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Story Of A
Soldier







Ce n’est pas ton coeur

Que je cherche

Je voudrais emprunter

Le chemin de ton âme














The light in the barrack flickers and the old stove crackles. In
the sparse light and in a fit of civilization I try to shave
myself. From the Volksempfänger Marlene sings ‘Lilli Marlen’ and I
hum along. There is a Feldflasche on the stove with tea and a shot
of brandy and I fill my cup. Who of the comrades is not sleeping
yet eats or cleans his gun. I sit down with my mug at the table to
my mates. I read your last Feldpost and dream of home. We sing
softly: ‘In the homeland, in the homeland, there is a reunion.’
Homeland. It is far away. Too far for a man and one night… We are
deep in the country of the opponent. Everyone is now resting. I
light my pipe and blew the blue smoke into the room. My thoughts
are with you. ‘In the homeland’…














From afar you hear a rumble. It is the rumble of dying – the front.
The weapons are cleaned, the boots are waxed, holes in the socks
are stuffed. The door opens and a gust of wind whirls winter cold
air in the room. The Lieutenant enters, looks around briefly and
warms his hands at the stove. He sits down at the table and light a
cigarette. He blows the blue haze out of his mouth and without
looking at me he says absently: ‘It starts tonight…’














At three o'clock in the morning I wake the comrades. Everyone
crawls out of their cots. We are dressing, check the equipment, the
rifles, hand grenades. It is not spoken. One is eating something
else, the other smokes a cigarette. As I start to put on the warm
clothes the comrades start as well. Finally, the winter camouflage
clothing. Our skis are in the cabin of the hut. We raise the ski
skins and enter the night. The cold air falls deep into the lungs
but the moon shines a bit and facilitates the orientation. Through
the mountains. Higher and higher. No vegetation for a long time.
The weather is reversing and snowfall sets in. In addition there is
strong wind. There! From afar you can guess the hut of the French.
Meanwhile, a winter storm is raging across the mountains and the
rocks. The French are sure – they have not set up watch posts. We
unbuckle the skis, sneak around the hut and collect us at the door.
I look into the faces of my comrades – they are very determined!
Through a gesture from me a comrade opens the door. Surprised
faces. Too late! A short shot change and the opponent holds his
arms up. The french Captain shake his head and mutters: ‘You have
to be crazy in this weather! Crazy or German…’
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