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The Russians were advancing on all fronts ...

Millions of German soldiers did not understand that those ragged and dirty Russian soldiers, who had pushed the vicinity of Moscow, to the other side of the Volga and to the oil regions of Baku; those men who fled or fell prisoners by the millions, in a concept of mass that no European could conceive, were now launching themselves on the German troops and those of their allies, with an unprecedented power.

The world shook to the beat of the fighting on the Eastern front. 

Millions of beings were there engaged in the most colossal battle in history. 

German soldiers, hungry, poorly dressed, exposed to freezing, malnourished and low on ammunition, clung to the ground in the hope of preventing the enemy from setting foot on Germany.
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The Eastern Front is a story belonging to the World War II collection, a series of war novels developed in World War II.
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A little further north of the recently conquered Viadsma, Captain Trauber's Company was slowly making its way to the small town of Tepluja.

Throughout that night, false by the incessant light of the flares and the purple lightning of the shots, the men continued to hit their positions on the snow soiled by the rain that had followed, destroyed by the fatigue of the operations carried out. out and eager to pause, a bit, to be able, at least, to verify that they existed.

Because, in reality, since they emerged from a flaming Viadsma, with the lonely streets crossed by electrical wires, full of the most heteroclite objects and reeking of the stench of dead horses, their horizon had become a line, which, starting from from their eyes, it crossed the sights of their weapons and ended down there, in the confused panorama in which the silhouettes of the Russian soldiers moved, like fast shadows.

Outside of that line of fire, nothing, not even the body itself, had manifested itself in a way to believe in its existence. The muscles stiff from the cold and the organism numb from hunger and fatigue, the only thing that lived palpably in them was the desire to move forward that was concentrated in the gaze towards the point of view.

Behind them the artillery raised a constant thunderclap and animated the air above their hulls in a coming and going of hisses that hooted like swift invisible birds until they became lightning bolts over enemy lines.

The Russians, having created a withdrawal vacuum behind them, were now offering insistent resistance, as German weapons approached Moscow. The speed that until then had allowed a mechanical war, in which the armored vehicles played the best trick, became with the arrival of the snow, in a raw fight of men who suffered and died to advance a single step on the hard earth.

Close to the ground like his men, Karl Trauber, surrounded by some non-commissioned officers who served as Staff, anxiously awaited the arrival of dawn to finally jump over the shattered hovels that could be glimpsed in the pale light of the explosions.

Aware of the state of his boys, the captain wanted to give them a break, however brief, to see again on their dirty and bearded faces, the smile in which every leader clearly reads a spirit of victory.

The earth seemed to boil in a formidable boil that reached his entrails in a series of convulsions, as if the poor earth were seriously ill, manifesting its pain in those shudders that passed directly to the bodies of the men who were desperately embraced by it.

“Trauber Company?

"Yes sir.

“Get me the captain.

"Right away.

"Tell me?

“This is Commander Strauffer. How's that going, Karl?

“As always, sir. We are still waiting for dawn to start the assault.

“Any idea of ​​the enemy forces in front of you?

“None, my commander.

"It's okay. However, be very careful when entering Tepluja. It seems that the men of Semurow are camping in these surroundings.

"The partisan?

"Yes. Be very careful, Trauber. Let no boy be separated from his unit. He will remember how heroes end up in the hands of that bandit

“I'll keep that in mind, sir. Does the same time follow for the initiation of the artillery fire?

“Exactly at six fifty-two. At seven o'clock, we will take the shot to the road and the bridge behind the town. It will be time to jump in, Trauber.

“Anything else, my commander?

"Nothing, boy. "Good chance!", As the English say.

“Thank you very much, my commander. At your service.

As always, in the last hours of the night, silence had spread over the front like an omen that heralded the storm that would break out in a few hours. But the calm of the small universe that surrounded them was fraught with danger, since everyone knew that those tremendous hours of waiting were often used for strokes.

... "It seems that the men of Semurow are camping in these surroundings. Be very careful, Trauber. You will remember how heroes end up in the hands of that bandit ..."

Strauffer's words kept ringing obsessively in Karl's ears. Those words had made him shudder, much to his regret, because they contained a recent experience, a thousand kilometers behind, near the Polish border, in a forest whose only memory was capable of making the hair of any man in the Company stand on end. he could be counted, miraculously, as a survivor.

SEMUROW!

Some kind of tiger disguised as a man. That was what the general had called him when he reported that terrible attack in which the men who dared to separate from his Unit ... appeared the next day hanging in bunches from the trees of the forest.

The impossible had been done to capture that species of beast that left in its wake a trail of death and desolation as never before had the Armed Unit bequeathed it ... But all the efforts were in vain; Semurow resolved itself in the air like that dirty mist that preceded Russian dawns.

Trauber was obliged to let his men know that Semurow was prowling around. But, deep in his heart, the captain felt a great duty to communicate this bad news. And, it was not because of a lack of confidence in the boys, but because, tired as they were and ready to launch themselves, at dawn, against the enemy positions, the news would not stop disturbing the veterans and worrying, perhaps excessively. , to those who had not seen their companions hanging from the trees.

“- Otto!

The bond rushed to the side of his superior.

"My captain?

“Inform all officers that the Battalion has learned that Semurow is around. Let the Section commanders bring it to their females. The slogan is this: No man for any reason should abandon his contact with the Unit to which he belongs. That the Platoon leaders do not lose sight of their boys during the assault. Understood?

"Yes sir.

The news was already released!

Karl tried to imagine what would go through the minds of each of his men. He was perfectly sure that the veterans would grit their teeth, hoping for the chance to see Semurow on the other side of their sharp bayonets. As for the "newbies" ... Who would be able to delve into the thoughts of men who do not know each other?

Slowly, the shadows of the night were disintegrating; as if blackness were a living body voraciously eaten by the moth of light. The outlines of things became clear, at first blurred, then the details emerged from the darkness that had been hidden from them until then.

Five kilometers behind the Company, the silence was torn by artillery fire. Clouds of projectiles, in dense flocks, began to cross the space to open in the town their livid fans of death ...

With his eyes fixed on the luminous dial of his watch, Trauber followed the movement of the seconds hand in steps. Thus, the time that the artillery preparation lasted lasted a century for the captain. Finally, no longer able to control his nerves, he drew his signal pistol, firing the red attack light.

As the explosions of the artillery shells passed into the background, the fire from the infantry weapons filled the gray space between the two lines.

Karl, followed by the men who made up his Piana Mayor, quickly crossed the distance that separated him from the vanguard line, positioning himself behind the Third Section, which was the one that was progressing along the axis of the offensive.

One after another, protecting each other, the Platoons were closing the distance that separated them from the enemy. For the moment, it was the automatic weapons that had the floor. However, from time to time, the dry explosion of a mortar tore apart the monotony of the machine-gun fire.

The Germans, while advancing, kept within a total connection, continuing to carry out a crossfire plan, each time a small Unit stood out in the vanguard. Thus, in stages, they arrived near the first houses that had continued to burn since they had been bombarded by German cannons.

Until that moment, everything had been reduced to a close combat between the fantastic maze of enemy projectiles that wove invisible networks of death. Now the real fight began, the main program of which was to dislodge the enemy from every resistance post that he had set out to maintain.

The Third Section launched its first Battalion against the nearest house. Sticking to the ground, the men began to slide, elbows, into the burning ruins in front of them. Meanwhile, the machine guns covered them with a dense fire that raised, when they collided with the burning beams, a very rapid constellation of sparks.

After having two of his men advance on the flanks, to prevent the enemy from retreating without casualties, Sergeant Kopler began the assault on the house, previously throwing some grenades through the illuminated holes that the Artillery had opened.

The crumbling building seemed to be brutally startled, and some of its already half-collapsed walls fell in formidable dust. Kopler and his boys did not wait any longer. With bayonets drawn, submachine gun in hand, or an unsecured grenade, they brutally stormed into the ruins, opening fire to the right and left.

But, as they already thought, despite everything, they found within the adequate answer to their "insinuations". The Russians, hiding in the strongest part of the house, launched themselves like wolves against the assailants.

And, as always, above the powerful and modern weapons that armies boast of, victory had to be won by the element, by the decisive factor in war: Man.

The melee began inside the house, under the bloody light of the fire. One of the German soldiers paid with his life for the definitive victory of his own. Seconds later, the three Russians occupying the ruins had ceased to exist.

Having overcome the initial resistance, Trauber ordered the general advance, spreading the fight, house by house, throughout the town. The streets appeared completely deserted before the Germans and in the shadow of each building there seemed to be trap, betrayal and hatred, hand in hand with death.

Two hours and twelve men cost the Company absolute control of the town. Slowly, trudging, shattered with exhaustion, their faces and hands blackened by gunpowder smoke and their uniforms torn apart, the Germans gathered in the
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