougher and meaner 
than you. If you don’t stop, it will kill you.”   

A girl with shiny blond hair and deep blue eyes 
was cleaning his cuts and tending his bruises. 
     Johannes closed his eyes for a few seconds 
and opened them again. The apparition was still 
there. What was this angel-like creature doing in a 
home for children with severe behavioral 
problems? This was beyond his understanding. 
She was about ten years old, but she spoke like 
an adult. 
     “So what is this thing that is even tougher and 
meaner than me?” asked Johannes still thinking 
that he was dreaming. 
     “It is life itself, Rüpel, never forget that,” she 
said and was suddenly gone. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 


