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Annotation: The Broken Regiment

Cut off deep behind enemy lines, an elite unit faces a battle that quickly turns into something far darker than survival. As the regiment fractures under pressure, its soldiers confront overwhelming force, hidden betrayals, and the ghosts of their own decisions. In a landscape where loyalty is fragile and hope is a luxury; every choice carries a deadly cost. The Broken Regiment is a tense war thriller about courage, guilt, and the thin line between duty and desperation when the world around you collapse.

 


Contents

The Broken Regiment

Author: Pavel Kostka – PPKPP

Legal Notice

Annotation: The Broken Regiment

chapter 1: The Ambush

chapter 2 : The River and the Ledger

chapter 3: The Depot

chapter 4: Interrogation at Dusk

chapter 5: The City of Quiet Men

chapter 6: The Colonel's Shadow

chapter 7: The Return of Fire

chapter 8: The Halls of Paper

chapter 9: The Committee Room

chapter 10: Crossing Lines

chapter 11: The Price of Truth

chapter 12: The Quiet Before the Breaking

chapter 13 : The Cost of Standing

chapter 14 : The Reckoning

chapter 15: The Last Watch

chapter 16: The Night They Counted Bones

chapter 17: The Last Light

chapter 18: The Last Morning

Chapter 19: The Long Road Home

Chapter 20: Home

Acknowledgement to Readers



 

 

 


chapter 1: The Ambush

The morning came in a hard, thin light that made the mud look like old metal. Jonah Hale woke to the sound of men breathing and the distant rattle of a convoy that had once been their lifeline. He lay on his back and watched the sky, counting the slow, indifferent clouds as if they were a metronome for the world. Around him the regiment stirred in small, careful ways. Boots shifted. A cigarette was lit and then snuffed. A man two tents over whispered a name and then swallowed it back down. The air smelled of diesel and wet wool and something else that Jonah could not name and did not want to name.

They had been moving for three days, a long, crooked line of trucks and armored carriers threading through a landscape that had been patient and then suddenly hostile. Orders had come down from above with the kind of certainty that only distance can manufacture. Move here. Hold there. Wait for support that would arrive on a timetable written in another country. The regiment had obeyed because obedience was what kept men alive when the world was a map of threats and the only certainty was the next command.

The ambush did not feel like a story. It felt like a physical thing that had been dropped into their laps. One moment the road was a ribbon of dust and the next it was a trap. The first explosion was a sound that rearranged the inside of Jonah. It was not loud in the way a shout is loud. It was precise and final. Metal folded. Men were thrown like rag dolls. The convoy became a scatter of broken machines and bodies, and the sky filled with smoke that smelled of burning rubber and something chemical and wrong.

Jonah moved because movement was the only language he had left. He crawled through mud that clung to his uniform and to his hands. He found Corporal Reyes half buried under a crate, eyes wide and empty. He found Lieutenant Mercer with his jaw broken and his hand pressed to a wound that would not stop. He found Private Anders sitting with his back against a tree, staring at his hands as if they belonged to someone else. Around them the regiment was a constellation of small tragedies and stubborn survival.

They were cut off. The radios were dead or jammed. The map in Jonah's head, the one he had rehearsed in sleep and in briefings, dissolved into a geography of immediate needs. Water. Ammunition. Shelter. A plan. The men looked to him because he was the one who had the rank and because in the absence of orders people will always look for someone to blame and someone to follow.

Jonah had not wanted command. He had taken it because the previous captain had been taken by a mortar that had no mercy and because there was a ledger of duty that did not allow for hesitation. He had been a company commander, a man who knew the names of his soldiers and the weight of their histories. Now he felt the weight of the regiment like a physical thing pressing on his chest.

They moved away from the road and into the scrub, a ragged retreat that was not a retreat at all but a reconfiguration. They buried the wounded as best they could. They rationed water with a cruelty that felt like a moral test. They scavenged what they could from the wreckage. They listened for engines and for voices and for the sound of boots that might mean rescue or might mean the end.

It was in the quiet between the small catastrophes that the first seeds of doubt took root. A supply manifest found in the glove compartment of a burned truck did not match the inventory the men had been told to expect. Boxes that should have contained ammunition were filled with paperwork. Rations were lighter than they should have been. A map with routes marked in a hand that was not the regiment's handwriting suggested that someone had known more than they had been told. Jonah felt the slow, cold realization that the ambush had not been a random act of violence but a wound with a surgeon's precision.

He did not say the word corruption out loud at first. The word felt too large for the small, immediate tasks of keeping men alive. But the idea moved through the company like a rumor. Men who had been quiet began to speak in low voices. Reyes, who had been a mechanic before the war, traced the edges of a crate and said the name of a supplier he had seen in a ledger months ago. Anders, who had been a farm boy and who had never learned to lie well, said that the convoy had taken a different route than the one they had been briefed on. Small facts accumulated into a pattern that made Jonah's stomach tighten.

There was anger, raw and immediate. Men who had trusted the chain of command felt betrayed. They had given their lives and their futures to a system that now looked like a machine for profit and for protection of the powerful. The idea that someone in their own command might have sold them out was a blade that cut deeper than any enemy bullet. It turned the regiment inward. It made friends into suspects. It made loyalty a currency that could be spent and then found to be counterfeit.

Jonah tried to hold the line between suspicion and action. He convened a council under the shelter of a ruined barn. He listened to voices that were steady and voices that trembled. He heard Mercer, through clenched teeth, insist that they must move toward the river and wait for extraction. He heard Reyes argue that they should head for the old supply depot and take what they could. He heard Anders say nothing and then say everything when he asked for a rifle and a place to stand.

The men wanted answers. They wanted someone to point at and say you did this. They wanted the comfort of a simple enemy. Jonah could not give them that. He could only give them choices that were all bad and then stand with them as they made those choices. He felt the mutiny like a pressure building in the room. It was not yet a shout. It was a look. It was a hand on a rifle that lingered too long. It was a question asked in a tone that dared the answer to be a lie.

At night the regiment huddled in a circle of watchfires and whispered about the world they had left behind. Men spoke of wives and of children and of the small, ordinary things that had once been the center of their lives. They spoke of the things they had done to survive and of the things they had seen. Jonah listened and he felt the distance between the man he had been and the man he was becoming. He had always believed in the clarity of orders. Now he believed in the clarity of consequences.

When the first man stood and said that they should take matters into their own hands, Jonah did not stop him. The man was Sergeant Calloway, a veteran with a face like a map of old battles. He spoke with a voice that had the authority of experience. He said that they could not wait for a command that might never come. He said that they could not trust a supply chain that had left them to die. He said that if the command was corrupt then the only justice left was the justice they could enact themselves. The word mutiny hung in the air like a storm cloud. Jonah felt it brush his face. He thought of the ledger and of the manifest and of the faces of the men who had died in the ambush. He thought of the lieutenant with the broken jaw and of the boy who had cried when he thought no one was looking. He thought of the orders that had been given and the orders that had been withheld. He thought of the thin line between discipline and survival. He made a choice that night that would mark him and the regiment. He did not sign a paper or give a speech. He walked among the men, and he spoke in a voice that was low and honest. He told them what he knew and what he did not know. He told them that he would not lead them into a mutiny for the sake of vengeance. He told them that he would not allow them to become what they hated. He told them that they would survive by being smarter than their enemies and by being truer to each other than the men who had sent them here. It was not a speech that ended the argument. It was a decision that shifted the shape of it. Some men accepted it with relief. Some men accepted it with the look of men who had been denied something and then given a lesser thing in its place. Some men did not accept it at all. They left in the night with a handful of rifles and a map that had been drawn in anger. Jonah watched them go and felt a grief that was not for the men who left but for the fracture they had made in the regiment. Dawn came again and the world did not care. The regiment packed what it could carry and moved like a wounded animal toward a place that might be safety and might be another trap. Jonah walked at the front, and he felt the eyes of his men on him. He felt the weight of their trust and their doubt. He felt the knowledge that the real battle was not only against the enemy outside but against the root that had taken root inside their own command. As they moved, Jonah thought of the ledger and of the manifest and of the small, precise cruelty that had left them stranded. He thought of the men who had died and of the men who had survived. He thought of the choices that would come and of the cost of making them. The road ahead was long and uncertain. The regiment was broken in ways that could not be seen at first glance. But it was not yet defeated. The men still breathed. They still had hands to hold rifles and to hold each other. They still had the capacity to choose. Jonah kept his face forward and his hands steady. He had no illusions about heroism. He had no illusions about justice. He had only the hard, simple knowledge that they would have to be ruthless in their clarity and merciful in their judgments if they were to survive what was coming. He did not know if that would be enough. He only knew that the first step was to keep walking.

 


chapter 2 : The River and the Ledger

They moved like a single animal that had been wounded and was learning to walk again. The ground underfoot was a patchwork of mud and broken grass, the kind of terrain that kept secrets and swallowed footprints. Jonah kept his eyes on the horizon and his hands on the strap of his rifle, but his mind was a ledger of other things. Names. Faces. The manifest that did not add up. The way the convoy had been routed. The look on Lieutenant Mercer’s face when he had realized the radios were dead. The look that had said, without words, that someone had decided they were expendable.

The river came into view like a promise and like a threat. It cut the landscape in a slow, indifferent line, its surface reflecting a sky that had no interest in the lives below. Water meant a chance to wash the blood from hands and to refill canteens. Water meant a place to hide and a place to be seen. Jonah ordered a halt and let the men breathe for a moment that felt like a small mercy. They drank with the urgency of men who had been denied the simple things for too long. They washed their faces and their wounds and watched the water take the dirt and the blood and carry it away as if it were nothing.

They set up a perimeter in a stand of trees that leaned toward the river as if listening. The wounded were tended with a skill that was practical and spare. Mercer, his jaw wired and his voice a rasp, insisted on helping where he could. Reyes worked on a jammed rifle with the same patience he had once used to coax a stubborn engine back to life. Anders sat on a log and cleaned his boots with a kind of ritual focus that kept his hands from shaking. Around them the regiment tried to stitch itself back together, but the seams showed.

Jonah walked the line and listened. He listened for the small things that told him more than any report could. A laugh that was too loud. A silence that was too long. A man who kept his eyes on the trees instead of on the river. He found Sergeant Calloway staring at the water with a face that had been carved by too many winters. Calloway did not speak at first. When he did, his voice was low and steady.

They had found a cache, he said. Not far from the road, in a hollow that had been missed in the first sweep. A supply crate half buried and left as if someone had been interrupted. Calloway had gone back at night with two men and had brought it to the riverbank. They had opened it and found things that did not belong to a regiment that was supposed to be on the move. There were boxes of ammunition with stamps from a contractor they had never used. There were ration packs with dates that did not match the manifest. There was a small leather folder with a list of names and numbers and a notation that made Calloway spit when he read it.

Jonah felt the air leave his lungs. He asked to see the folder and Calloway handed it over with hands that trembled only a little. The paper was smudged with mud and blood, and the ink had bled in places, but the names were legible. There were names of officers and of suppliers and of a logistics officer Jonah had never met. Besides, some names were numbers that could be read as payments. Besides, others were routes and times. There was a shorthand that suggested a pattern of favors and of routes that had been altered for reasons that had nothing to do with strategy and everything to do with profit.

The men gathered around like a jury. Some of them wanted to burn the paper and be done with it. Some of them wanted to take it to the nearest base and demand answers. Some of them wanted to use it as a map to find the men who had betrayed them and to make them pay in ways that would not be recorded. Jonah felt the old ledger in his head open and close like a trap. He thought of the men who had died in the ambush and of the way their faces had been frozen in the smoke. He thought of the boy who had cried and of the lieutenant with the broken jaw. He thought of the thin line between justice and revenge.

He made a decision that was small and enormous at the same time. They would not act on the folder like a mob. They would not let anger become the only law. They would use it as a tool. They would follow the paper where it led, but they would do so with a plan and with discipline. Calloway argued that discipline had been the very thing that had failed them, that discipline had been the cloak under which men had traded lives for money. Jonah listened and then he said what he had to say.

We will follow this, he told them. We will find out who signed the orders that routed us into the valley. We will find out who profited from our being cut off. We will not become the thing that betrayed us. We will be better than that. He did not say it with the certainty of a man who believed in institutions. He said it with the weary conviction of a man who believed in the men beside him.

The first step was to secure the cache and to inventory what they had. They found more than they expected. There were medical supplies that had been marked for another unit. There were maps with routes circled in a hand that matched the notation in the folder. There were sealed envelopes with names that matched the ledger. There was a small, battered radio that, when Jonah turned it on, hissed and then gave a single, clear voice for a moment before dying. The voice had said a code word that Jonah recognized from training, a code word that meant a convoy had been rerouted for security reasons. The voice had not said who had ordered it.

The discovery tightened the knot of suspicion into something that could be acted upon. It also widened the fracture inside the regiment. Men who had been quiet now spoke with a sharpness that bordered on accusation. They wanted to know why their supplies had been diverted. They wanted to know why their route had been changed. They wanted to know who had looked at their lives and decided they were expendable.

Jonah found himself in the middle of a moral geography that had no easy paths. He could take the ledger and the maps and march to the nearest command post and demand an investigation. He could take the men and go rogue and hunt down the names on the list. He could do nothing and hope that the truth would find them. Each option had a cost. Each option had consequences that would ripple outward and break things that could not be mended.

That night, as the river moved and the men slept in fits and starts, Jonah sat with Mercer and Reyes and Calloway and a handful of others. They spoke in low voices about
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