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This offensive that we are about to begin can, perhaps, attenuate the suffocating armor that surrounds us. God forbid.

Otherwise, our beautiful country, the most beautiful country in the world and until recently, alas, the strongest, will know the boot of the invader. 

Since Napoleon's time we have never been so close to it, nor do I think we will ever be in future centuries, because this war will have to be the last of wars.

That, at least, is what the allies say, although do they even believe it?

Diary of a German Soldier is a story belonging to the World War II collection, a series of war novels developed in World War II
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We have been in this place for seven days now. Seven days of inactivity seems like a lot if you think about everything we have done so far, but to the troops and to us they have seemed very short. We rested.

I have written we rest. He should have said that we prepare, because that is what we are doing: preparing for the onslaught. Anyone who thought that Germany was already defeated, bled, and now saw how the trains loaded with troops and material arrive in this region of the Eifel (I have counted up to a hundred newspapers), might think that he was wrong, that the country still retains its force.

But let's not fool ourselves. These troops are the last embers of the fire. For the first time since 1918 the enemies are close to our borders. Here in front of us. They are close to our country, they surround us. They have already reached the Saarland and threaten Cologne. The Russians are approaching Budapest with forced marches ... the English are back in Greece ... God, how I hate having to write all this. The pen refuses to do so.

On the other hand, this offensive that we are about to begin can, perhaps, attenuate the suffocating armor that surrounds us. God forbid. Otherwise, our beautiful country, the most beautiful country in the world and until recently, alas, the strongest, will know the boot of the invader. Since Napoleon's time we have never been so close to it, nor do I think we will ever be in future centuries, because this war will have to be the last of wars.

That, at least, is what the allies say, although do they even believe it?

But I am not a writer or historian. I am simply a soldier. Therefore, this is the diary of a soldier. A diary that I write for myself because otherwise I would go crazy. No more rhetoric: hard facts. I leave it to others to faithfully transcribe the causes of the war, the reasons for our defeats.

The facts?

I, Ulrich Tagger, Major of the Second Division of the German Fifth Panzer Army, am in the vicinity of Pronsfield, with my division, with my Army. Here are our faithful «Panthers», our faithful «Tigers», oiled, clean, supplied with ammunition and oil "oh, oil, how expensive you are and how little we see you now, since we have lost those splendid Romanian fields". Yes, we are ready. So that?

Just yesterday I was talking to an "aide" of Von Manteuffel, commander of the Fifth Panzer Army.

"Tagger" tells me ". They still cannot agree.

“In the name of... Haller, what's wrong with you?

“That, they cannot agree. The Führer has said one thing, Von Rundstedt says another, Model says another and I say that if we don't hurry we won't be able to do it.

“Do what, Haller?

Haller, tall, thin as wicker, with a fine Prussian head and dark hair, looks around.

“Isn't that Hagen monster around?

"No, no" I answer impatiently "What do you have to name Hagen for now?

"I would not like you to hear what I am going to say" Hagen "I say a little stiffly", he is one of my best officers. Or rather: the best of my tank bosses.

“I know, I know, and I would be the last to deny his merits; but the last time it occurred to me to speak in front of him of a conversation I had heard from the general, he repeated it in a tavern before a group of officers, adding some comments of his own making.

I try not to smile. I remember the case: Hagen said that if a flock of monkeys want the same peanut to eat, one of them will get it, and this one will probably be the strongest, not the smartest.

"Forget Hagen," I say. " Now he is not here, but in the village, probably.

"Making love to some ...

“Well, the point is, he's not here. What were you going to tell me?

“Tagger, there are two different opinions on what we should do. One, that of the Führer, another that of Rundstedt. The Führer wants to throw the Americans and English into the sea immediately. Right now. Already. Rundstedt and Model prefer a series of flakes in the North, which could undo that spearhead with which the Americans threaten Cologne. It could be done without losing a lot of people.

"If I say ". I have looked at the map many times and, although I am not a staff officer, I know what you mean. To launch the Americans and the English into the sea, you have to attack from there, towards Antwerp.

"Exactly. The allies have not yet commissioned the port of Antwerp. If we can get to it, we will have served them a bone that they probably won't be able to gnaw. The Führer's plan is not bad; but will we have enough strength to carry it out? Rundstedt and Model believe not. And that's the situation. In the end you will see how, anyway, that is the plan that will be carried out, to attack towards Antwerp.

"Yes" I answer. " The strongest monkey will have eaten the peanut.

“Don't repeat phrases like that. And if you're trying to say that the Führer isn't the smartest ...

That is the situation. But her resolution depends on stronger and more capable shoulders than mine. Whether we attack towards Antwerp, splitting the Ardennes and the Belgian plain, or if we dedicate ourselves to host the English and the Americans in the North, my job will be the same: to slip into my «Tiger», put on my helmet and guide the machine trying to destroy as many English "Centurions" as possible without destroying me.

And that will be what I do: fulfill my obligation. I am a soldier.
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Haller was right. Hagen is a spawn, a force of nature, a sacred bull, the great genital! Is it not enough for the concerns inherent in a war in which Germany risks everything, its very existence, but rather that it has to look for accessory complications?

Dieter Hagen is my best captain. And surely the best captain in the division, and probably the best tank captain in the Fifth Army. That is not denied by anyone. That is said by the others in a low voice, and by himself in a very loud voice. On that, then, we all agree.

But in other things ...

In other things he is a true devil, as imponderable as a typhoon in the Pacific.

With women, of course. And, in many cases, with men.

If life consisted solely of battles, Hagen would fight, he would receive an Iron Cross with oak leaves every morning, and everyone would be glad to have a hero by his side.

But it so happens that even in war there are moments of peace, of tranquility, while the next attack is being prepared or the next withdrawal is organized. And it is in those moments that Hagen sticks out the satyr's furry ear.

And how it appears!

I'm not going to say that all skirts are good for him. No, not at all; that would be insulting him, seriously injuring him. Not; what happens is that he is able to find the "best skirt" wherever he goes. It will be useless for that woman to be buried at the bottom of a cellar, perched on the top of the most leafy tree. Hagen will discover her, make love to her and seduce her as surely as the sun rises daily in the East and sets in the West.

We have fought together in Italy, in France and now here, in our own country. Everywhere he has done the same. And I know he has done it before in Greece, in North Africa. If he is now only a captain and not a colonel at thirty and after five years of war, it is due to two causes: The first, his long-standing habit of speaking ill of superiors and command. The second, to women. Without those two facets of his character, it is almost certain that now he would be the one giving me orders instead of receiving them from me.

I like women, of course, because I am a young, healthy and normal man. But from there to find reasons for seduction both in a Libyan girl with the color of nutmeg, as in an Italian matron with mahogany hair, in a stylized Parisian with saffron hair or in a Belgian with porcelain eyes ..., there is a lot of distance.

Well, that distance is covered by Hagen, if necessary, in two jumps. If they had assigned him to Russia, from which he has been freed on many occasions by the edge of a razor, the census of children in that accursed country would have increased by a good number of units.

But his latest feat has pushed the limits. Yes, it has surpassed them because this is not Greece, or Libya, not even France or Italy, This is Germany, the Vaterland.

Good German laws still apply here. Why the hell can't that man just sit still and leave his hormones alone?

I'm going to relate it. After all, and after having had the daily meeting with the Brigade commander, after the routine inspection of the machines, after verifying that the men have not lost a single piece of discipline, I hardly have anything to do.

“Yes, I relate it.

Oberst Pieck is the first to blast me. He is the head of the regiment and his chest is overcrowded with medals.

"Tagger" he told me. Have you heard of your captain's latest feat?

"It is not" my "captain, colonel," I replied respectfully. " He is "one" of the captains of the Regiment.

"Oberst" Pieck, who is barely two years older than me, has put on the face of "don't give me distinctions and stick to the bare facts."

“I don't want to find out until the complaint is officially made: but Hagen has done something that can lead directly to a military court. Which would surely lead to it, unless the situation is not enough to deprive us of a captain.

"From one of the best captains" I answer, always with the same respect.

"It's okay. From one of the best captains, if you like; but at the same time one of the most fractious, compromising, and corrosive elements that can occur in the German Army.

I wait for it to be explained, if you want to. Doesn't want to, apparently.

“Wait, if you haven't found out yet, and you'll see if you find one of your usual excuses for him then.

I am very careful not to tell him that other times he has found excuses himself. Like, for example, when in Reims, Hagen took him out of a burning car, with almost absolute risk to his own life, and carried him in his arms for an hour until he found our lines again.

And with him in his arms, because Pieck was passed out, he fought a duel with French resisters with pistol shots.

No, those things cannot be said to a colonel. Let him remember them.

It was Gefreiter Behme who explained it to me half an hour later. The corporal is usually Hagen's Sancho Panza. He follows him everywhere, gives him advice that he himself is quick to refuse, and covers him in those adventures in which it is necessary to use four hands, four feet and two pistols. In his spare time he is your chariot gunner.

'Corporal' I say to Behme, who whistles as he holsters the Hagen's 'Tiger' ”. You are going to explain to me what new trouble the captain has gotten himself into.

"How, sir commander?" He asks, making a stupid face.
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