[bookmark: _Toc55800632]Chapter 6
Aachen Square

Look at that, will ya? I got a blister on my trigger finger.	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: Check indentation style against style sheet.
PFC Donald Blanton	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: Check font style for quotations.

November 1944
Russo opened a ration carton. “Fucking pork loaf. The box said chicken. Why do I always get pork loaf? I bet I’ve eaten four pigs worth of this shit since we landed. Can’t they make lasagna or ravioli?” Russo looked around. “Anybody wanna trade?” No one offered. The new load of food packs had been hurriedly dumped off hurriedly by a regimental supply courier, eager to get his truck back to a safer area.	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: Check indentation style against style sheet.
“Jesus Christ! You see that guy?” Walker asked. “Boots all shined up, shaved, wearing one of the new field jackets. Damn, those guys in the rear get all the good shit.”
Connor and his squad rested, packs off, backs against the low wall that circling circled a shot up,  but still dribbling public fountain in the middle of Aachen’s town square, not eating the earlier promised field kitchen fare. No point setting one up, Llieutenant Spade said. We’re moving out tonight. Trucks would come before nightfall, . Battalion HQ, leading a caravan with mail, ammo, food, and more replacements,  would be coming to occupy the town. Once the new guys were disbursed, filling in under-strength companies, the trucks would carry Connor’s company a few miles further into Germany, toward layered resistance. Aachen had surrendered.	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: Check style. Italics for speech?	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: Check acronym style. Are points used? [H.Q.]?
Civilians had started trickling back into the city, o. Old men, women, and children eyeing the damage, not looking at the American troops. The simple act would be unacceptable, a personal surrender to the invaders. Connor believed the Germans could salvage this city,; rebuild it after the war. He wondered how Kenosha would look after a battle like this.
Russo rose, tossed aside his ration carton, then shouted across the square, “Hey, Kraut! I hope your house burned down. I hope your son is dead, D E A D, blown to fuckin’ bits.” He tossed a small piece of broken masonry in the old man’s direction to get his attention. “Why did you Huns have to start another war? Why? Didn’t you learn the first goddamn time? You’re all a bunch of dumbasses!”	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: Check styling.
“Knock it off, Russo,” Delacruz murmured. “He’s just an old man. Save it for the ones trying to kill us.”
Russo slid back down. “I bet his son killed plenty of ours. Why shouldn’t the old Kraut be made to listen? Goddamn it, g! Goddamn it, I hate this place.”
During the month-long, house-to-house advance through Aachen, three of Connor’s squad were hit, leaving two killed; both were new guys. The older platoon members called him Connor by name now, though he couldn’t remember when it started. The past few weeks had blended into one long, repetitious day of move, shoot, fear, stink, and shit—nights were eye blinks. Connor had killed fourteen Germans, : twelve with his rifle, two with a grenade. He didn’t vomit for those, saw it as justified executions of the girl’s murderers. .
Only after the German tanks and smaller street artillery were had been silenced, only then did the battle become a mop-up operation, s. Still deadly, but an easier creep to manage at the end, even without hot meals, showers, or replacements. Here’s more ammo, more rations, keep going, boys. Just mop ’em up. Nobody shoots the janitors.
The Professor rose to his knees,  and looked around. “There’s a Roman bath around here somewhere. Charlemagne spent Christmases in Aachen... buried here.” He craned his neck, shoulders rising. “I wonder if the baths are still in order. It would be nice to soak in one of those.”	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: Check three dots, not ellipsis? Check spacing.
“I seen bathtubs here, but I don’t think the water’s working.”	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: Check
“Humphry, the baths I’m talking about were enormous buildings, ringed by columns. Hot springs fed the spa’s, magnificent, large communal pools. Any Roman citizen could use them. A large Jewish community here too, as I recall.”	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: Remove one of the adjectives or is this how the character generally speaks?
“Jewish community?” asked Goldman. “Not many Jews around here now, I bet.”
“Probably not,” said the Professor. “Hey, anybody have some purification tablets? I’m out.”
“Got a cigarette?” asked Walker.
The Professor rummaged through his pack,  and tossed Walker a brown cardboard five-pack. The Professor didn’t smoke, —not healthy, he’d said on more than a few occasions, —and had discouraged Connor from taking up the habit. He kept the tobacco from his ration packs to share when other men were out. Though a bookish sort, the Professor was a crack shot, ; he knew his shit, the others said.
The Professor opened the small bottle and sat on the fountain’s ledge, . He shook out a tablet,  and screwed the lid back on,, sat on the fountain’s ledge,  held holding the bottle out toward Walker. “Keep it,” Walker said. .
A rifle crack broke the sky. The Professor crumpled to the pavement. Connor scrambled around the base of the fountain, drawing in his legs behind the low shield, covering himself against the sniper’s fire. Russo reached out, yanked on the Professor’s jacket collar, pulling, dragging him to cover.	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: Is this needed?
Walker shouted, “WHERE IS HE! ?” Walker shouted. “Anybody see where the shot came from? ?”	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: Check style sheet. Are caps used for shouting?	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: Question mark.
Another shot barked, spalling the marble capstone,  just inches from Connor’s head. Nobody risked a look. No one raised their head. Others in the square would have a better return shot, a better vantage point to spot the sniper, to kill him. Connor focused on the Professor’s upside-down helmet in the street, still rocking back and forth, a jagged, inward ripped hole marring its curve. His Connor’s attention shifted from the ruptured steel to a silver canteen laying further out, water spilling from the top, then to the Professor’s face, a mangled mass of red goo, face half the skin had gone, exposing the teeth and bones of his shattered skull. Never stand still when you’re in the open, the infantry trainers had told him. If you need to stop, get down, make yourself as small as possible, and remember, when you’re in the shit, you don’t need to take your pecker out to piss. .
To Connor, it seemed most of the old hands either forgot their days of infantry training or made their own rules. He didn’t flinch when a bazooka blast tore through a sizable chunk of the four-story building, tore tearing through the German soldier who nested there. Over in less than a minute stretched further than it needed to, further from the resting quiet of a moment ago, further from the brief exhale of battle held breath.	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: Remove?
No medic was called for the Professor, and Connor didn’t ask for Doc to bandage the shard slice across the top of his wrist. He wanted it to remain open, angry, seeping warrior’s red paint. He licked the blood, not wanting a purple heart for the insignificant thing that he could bandage himself. Connor watched as the Professor’s body was loaded onto a stretcher, not on his shield, as the Greeks had done with their heroes. Bearers carried him away from his last battle, a history degree unfulfilled,  and four-thousand miles from his home in Indianapolis, to be buried underneath a temporary marker: name, rank, date of death—too few words, too few days.	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: [a Purple Heart]?
[bookmark: edit]Not every German soldier in Aachen felt compelled to comply with the disgrace of putting down their weapon. Those who did surrender were used to clear rubble from roadways, to collect American and German bodies, piling them into separate trucks. For them, the war was over. Some Germans knew the outcome a month after the Allies had landed in France. Retreat was the only remaining road; some sought Valhalla. At this point in the war, a second-place finish seemed acceptable to them, surrendering to the Americans and happy to not face the relentless Cossack hordes coming from the east.  No choice of surrender or survival along the eastern front, only death in battle or from fast starvation and disease in Red Army POW camps. The German attack eastward, early in the war, had been one disaster after another, but they hadn’t surrendered. Instead, sent wave after wave from deep inside the motherland, used the tanks and planes sent by America, proving the Germans were not invincible. For them, it would take the blood of every German to even the body count, to pay for the destruction to their country.	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: Check acronym style. Are points used? [P.O.W.]?	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: This sentence is unclear to me. Can you reword?
Who is using places and tanks sent my America?	Comment by Nicholas Taylor: As a result of the previous sentence, I am unclear who “them” refers to.
Connor’s resolve to kill Germans received another notch, another bitter-hot, steel-hardening gouge, joining the others on the stock of his rifle. The first for the girl; the others for fallen comrades, killed or severely wounded, taken off the streets of Aachen and hooked to plasma tubes as ragged field surgery tried to save something called life. Boys of nineteen hadn’t the experience to find deeper places to bury the dead.
