The impact made even the ground to shake, how noticed the party at underground. Encrusted at floor, the hamster cough up blood after shout dying. He get dirty his orange suit with crimson color and fall unconscious, meanwhile his sword was clinking at ground before settle at ground.

-Flora, do you think he will be ok? -asked a concerned voice, distant. In a reflex action, the injured hamster sit up and made a paw move in order to pick up his sword. But he pulled his back, making him loud in pain and lie down once again in pain.

The two hamsters that were talking at that instant back out frightened. The one with the name of Flora tighten up the bandages of the injured.

-Don't move! -she scold him- Is a miracle that with that wounds you can stay conscious -her friend run out to somewhere- What happens to you, did you jump from a plane without parachute or what? -asked.

-More or less -answered the hamster, taking the left paw to his chest. The paw was safe, but when touching the chest he feel some blood-stained bandages. He also noticed that he had his arm in a sling, as well as his left foot- There's nothing to worry about -says not attaching any importance to his wounds.

-How can you say that?! -Flora wasn't able to trust it. He was a really strong hamster... or maybe a mad one.

-Where I am? -asked, looking at the environment. He was in a bed located in the second floor of some small building, mostly a particular house. He know about being the second floor because the roof was near and at the right was located the stairs. The hamster he was talking to wears a nurse hat and have a vainille fur.

-In the Ham-Ham Club -was the answer provided by the voice of a male hamster. He looked happy. Probably he was happy about his quick recovery. The owner of the voice appears from the stairs followed by a group of hamsters. All of them get closer to the injuried one, how close his eyes and sighed. He was in a club...

Childhood memories and from his own club come to him meanwhile he was hearing the voice of the nurse asking her friends to let him alone. But, upon that voice, he heared the voice of a girl. A voice with a tiny french accent. A voice who was familiar to him.

-André! -loud that voice- André Bresson! -repeat again including his last name. The hamster named André open his eyes and once again try to sit up. Besides the pain, he don't lie down. The hamster that call him with his name... That white little hamster, with her blue ribbons...

-Bijou! -loud the hamster- It's you, Bijou! -he tried to raise his arm to hug her, but his body collapsed and lie down at bed in pain.

-Who is that guy, Bijou? Did you know him? -asked another voice, from a tall hamster.

-Is an old friend from childhood, Boss... -replied the french hamster.

-I... I'm so happy to found you, Bijou... -says while gasping the hamster, enduring the pain. Even with that horrible pain, he draw an smile at his face- There's... too much about we need to talk... -says, before falling unconscious once again do the pain.

