


A Swy #n Free

Every once in ¢ rhile th~e Gemrns sent un snother flore or we did,
tnd everyon- froze vhere they ‘iere. A pun no less. Froze there they
were. But that wes #11 right, we veren't goinz enyvhere until mormn-
ing enywrys, until the moming sun broke un through thr cloucdless fawn
n® swent everything snd everybody into phent:ems of red sn¢ blrck
end 211 of forty feet tell in thelr comr-cdes of the cCoy, thelr sh Cdous.

"hen thet hap ened everyone sculd retrest - little ceeper into
thelr holes #n¢ into their dirty clothes snc into thelr respective
silences. Trch thought ringing loucd in the errs, e-ch bresth sterming
forth in frosty white end e ch moment rrcing ne-rer en¢ ne~rer until
thrt moment «hen the holes voul< not be deep enough nor reclity h:rsh
encugh nor the sky blue snd red ~nc¢ bl:ck enough to hice either us ov
our thoughts. ¢ we must attack,

I think the rorst s the Jirty clothes, thet end¢ the eterncl
chill recing through the ground vyou in rnd on.

Oh God In Herven, you thought, hov awld colc¢ is, ho~ frigic¢ is
frigicdity, ho. f2r the st-rs, ho. tlesr the cky though frést seems to
heng from every snr-r'iling sheck of light-yerrc c¢istent suns. Tioch
gust with its sccomnrnying cscurry of snovy dust struck streight into
the bones, turning the skin numb undcr your clothes rnd recucing your
f.ce ¢ hancde to lumpe thet mede vou cry end inctently regret doing
so. For the tears tr-ced nritems nd n ths ol =lmost orgrsmic pein
¢ frigicdity on your numbed frce, emp:sriting both heet rnc colcd to =n
ares thst you h d almost persusded yourself no longer exicsted.

They talk of the s ert of sorro-ching combet, in the truppenny
thrillers, but swe:t =mc hest =nd wrrmth seem unencur-ble -~gés rwey,
in rnother vorld, r-nother rge,

Moybe they!re thinking of here the Boers wre.

furely thi= is the coldest cold in the vorlcé, the cold of leying
in the chill hrréness of mother errth, +hilcst the scur-ying of north-—
ern wecstes rush hither ~n¢ yon over the lendsc-pe, bringing yet in-
other chiver to veur bocly,

But, like I secid, I think the dirtiness is the worst. 0Of course
I 2lweye wos + bit of ¢ -stidious tyne by prefcrence, not thet itls
ever stonned me from «orking in dirty s7nd grime if the need comes.

But it still =gete me dorn, thic leyin, in weeks-olc dirty sue-ty
uncer~lothes, feeling the grime snc¢ grit uncder your fingernells, Once
I could clesn the frce » little with my sleeves, but no they're
dirtier, colcer , filthier, end grittier then my hencs, "t lerst —vear
keeps the dirt from building un too much on my hendcs,

I must look = fright right nov.

I remember thet Joey, vhen e Iirst got to Lebenstecedt tncd the
Hun threv thorfe hovitzer crnister +t us ell th-t first veek on the
line, I remember thet Joey crz. ed in his crsiers, But then <o ¢ic
most of us, it #rs rrther frightening to sudcdenly reslizec thrt those
blossoms #nc fire sn¢ movement =mc prssage of vhirling flocks of
bircs -n¢ vomiting of the most e:cr-shettering noises in the vorld
coulc retu-sl.y kill you, It's e pretty frightening thins to rerlize
succenly thrt you're mortel like othear men rn. thet meyoe, just meyoe,
it won't Dbe the other guy.

Inyreyse Joey on¢ the vest of ue jurt nlein amptied ourselves in a
cuivering sp- am of personsl vulner:bility, out there vwhere ve are erch
ell 2lone. Eech of us in our -orld of oirking fe:r =nd “esperste
need,

Poor Joey., He bought ¢ prcket Leter that drey end I never hesrd
cbout it €111 Mcrt ceme by with morning retions s~né tolc me. Meort



sei¢ he got hie o bit before we vere ordered to dig in, probsbly =
fregment of some kind., I just sct there in my muddy scretch in the
ecrth nd vondercd vhot © Registrotion must hrve thought., I mesn,
after all, I uncderstend they!re cending most of the ‘e ¢ ones brek
home onc¢ they've zot to clecn Yem up first.

Thev're suproced to heve lots of sun lies for us bhreck ¢t 'Mm
tnd Hegue and all. But vwe heven't seen ¢ clecn cet of ¢revers for two
weeks. Letls sce new, e've been here seven weeks now. Fver since
we got off the trein -t /rnheim =nd morched up here to drive the
bloody Boche back.

Seven weeks? Isg thot =117

The cem .o storting to come in, like - ghostly ~hite speck of
vhicspered imrgincstion, move ¢ reflection of the cold of the fields
then & rerlity. £Soon enough the vorlcd will tumn rec, the stubble and
posts sn¢ hummocks #nc¢ trecs will peer out in frightened surprice, ¢
crescencdo of stark reli-f, Soon enough, I guess, snc¢ for too soon,

I guess it ves 1-st night th-t.... No, thet!: the night before.
It's herd sometimes, to reslize vhet the time or day or month or yerr
it is. Is it reslly four weeks pest Guy Frrkels Tey?

The beginning of ¢ new century it i, 1901 “nno Tomini like the
Reverend gsys. ‘nno Tomini, 2fter the birth of Christ.

The col” winds shcke the nrtches of snow in the hollows up inteo
the night 2ir snd the sprrkling specks of light blov up, srounceeecse
"rounc¢ rnd¢ cowm egrin es so meny, ~ell, flecks of sno . The flecks
of snow blow ebout ~nc sbout like so meny flecks 0f SNOCisesas

Shivering, I voncer sbout the birth of Christ. On: thous:nd,
nine huncdred ¢nc¢ one ye rc =go, one thous-nd, nine huncrec znd one
yeers £go, accoriing to the Gregorian crlencrcr, Our Lor< Jesus Chri -t
Wrs Brought Forth 3y The Virgin Mery in - s*eblessss Lord, I vish I
hed @ stroble rbout me no~ to bresk up the rind for me! Thrt Bun up
there by the three cCezd trees, he coesn't fecl the vinc =2ny more.
Stending brekk rgeinst the birvch there, ceugh® in the rire, he slmost
looks like he's been crucified to the tree, Tespite the colc hets
reclly beginnin  to stink no:, but et lerst the wind¢ blo:s him doin
most of the time towsrd« those lucky b-stercs in the villrge. txcept
for thet rere vhiff of =rome,

Thrt Lenceshire Leftensnt, he ssic¢ the Hun hed been shooting =t
our stretcher carriers since ’rnheim, fo we shoul¢ meke sure to shoot
ct 211 of hie people too, So the Hun's just b:en stending there, in
the vire, leming =geinst the trees ever since they tried cutting out
B Renk lest night. I suppose if we =zucceed tocdey they!ll take him
dovn end put him unc er somewhere in the resr here. If not I suproc=e
he ~nd his trees will become enother bloody permenent feature to meark
artillery renge vith,

th, the ky seems to be burning to the erct, fleming &lmo.t =g
crimson £s 2 Genercsl's teibs, I sunnose itVs berutiful except for the
feet thet welre going to heve to move on out pretty soon.

You cen see the golked helmet hels still vesrings Hes it strepp-
e¢ on, I think, BsC form., Joncussion coulc teke his hesC off shen 1t
lifts the helmet, but then I guess thrt's rether scicenic for him
nov ¢t lecst.

I wonder why he thought he wes here? it Hull they tolcd us thrt
we vere going to help the poor Mutchmen repell the Hun invacders, czeve
the lovlends from thelir spiked helmet onslsught, I vonder if they
told him much the szme thing in Munich or B:rlin or vherev-r hes..e.

No, I forgot, this colc, The Leftensnt c<~ic¢ thet wrs the
Mrcgzburg Grensdicrs frcing us. ell then, I woncer if they told¢ him
in Modgeburg that he ves going to protect the Tatch from us? If so,
it must hove been & bit of o surprise to find the Tutch shooting =t
him,

It would be like them, our lot end theirs, to be so unimeginctive.



Wasnt!t Mecgeburg vhers they hed ¢ big beattle curing the 30
Year!s er? They hed so mrny then, everyone fighting over Germeny.
Killing end slaughtering end outting whole torns to the torch becsuse
their hymnel wes ¢ bit cifferent or their catheticism s ten torcs
too long or their prince h-¢ just simply mece the wron= ellisnce,

Is it any different no«?

The sun is slmost up, The Hun is sencding some morning veke-me-
up!s snd they're blossoming in the woods hehin¢ us todey. Lucky us.
‘e get to live & few more minutes. Isn't it o0d¢@ how the reslly big
shells sound like some grect gient niece of Junk being hurlec through
the #=ir? I uncderstand that the big shells often go in sicde.cys or
end ovai end,

I guess Sergesnt-lMojor will he up end cbout in o few moments to
remind us where 7elre suppocecd to go.

M:ybe tocdey I'1ll tell him vhere to go, but then thet's Courts
Marticl, It vould be out of here, thet'c = certeinity, but then thet
voulc be just for e little rhile, None of the others seem to think
so, to them s soon 25 ~e get scross the border the Hun vill collerpse.
But I've ¢ funny feeling that this is going to be a long, long =or,

o there would be no use trking ¢ Courts snc r tour in the glcschouse
and then winding up beck in the front in some bloocdy 7 Bsttelion rbout
to get ground un in some sulcice mission, I uncerstend thet it's
reslly tough going co'n sround Njimigen, <ll thet weter. /nd thet the
Frenchies h-ve lost tyo vhole corps to the mertgrincder et Achen., Or
is it /ix-l--Chapelle? I supnose thetls rccording to who's rreis ¢
thelir flig on the torn square flognole.

Here comes Sergesnt-Mejor. Come Hun ie¢ trying to oot him ¢ good
one but {er,esnt-Mcjorts got ¢ charmed life. If cny of us betch meke
it through, someho or other I think he'll be on2 of them, He's
plain got = chrrmed life. Just chermed.

I wsuppose ot eny rete, husging the cover like he is #nc¢ the sun
the way it is, he's rethev hrrd to srot. Of course I cen see him
plein 22 Cey but then the sun is behind him, from my vent-ce point.

fomevhere they've rritten thot the roys of the sun, if look:(
into directly, cre hermful to the eyes. ¢Co 1s .» .eldin. arc. ‘ome
sort of hocus-pocus rbout v-rious reys being frster then the others
we normally see. But right now I cen lock cirectly into the shining
orb, burning =snc¢ bulging through the tons of the birch, cenucded end
brre uncer the twin shockse of chell rnd cold,

It's getting time up, now. No berrsge, they grid., ItV. only =
fev hundred yerds to cover, thy say, so they won't hsve much timz to
get your renge né begicdes this woy they'll be too surprised to give
eny counter-fire from theiv betteviec.

Theatts rhiet they coy.

The sun is vrising clovly -bove the birch strencde, ¢ ved blezing
cencer full of mejesty ~né cignity, unmincdful of pity or our petty
affesirs here below, It's Picing the srme <2y over the ships .t ses,

I suonose., .t lecst for the pickets off Texel mnd I sup-ose Borgen.
Mzyne they're heving - bettle out there too, Full of throbbing
dliesels sné spleches of nesr misces end noicsy ~rc of dreacnrught guns.
0+~ meybe hrving -~ bit of bleck to help them stancd wetch, or belowd cks
in thelr w-mm ham:ocks, plzting between them end the ice.

Msybe I should heve joined the Nevy instesd, £till, until now
the North:mpshire Yoemanry hasn't been too beod,

That sniper is still locking for fergecnt-M:cjor!s renge, but hets
way too low yet., Probebly coesn't understend how he cen be missing,
but the spurts of dirt sre much too loir, Probrbly look like clean
hits from where he is,

ifryobe he!ll be shocting ot me next, No, snipers sre sup-osed to
pick off lesders 1f they can. /11 ye hsve to cdo, re lzd, is not to be
in front of the mob,



Oh my, the sun ig cold encd bl:zing hot, ¢ rved, fiery red, «
blazing pool of inccdescent chill, unsble to v rm the rorld or =
poor cold hends or ¢ men's soul unon the imminence of cesth.

Burn covm, burn on, burn, burn the vorld into wzrmth bcfore we
go forth into the velley of the shoco: of the cold colé coléd men's
hends of yon spiked-hst men sncd bring him to 1life if ycu cen. Bring
me varmth anc blood md veace if you cen,

Now the birch is turning from bleck to rhite sné the dirt so cold
n¢ comforting end

the world explodes in = rush

of men and it hesves end it yells comeornmenket?sgetem the
Sergeant-Major cries =n¢ I ory

end I turn end heeve with the rolling of eesrth as it vhirls
arount the sun =nd rin =nd mn néd run =né¢ totter upright with

gyonet on rifle rnd I

run ‘

Trenors come :né¢ twist #ncd turn e try to sheke the ecrth out
from under you like it wes » twist csrpeting nd the humps n¢ vomite
ings of mother e:rth

rre frr nvay you see and hope thet they +ill never get your

renge, No, they heven!'t got your renge. The Hun shells -re
falling f-r to the rear rnd =t the villrge there, They ¢&o not

the cuiet fields, the quiet trees, the culet brecthless men, is
it clways to be so cuiet in your run 2ndé your owvn bresth comes out so
fest th-t it lerves you in » bresthles: f2ll of vhite

silence., ‘'here comes the sparztling butterflies of the dey, the
red motes of light end smoke =nd fire flsshing velcome welcome
welcome from the birch strrnd of one thous-nc¢, nine huncdred =nc¢ one
yeers oh my g

The worlc¢ is ringing, ringing, you Not even 2z memory remecins of
how I crme to fell, r¢ it = bullet? I check my bocy, no aches or
neins denoting the pessege of ¢ bullet though I remember pleying bell
:nd hov it took me till 2fter the z:me to Jdliscover I'C¢ tore my shin
holf off but there scems to be no sneciel n~ hurts and no bdblood,

rP nuft of cirt rises by my foot, the Hun must s£till be shooting
at me. My rifle i¢ there so I lern over to it rncd ucse it to lever
myself erect. ‘h 't hres hrn-ened?

Then you realire the silence has been renliced by » ringing, ¢
rolling of ecst=tic pure sounc, : cspochony of = miliion million
bells tventy miles =wey, ¢ -0 1ltive orgresm of oure un-fultercted
sound, » formless music of constcney. Concusszion it must be, not even
bothering to serrch for ¢ smoking crater to beck up my supposition.,
It must be concucssion. " h-~re of other noise comes through, very far
cwey end frintly, instently cdeshing my surcen hopos of @ vorm &id
gt:tion, smiling <isters, the#t hospitel in Kent or Sussex ind =swiy
from the colds Just ¢ concussion veve, didn't even cerfen me,

The music of the svheres is interrupted for = seconc 2s other
brom figures fly psst me, must h:ve just been covn - seconc, wes I
in the forefront of the renks like some sort of clot?

The vifle is cold, vool cold, metal coléd, lesther belt cold
through the bleck Bloves with the hole in the thumb of both hencs. I
vonc er if everyone is ret-esting ovr s(vrmeing, which wey is up snc
shich wry is beck? DBetter move with the crowd, ~“hetever.

Lz=ft foot, right foot, fester noiw, left foot, right foot, you
cen move nov without heving to belrnce b-ck to the other sice in e
pencdulum of reaction, = tick-tock of erretic steps., Pendulum right,
pencdulun left, one thous:nd, nine hundred oenc one ye:rs "go, g0, 80y
°go, left, right, =go, :go, ~go, left, right... enc¢ now h=sre rv= thg
trees s if by mrgic sm I rlreccy recross? '

Ps if by mrgice £n¢ therel's £ pit of some sort. They don!'t see

ment s



me evidentally, The four sre just firing their maochine gun through
thet slit there. Time to teke = hend.

The rifle is 2lrecdy loeded, co I teke aim vith the 21d of = tree
to brece me. ° bit of butt kick, ¢ splinter rises up rhove the front
log of the gun »nit., 2 bit lower on the sights,

The rmmo becrer turns :roun‘ to le-ve the bunker -nd he sees you
end you see him through the sights 'nd surprise to =ctuelly be seeing
¢ live zermen convulses the finger ¢nd someho« it hits. He curls up on
the pzrenet -né rolls on dovn » mere fooct or so. He's cderd I guess,
not the first rnd not the lest but = secondé rgo his mouth = s exvell-~
ing v rm 2ir snd h ies but now hels

The other ammno becrer tums ~round end grsbs - rifle. He must
see you. I better shoot him before he shoots me survivel of the.

Beck vith the bolt, in vith the new, r steccy Hressure ig¢ the
best one, he ceems to be shocting ot me, w~onder why he coesn't corract
his fire, Con't even hecr the rouncs going by znd thers he is. Hels
felling into the »it novw. :

Then for = moment I'm sure hels Risen, but no, it's just one of
the others in the pit, this one!s got » nistol. He cen't shoct either
it seems, But the gunner ic =¢till shootine so I'd bhetter get him
first., He's such - big besutiful trrget,just like on the rsnge.

It's funny ho' much bro-rc~r neople secem from the breck thn from
the front, probebly the shoulfers nd =1L, This one is Tet Pnc big
shoulcderad so I can't hrrdly mice his bisz brod brck, cn I?

I'm through the clip, time to get = new one in my Infield I
believes. Arounc the tree, cold numb fingers, off goes th- old clip,
open the belt, »ull out » nev one, cereful, crreful now, mustn't
drov it nov, mustntt.... It disa recrs into the bruch cround my feet,

"hetts hepoening in the »it? The one vith the moustcchio, the
Kriser moustechio, he!s gone, no, there he is, he's firing the mechine
gun nov, ‘“heve's the bi frt one? Hevs gone, unles: hots the one
vho seems to be preying =-einst the bottom of the nit there, dic I
hit him =fter =112

You dicdn't mise him, vhy coulén't th-t lousy moust-chioed Hun
go rheed rncd hit you snc¢ put =n enc to the ver for « while ¢t lenst?
Nothing fatel, just enough for & trip beck fcross to Englend incterd
of this lousy stubbled fields, this lousy trees rnc t.is lousy cold
the lousy Hun.

S0 I decicde to snesk un on him onc¢ beyonet him. So I'm running
forewerd instesd md I run ~nd¢ run ~nd olmost trip on some of the
brush snd

did I remember to nut my baycnet on my rifle? Yecs I

¢id, The pit is there, no here -nd my rifle is out in front ~nd
I just lern into the pit sncd the beyonet is out far in front of my
rifle end the rifle is fer out ov is the pit rveslly cuite small =nd it
feele like youlre hit a bvick well me 102 cnd the beyonet slides in.

Someone with = long nose comes by mnd csks if I'm 11 right =nd
I sy yes but I'm not reelly, I've got to climb dovn into th-t »nit
pull my rifle and beyonet out of thet hun cdo'n there. Fo. I think
itts going to be = long herd “:r between here ~ncé Berlin. £ lot of
miles ond meybe more =fter thet, isntt th- ‘fucstrisng suppoc:d to be
going to join the Prusclens? TFiret time I've used the bsyonet, meybe
not the lest, but I'm going to need it., Cen't let it rust, I'll heve
to clean it o f in the ground or something.

P vieion comes up of merchinz miles :nd miles into ¢ horrifyingly
distent future, ¢ trercmill of Turope, » journey into stepnes end ’
rlains and forests forever. +ho con survive 2 vor th-t long,

That night Mert told me thet fergemt-Mejor hed fallen into 2
disguised =né sbendoned gun pit ~nc broken his neck,

--Dick Schult ze-



