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SpEecIAL THANKS, RAVE
EDITION

Oh, never mind. Like I remember.

YARBLOCHOS!

That nasty, villainous puke seat.
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W INTER JEIEND

November 22nd, 1942 - Sunday

The landscape was a white vastness, a world without a horizon
to separate the earth from the choking mist Qf the ﬂat Russian
steppe. Obergefreiter Dietrich Walling, officer in Hitler’s vaunted
We rmacﬁt, surveyed the once-})roud Siege engine (ftﬁe 22nd Panzer
Division. His whitewashed ?anzerﬁamyﬁvagen v [ay alone and
ﬁa(f-ﬁun’e«f By snow«ﬁflfrs. The OKW recruitment Jposters never
showed the soldiers standing around tanks, watching them burn
for the brief moments they pushed away the cold.

The remnants of the panzer division ran out of petrol about
150 kilometerswest of Volgograde, near the indentation ;ftﬁe River
Chir. The Russian counteroffensive in the Stalingrad campaign
began three cfays ago when a thick mist stmng(ef visiﬁifity f‘mm
t‘g air and biting cold scattered warmth to the four corners.
Artillery flashed and thundered in muffled fury, and engagin,
tanks collided with one another in a clumsy ballet of the mg
The air was thicker than milk, but the Russian 8th Cava[‘ry still
surrounded the Eel’eaguered’ 22nd Division and. yicﬁed’ away with
their snipers, the T-34 tanks. Dietrich’s group finally smashed

throughthe blockade yesterday andvanished intothe steppes. Now,

broken and cfying, tﬁey waited for the Russians. The arti[fery
and tank thunder, however, drifted away with morning, kaving
the ﬁmcfsca}oe unerm’ngfy silent beneath a pissy soup o white.
Kanonier Holden — Dietrich’s gunner and the onfayather
survivor mem fis Panzer 1V — stumbled out f‘rom the snow-
burdened curtain of air. He looked fresh out o
with only a tuft of unshaved fuzz on his chin andan oil-smeared
face soi[ilzqg his youthful Aryan looks. A rﬁigﬁ—[kngtﬁ gvercoat of
brown sheepskin hung loosély from his bony shoulderss He wds

unmve[ing a tow(inefrom a [arge §p00£ T

“What are you doing?” Dietricfi sked: Grizzled with fuc@[ :

rowth and dirt that ﬁigﬁﬁgﬁm{ “premature wrinkles, he wore d

Hilerjugend, )

< one.

lack ﬁefcf jacﬁet and sﬁeqos in,_ca}i. Qtﬁerwise, he coule have cut

a handsome ﬁ ure, civifizatioﬂyermit_ﬁng. &

“1 found this on a ‘,f—tger about 20.meters northeast of here.
7 hooked the other tanks 'tpgeth'er, in casewe meeded to ﬁmf each
other in this squaff Leutnant Habsmann ordered me—"

“Habsmanndds,that mt—facéff bastard still alive?” Dietrich
spat. “I'm smgm’sec[ tﬁey didn’t 'sﬁyg him out to Poland with the
rest of the/Jews.” : ’

“Sir, \he’s not? Lo
7“1 know what he Says, you idiot!” Dietrich raged. “But he’s

not Aryan either, He may have fooled the Reic% Agency for

Genealogy, but youbeard see the Semite blood in him. It’s in his
sloped brow, his frizzy black hair and his hooked nose. Didn’t they
‘teach you thatlin ﬂ-gtfeq'ugend’?”

“Yes, sir,'tﬁey did, but 9 can’t... 1 can’t aﬁ'soﬁey Habsmann.
He outranks us both. Also, he wants us to gather at his Tiger. He
says ifafe share the warmth, we'll less (ikely freeze.”
~ You go if you want, but 7won’t make it easier for the Rus-
sians to find us. T'm staying here.”

Holden’s expression betrayed all his concerns. Still, he said
nothing and tethered the towline to the panzer’s forward cable hooks.

“Continue with Your report. What else did you see out there
aside from that mongre[ Habsmann?”

“Well,” Holden continued nervous[y, “] ﬁm’sﬁetf camﬁ)gufng t'ﬁe {
condition of the tanks around us, but 1 don’t have paperfowrite on
Dietrich ignored his subordinate. It was [ikelier{the Kanoxfier
stuffed whatever paper he had into hi§ pants to keep himselfabarm.

“..five tanks scattered rﬁrougﬁour the tea...” ¢

This was a war of unspakeb truths.

“ . .no Joetrof in any q/{“’ﬁem...”

Dietrich said notﬁing abotit the. Balkan sﬁeqosﬁin cap
Holden had (ifted from a deatt, Romanian ogﬁker, and Holden
said nothing about Dietrich’s black ﬁk[f jac et decorated with
an f(lnterqﬁézier’s chevrans, D o

“...one Panzer 117 s carryiig dead soldfers...”

This was a far cry from the y'roucf erman phalanx that
swept tﬁrougﬁ the Uﬁminehfveeing y(aces ike Tzyum and Svatovo

om Communism. The vi agers, winnewed by famine, heralded
the Wehnmagh's arrival as the new Crusade come to sweep the
Antichiist Stalin from his throne of bones. They took the German
black crosses todiiean hope, and Dietrich took their hope to mean
victgry, That belief digd at the altar of Stalingrad.

« dbe'torn off”
“What? Repeat that!” Dietrich ordered when he realized he'd

miissed sometﬁing 'imjoormnt

%9 found a Panzer 199 covered with dead Romanian soldiers.
They blocked the hatches. 1 tried removing the soldiers to get into
the tank, but they were frozen to the metal. 1 pulled too ﬁan{ on
q... 7 think 1 tore his face cﬁ”

“You think?”
“Well, yes. Tmean, he couldn’t have looked that way before, sir.”
“Who was in the tank?”
“1 don’t know. Frozen corpses covered the hatches and stor-
age bins.”

“So? Pull the corpses off.”

“1... but.... Won't 1 tear off their faces, sir?”

“Have you ever skinned a rabbit?”

“Uh, yes... yes, sir.”

“Thisisno cﬁ'ﬁerent. At least rabbits serve a purpose. Go back,

ull off the corpses, and scavenge what you can. Don’t ﬁrget to

check the fue[ tanks under the ﬂoor. We can’t serve our Fiifirer
by dying here.”

Holden was shocked a moment, then nodded blindly before
Sem'ng oﬁc into the curtain qf white.

“And Holden,” Dietrich added, “say nothing to Habsmann.
If you find anything, we'll barely have enough for ourselves.
Understood?”

KKK

Two hours had passed since Holden had left, and now,
Obergefreiter Walling suspected his subordinate had abandoned
him in favor of Habsmann. Dietrich rested in the commander’s
chair and stretched his fegs against the main gun’s recoil guanf
He sat in dried blood, but the thought never bothered him. Ober-
leutnant Westermaver deserved tﬁgt sniper bullet when he stood
on his chair and stuck his head out from the turret hatch. He was
already dead when he tumbled back through and spattered the
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interior with thick clots (f blood. At the time, Dietrich ignored the
crimson gore on fis overalls and continued steering. hat was a
[ifetime ago, [ast week. Dietrich found he grew more inured against
the violence with each minute. Not even the bits of ﬂesﬁ or blood
encrusted on his clothing bothered him anymore.

A bitter night chill had settled over the region, forcing Dietrich
back into the b?acﬁ interior of his tank for shelter. ﬂ&%ougﬁ the
hatches, pistol ports and cuyo(a’s vision slots were all closed, the
fieat Sti[lzsca ed ke water tﬁrougﬁ a sieve. Dietrich marveled at
fiow this Bfaﬁff of the Wehrmacht could resist Russian bullets and
shells but couldn’t keep out the Sovier Empire’s greatest soldier,
“General Frost.” Dietrich didn’t want to freeze, but he'd long run
out of canned heat and had’ notﬁing to burn with his figﬁter. ‘Jf fe
wantedto survive, he'd have to leave the sanctuary of his panzer and
search the nearby vehicles. Holden mentioned. something about five
other tanks; one of them probably had something worth scavenging,
but he'd have to take care not to approach Hgﬁsmtmn’s Tiger.

Dietrich checked the cfip on the Sturmgeweﬁr .44 machine
pistol and was about to open the hatch when something darkened
the turret’s glass vision blocks. Instinctively, Dietrich backed away
into the low-ceiling forward compartment, where he bumped into
the driver’s seat. It couldn’t be Holden or any other soldier in the
division, Dietrich thought. They all knew to rap their wrenches or

un butts on the hatc Before entering lest tﬁ;y ﬁnc[ their hefids

lown off by edgy panzer crews. Someone peered inside, but it was

too dark to see an tﬁing.

A hiss of cold air slipped into the tank, along with a ﬁfaint
wash of winter white — the intruder opened the cupola hatch.
Dietrich feft the pit of his stomach d?f)}) away and_fis¥blo6e.

(ummet a(o% with it like a waterfall. Some primordialinstinet

in the back of his skull screamed for Dietrich to run. [This wasn’t
the enemy; this was a hunter. :

Carefuffy, Dietrich reached behind him and ran his ﬁn ers
along the recéss in the cei[ﬂ;ﬂ The cu}aoﬁz’s.ﬁq‘tcﬁ was com)o[ﬁ’e(y

pulled back. Small eddies of fine frost drifted though the apeniig™

and settled over the reddish-brown iiterior. Dietrich’s quest

ﬁngers snagge(f a latch. He pushed.it gentfy, aiﬁfuf_@ aware bf

the low groan it made, but thedriver’s escape atch ’nagy opened

with a satisfying pop. More dold air §ﬁ}fpecf through an Hﬁ ed the
forward compartment. Quifetly, Dietrich positioned himself beneath
his exit. He could see a pairg mi[@—wﬁite. hands... that ra})erecf
off into serrated claws slip pastthecupola’s hatch. A bear? A clever
W(:Zfﬁ Whateverids Goming in was'doing so head first. Dietrich
didnt wait dround to see the creatute’s face; he pushed off the
driver’s chair, tﬁmugﬁ the hatch andvinto the Eristfing, cold air.

With Vistbiligy nearly g&ne, the howling wind swept awa

¢ all noise and cldimed it as'its own. Dietrich looked back at the

white-washed tueret fust iutime to see black jackboots slip through
the ﬁatcﬁ_.-fpietficﬁ 'l’ea)pt;jﬁ( the tank and grabbed the towline
fmémg i toxthe Tiger. ofz{ing on, he ]ausgetf his way tﬁrougﬁ

fﬁé;ﬁnee-aﬁae}fafrgcts, ito the worsening storm.
KKK

The c{rifrs rew c(eqaer, sfowing Dietrich down, but he yusﬁeo(
tﬁrougﬁ_tﬁe co?cf illfrer what seemed forever, Dietrich arrived
at the ‘T’iger. It was a petrol guzzler and ungraceful: It wasn't
called a “Furniture Van” for its elegance. Even now, half hidden
in a growing snowdrift, it looked unwief? and ugly. Patches of
zimmerit, anti-magnetic mine paste, ha falTen aw?, reveaﬁng
a mottling of gray. The turret’s side-hatch stood wide open. Di-

etrich }Ju[[ecf ﬁimseg out of the snow and onto the Tiger’s skirt.
He peéred inside the empty tank. The crew must be dead, thought
Dictrich, but he had ﬁft e concern for them now, wherever they
were. Dietrich exited and unhooked one q? the four towlines that
led him furthest from his own panzer. He took the loose_towline
and pulled ﬁimsegf tﬁrougﬁ tﬁz snow while windingthe"excess
cable around his shoulder. .

Whatever stalked him would probably go after the other
vehicles still tethered to the Q’i’ger, [eaving Dietrich safe and alone
in his isolated tank. He knew his actionswouild cost the lives of 4
his allies, but that was a sacrifice'he was wi[fi@ig-to make on theins®
6eﬁa§‘. Besides, not a one was foyaf te fyermany anymore. Since
Stalingrad, the soldiers pitivately scc?fk at the weekly propaganda
rejoortf{fmm the Minist [éfm’ Public Enlightenment. If the war
faltered, itwas because Hitlerdllowed lesserspeties t%ﬁ' htalongside
the German Volk and because weak men withweak (god’ [fought on
tﬁe%ontfines. Indignantand an Iy, Dietrich stmgg(ec{ tl rougﬁ

the snow, cursing the Reich for betraying its own dreams.
¥okk

The Panzer 199 was six tons smallerthan Dietrich’s Kampr-
wagen, Eu_t itfiad been reﬁﬁed with a somm gun. Still, snowdrifts
washedp on itsskiis, miring it until next spring. Painted white,
it wagnearly lostagaimst the blizzard. The only fgature that stood
out against it sw%zce were 10 Romanians covering the tank [ike
maggatsenacorpse. They were all facedown, dead and stuck to the
exposed metal, blockiug the four major hatches, Dietrich realized,
affng with the@irdittake and exhaust ports. Somebody positioned
thenideliberately, an jor amoment, Dietrich found himself ap-
yreci_ating the cold and barren (ogic that requireJ such action.

“Pyewalked into the (ion’s den,” Dietrich muttered. Whatever

s stalking his division had made his home here, but with the

storm a(reacgl/ covering his trail, Dietrich had no hope of find-

ing his way ack. This panzer was his onlgf salvation. “Besides,”
Dietrich continued to himself, “whatever barred the hatches did
so for a reason.” 1f it was protecting something, then it was worth
Dietrich’s attention.

Dietrich JrcyayeJ the cable and scrambled up to the soldier

Chunched over the commander’s hatch. With a firm gr[p on his

shoulders, Dietrich tried prying him off the tank. The corpse’s
face came cygf in stiff strips, leaving behind patches of flesh on the
metal, but the body remained stuck; something had mauled his face
Eeyomf recognition, rfp}]ing open his jucléet and winter cﬂ)tﬁing as
well. The soﬂ(ier’s ex]oosezf stomach and chest were likewise frozen to
metal, but not in the way Dietrich expected. The soldier appeared
anchored to the metal, with his exposed flesh hooked or melted into
the hatch [im’ng. Dietrich didn’t care. T ﬁey were on@ Romanian.
Dietrich took out fis Ena(e and cut away at the flesh, separat-
ing the corpse from the hatch. Just [ike skinning rabbits. After a
few moments of cutting and sawing, he used the knifepoint to di
out the ﬂésﬁ i the fim’ng ﬁéfm’e ﬁna(f oyem'ng the cu};afa’s ﬁatcg
A wave of warm air and the smell of gutcﬁer-sﬁoy viscera washed
over him. The interior was humid. ’J—fag—fmzen and minutes awa
fmm f‘rostﬁite, Dietrich (frqpye(f into thetank, S(amming the ﬁatc%
shutwith a loud cfang on Wis way down. Warmth enveloped him.
A noxious mix of o{fa( and innards ﬁfﬁzz{ the pitcﬁ-ﬁfacé
interior, but that didn’t bother Dietrich terribly. He'd spent his
summers on a Kiimmritz sheep farm south of Berlin and was
inured to the smell of death. 9t was the low mewling and sobbin
all around him that gmtel{ on his nerves. Dietrich fumbled for fis
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