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Chapter 1: Nox diaboli
 
the air-raid screams, whistles, thunders.
 
fire falls from the sky.
soldiers, trained to murder and hate, become the people's protectors. what is the meaning of it all?
why these horrors?
 
dictatorship, my friend.






	
			

			


you bloody whore. That's where i came in.



twenty-four.



the barracks were silent and unlit, wrapped in the dark velvet of autumn. in room 27 we sat and played cards, skat, of course.



and then the sirens cut in with their rising banshee wails. bursting with malice and cursing fluently, porta flung down his cards.



to hell with these bloody tommies! coming and mucking up the best hand i've had in years!



loud whistling came from the corridors.



alert. air-raid warning!!!



wild confusion had broken out. everyone was tumbling around each other.



heavy boots thundered through the long corridors.



in a minute the bombs would be drumming down to earth...



...through the pitch-black night.






	
			

			


while others were laughing...



and then hell released itself. around us the explosions shrieked and thundered.



...the whole world was disintegrating before our eyes.



the barracks' ridiculous firling flak fired against the enemy, but did no damage.



fat women, skinny women, beer-blown men, thin men... all cast up and scrambled in the air.



for three solid hours, without a minute's peace the explosives drummed down from the dark velvet sky.



bombs hit a single barracks block.



another party is off to hell. amen!



no. 4 platoon.over here!



we filtered the nearest streets, still
on fire,  moving along cautiously among scorched trees and buildings in ruins.   hell was welcoming us in with open arms...



god help us.



funny how a city can burn. what is it that burns so?



I'd rather not know.






	
			

			


survival instincts dictated actions of running and hiding. we knew there would be a clean-up soon after.



enemy bombers continuously spit out bomb after bomb, destroying everything in their path.



well kids, you'll soon find out...



...when we get down there and help clean up.



fireproof walls burst like glass under the devastating pressure of the explosives, and with them, the people on the inside.



at last, piercing whistles and commands rang throughout to signal the end of the air-raid. we leaped towards the lorries and roared off. there was a stink of phosphorus in the air... the smell of death.



who in hell's name is driving this thing?!



portA!



would you take off that damned hat!



well, what is this army but a huge butchery?



there'll be no difference between us and a mob of slaughterhouse workers when we get down there.






	
			

			


we thundered through the burning streets where vehicles lay broken between mortar rubble and fallen lamp posts. lieutenant harder tried his best to gather us under his command, but nobody paid any attention.



through the raw, nauseating smoke people bandaged with dirty rags came towards us. here were women, children, men, old and young, whose faces terror had turned to stone...



now, pull it together!!



at least we have a trade to fall back on, eh?



...grossly swollen burns spoke their own clear language. many had wrapped themselves in wet sacks and rags as a protection against the flames.



help them!!



damned be those enemy bombers... look at the state of all those people!



where a few hours before there had been a street corner, a little boy came running at us, shouting and dribbling in his fright.



shit! oh god! the children's home!!



with pickaxes and shovels, we worked our way through the rubble. we reached what looked like the remains of a big garden. its trees had toppled and burnt furiously into the layers of debris and twisted iron, the remnants of a building.



oh no, no, no...



they're trapped inside! the whole lot is going up like matchwood!



the kids are still in there??






	
			

			


help me with this shaft!



with feverish anxiousness we hacked, shovelled and dug through the rubble.



is this the right spot?



they're under that lot, there!



dawn hardly penetrated the thick suffocating carpet of smoke over the burning city. we worked with gas-masks but were nearly choked. our voices sounded hollow and far away.



this is driving me mad!



we'll break their hands if we have a real bash at this.



someone prayed: 'our father, who art in heaven.' a trembling voice rose, 'forgive us our trespasses. thine is the kingdom.'



the children clung to our dirty uniforms. we only managed to get a quarter of them out. most of them died.



new ear-splitting bangs. another raid? another stray drop? no, incendiaries!



by god it isn't. it belongs to adolf - that swine!






	
			

			


the phosphorous streamed on to the asphalt. it poured down over the ruins like a cloudburst.



then one big explosion, the biggest we had ever experienced, shook the ground under us. then another and another.



those are not strays. it's a new raid!



petrol bombs spurted fire-fountains into the air. the biggest air-mines literally lifted up entire houses and we were still digging our way through!



porta stood beside me. he blinked encouragingly through the gas-mask screen. the thoughts tore through my head: 'i'm getting shell-shock'. a choking terror gripped my throat.



porta was all over me like a hawk. he hit me again and again. how long did it last? one hour? one day? no, ten to fifteen minutes. and hundreds had been killed.



no! let me go!



snap out of it!



don't panic! you'll make it worse!






	
			

			


people had become animals. away, away, only away. the only thing that mattered was to save oneself.



we met other soldiers from the barracks who were out like us to do whatever rescue work was possible.



water! somebody bring some water!



as we dug and heaved to free people from the collapsed cellars, terrible scenes met us in the hot, stinking rooms which had been shelters.



only experience and nerves of steel mattered here, not rank.



what a hell of a stink. i can smell it through the mask!



they're dropping them blind now.



they definitely had phosphor-bombs on top of the incendiaries.



in one place, five hundred people were crowded together side by side, some asphyxiated by carbon monoxide, others burnt to a solid mass. those living were tottering aimlessly down the streets stupefied with terror.






	
			

			


some found their loved ones, but hundreds never saw them again.



women's voices calling in anguish for their children - children who were crushed or burnt or swept away by the gale of fire.



god knows how many were sucked up in the hot breath of the giant vacuum-cleaner.



where's the fat slug now, i wonder?



we'll burn the fat off hermann's backside when we have our revolution.



the enemy took-off... fresh out of artillery to spit on us.



despite it all, this was our job. the rotten job of picking up the dead that war leaves behind its torn path.






	
			

			


Chapter 2: furioso
 
dead, dead, only the dead.
 
parents, children, enemies, friends, piled in one long row, shrunken and charred into fossils.
 
those who have forgotten to weep, would have been taught anew had they stood beside the ghouls' squad, and watched them at their work.






	
			

			


we had newly returned from the eastern front to train with our new tanks and to make up our numbers.



our platoon: gustav eicken 'pluto', a huge docker from hamburg had landed in a clink because he had stolen a lorry full of flour. he insisted it had been a frame-up. 



alfred kalb, 'The little legionnaire', had been locked up for 3 years for being 'politically unstable' (PU) and having served illegally in the foreign legion.



'the old un': our troop sergeant. His political convictions deemed him as PU and landed him a stint in a concentration camp.



joseph porta; CORPORAL BY THE GRACE OF GOD. IMPRISONED FOR PLANTING A RED BANNER ON TOP OF ST. MICHAEL'S CHURCH IN BERLIN, AND THEN SENT TO THE PENAL REGIMENT.



AND I... SVEN. AN 'AUSLANDER,' CONDEMNED FOR DESERTION, AND BRANDED A 'PU' AS WELL. I WAS POPPED INTO THE MINCING MACHINE OF THE 27TH (PENAL) PANZER REGIMENT.
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