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That was Berlin ...

The terrifying Berlin of some terrifying historical dates, in which dantesque pale beings, emaciated and nervous, moved through its piles of rubble, through its avenues of rubble, ruins and naked blackened walls with nothing behind, except the chilling emptiness of their homes without walls, roof, walls, or people; with that atrocious opening of empty eyes that were the windows looking out into the sky itself, gray and cloudy as the atmosphere of the German capital.

Yes. That was Berlin. 

That was the proud capital of the Third Reich, besieged by Russian troops, already fighting furiously in the outskirts of the capital, on the bridges that led to it ...

Berlin is a story belonging to the World War II collection, a series of war novels developed in World War II.
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It all started one morning.

The dawn of April 16, 1945. It can be said that everything began in those hours ... or that, practically, the completion of everything began. It was the beginning of the end. Many did not know. A few suspected it. Some knew it positively.

The night had been relatively quiet in the eastern German street. A calm night, punctuated by some isolated shooting, between the Soviet troops and the Nazis; but always without depth or duration. That was as far as the Oder sector was concerned.

More than twenty thousand mouths suddenly roared, breaking that relative stillness. An infernal roar seemed to shake the land all along the Oder depression. The soldiers of the Ninth Reich Army knew it was the first Russian onslaught against key German defenses. They expected it and resisted it. They resisted although the offensive was much more powerful and terrible than they had imagined. They resisted although, in number and material, the men of the Reich were in a clear and resounding interiority.

"" Heil Hitler "" shouted the officers, pressing their lips energetically. " Stand firm, soldiers! Courage and energy! Berlin will never belong to the enemy! Europe, and with it Berlin, will never belong to the Russians!

The soldiers fought, spurred on by those short, vibrant harangues. They put everything on their side. But no one was sure that his Führer's will could be carried out. Not now with the German trente crumbling at times.

The Oder front was barely resisting, despite the terrible insistence, the devastating burden of the Soviet armored columns. Shock troops, aviation, tanks and artillery, formed an avalanche hardly bearable by the decimated and demoralized soldiers of Hitler's Germany.

The glorious moments, the golden dates of the proud "Luftwaffe," of the "Afrika Korps," of the dazzling victories of the German Armies had passed.

It was no longer possible to resist much longer. The days of the Third Reich were numbered. His pride was collapsing at the same time as his formidable military machine, cracked by a thousand impacts.

But there, in the Oder, faced with a brave, tough and obstinate enemy, who was looking for the shortest and fastest way to Berlin, the exhausted and hardened men of the Ninth Army endured the eastern offensive, they held back the Russian soldiers by lengthening the time a little. The agony of Germany, the anguished, tremulous and feverish wait for a Berlin in ruins that only seemed to await the worst ...

Not all fronts had equal resistance. Chaos was already beginning to unfold with indelible and resounding characters on another front no less transcendental for the future fate of Germany and its National Socialist leaders: that of the Neisse.

There it was the Second and Fourth Armies of the Soviet Union that undertook the resolute onslaught against the Nazi defenses. Both Armies had been urgently reinforced with thousands upon thousands of heavy tanks and various specially trained Army infantry corps. In front, weakened and wavering, the German Fourth Army could not put up much resistance.

In desperation, she endured a few hours. Then it collapsed ...

Allied stations were the first to break the news:

The front of the Neisse has been broken. Russian troops are already advancing directly towards Berlin in a truly deadly arrowhead. The hours of the Third Reich are numbered ... »

The hours of the Third Reich are numbered!

The idea hardly managed to open in thestunned, galvanized minds of the greats of Nazism. They couldn't believe what they heard. But they knew it was the truth. They, better than anyone, could know. The reports, the messages and the news, incessantly reaching the Headquarters of the Third Reich, were all coincidental: the Neisse front was irretrievably sinking. ..


"Soldiers of the East German Front !:" For the last time, the enemy has gone on the offensive; try to destroy Germany and annihilate our people. You soldiers of the East know for yourselves what fate threatens first of all German women and children. While old men, men and children will be murdered, women and girls will be debased, reduced to the lowest and most dishonorable condition. The rest will go to Siberia ... »



It was signed by Adolf Hitler, of course. And it was designed to keep the morale of the soldiers fighting the inevitable on all fronts in the East whole.

By then, the orders were already coming out from the cellars of the Chancellery, fifty feet underground. Hitler had taken refuge in the Berlin "bunker" in anticipation of what might happen to the German capital, now that the enemy was already so close, now that the adversary guns were already roaring around the great Berlin metropolis ...

It was a moment in history. The great turning point in German history. And of all humanity, dramtoethically linked to the wishes of a people who had been led to the holocaust by the most gigantic and fanatical madman of all time ...

At that time, other lives were strangely linked to the life and death of Adolf Hitler.

Lives like those of Goebbels, Goering, Himmler, Eva Braun, Krebs ...

Y other darker lives. Lives thatthey would never go down in history. Lives of gray beings, in the gray world that always surrounds the great lights of history.

Lives like Karl Martin, officer of the Third Reich. Specifically, an officer in the "Panzer 21" division, the same formidable division that was part of Erwin Rommel's "Afrika Korps" ...

Karl Martin, whom Destiny chose as one more character in those dark, sinister and hallucinatory hours of the Berlin agony, the agony of Germany and its supermen ...

* * *
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“Rommel did not die from his injuries on the seventeenth of July. Rommel was assassinated.

A deadly, icy silence welcomed the young officer's bold, incredible words.

Karl Martin was not content with dropping that verbal bomb into the beer hall filled with uniformed men in steel helmets, Iron Crosses, Oak Leaves, and swastika on the brown warriors. He had come to the counter, took a long draft of beer, as soon as he finished his emphatic sentence, and then put down the Bavarian tankard again, frothing with golden liquid, and took a few more steps. His shiny black boots thundered on the floor of the shop.

He stopped suddenly. Again he issued a reckless, almost suicidal criterion:

“I know what happened to our quarterback. I could refer what happened, gentlemen. I could tell everyone that Erwin Rommel, our heroic grand marshal, was dangerous to someone. And that someone eliminated him. The rest was a sham. Even funerals and memorial services.

Another silence. Stupor, disbelief, appeared on the faces of those present. Someone warned:

“Watch out, Martin. All that you say is very serious. If someone heard you ...

"What's wrong?" Karl turned to his partner. Are you afraid?

“Honestly... yes.

"Magnificent! We are the best army in the world. And we are afraid to speak, afraid to tell the truth. Are we soldiers or cowering sluts?

"Martin, I think you're overdoing it," warned another. " We have all felt the end of our boss the same as you. But what can we do now? The "Panzer Twenty-one" division has been dispersed in various missions in Europe from the defense of Caen until today. No one can bring the marshal back to life anymore. And things are bad enough in Germany that we run the risk that most of us will be shot or imprisoned for alleged slander and rebellious comments.

"We are obliged to look the truth in the face!" Martin protested. " We do not intend to provoke a rebellion, but to argue, to find out what happened to Erwin Rommel. Know why and by whom he was killed, destroyed.

Again that tense, annoying, disturbing silence. And again a voice, that of another of the officers of the «Panzer» division, present at the premises:

“We all... we all know who killed Rommel, Martin. Why talk about it?

"Why talk about it?" Repeated Karl furiously. Why "not" speak? Because the murderer's name is ... "Adolf Hitler"?

It was like a violent jolt. Of fear, of anguish, of discomfort for each and every one of those present. Captain Brunner put down his beer, got up, and crossed the room, leaving the premises in complete silence. Then it was Sergeant Wiemar, having Obbër, Corporal Schultz ... And so, one by one, they all left, leaving Karl Martin, the audacious officer of the dangerous assertions, alone in the middle of the room.

But he was not totally alone. From a far corner, behind the large barrels lined up at the end of the brewery, another soldier slowly sprouted. With a leisurely gait he approached Karl. He looked at him indifferently over his mug of beer.

"Aren't you leaving too, Rudolph?" Asked Karl sourly. If fear grips you, you'd better go off with the others. Cowards disgust me. And one seems to be here surrounded by them everywhere. This is the great Germany that crazy man dreamed of ...

"Karl, I'll speak to you as a friend" sighed the other soldier, placing his empty mug on the counter. " As a military man, I couldn't do it. You are a lieutenant and I am a sergeant. I'm not in a position to give you advice. But listen to the friend. To Rudolph Börn, the man.

“I'm listening to you, Rudy. Speaks.

" Don't repeat such statements in the future, Karl. They are terribly dangerous. Not only for you, but also for those who listen to you. And, as you very well say, not everyone has the courage to face the consequences of such a thing. I'm not scared. Maybe because I have no family andSS could, if anything, punish me, but never my relatives. The others are different cases. They fear for their own, Karl.

“We were supposed to be loyal to Rommel to the death, right?

"Sure, Karl. We were and will always be. But it would be useless to talk and shout, accuse loudly, because they were not going to let us go on. The marshal is dead. There was an opportunity to come to his aid, to even go up against the rebellion to save his life, but it was not possible. We did not know what was planned against him, until it was too late. Now we can no longer bring Karl back to life. And we must continue, as soldiers, fighting for Germany.

"And by Hitler?" Karl laughed sarcastically.

"For Germany. It's all "serenely, the sergeant buttoned his tunic and took the cap off a hanger, adjusting it over his graying hair." I don't want to see you in trouble now that General von Kelber is looking for an assistant officer among the staff of the Panzer Twenty-One division, and you have a good chance of launching that post and going to Berlin with him.

"Berlin ..." Karl mused, setting his jaws. I would not like to go with Von Kelber to Berlin. I prefer to continue here in Göttingen.

“Yes, in Göttingen we all need each other. Especially since the allies have crossed the Lower Rhine and the US Twenty-First Army is coming here. Those of the "Panzer" division must defend these towns because they are the access to the interior of Germany ...; but the Russians are also pressing on the eastern front and the latest news that has arrived is that the Soviets are advancing, despite the resistance they encounter, on their way to Berlin. And only a month ago they crossed the Oder, southeast of Breslau. Things are bad, Karl. Specially for. Berlin That is why the top leaders gather there with a view to one last effort ...

"I don't know, Rudy ..." Karl muttered, shaking his head dejectedly. I don't know what to think about this war anymore. At first, we all believed it was going to be short, lightning, and triumphant. That we were fighting for a new and better Germany. But that was at the beginning. Now ... now one feels strange about many things that once seemed sublime.

" I repeat, Karl: don't talk
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