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The Mosin Nagant M91 was, for many years the snipers favourite weapon. Accurate, reliable, easily cleaned and most of all if fired a large heavy bullet virtually unaffected by wind. This Russian weapon is the one my farther taught me to shoot with, it was the weapon I made my first kill with and it will always be the one to which I relate my career as a sniper. Until that is, I used an M1. An American weapon, not normally used by us Russians but I had taken one from a dead soldier I had found in Berlin. We had been sent to Berlin to try to take over the heavy water plant and gain the secrets to Hitler’s A-bomb research. This was all town work, sneaking through the streets late at night, we only ever move under the cover of darkness in the cities and towns, it’s so hard to hide the shape of a human against a roof line in the bright daylight.
The M1 was a new weapon at the time, only 3 years old by the time I had acquired my one and I didn’t expect much from it. I did, however know, from previous experience that it was not designed to be used as a sniper rifle. The loud ‘ping’ the weapon lets out when it has fired its last shell and ejects the clip is too much of a give away but I had time, 5 days before my mark arrived, and a workshop in which to make good the only fault I had found with this weapon. After all, it was just a thin strip of metal that made the give away ‘ping’ sound, if I could modify that the problem would be solved. My first try was a failure, the milling machine simply twisted the clip into oblivion, care must be taken, I only found 5 clips and 200 rounds on the dead American soldier.

I also found a gold Rolex watch, a silver hip flask and some photographs of what appeared to be his wife and children. The sadness it would bring to see their loved one, sent to defend someone else’s country, partially decomposed, rotting away and being pecked at by birds and eaten by small insects. This man had a family, children, a wife and there he was before me, a carcass. There was also a small address book with but one address in it and a pen. I stored this in my pocket for use later, always so very handy to have a pen and paper. Mine had be forgotten when one of my hides was rushed by a bunch of German soldiers. I had picked the worse side in this godforsaken war. I had both the Americans and the Germans out to get me, the English too if I ever came across any which thankfully, I never did. The English and their snipers where renowned for their skills with a gun, especially their Lee Enfield .308’s. Even an English grunt could kill at 200meters with one of those.
The second clip was modified more successfully but dare I use any of the sparse amount of ammunition I had to check it. The rifle needed to fire a full clip to be tested but that was 12 rounds! I decided it would be best to try it so I loaded a clip with 12 of the 5.56mm NATO rounds, big heavy bullets attached to a very slender cartridge. This was not the first time I had fired an M1 so I knew what to expect. The recoil from the rifle was violent for a gas action system. My father had always dreamed of a self loading sniper rifle and I remember him trying to explain to me how one could use the recoil of the rifle or the gas from the cartridge to reload the gun. I often wonder why he had not tried to design a self loading rifle, when I was a child the closest we had to a self loader was a bolt action rifle. That was slow, noisy and hard to keep on target.
I lie down in the prone position flat on my stomach and look for a target. I had bore sighted the rifle shortly after I acquired it three days ago so I knew it was almost on target. I had also attached the scope from the M91 to the rails atop the M1. I had hidden the M91 well in a grave yard about 10 clicks between the mark’s town and my extraction point. I zeroed the scope on a hapless crow sitting on top of a church spire and gently squeezed the trigger. The sound of the rifle firing pierced through the morning air like a sharp clap of lightning then bounced off the buildings to my left and right extending the time it took for silence to return. Something I had always enjoyed about my job was the sound of the rifle on a quiet day. The crow, poor thing, was dead, I would have appeared to hit it square in the chest on my first shot, I had clearly done a much better job of bore sighting than I appreciated, I though to myself smugly. I knew the rifle was accurate, that was not what I was trying to alter, it was the godforsaken ‘ping’ I wanted to eliminate so I pulled the rifle tight into my shoulder and fired repeatedly counting the shots as I went…11 10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1 ‘dink’…
The modification had worked superbly; the ping was reduced in both volume and amplitude. No longer audible from hundreds of feet away. Why had the manufacturers not thought of running a small weld along the back edge of the clip? It would not cause any fouls or blockages and would have greatly improved the usability of the rifle in all aspects of battle. I returned to the beaten up work shop by way of a different route to which I had left, It was habit as a sniper, following the same path twice was as good as signing a death warrant. Far in the distance I could hear the sound of an approaching battle. Aircraft where flying overhead, climbing almost vertically upwards after taking their strafing runs along the armoured column. I decided against modifying all of the remaining 4 clips I had, I would modify a second but keep the last 2 as original, just-in-case.
The town in which I was waiting form my mark was completely deserted, not a single human inhabitant. These people had left in a hurry, every house and shop I visited looked just like it did the day they left. Tables laid out ready for a meal, washing drying on lines and horses, in one house the gramophone was halfway through playing a record but the clockwork motor had unwound to its minimum bringing a veil of silence to the entire town. I found a house with some tinned food and a bottle of scotch whiskey then lit a fire to cook up some beans and bacon….Now, all that remained was the waiting…..! This was the part they trained us for, using the waiting time to get prepared. I spent the first night in this town well fed and sleeping in a real bed with real blankets, not the ususal sniper fare. I filled the dead soldier’s hip flask with the scotch whiskey and had a few mouthfuls straight from the bottle. I never did like the taste of scotch, so bitter and harsh to the mouth and throat. But the warming sensation the alcohol gave me was worth the suffering. I could feel tiredness grabbing me and pulling me down so I stopped fighting it. I wrapped my arm thought the sling on the M1 and drifted into a deep sleep..!
When I awoke the next day to the sound of a close battle it dawned on me that I had less time to prepare myself for my mission than had been planned. The battle that was drawing close by each minute was supposed to take 3 days from my arrival to get to this small sleepy town. I had only arrived yesterday morning and already the German and American forces where infiltrating the outskirts of the town battling house to house for a stronghold. I was now a hundred meters or so away from the heat of battle. I am a sniper, I have never been trained for close quarter combat I had to get out and I had to get out now!
I jumped from the bed and approached the front window; through the binoculars I scanned the houses at the bottom of the town where the sound of gunfire was coming from to see troops in gardens, windows and on roofs. I went to the back windows, kit in hand hoping to find an escape route. At last I found one. I went down stairs and through the fence into the next house, just a few more over and under’s and I will be far enough away from the battle to be out of sight. Most of the time, I had been told, troops in the heat of battle only concentrate on a small area around them. Outside of the 50 meter mark they pay little attention and I was now about 100 meters away. 
My mark was to be found 2 clicks outside the town to the north. An American politician, 2 journalists, 3 officials and 2 generals had been ordered to take a report from the troops for a propaganda film. It was my job to eliminate as many as possible from this party whilst the camera was rolling. This was a risky mission; normally one only has to take out one mark, sometimes 3 but 8, in one go! This was practically unheard of. Slowly I made my way towards the waypoint marked on the map I had been provided with using hedge rows for cover all the way. The ever present temptation to find a hide and take out the approaching troops commanding officers was strong in my mind. I was on neither side, all approaching troops where my enemy. The Germans for the war and attempting to invade my homeland, the Americans because they believe they own the world. All the troops, commanders and armour where my enemy and I wanted them all dead but I must keep my mind frosty, I must not let my rage overcome my need to follow the orders of my masters at the Kremlin.
Eventually I found a high spot atop a hill overlooking the grid reference where the meeting and press interviews where supposed to take place. I surveyed they whole area, around all four sides of the hill there was nothing but fields. A near perfect hide, I say near perfect because the only cover I had up here was a small bush that was positioned between me and the meeting point. I dug myself in behind the bush then cut away at it carefully creating a small hole so I could see the target area clearly with both binoculars and the scope on my freshly acquired and modified M1. I was ready, now all I had to do was wait, this time there was none of the comfort I experienced last night. It was a cold, wet North European day, I could not smoke, I could not make a brew then I remembered the hip flask. I took it from my left breast pocket and noticed a small dent it the lower left corner. Closer inspection brought me to the belief that this was a scrape from one of the bullets that killed that American solder but a few days earlier. I opened the flask and swigged away. I had to be cautious, drunkenness would make my job all the harder. I was shivering, freezing cold, hungry and oh so tired but I had to stay alert. In my job one can spend many days locating a target and only a few seconds killing it. That few second can be lost so easily when you are physically and mentally worn down. I waited, the battle drew closer. 
Aircraft, both German and American where attempting to take out all the armour they could. Huge explosions lay across in front of me. From here I could see the whole town erupting in battle and it looked to me like the Americans where winning! For me, this was good. Intelligence has predicted that the Germans would be defeated at this town by a quick with drawl of the American troops then carpet bombing by their infamous B52 bombers. I was 2 miles outside of the town and my prayers where concentrated on the bomber pilots doing a good job and not overshooting their target. They where to be travelling on a South to North path over the town, any overshooting of bombs would end with my certain death. At that moment I saw the Americans starting to withdraw, I turned my binoculars to the sky to see 10 tiny dots in an arrow formation in the distance, this was it, the bombing run.
I watched eagerly as the bombers approached, I could hear the dull moan of their engines now then, in an instant the doors in the belly of the beasts opened and out poured 150 tons of high explosives. The town was instantly turned into the ball of fire, flying bricks, vehicles and dust. The bombers also took out all but 1 of the remaining vehicles in the German amour column. For thirty seconds of so this continued, the ground was shaken each time a bomb landed as if a huge worm was writhing around under the soil. This was the first time I had experienced a bombing run of any kind at it was one of the most terrifying things I had ever seen. Mixed in with the dust and bricks and other flying debris where the dismembered parts of German soldiers, arms, legs, torsos. This was no way for a soldier to die, a fighting man, an honourable man. What hope does one have if you can’t even see your enemy, how do you fight, how are you supposed to defend yourself against fire from the sky. My fear started to rise as I saw the bombers starting to over shoot the edge of the town. The thunder of the explosions came closer and closer. By now I no longer needed to use the binoculars to see the bombs landing. I could feel myself being thrown into the air with every blast and they where still getting closer. Then all at once and as quickly as it started silence…Well…Almost silence, over the peace and tranquillity of this country town I could hear the screams and moans of the half dead and injured. This was a sound that I had grown over familiar with, a sound no one should every have to become so familiar with that it no longer effects their emotions.
I picked up my binoculars but thought better of it, the dust had cleared now and ive seen the aftermath of a bombing run before. It’s not a pretty sight, in one case I had walked through a village the day after a bombing run the remaining houses where covered in blood and body parts, the stench of rotting flesh was everywhere and the flies, the flies where more like a summer swarm of bees, like a cloud of starlings in the autumn. That was an experience that I never wanted to repeat, the sounds of the injured and dying where nothing compared to that.

As I watched from my hide I saw a small group of American soldiers move into the town with tommy guns and pistols, the next part of this tale is one of the worst parts of war, a job, I can gladly say, I have never had to endure. It was mother Russia’s orders to leave our injured or dying enemies to suffer, not only did it save on ammunition but it taught them a final lesson for crossing our great country. The soldiers moved into the town and almost instantly started firing at the ground, they where finishing off those that where past help. I could hear the screams of a girl. A GIRL? I cleared through that town yesterday; I checked every building and basement before I settled for the night. Where had she been hiding I wondered as her she was silenced mid scream by the crack of a Colt .45. Why? Were the American scum now killing innocent civilians too, I would put nothing past these animals. A few days previously just outside Berlin I had watch 4 of them attempting to rape a young girl, the girl was barely out of her teens, a pretty farmers daughter that had, no doubt yet to know the ways of men. This was something I could not allow to happen and I stopped them with 3 well placed shots from my M91. The last of the four realised they where under attack a second too early and managed to flee but I doubt that American animal will ever feel comfortable with a woman again. Having the inside of you co-soldiers skull sprayed over you face should have that effect on a man.
After an hour or so of observing a convoy of vehicles approached from the south. This must be my mark and his capitalist associates. It would soon be my moment of glory, my time to prove to mother Russian once again that I am prepared to give my life to defend and protect her. I felt uneasy, a normal feeling at this late stage in a mission, a feeling I had had many times before I had, after all, been a sniper for the KGB for over 8 years now, most of which spent on active duty. I checked my range to the target area, 480 meters, it was at this point I started to wish I had my M91 with me, I knew that weapon well, a true Russian in every sense of the word. I had never fired the M1 at long range, would it be adequate for the job, it was, after all a general purpose rifle, it was never designed to be a sniper rifle. Later models had longer barrels and a more powerful cartridge but this was one of the early ones.
I watched and waited for my party of 8 to decamp from their vehicles. They where well guarded, a car load of secret service men in front and behind. They would cause me a major headache if my position where to be found but there was little chance of that, I was over 400 meters away. The sound from my rifle would take at least a second to get there and by the time it did it would be too late for them to zero in on it again. The wind was blowing into my face which would also help with the giveaway sound of gunfire. I calmed my breathing, had one last scan with my binoculars and I was ready.

The rifle was raised up to my eye; I checked the range once again, still 480 meters. I scanned the targets with the scope working out in which order to fire. Normally when attacking a big group of people the fist kill goes almost un-noticed, the second sets panic in the group and they all take cover, that was when I came into my own! The politician was first, I levelled the crosshairs in my sight at his breast, I accounted for gravity drop but not wind, it was coming straight at me for a change. I gently squeezed the trigger and watched the man fall to the ground, as quick as the first I had switched to the next man in the group but he had stooped down to help his comrade. On to the next who was oblivious to what was going on, crack, another 5.56mm bullet ripped into the heart of an American. Would I get another before the all ran for cover? I turned to a man standing on the edge of the group looking in and…crack, yet another bullet left the end of my barrel and headed towards the target, this one was a bit high but still brought the man to the floor. A quick scan of the area saw another man trying to drag the first target behind a truck for cover. This time I levelled my rifle on his throat this time, this was an un-repairable shot, and no medic could fix a man with a bullet in his throat. Crack, the man fell backwards dropping his dead comrade, blood was pouring from the injury on his neck, and he would not live for more than a few moments more. For a reason I can not fathom even to this day I felt compelled to watch this man die, not because I enjoy it, not because he was a stinking American capitalist pig. Because I had taken the shot and I had brought this man down. I could not; I had to take out the rest of the group. Another quick glance around found the remaining 4 members of the group running for cover. One of them was heading for the same truck, he had his back towards me, I aimed at where he would be by the time the bullet got there and fired. The bullet passed through him and punctured a tyre on the truck he was running towards. He hit the floor quickly and solidly, only 3 left now. One was hiding behind the door of a German Volkswagen, most of us used what ever vehicle we could find, I guess the Americans where just the same. These cars where made of thin sheet metal so I aimed at where I thought his heart was and at that moment he popped his head up. Just in time for me to change my aim and shoot him in the right eye, my thoughts turned to the screams I heard earlier from the dying and injured soldiers. I had just killed five men dead with no screams, no injuries and no dismemberment. This was still not an honourable way to die, a bullet from no-where, but it was the only choice I had. I found the last three members of the group in the process of getting into a truck, I assume they where attempting to escape. I noticed a grenade on the dashboard of the truck and remembered the words of an American solder that had stopped outside a previous hide for a smoke break with a comrade. “I saw it with my own eyes, a sniper hit a grenade and it just went off!” I took careful aim at the grenade and crack, would this be my last shot of this mission…? Yes, it would, the grenade exploded just as the third man got into the cab of the truck. All three men where now spread all over the inside of the cab and on the floor outside too.

My mission had been a success and I had not even had to change the magazine in the M1 either. The M1 was renowned for not liking having a part empty magazine changed, I had a full clip when I started, I fired 8, that left 4 shots. Time to put down some covering fire. I searched for the group of solders that had killed the screaming girl earlier. They where now in a state of panic. Running around wondering if they where next and if I had my way, they would be. I levelled on the first and fired, he went down taking down another with a reflex squeeze of the trigger on his machine gun. The last 2 of the group where hiding behind a low wall but I could see the belt of one hanging out of the edge, attached to the belt was another M4 grenade like the one in the truck. I took careful aim, these men where at a range of 550 meters, one of the longest shots I had ever considered. I let the first bullet rip but it went high, the second was low. Now I had just one left before a magazine change so I took my time, let out my breath and took a nice deep lung full of air then let that out, re-aimed and fired. Both men where blown to pieces by the force of the expanding gasses. The fragmentation aspect of the grenade helped to sever their limbs from their torsos and send a red spray ten feet into the air.
My job was complete. Panic was now firmly set into the Americans temporary base and there where soldiers running around like headless chickens left, right and centre. I changed the magazine on the M1 and picked up my binoculars to survey the battle ground. More realistically I was checking to see if anyone had spotted me or any of the puffs of smoke from my shots. As I surveyed I could see men hiding behind walls, behind vehicles and in house windows. 250 troops! All looking for me, not one could see me! I put my binoculars back in my pack and backed out my hide. I checked all around the hill and decided on a path to the north that would use the hill as cover. I crawled to the large tree behind my hide stood up using it as cover keeping my eyes on the south side of the hill; I had one last check of the town and approach to the hill with my binoculars then turned to walk off…..

There, right in front of me was a young American soldier with his Colt .45 drawn and raised to my fore head. He was scared; his hand was shaking like a leaf in a breeze. He said something to me but the terror of my impending doom forced temporary deafness upon me. At that point I remembered my training sergeant telling me that if a man has pulled a gun on you and has not killed you he probably won’t. The young soldier let out a breath, the blood on his lip being blown into the wind by the expulsion of air. He said “You killed my Father….!” I know the next sequence of events only took a few hundredths of a second to pass by but time changes in your last moments.

I saw his finger twitch against the trigger; I saw the hammer on the pistol release and slowly make its ways towards the firing pin on the back of the pistol. All the while I was watching the wind playing with the leaves on the trees, the grass in the fields swaying back and fourth, the birds singing their spring songs. I heard the hammer make contact with the firing pin and the tiny pop of the percussion cap in the cartridge going off. I could hear the gasses in the cartridge burning their way towards the bullet, towards my death. Down the barrel of the gun I could see the dim orange light of the burning gasses pushing the bullet towards me, this was it, my life was now over, I have but a few tiny moments before the bullet passes through my skull then……….Nothing, blackness, my father was right, there is nothing after death and life is a pointless a thing as any when spent at war!
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