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Nearby, a German, high-caliber machine gun was heard incessantly grinding and spewing its metallic fangs.
 
“Why do you scratch words on your rounds?” asked the boy whose uniform was too big.
 
The crouching sniper said nothing, but made the finishing touches on a .30 caliber shell.
 
“‘Single Car Garage’?” the boy read as he pressed himself obstinately against their meager defense—the ruins of a wall, which was all that remained of what was once a Patisserie.
 
“I’m making a record for the German soldiers and their generals, just in case they ever forget what they’re dying for.”
 
The sniper’s face twitched. He placed several cartridges in his magazine: “daughter elsa”, “cigarettes”, and “clean socks”. He slowly raised himself to peer through a small hole in the wall, making sure as little of himself as possible was exposed to opposing sharp shooters. For anyone who may have been able to catch a glimpse, he looked like a troll looking out from his subterranean lair, waiting for his next victim to approach.
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