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by Richerd Schultz

regiins slic over the mud cnd snow on the rim of the ditch end let
ge;ri ydriv? lgithe_r?"t.gﬂ the way dovn. The pain in his legs was
entlyyahd bigghiqmwaiQ with pein, he thot humorously. He cried sil—
= Sles _bis badly chepped lips to keep from crying out. Psin...
¢riving him wild with pain, why that!'s distinctly funny....
fever’-iflégnhim giio I(;f ?ullets wh'iacked by overhead making him forget his
AT hédn'g roze for 2 seconc, but the air was silent after—
St o iogn:eg.too near. ?;s legs took to throbbing again,
TR s h below his knees, meking him aware of every heart—
eat, Luckily encugh it seemed to be clesn wounds.

Hens looked ahea@ of him, peering from under his helmet. He al
goft shoE_the corpse in front of him. Part of some ancient telegraph
-ig e’H’;ﬁ;?‘éiiity,“@‘?‘°m’ lay in the ditch and the bocy sat against }

2 : sniagc Helmut then, looking odd uncer charcoal make-up

fga igﬁﬁ;ng the smile of rigor mortis. Helmut looked like he was do—

An§ fd smgf EOPE than en;oying a g206 joke =and resting for a minute.

A booté ge Snga%ght et Hens, his eyes gezing hapnrily at him. Those
ﬁanaberg 52 co eeanolprouc of, the ones he'a bougpt b?ck in
Y éige'r 93 o%kgd rather odd his feet lying in a pool of
SO oheS Wﬁich greatcoat was splattered w1§@ 2 number of dark

s coulo_be mud or blood. Hans éidn't care. £ fine line
of neat holes across his chest tolc of his fote.
Bsrbe%agir:hfgeingly pushed himself up in one hand anc looked sbout.

e W1 '€ Y in great rolls, éropped by some advancing or retreating
unit, filling the great ditch excepnt where he 2ané He’mut lay. To his
rear lay a Russien privete face down in 2 pocl of mud. His hcnés were .
clasped under his head a2s if he too, were just resting for a moment
until it came time to resume the weird game being pleyec out there
somevhere. His weanon, as was Helmut's, was gone. Evidentally some
wise unit had been cround. 2nd might be back.:

Friend or foe? The cuestion was zcademic, since Hans had to ass—
—ume-thev-were-eneny+—deHf°c-nc-icea of -where—he—was—ot-the momehty R0 — e
it could not be too far, since he could hear the belching sound of the
giant Russizn mortsrs somevhere. He bent to exsmine his wounds. The .
bullet, there had only been one, hac passed through neatly, not going
througnh more than the fleshy part of both legs. He tore the pents a
bit more open, cursing the concertinz vire vhich had grabbed his legs i
end shred his trousers. -

A fit of shaking come upon him then, and Hens hunchecd together.

He cried & bit, tesrs of frustration, anger and fear. He hadn't been
afraicd last night. But then, last night he had been one man among four
end thinking of other things then his cduty. He must thinl, he must
think, he knew this, but vhy enc¢ how?

Helmut stared at him snc¢ the Russian still laid, saying his sac
orcyers for the living vho must continue to suffer,

He choked, but kent cuiet. Sound wes an enemy when it covld bring
attention =nd death., His helmet ceme off anc he let it roll under—
neath the yellow scudcing sky. It looked like it might snow again, he
noticed. If he knew where to go, he might be able to get back to
safety and quiet and foodé =2nd wermth again.

-Oh, God, how long has it been since I've eaten? Hans lifted his 1
head, long brovn hair s»>illing over his eyes. He brusheé it back end
vegaely reached for his helmet anc put it back on. A men soon learnec
to keep a shell of steel between himself endé the world vhen thet world
hzd a habit of erupting into mortars ané shrapnel. At times it secemec
as if one could crawl up entirely into it, into that unsightly but very
bezutiful coal scutfaze helmet. Like when the Stalin organs were busy
crooning thelr obscene melody and their knee-tmee-knee glice path came
cioser znd closer snd erupted into a massed chorel beackcérop to the soft
muted onening stanzes of the 180 mm, mortars. It wes then that you be-
ceme en integral psrt of your cugout or hollowed patch of ground, hop-—
ing that i1t wesn't your turn.

Hane wished he had even £ smell slice of the haré black Ruscian
brezd, the kind thet ceme in those huge whecls. At one time,- he thot
he had all the angles figured out. A few months on the front, then
socn he'!é@ be warming cheirs in some resr Prmy HO. He'd had it all fig-
wred. That was vhy he'd gone into black marketing too... He'c had it
211l figu=ed, : . : .

He must conquer the sheking, he must go back up to the lip of the
Citch end find vhere he was. He new he must have walked esround in a



" clrcle through the night, because there wes Helmut. Lylng where h;fz_
1 must have fellen after Hens hed shot him,
A few strzy shells rumbled overhead. Very high calibre, Hans

i dutifully noteéd, not even bothering to cduck. Those few months hz¢
broardene¢ out into & century, a cozen centurics, on eternity of hell
anc mud end cold end pain. He had been in the front slmost seven
months, It secmed as if there had never been anything in 1life but
the sound of metal passing through the air st velocities over Mach
five and mud creeping up over your boots cné making your feet ache
with effort to cerry them forth.

Vho w:s doing the shelling? It might be the railro-é guns they
had behind the regiment=1 HO area, it might be the Russians firing
from God knows where with guns shipped perhaps =211 the way from forts
on the Pacific Ocean. It was beyond him, he could hezr that. The
HE exvlosives was landing far in the distance. He triec to remember.
Were they in 2 salient or 2 inner curve at this time? He forgot.

Tne sun, he thot, was over there =nd he suinosed it wes morning

s yet, so that wes the east, towvercs the he~rt of Russia. But where
were his omn lines?

Where coulc¢ he heec¢ and how soon? If only he hacn't killeéd

. fielmut... Helmut smiled at him, as if to say that it cién't matter
ény more. If only Hans would join him nothing would matter zny more.
‘ Demn him, wihy did he hzve to be so forgiving? His legs throbved,
it made movement difficult, his herc felt funny, like he hecé been
out in the hot sun too long, like that time brck in the Koserne.....

You were with us back then, weren't you Helmut? We wers all
going to finish up this war fast ene get 1t over with, weren't we?
Bat you wantec to be a fine soléier, you dicn't think beyonc thst,
dic you? You or none of the others.  You dicn't see the woncerful
opportunities....

But the shells secmed to be hitting closer, thast wes low engle
sturf, nigh velocity, nothing whinnec like that, like a nail going
down a Piie very fast., He crouchec into a new bosition, eyes smzrting
uncer the nein. The crescings cn hics legs érew on the new clots. He
nilled his grea=tcoat closer sbout him ancd usecd his cerbine to move to
one ecge of the ditch. ' He hac slipped on that fer wall...Or was it
the one on the other side?

Carefully he pokec his head up over the edge of the c¢itch, his
€yes sweeping from left to right, risht to left, elirays moving, then
he turned on his back =n¢ &ié the scme to the other sife, Hans dic
not think of the prstures of his Hessian home, he ci¢ not think of
Lisa of the nlump thighs. He thought of hov thet humn might be a
Russian, .or German?...pillvox, cleveraly camouflaged. Or thst swell
in the ground or those stunted pines, or..., It was useless to guess.
He wes getting panicky, he mustn't co that. He heaé to get back, he
had so much to live for now, so very much,

Lest night tho, he hzd thought this accursec patrol was a hesven—
sent opportunity. Helmut, he wes the only one who knew, he w=s the
only one who could¢ trace hia to the missing tires =nd petrol. Helmut
wes the only one. Helmut, the one who vics elweys right, zlways Heluutl

Earth geysered un in silent waves in front of him, 2n¢ the sound
and shock wave bk-ched him 2t the same time, flipping him i into
the ditch, his heimet whipning off behind him. s a7 TR

For a shocked moment Hans thot
that he must be ¢esd. But

\ clods of earth fell on him,
meking him e2were of his very
resl survivel. Then he heard
rore shert whines, mere short-
trajectory stuff. Hens

turned on his b:ck, rolling
tne rest of the way cdown the
hill into the mu? of the gully,
He grabbed his helmet =nd
somehow put it on tightly in
the szme motion. They were
hundreds of cows, bellowing over,:
their not being milkeéd in many
8 long time, Hans cricé under
his shell of steel that, yes,
Father, he would go rihgt out
snd milk them, no, not the whip
enc the cows complained again
and sgain. Before one wes through
belloving out 1its protest, ~nother
“es running in after it, moening
erd bellowving anaé crushing sound .
) itself in the climex of the null<
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‘Q/ ificetion of souncd itself. Alr turned solid and ground turned
— licuid 'nd the muc beneath him seemed to turn into e living entity.
The belch and fury beceme meaningless words, caught up in the present
impect of Nowl ;

He had to try twice to get one of his gloves b.ck on, funny, he
couldn't remember losing it. His father hed not wented him to Join
the 88, but that wes where the smart men went. Vhy did he think of:
cows then?

Then it came to him that sucdenly he coulc ston ancd think. The
berrage, whoever had called it end why, haé lifteé it. It took un
again in thet second, but over to the south now. Mostly high-trsject~
ory stuff, That first one must heve been an AA gun of some kind.

The tried again to put his glove on, &nc ceciced to sit up to put
it on. He haé never liked to get himself mucdcy, vou never thought of
the mud whilst in the scfe viarm Kesernes.

Hens giggled when he saw his liffle finger suvicking through a
geping hole in the glove. The whole vorld wes funny, he thot to him—
self. He idly wondered if he was feverish. But he felt clear-heczded.

Hens! fether never could uncerstand the destiny of Germany, and
whot could hanven if one rode it to the top. Hzns' father hed wented
o ttay in the hills of central Germany, tendéing to his cows, his
piucious cows. He cared more for those cows then he ¢i@ for his own
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0ld hates, old fears...:

sow does it feel to be serving the destiny of the 1,000 Yeer
Relch?  Helmut himself hac to smile bock 2t the immense wit of the
Joke. Yhy his head wac even bobbing vith laughter. Wes that lzught-—
er? Oh, it was just his head shelzting in the wincé thet had sorung up.
H'ns could see now how shrapnel ha¢ nesrly cut it in two, it hung in
& strand of concertina wire stretched over the telephone pole,

A shell fell short ané Hens once more bit into gritty yellow clay
end Russisn soil.

It wes over before Hans had time to react, znd then he szt weep—
ing and moaning end clutching his legs in the aftermath. £ little mud
wiggled cdovn his cost sleeve zné fell with = dull plon into ¢ neol of
soft mud. Hans crouched his knees together zné went.

After a while, streas wesshed in the ¢irt on his face, dens turned
to the sky. It wres culte derk now, even though it mist be the midéle
of the cay. but he did not look at the cloucs. fck—-sck hac sarung un
arounc him, anc dull grey splotches appezred miraculously 4n the sky
ebove. Then they flashed overhezdl

He sew sbout four Heinkel bombers flash zlong the bottom of the
clouds, =nd vheel slightly more to the esst. £t least he wos sure
of one thing. ‘hey hed been Germen ané they hzé been going somewhere.

Geysers beliowed their rzge off to the scuth but Hans no longer
cared. They hacd moved on. #ncé he had a direction for sure. There
were no Russian AA guns beyon¢ the forest to the liest there, because
thet wes where the gun line had sterteéd. It coulén't be more than
tnree kilometres, if that, to his own lines! :

Helmut smiled his anonrovel to Hans for his brillisnt ressoning,
smiling and laughing to himself, Hans' bullet holes in nis chest for-—
gotten over the joy of secing his very good friend do iell. Even the
Russian chuckled to himself in joy that Hens wcs now confident of his
success, Hens hed never doubted his success, even bzck when Stores
had discoverecd all the supolies missing.

tho cered sbout minute thinzs like Reichs anc artillery barrages
when three old friends rclled with lsoughter ofer the immense Jjoke
they were zbout to plzy on fate? 3

Hens glgglecd agesin 2t the sight, smiling with his friends, and
thinking of how rich he was with those jewels csafely back in Germany,

Then Hans turned away, crying softly. Soft warm tezrs wearing
cle'r cleen paths through the accumilzted slime melted amay, ‘He growy
his forehead into the helmet liner and the helmet into the ground. s
if he were relieving himself from all the aches 2nd pains end fears
that threstened to burst his hersd could lesve. If anobher thot enter—
:1 his head, he wcs sure it woulé burst, it must surely burst. What
12¢ he been thinking of? Helmut wos dead, he was sitting there, &
vittered fragment of another 1ife, of another time, back when he had
stumbled through the snow last night. Back when he was with others...
We.s 1t only last night?

‘here wes he? He hed to stop and think. Yes, thet wes the sol-
ution. He must heve ceught something last night or letely, he was too
feverish too frst for his legs to heve infected yet. Th-t wes another
thing to look out for., He hed to get back socn or he ioulé orobsbly
cie. He had no feith in the notion thet his lcgs would not have become
infected. He knew better than that.
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lines were, they were right over there, he coulé see thez if nz 15-‘
v x I3 LA = crd

back up to the lip of the ditch, That,wonéerful comferting ditch, £OE
provident it was that it 1laid here to welcome him in safety znéd pe-cef

Therefore, he only had to weit until tonight, berring ni: FTing
€ . . g erring ni:z surviFing am
unlucky incident like a stray patrol. y SAS e

Therefore he hz2 (o gel back, and- soon. He ¥new now mhere he

No cdoubt Sigmund would say an SS man shoulén't nide cat frem di=ty
Russlans. But then Sigmuné wasn't around ony more. Hzns, rubbed Ris
sweating brow, Hadn't that been Sizzunc that was sent tack with stesl
slivers in his back back when this zll startec? Hoas couldn't rememb<T,
=nd he dismissed it from his minc,

il But then he sterted thinking of 211 the others. The mzny others...
There hed been smilingRucdi, Hens couldn't remember if nz w=s ée=2 or
Just trensferred to the gun section, Or vzs thzt Uzi? Thners hzd been
SO very many, it was hard to remember who of his compsny were left.

Helmut was right over there, of course. Dear ol¢ Heimut. ESeolmmt
of the clear conscience, Helmut vho hrZd scsn him loading thoss tirss
and petrol into the truck bsck et Yelenets. Helmut who had to be im—

quisitive.:..

Funny,now it was all coming bazk to Iizm. It hz¢ inceeé besn = be=d
night in many ways, First Helmut hac coma to him ené tolé him to giwe
hlmse}f up or he, delmut, would tura Lis 0ld comrsée Hzns into the
security police, Desr old Helmut. Helmut lszugheé in the ®ind, Ezms
smiling at how easy it hzd been. Just z short burst as soocm =25 ther
were away from the others. But first the patrol.....

* 3 * * -

It had been so cold, sc very cold. His breath burneé in his thro=%t,
making Hans tie his scarf in fiont of his mcuth =né nose. It hzé m
helped very much.

Between the stark pines the stzrs glistened. ¥zrio hac sz=i
it was going to saow tomorrow. PEut for the moment it %as frozen =mo=
and loud crackling ice benezth them. Hans was sure tney couié &
them coming for & thoussnd yercs.

His hands felt numb except where they grespec the ice colc =m=t=l

of his cecrbine. It was so cold, GocC how Fussia zlw-ys scam=d tc be =c
very, very cold. Had it really been so hot lest summer here? It se=—
ed hard to believe.

Kerl looked beck &t Hens, Hsns gould just barely mske hiz cat. 2=
stood still and let Hans, Helmut 2nd Metescha come up tc hizm., En=n
they were all together, Kerl nointed 2t =2 light =bout i res =z =y

I
So well hiécéen hac been the light, that one hed to lock =t i
specific angle to see it. Hans immediately thought of =z ligz
bunker and here a bunker meant Russiensl

Hans turned to go off to the right, but Karl grabbec 2im =nc stopo-—
ed him. Karl whispered in his ear, "Currce you, Hans, I'm En commané
here! That doesn't look like zny bunker to me. £nd even if it is, =e
should see what kind. Ton't forget, we're out to get & prisormer! :ind
csometimes these pigs zre out relieving themselves,...®

Hene amiled. Lven then, Kerl had to explzin himself to Hans. A£s
if he knew Hans wes going nlecces.

Like the typicel precator he wes, Hans moved in slowly towzrds the
light. He cuickly lost it but then 2 shape showed itseli ané Hens zl-
most excleimed his surprise. It w: s a peasent!s hat.

Even in the thin starlight Hens could see the grzss grozinz froa
the earthen roof, the low thick lines of the building. Maybe.... If
peasant!s still lived in the &srez, peasznt's who weren't either scldisrs
or guerillas, they might get more tnan a prisorner or two.....

After a few minutes, Hens lknew it wes just a hut. No bunkers or
trenches., It wes just 2 but. In o moment the other tnree ware thers

by the door. Helmut reported to Kerl in a whisper that the pane of
yellow glass was opzcue, he could see nothing within. The other thrce
peznes were boarded up. There seemed to be no other windows., XKarl
nointed at 2 star zné then they saw a thin curl-of smoke rising from &
pipe in the wsll. Fs they were already sure of, someone wrs home.

It took only a seconé!s hurried consoltation and Metaschz was 2t
the vincdow =nd H2ns and Kerl prepered to kick the door in. Helmut, the
z2ver-fezithful and relisble Helmut, he would post himself to cover the
whole czbin.

Then, ¥arl znd Hens hit the door together end Metescha smashec in
the window with the butt of his sub-mechine gun, his prize Fussian toy.

"Come in, Gentlemen 2nd make yourself comfortzble. It's been =
long time since I had any visitors."

There, sitting in 2 high-backed wooden chair, weas a white-haired
1.¢y of indeterminate sge. Here was warmth anc comfort, even in the
ciude surroundings.
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6’ "How ccme you to s eck German, Grancma?" cuerl ¢ Karl. He sezrch—
~52 the room with hic eyes, »nd motioned Hans into the rear vith his
rifle. Metazsbhz continued to stend in the vincow.

"Nothing back there", Hans s=2id. Hans stertec looking for a shot
vhere the old lady might heve mut her little wealth. An ikon stoo¢ in
a hole in the wall, but it was simple painted wood. Then his eyes
flashed. The old lady was wecring & Gouble necklace of coins wnich
even from the curtzined bed, he couic tell was gold.

"I have been meny nleces and meny times, my decr Sirs," t- olé
lady contimued. "And in those times and at those pleces I hrve learnec
meny things, including among them" she shrugged, "German'.

mthst do you co here in tiae middle of nopl=sce?" asked Kcrl.

uT sit here secvouring the years gone by and the dreams never
dreameé@ =znd the many nlaces vhere I have never yet been. Can you uncer-
stan@ this, msn of Germenia?" she asked. Her thin even voice seemec to
instill peace in this room.

Hzans butted in =nd strode to her. "fuick, olc¢ woman, what is your
name and vhere zve the Russisns? Ané do not think thet we would not
kill you if we had to." Hans elready knew he wes going to kill her._ IS
would be very simple. Just go back for a second, a thrust of his kxnife
and he would then tezke crre of Helrmt. With gole in his pockets to
mztch the growing horde in the bank in Frznkfurt., To join the gold end
Jjewels of meny veople....

"My nrme is Ovia, one rhich w=s once quite comion. As common as 25
was uncumnuor.. And you need not threaten me with cezth, young growing
youth. I have s-en cderth too many times to efraid of it now."

Karl botted in, his rifle vointing et her stomach. "Where are the
Russians, Grandmother?#

"They are all rrouné you," she saic, wzving her hand., "Anc¢ there
are many of them. I think you look for something more specific, tho,
do you not?" she cueried. Karl nodced his head. "Then I can help you
little. They 2re orientals =nd very suspicious. £n olc women coes not
tramp around in these voods for long."

Just then Helmut vurst in, ancd swept the door closed. "I hearc a
truck. There must be = forest road nearbyl"

Karl turned to the old women and sai¢, "Ovia, I think it is, »hy
did you not teil us of this?"

"I did not think of it." She smiled ané adced,"But I do not tnink
it is often used and only then 2t nicht. It must be what you czll &
small supply road, yes?!

Karl whirled to Metaschs end told him to go out to aid Helmut. He
woulé be out soon. "O0lé wom=n, we are going to leeve now. You Xnow of
course we go now tothat road. ~#nd we cannot leave you to yell behind
us, mzking those wolves out there scent our blood."

Ovia pointed to a chest benenth her sm2ll neat bed. “In there is
fine cordege, made by craftsmen with their hands as is everything in
this countryside thet is not the tools of ceath and wer.I think you
must admit zn old wom~n cannot break through bonds very sviftly."

Karl hesitated. She wrs probably right, but... Hazns toock him to
the side znd pointed zt her, whispering in Karl's eer. In the light
of the bankeéd peat fire, they looked menacing =nc¢ satanical.

Karl hurriec¢ out the door, pausing at the sill. "Ton't forget to
putfoutt thie sl r et

Hans walked towzrd her then. He pullec¢ out his beyonet anc laic
it to his cerbine. "Hens, you are an evil man."

Hans stood petrified. How hed she known his name? Then he saw
his name on his gas mask cese, O0f course...

He smiled andé wslked forwvard until his bayonet pricked¢ her throat.
She di@ not move but sat smiling faintly a2t him. "Hans, let me tell
you a story before you kill me, It is not so very long anc you will b
interested.”

Hens d1C not know whot to do. So he leaned forward snd sn tched
the tvo necklaces of golcen coins from her throat. They snap:ed¢ at the
clasp zné none of them fell to the floor,

uTt appears thet one day, many years ego when the Frenchmeén's men
vere going the sesme vay you were, that a Grenadler in the Royal Fegim-
ent of Nancy, sometimes knovn as the Tricades csme upon a shack in tke
woods. A shack, a hut, 2 hovel. Much like this one. In this hovel he
found 2z woman. There were Russizns in the Great Forest, but he dic
not fear them. He thought he was invincible. So he killed the olé
woman for gold. He hac much gold hicdden away back in central Furope.
Taken from other poor people.

So he killed her 2nd left. He killed his comrade...." (end here
Hens blanched)...ancd has spent the rest of his life searching for the
wey beck. Never making it, of course."

Hans smiled. So 3ll she wanted to do was to make Some vague
threat. The superstitions of these Russians amused him. He leaned
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In a seconcd he ha¢ kickeé the cozlcs zrgunfé zné w2z lzzvi=ms 2=
small hovel behind. Fzr behiné.

As Hens' footsteps faced, the fizure in tae cazir stirzzd, == AZ
seeking 2 comfortable nosition in +hich to Aie. Ii=m 3Ze -mt hBer Lo

to her throst zné¢ wheezed, "0On God, =iy kee: == on nere?®
Hens, of course, di¢ not hezr tkis.

& »x x & * k3

Hens shook his head, he felt very feverizh row. T=ae :
had started up agsin, Hzns c-zme back to reziity. It nz=3 &
hzd been lying in a grave for z thcuszncé jezrs, n= f=2it -3

fad gone back to thzt hovel in the forest. Ez stics miz asms = E£

inner Jacket pocket. The coin lay hezviiy amé ccik om =5
It was more than the cold of the Pussimn cournirrysiés, it #=s =
cold of a bit of metal thzt couléd nevzr 5= wazr=:z@G.
Vhat wes so horrible? He hzd 2 fzirly cecent chi=mez —ow O
ing back to his own lines if he coulc fin€ =i =y “hrouse - E
1 bpickets. It wesn't fer, even for a we2k =en witr woznis.
he had not lost any blooc¢ to zmount tc znything, s=é ais=
strong tho painful.

Hans saw e pzir of Stukas fly low overhs
on him unaweres. € scrzmbled to the 1ip of
érop their bombs 2s he ¢ié so. Tney fioz2tz=2
landed beyond a clump of trees to tne nortr.
of smoke followed the forcirg scuné of taomos
earth. Within a short while flames wmere lez:
vere following a2fter. Ezns ¢id nct moe= mcet
not now even tell where they ha¢ went to. Ta:z -
triec to follow. They hzé simply hit =zné Tzn &

It voulé mzke 2n- excellent Jiversicn if b

' enough into the night, Eans thought.
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Hens szid,, "%eld, it . looks like I.mcy.g=t bome =-:
you say to that Eelmut?d  Helput ssilec zzgTecizisveiy
luck enc no coubt vished him ¢ swift journsy nc=-.

£ bit of vhite drifteé cosn on Helmt!s =sizet
More flekes came covn to join it, =né sc== got com
plosions continued to cuiver the m=ucé zrommé ==,
gezled as the snow fell, BEeons shivered, guilin:s
cozt about him. Only , it wes scilec =zné set no=x
y>7m 25 1t should be. Hens Telt thst Helmmt =::=tT
w.iiform, without either jacket, cost , sweztz=r or =
w..shed there hzé been 2 neir of boots in the éitex, o
vitszt, tnough still weter-proof. Tne ¥effern—SS zigsyvs nz=@ zm=c& Scoi
he thot to himself.

If - thefmorcontinued, if Tt begams, 28b> 1 5z=26"
to meke it badk to his linc s by nizntrZ.1 instezé of
n=ss to settle. How hac he gotten irto tzhe micdl= of
vithout getting killec or turcued, znyweys? Tor so=c
he could not remember. Ee cismisseé it, better to coxn
to get out of this mess.

What an immense fielc, it seamed zlzost iike =z ¢
death was coming dovn in #waves now, like scme one up

A a gisnt box of soap powcer znf it &zc comin: comm iik .
used to heve for the amzteur theztrics bzck =zt toe Gymnesium
long 7go? ,At'least five canturies, E:zns falf  surel™ Sigcy

f ed whipning up now, znd Hzns pullel hic grs tcozt clo:z
good going out until it ~as deezer =né trickzr,

He vicsned he ha¢ a cizzrette now, cven ane of the mose—iz22f iz
tynes they gzve to those Fussizn battzlions Tightinz under tre Behs—
mecht against the enemies of the Reich. 3e noncerzé if Selmut o-
RU'S S1Tan S AGREN Ve oy T

Hens stared at Helmut for the longest time, sure thzt he ha
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glorious strong cigarettes, meyoe even 2.1 tooacco, loctsC off =
Russien Colonel or Commissar. »5ut selfish Helrmt wouléalt offzy =—F
of his clgarettes to Kans, ti:at wv2s not his ¥ay, he just 1-:
getting colder and colcéer uncer = misty blznket of scox, seilins
his Russi~n friend sbout the fun he wes hzving. By now givins Es
of the dozens of tins of cigarettes he hz¢ in his Jacxet, buizig
pockets of his shirt. Helmut must have some.... =
Slowly Hans crept down the incline to the bottce, sporoccxins

Helmut with 211 the caution 2n@ czre of 2 beaten cur 2oproaching kis

1 macter, and as fearfully. As if Helrut were zhout to strike out st
D1s enemy for stealing his cigzrettes 2nd hic life. - Rut Helmut re—
Denteé and even smiled as Hans aporosched Helmt =znd, taXing his glavs
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[} 3
é?( off, vatted his nockets for a ciparette. There were no tins of
== any kind in his shirt-or pockets and Hens wondered how he hat thot
Helmut haé any? Besldes, he remembered he had no matches, how could
he light o cigerette without one?

Helmut smiled, pitying Hans in his plight, and let a clop of snow
slide off his head to remind Hens that the snow wes getting deep very
fast ond Hans ha¢ better leave now., Hans stood up, bade farewell to
his very dear friends, Helmut and the Water-Drinker and clutching his
carbine to him, walked up the slope out of the ditch.,

Though Hans had learned that the crouch was not really effective
ir nresenting a smaller target, he nonetheless went into thet nosit—
icn, simnly because he felt better once he had done so. He was sure
¢t iiis position, because roars and flame still occasionally belched
forth from the target the Stukas had hit...when? It seemec like cays3
220, how odd it snoulé stili be' ablaze.

How ofc it seemed that he could remember a warm huge eicerdown
cover, it must have been centuries ago. Certainly since he had passea
through the towvmn of Rasyvl. ey

Hans could vagucly remcmber a siding in the forests. It hac vz2en
warm then... Hers wasn't very warm now. The colé was vwhipping Up 218
greatcoat and plastering his pents with colcd wetness. His legs ached
at every step but they continued to move. His fece wes nesrly mumb,
so he pulled his scarf over it. He thot he woulé probably come cut of
this with frostbite anyways. A great fleme belched forth from the
mist as if to accentuate his thoughts. H'ns, with a new bearing, went
off toward his front lines.

He could hear the taottering of a machine gun up ohead. TQ?t mesnt
thet the lines must be only =2 little further on. It would be auck
soup getting through the Russien lines, they weren't toc closely or—
ganized, =s the Germens were. They rel&ed on their masses of men,
no eoubt. g

After a long vhile with no sound but occasional rumbles ol war,
Hans grew sleepy whiike walking. The snow crunched silently_under
Hans' high boots anc¢ the wey remained clesr of wire and Russiens. It
wes if there were no longeg any such things as Russians and Germens
znd the cannon fire beyond was only vagrent echoes Qf thePpastmrrhere

were only the trees enc¢ the snow anc the flames behind and Hans. Hans
did not notice, but he remeined in & crouch for 2lmost the whole dis—
tence to the front, all the way through the tress. He crouched behind
first one and then the other. He looked &£ll1 arounc, as far as he
could see in the c¢riving snow, relying on his ears more than his eyes.
He checkec the sction on his carbine and moved forward again.

Shells pessed softly overheed again, both ways, and Hens moved
on. It was very odcd thst he didn't see any Russians sbout, they
shculd be hurrying to »ut out the blaze in the forest. But no scurry-
ing grouns or teems of Russian: were cbout, though voices to his
right hinted of busy Ivans. He assuvmec they were Russians, though
they could be speaking Hincustani for gll Hens could tell.

Through the forest, to the ecge then, crushing branches under-
foot. The open field lay chezad, anc the sharp rattle of a machine
gun to his right bespoke busy creatures. Secure no cdoubt, in their
buttressed bunker of wood and dirt. Hans went off toward the left,
to skirt arounc¢ the murmur of the gun.

He left his crouch now, for a2 more lowered skinoing movement.

His back hurt unindurably now, but he disregarced it, his comrades
mist be just zhead.

! butbutbutbutbutbut of a Spandau on controlled fire reached his
ears through the cdeceiving snow end he knew he was pressing closer.
Now where were those Russian trenches? They must be around somewhere.

Suécenly 2 man rose up in front of him. A men in white from
which ceme foreign words in repid fire seruence. Hans rushed him
ouickly ané clubbed him with his carbine. He mustntt have the alarm
now! But the Russian was not stilled and he sterted yelling in a
high screechy woman's ¥oice. Hens fell on top of him and hit him time
211d time egein until 211 he heard was his ovn brecthing and voices
to his sides.

The voices were close, where were they? Hans got up, he had to
ril. The flames behiné him, dimly perceived, told him where the
front must be. He hsd to make, surely there coulcén't be too many
Ris:iieas in front of him, only Germans, why weren't the Russicns
canoting? Hans almost lost his footing as he ren onto a slick log,
stivprery with ice underneath the snow.

The bouncing slow balls of tracer flosted forth searching to ais
lz*, 'Yhey shouldn’t do that, Hans thought, they'd give their posit—
ion away.  The Pussians must be very stupid tongiht... Ooooohhhh, tha'
vw.s close, oh vhere were his 1lines? Hens suddenly spotted a trench
beore nim., IHe leoped it in one desperate leap and was soon beyond

Fe



it, running now in eamest. kry

Then, sud enly, he trips over a small log and lends on his Gaces 1y
He feels that Some of his teeth are loose or gone, biut he cen't stop
and vorry 2bout that now. He cries, the teeth hurt, his legs are so
sore, it's so ccld. He sobs his r-ge and frustration. He hoistec him—
self up and starts stumbling towarés his lines at a2 trot.

Vhere, he asks, cen the German lines be?He feels he must hezve been
running for hours now, His bre-th comes fest, it's burning his lungs
in this frigid air. <then one of the half dozen strezms of trecer fire
;oftly.tilts tovarc. him, brushes prst him, then returnc mnd rins first
‘nto his greatcoat flap then thrcugn his legs. Hens falls onto somc
barbed wire, he cen sez a trench cher,d no it's » éltch. He murt seek
cover, his legs nurt so aucih. He coughs blood and he notices a pain in
his bock, he must have Leen hit there too.... He seems to be sresthing
in a vYacuum, nothiny seems to be coming into his lungs. He crawls
towards the ditch, tearing his shattered legs on the barbed iiire in
601ng_so. anny, it seem2¢ to him it ha¢ been snowing a moment 2g£0....

Hens slid over the mu¢ snc sno¥ on the rim of the ditch znc let
gravity t?k? him the rest of the way down. Th: nain in hislegs #as
neerly driving him wilc with pain, he thot humorougly. He cried sil-
ently snc¢ bit his becly chep-e¢ lins to keep from crring out. Pain..
Griving him wild with nein, why that!s éistinctly fuany....

Hans lookec che-d of him, peering from uncder his helmet. He al-
most shot the corpse in front of him. Part of some ancient telegranh
pcle, nationality unknown, lay in the ditch an¢ the body sat agaipnst
it. "Hans recognized Helmut, then, loocking oc@ uncer charcozl make—1D
anc leering the smile of rigor mortis. Helmut locked like he wes co-
ing nothing more thzn enjoying a gooé joke....ané resting & minute.

Hezns thought for a minute he should remember being here before.
But he cicsmissad it im-ecictely. He h-d never been here beiore.

There is no End.

Being, as ucsurl, mailing commnents on the multitidious procucts
which have swelleé the last OMP2 mailing. Unfortunctely, this is quite
prief this time, for 2 nunber of reascns. Foremost being a desire to
get this thing in the mnail before August.

Apologies must be given for using legal length paper. Of course,
it does 2llow more worGege Per p&ge.... But I still would not be using
the stuff if I ha¢é not gotten it prectictally free.

curses. Just -s Cheslin gets through using it on his edition, I
start us over here.... This will be the last one, though, 2s my SAPS—
zine should zbsorb the rest of it. So now let's comment....

MOEPH 27 iy Tesr Mr. Roles: Re: your belng on the bzcover of ENVOY #5.
Ansver: My charming Herr Roles; Desnite your nrotestations
of innocence, you seem to forget that Eric Bentcliffe has been over
here. Not only that, but Ford and the Kyles have informed us Yenks of
those wild "matzo" narties you Biverpuéliens hold freauently. Ve can
only shudder ané mentally recall the old cogma thst you don't have to

This is the 9th issue of ENVOY, tge moreconfusedthenthou Aapa—
zine, Tt is iscued on a revolving editorship basis. Ken Cheslin
printing some of the blessed things, yours truly doing the others.
Thi's¥i'stith'e5 thiR1PEl's sne.

Naturally, as usuzl it 1s produced in 2 gigantic undergrounc
printing plant left over from The Resistance, and is populariy and
infamously known as a publication of KriFanTat Publications, Unltd.
This is publication #19, issued for the September, 1962 mailing of
OUPA. So I guess ye might say this is the ChiCon issue. This 33rd
mailing is coming to you from Ken Cheslin, epprentice pornographer,

Mail, etc. may be sddressed to Richard Schultz, 19159 Helen,
Detroit 3., Michigen, USA if you need to write to the edltor of
this rag. His name is Richzrd Schultz, by the way. There is no
guerantee, however, that the lackeys of Tay can fifl'n Gty

I co rot run on tracks and there will be no more serious fict—
| ion from me in the rest of the 162 mailings. No guarantee on '63.
| Keep smiling, even if it doesn't help your face anye.




,jgbzld to be a dirty olé men. /né mention of dirty olé men is mad
where mention is made of Liverpool. :

So, nzturaily with Eric the Bent &nd Jeeves being hitched, you're
the only OMPA Liverpudlisn left to cerry forth the banner of licentious-
ness and H-rrison. Feel honored, go right chezé.

ENVQY #% Your con report of the Harrogzte 6o gives me an opnortunity
to air a few thoughts on British conveuficneering. Epecific—
ally ebout the room rentzl set-up.
Now, as a few of you are undoubtecly aware, tire Yank cons run the

room on a strictly inédivicual basis. The Ccnvention Comaittee c-ntrect:

only to rent meeting hells, p:noucts, execuetive offices, suites for
guests of honor snd so forth. Th: attendees are strictly on their oin
as far as thelr rooms go.

Now miné you, the Comulttee may send out reservation carés with
their progress reports, plug certain club-suite drzls, etc. But they
leave the contracting of roomc up to the attencees.

~Also, the Hotel may try to get £ll Con attencees in a certein
ving, or floor or series of floors. Or other devious errengements, al’.
of which zre cesi:med to lescen the irrit-tion anc¢ noise that normally
and inevitzbly flows to the other guests. The Hotel mey do this or the
Committee may do thet end enything elce that normally hap:ens between
menagement and guests 2t a Con. But the Hotel does not sacdle the Con
Comnittee with responsibility for more then z certein number of clearly
defined things. Like, who's going to pay for the meeting rocms, be
responsible for cdamage *here, pzy for the bancuet, etc.

But the difference between Englend ~né the states is this, The
Hotel does not, anc canuut, ®addle the Con Committee with the costs of
the rooms ané &ll it incurs. Namely, unfilled reservations, broken
plumbing, or anything like "skipped" rooms.

In other worcds, the Yankk Con Committ=es 2re neither sadélec vitn
the extra work , papermork, recponsibility and costs of room renting
for a vhole convention. Nor heve that source of rossible monetary
loss to worry about and occasionally cope vith.

So dewns the idea., Vhy ¢o the BritCon Comnittees hsve to cope
with the room renting? If it ics just a custom, I am totally in favor
of 2bolishing it forthwith. For it seems suicicsl to belsbor Con Comm-—
ittees with extra work which woulc rezch its maximum load just rt the
very time when everything else connectec with the Con 2lso mesches its
meximum lozd: Con time. AMnc¢ I'm not too hep on the finencial rerorts
of various BritCons.... But heven!t there been a fev Cons which went
into the reéd (zn¢ ha¢ to be bziled out by the Comnittee and a few
frienés) simply beczuse of this trouble with the rooms? Like man, like
somehow or other I gzet the icdea that most Hotels will treée rooms to
most znybody if they'll give them little bits
of engravec notepaper in return. Or is Brit-—
fendom so feeble-minced they can't handle thelr
ovn room bookings? (Oxsy, Ethel, Uncle, I give
up, forgive me, I didn't mean itl)

LNVOY 47 Ané before I get lynched, I'C better
trenslate the Yermen headings from

this issue of my ENVOYs, VWelt Breen hed, "[Heve
beard, will Travel," Ethel Lincsay was celled
The inforcer. Lichtman wes termed the Meoiled
Fist of LA OMP/cdom because of being the Pres~
ident, ye see. Tred Hunter shculc¢ have enjoy-
ed my celling for "Home Rule for Lervick, I
sayl" Ton't went to get Britain into troubls
over their Rucsien trawler reicing, you lnow,

Cheslin? "pll hail to the new chiefi”¥
n=tch. We'll have a grand &nc bloody re;ine,
we will.... Peatrizio was certeinly "our little
Italien Scot". Dongho 1s indeed Big Bili,
Anc¢ Elinor Busbyv has been known as "thet vionde:
ful womzn". Prophetically I called Mercer the
Wencierer. Specifically beceuse of hip living
in a ¢creven. I did not know of his intentiong
of le~ving the Mealsble Eron Vorks.

rnd I askec Jeeves 1f he was emongst the
Le=gue of the denpecked.

I think I'é better leave now....

Ferewell an¢ Asorcdias te uith you. Nilseha
ztluhcs too, for thac werter..... L
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