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SYNOPSIS
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The uprising, in Warsaw, of the Polish Clandestine Resistance Army was an act of arms that occurred in the Second World War, not without importance.

The proximity of the Russian troops gave the Poles hopes of success and they rose up in Warsaw, trusting in the arrival of Marshal Vatupin's soldiers.

For sixty-three days, Germans and Poles fought fiercely for possession of the city.

The fate of Warsaw continued to be played throughout history.

Warsaw is a story belonging to the World War II collection, a series of war novels developed in World War II

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

WARSAW




[image: image]


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

CHAPTER I
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ON THE MARGINS OF WAR

It was cold. Aleska raised the collar of her summer coat and walked through the streets. People who passed her gave her a brief glance and continued on her way. It was beginning to get dark and the proximity of the war made that in that year of 1943 in the city of Warsaw everyone retired as soon as possible.

Aleska had finished her work at the offices of the Swiss Washing Machine Company where her services were, and was on her way to the appointment she had made.

With her they crossed several German soldiers, bored and disoriented, who were looking for a place to have fun. One of them stopped her and asked in broken Polish:

“Can't you tell us where we'll have dinner?

Aleska shrugged and continued on her way. From the river came a strong current of air and a mist rose that was spreading through the nearby streets.

When crossing one of the Vistula bridges, towards Stare Miasto of the population, he spotted a military column that was heading towards the station, with a rhythmic step, its head held high and singing proudly.

Aleska shuddered, huddling in her coat. Despite being the month of July, the nights were cool. The girl paid no attention to the people who were looking at her. She was twenty-seven and used to this happening. Tall, shapely and slender, her sporty and elegant figure attracted attention since she was very young. Her rosy face, with classic features, exerted a lively attraction on the men, who never ceased to praise her deep blue eyes, nor her lips, red and well drawn. Her blonde hair, of an old gold tone, was gathered in a bun, which had just given her a statuary air that her sincere and determined expression broke.

He crossed the bridges, heading for the appointment he had made. A gendarme beckoned to her, forcing her to stop. Armed soldiers and troops were seen in trucks.

Aleska showed her passport and the gendarme let her pass after greeting her. He overheard a citizen comment about a dead German soldier and a recent shooting. I don't pay much attention, feeling concerned only about the appointment she was going to and fearing that the incident would prevent her.

The old quarter of Warsaw, with its dark, narrow streets and dirty buildings, did not look pretty. But the girl went on quietly. At last he came to a deep and wide restaurant.

Aleska stepped into him, looking over at him. The person he was looking for did not seem to be there and he sat down at a table, ordering a cup of black tea. The clientele was made up almost exclusively of Poles, including some German uniforms.

The large counter, on which a huge coffeepot stood, was crowded with people.

Waiters, dressed in ancient costumes, paced from table to table, serving the clientele. Cigar smoke and the murmur of conversation made for a thick atmosphere.

Suddenly the door to the street opened and a young name, about twenty-three years old, dressed in a leather raincoat and covered with a floppy hat entered the premises, approaching the counter. Aleska barely looked at him, keeping an eye on her tea. The man glanced around the place and then leaned against the counter. He took a cigarette out of a pack and carefully lit it, waving the match in the air.

Seconds later, another man entered the restaurant. He was tall and strong, elegant-looking. He would be about thirty-two years old. She wore a leather coat, cinched at the waist, and had bare blonde hair. His distinguished features had a stamp of energy and audacity, veiled by a bitter and concentrated expression. His manly features would always have made him stand out as a handsome man. His clear pupils had a straight and firm gaze. His tanned complexion indicated a man accustomed to life in the open and something about him gave away the professional military man.

He approached the table where the girl was sitting. He smiled, holding out his hand.

Hello, Aleska.

She replied, twitching her red lips:

Hello, Stanislas.

The newcomer sat down at the table, ordering a drink. Sitting facing the door next to the girl, he kept his right hand buried in his coat pocket. The other man was at the counter, in the same position.

"Sorry if I'm late," Stanislas said, "but the police were demanding documentation.

Aleska nodded.

“I have seen them. I was afraid you would not come to the appointment.

The man smiled, gazing at her with poorly concealed tenderness.

“It would take many soldiers to prevent me from meeting you.

The girl played with her cigarette for a moment, then added:

“By God, Stanislas, don't expose yourself uselessly.

"Do you think seeing you is a useless thing?

Aleska looked down for a moment. He was slow to respond and finally exclaimed:

“Our friendship is wide and sincere enough for me to understand that one day it may be impossible for you to come.

"Friendship?

Stanislas's question was so direct that the girl did not know what to answer. Then he said again:

“After all, I am a foreigner.

The Pole nodded.

“Fortunately, you are a foreigner and, as a Swiss, you don't have to join either side. It is fortunate in times like this, for a woman, to be able to stay out of everything that happens.

Aleska shrugged.

“Anyway, I'm here and a friendship joins you.

"Friendship? Stanislas said again.

For the second time, she did not reply. Change of conversation, and looking at him fixedly, asked:

"When this is over, what do you plan to do?

He shrugged.

“First of all, I don't know if this will ever end and if I will be alive. But I can assure you that I no longer plan for the future. I believed that circumstances could not cut short my life. Captain Stychel of the Polish cavalry was sure of himself. Then the war broke out and I had to lead my spearmen against the German tanks. I never believed that circumstances would place me in this situation. No, I am not making plans. I live by the day and tomorrow Stanislas Stychel will do what the circumstances dictate.

Aleska hesitated for a moment.

“If you wanted, I could get you a means of getting out of Poland and going to Switzerland. There you could rebuild your life or march with Anders's troops.

He denied with his head.

“I follow my luck, without making plans. Today's reality prevails.
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CHAPTER II
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ON GUARD

The Komandatur building one of the largest and oldest buildings in Warsaw, it was surrounded by cars. The troops who stood guard outside the building appeared nervous and restless. There were too many category managers, capable of discovering an annoying detail on a soldier's uniform and charging him with a season of arrest. Like good veterans, they had guessed that this day was going to be annoying, and they polished their clothes and metal emblems until they gleamed. The well-oiled boots looked like a reception.

With their helmets held by the chinstrap, the soldiers remained motionless, rifles on their shoulders, while important figures entered and left.

A field car pulled up, driven by a sturdy soldier with a sun-and-snow-beaten face, bearing the emblems of the stormtroopers. The soldier jumped to the ground and opened the door. A tall, slender officer, with a distinguished air and irreproachable uniform, appeared, followed by another, younger and sporty-looking officer.

The first officer martially returned the driver's salute and headed toward the headquarters. His boots gleamed and the uniform was well cut and tailored to his athletic figure. On his shoulder pads he wore the emblems of a lieutenant colonel. The braided cap covered his blond hair and shadowed his weathered countenance with energetic and virile features. His jaw appeared aggressive and dominant. His gray pupils had a haughty, straight look. A scar ran from his temple to his chin, a memory of some combat. He was only thirty years old and commanded the shock battalion stationed in Warsaw. His name Peter von Ritcher, represented that of an old family of Prussian junkers, all military, and also that of a hero of all the campaigns carried out by the German army in that war. He had started the lieutenant war, but he soon distinguished himself and received medals and wounds. Promotions were swift, but his character did not change in the least, and just as Lieutenant von Ritcher had been one of the most cheerful and elegant officers in Berlin society, Lieutenant-Colonel von Ritcher was still on the field, preserving his well-groomed clothes and aristocratic mannerisms. The battalion he commanded would have followed him to hell, and there was no soldier who was not proud to obey him. Lieutenant Colonel von Ritcher was still on the field, preserving his well-groomed clothes and aristocratic manner. The battalion he commanded would have followed him to hell, and there was no soldier who was not proud to obey him. Lieutenant Colonel von Ritcher was still on the field, preserving his well-groomed clothes and aristocratic manner. The battalion he commanded would have followed him to hell, and there was no soldier who was not proud to obey him.

He was followed by his assistant captain, Schulz, twenty-three, who was only a cadet when the fighting broke out. But he had had a good run and he was satisfied.

A staff officer greeted Peter inside the building. Von Ritcher took off his cap and asked:

“Have they called
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