
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   Pliss / Reich
 
   CHAPTER ONE
 
    
 
                 New Berlin City has had a magnificent skyline for the past forty years. It was rebuilt by the Reich Ministry for Reconstruction in the Occupied Territories where the beautiful Statue of Liberty stood on what was Liberty Island. Now, a massive statue of a well-built young man stands with his right arm extended in the Sieg Heil salute. A huge sculpture of a swastika sits at the statue’s base. The Reich Ministry of Interior building, once known as the Empire State Building, is lit up in the colors of the Deutschland flag: black, red, and yellow.
 
                 The city that used to be home to the most important stock markets in the world, a great center of capitalism, is now little more than ruins thanks to German bombing raids during the war. After the victors have rebuilt, the neoclassical style of the Third Reich reigns. European-styled outdoor cafes are commonplace. The automobiles parked on the streets are all Volkswagen Beetles, a car designed by Hitler himself, with the exception of a handful of Mercedes
 
    driven by important government officials. The signs are all printed in German.
 
                 On this crisp, clear spring day, a large procession of Nazi SS men dressed impeccably in full uniform and carrying brightly lit torches marched in disciplined columns to the blare of martial music. Citizens are perched on windowsills, while boys cling enthusiastically to iron fences like bunches of grapes, cheerfully waving their little swastika flags.
 
                 The procession proceeds down the Avenue of the Americas, now called “Kreuzung Von Neu Deutschland” or the “Crossroads of New Germany,” toward what was once known as Times Square, but is now called “Grunder Platz,” Founder’s Square.
 
                 Adolf Hitler stands tall in the center of the square. The Fuehrer is not around anymore, having died in 1965 at the age of 76, but statues such as this and his important writings like Mein Kampf have kept his spirit alive, and will continue to do so for eons to come.
 
                 Standing around the Hitler statue, packed in very tightly, are citizens of the Reich - men, women, and children - all very Aryan looking with their blond hair and blue eyes. Many of the men sport the always popular toothbrush mustache, as a tribute to the man who had led Germany to a height of conquests never before attained by a nation in man’s short history on Earth.
 
                 There is an excitement in the air, for today is a big holiday-Victory Day. This commemorates the anniversary of the end of the war, when Germany received an unconditional surrender from her last enemy she had not yet defeated, the United States.
 
                 Victory Day is one of many national holidays that the Reich uses as an excuse to stage huge rallies, parades, sentimental speeches, and all sorts of other propagandist means to remind the German masses of their own superiority, perfect bloodlines and, since most German citizens were not even alive at the time the war took place, that how their superiority led their people to such great heights. Besides Victory Day, other national Reich holidays include Hitler’s birthday (April 20), Party Day (January 30th-the day that Hitler became chancellor of Germany and thus the Nazis came to power) as well as many others.
 
                 Just as important a purpose for these national Reich holidays is to remind the slave peoples of the world (peoples of the many “inferior” countries whom has been allowed to live with the sole purpose of serving their Reich masters) just who is in charge. The slave peoples, including the natives not of a pure Germanic bloodline from the countries formerly known as France, Russia, Mexico, Holland, the United States, Greece, Iran, Tonga, Hungary, Poland, Canada, and Norway (just to name a few) are all required to observe these official functions. They, obviously, are banned from participating in them.
 
                 Gestapo headquarters, located in the heart of the city, is a towering structure. In front of the building, two flags hang from a flagpole. One flag is the German national flag. The other flag is the Party flag, which is comprised of the familiar red background with a large white circle in the middle and a black swastika in the white circle. Just the thought of being brought to this building is enough to instill fear into the citizens of this magnificent city.
 
                 The Gestapo’s importance and power has expanded significantly since the end of the war. This organization of secret state police is considered necessary to protect the existence of the Reich by tracking down and doing away with all complainers, dissenters, and opponents. It is official Gestapo policy that any individual, no matter what his status, is a potential suspect. In 1991, a top Gestapo official, Hans Saeber, was accused of allegedly harboring anti-party feelings when he was overheard on the phone telling his wife that all the official functions and dinners he was obligated to attend on a regular basis were tiring him out. After a quick trial in the Volksgericht, the court was set up to render quick verdicts for accused traitors of the Third Reich. Saeber was publicly hanged; his four young children were forced to watch.
 
                 A two-foot thick, steel entrance door opened to the cellblock. The prisoner, Wayne Goldberg, a young man with black hair and brown eyes, was dragged in by five guards. Blood is caked in Wayne’s hair and stains his torn rags. SS Captain Siegfried von Helldorf stepped in behind everyone.
 
    
 
                 Captain von Helldorf, a middle-aged mole-like man, nodded to one of his men, “Open the door.”
 
    The cell stands empty except for one other prisoner cowering warily at the back; there’s not even a toilet. A guard shoved Wayne into the cell and locked it behind him. 
 
   Helldorf, stared menacingly at Wayne, “See you at your execution, my friend.” He laughed and then left with his men.
 
                 Wayne leaned his hurting body heavily against the concrete wall and spit out a mouthful of blood. 
 
   “Where’s the toilet in this God forsaken rat hole?” he asked wearily.
 
                 The other prisoner pointed down, “You’re standing in it.” Wayne looked down at his feet to see a puddle of urine.
 
    
 
                 In Grunder Platz was bubbling with a festive atmosphere. National German music played as children danced and ate cotton candy below the fluttering swastikas. The New Berlin branch of the Hitler Jugend was present. They were all dressed in their uniforms of black shoes, black ties, and swastika armbands. Behind them, the League of German Girls stood smiling in their matching dresses. When a child turns ten, they are required to register with the Reich Youth Headquarters. The Hitler Youth was exclusively for boys. The membership of the organization for girls, the League of German Girls, was also present, though its membership was not nearly as big as that of the Hitler Youth.
 
    
 
                 A speaker’s podium had been set up near a massive television screen.  Reich Marshal Ulrich, a balding, heavyset man of about fifty stood at the podium with prominent Reich leaders, Gauleiters and, SS Security men behind him.
 
                 Reich Marshal Ulrich addressed the massive crowd, “Now, citizens of New Berlin City and of all the German Unified Territories, it is an honor for me to present to you - live from Berlin - our Fuehrer!” The crowd reacted wildly, chanting, “Seig Heil” and raising their arms in salute.
 
                 On the big screen appeared Fuehrer Karl Goering. He resembled his late father, Hermann Wilhelm Goering, who was Hitler’s second-in-command and the high military and economic leader before he came to power after Hitler’s death. Karl Goering was obese, loud, and had a full head of salt and pepper hair. He had inherited an overindulgence for the finer things in life. Goering had the most valuable art collection in the world, as well as the largest wine collection, not to mention his vast private hunting preserves around the planet.
 
                 Goering raised his right arm. The masses responded enthusiastically, “Heil, Goering.”
 
                 In his deep, powerful voice, the Fuehrer started roaring out his speech, “As I stand here before you today, citizens, let us remember what we are celebrating, and let us look forward to the future. Many sacrifices have been made by our brave German warriors while accomplishing the short and long term goals of the Reich...”
 
                 Throughout the German Unified Territories, people were spellbound as they watched their Fuehrer live on television.
 
                 A gathering of two hundred people listened intently to their Fuehrer in the territory once called Arizona, with the majestic Grand Canyon in the background. The officials in the Reich Ministry of the Interior liked the name of this natural wonder – its name hasn’t been changed, though it’s typically spoken in German now Grandios Schlucht.
 
                 At UC Berkeley in the Bay Area, where rallies and political protests used to reign, the Fuehrer has enraptured the student body. Swastika banners wave in the air held by idealistic college students. 
 
                A rally was also being held at the Oberkoblenz Military Base, located in upstate New York. Columns of German soldiers stood rigidly at full attention as they watched their Fuehrer. Goering continued speaking, “...if land and resources were desired in Asia or South America, it could be obtained by and large at the expense of Japan. This means the Reich must again...”
 
                 A rally also occurred in South Dakota at Mount Rushmore. The once proud rock faces of four great American presidents had been recarved to bear the faces of four prominent figures in National Socialist history - Adolf Hitler, Hermann Goering, Heinrich Himmler, and Rudolf Hess.
 
                 Outside a farmhouse, a German flag flies proudly. The small Aryan family sits inside around an older television set watching the Fuehrer speak. A copy of “Mein Kampf” sits on the table as the Ministry of Education says it should. They are the ideal family.
 
                 In New Berlin City, Goering continued his rhetoric, “...to secure for the German people the land and soil to which they are entitled.” The masses in Grunder Square roared their collective approval of his words.
 
    
 
                 In the Gestapo jail cell, Wayne sat uncomfortably on the filthy floor. The other prisoner in the cell approached Wayne.
 
                 “Erich,” he put out his right hand in a friendly gesture.
 
                 Wayne did not bother to shake his hand, but merely ignored the stranger.
 
                 “You have a name?”
 
                 “Wayne,” he mumbled.
 
                 “They roughed you up pretty bad, huh?”
 
                 Wayne just stared straight ahead.
 
                 “This is the third time I have been picked up,” Erich continues, “My crime this time was not giving the proper salute to an SS officer. Can you believe that shit?” he laughed. “Why did they pick you up?”
 
                 Wayne gave Erich a long stare, “For trying to change history.”
 
                 “What?”
 
                 “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you anyway.”
 
                 “Why not?”
 
                 Wayne stood up, walked over to the cell door, and stared out.
 
                 “You’re about to die,” Erich said. “What have you got to lose?”
 
                 “My mind is going to be rotting in a field or burning in a fuckin’ crematorium with the rest of my body no matter what,” Wayne snapped back.
 
                 “Suit yourself,” Erich shrugged, then mumbled, “Asshole.”
 
   Wayne thought it a bit odd that some other prisoner was taking such an active interest in him. It was also strange that he spoke with almost no detectable German accent. So many painful thoughts were going through his head; Wayne almost thought he was on the verge of a nervous breakdown. 
 
   “I just met you,” he said. “What makes me think I can trust you?”
 
                 “You ain’t got nobody else.”
 
                 Wayne paced the cell a few times. Then he stopped abruptly. The sound of the silence of the tiny jail cell was deafening to him. Maybe, he reasoned, talking to somebody would help ease his mind, even a slight amount. “Alright, I’ll tell you how I ended up here,” Wayne said with anger in his voice. “From the beginning. You want to hear it, I’ll tell you the whole fuckin’ story.”
 
                 “Go on.”
 
                 Wayne took a deep breath. “My story starts in New York City,” he started. “Not New Berlin City, but the Big Apple - the great city that was. A city where a person could get anything that he might desire at any time. There weren’t any curfews or any restraints on free speech. New York also had its share of crime and crackpots, but that only added to the character of the city.”
 
    
 
                 The average morning rush hour hustle and bustle of New York City had taken place on an average day as usual. Men and women dressed in conservative suits quickly walked to their offices and yellow cabs noisily honked civilian vehicles out of their way. On a corner, a dirty man dressed in old tattered rags who grasped a small paper bag in his hand, sang opera at the top of his lungs. No one paid any attention to him.
 
                 On Liberty Island, the Autumn morning was unusually cold - the type of weather that reminded a person that the full force of winter was just around the corner.
 
                 Wayne Benjamin Goldberg had been attending New York University, the well-respected school in Lower Manhattan. Wayne had wanted to go there as long as he could remember. It was sort of a family tradition. It was Wayne’s senior year as an undergraduate and he was excited about graduating next May. 
 
                 That morning he said goodbye to his girlfriend. Lauren had been up in New York for the weekend from Penn State and was going to drive back that morning. Lauren was twenty, and very beautiful with her long, golden hair, hazel eyes, and warm smile.
 
                 Wayne gave Lauren a big hug and asked her, “Did you have fun this weekend?”
 
                 “It was the greatest,” Lauren said with a smile.
 
                 “So, I guess I’ll see you at Penn in two weeks.”
 
                 “I can’t wait. I’ll make reservations at that Italian restaurant that you like so much. You know, the one with the real dark atmosphere,” Lauren said brightly.
 
                 “You’ll call me tonight when you get in?”
 
                 Lauren nodded her head and gave her boyfriend a passionate kiss.
 
                 Doctor Lisa Hoffmann’s advanced physics class had been Wayne’s first class of the day. Most students, and even some of the other professors, considered Dr. Hoffmann something of an unfeeling kook.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann is a small, frail woman who is fond of wearing outdated horn-rimmed spectacles and styling her hair into a beehive. She long ago decided to marry her career instead of any Mister Right that might have come along. It had been a good decision.
 
                 Wayne had enrolled in one of Dr. Hoffmann’s classes during the previous summer session and was surprised when she had once actually asked him to go out for a cup of coffee with her. Wayne joined her for a few hours and thought that his professor was just lonely.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann was known on campus for her offbeat lectures and some of her “far out” theories and she did not disappoint. 
 
   “That process will occur through the mediation of a particle called a muon.” She lectured to her class in her usual manner of standing behind her big metal laboratory desk in the front of the room and not moving from that spot until the end of class. “Negatively charged muons attract positively charged hydrogen nuclei close enough together so that they can fuse. Now let us imagine what it would mean to mankind if we could harness this power. It could mean space travel over vast distances. Or even time travel.”
 
                 Next to Wayne was Steve Gruber, one of the first friends that Wayne had met as a freshman at NYU and who, like Wayne, was also an engineering major. Steve whispered to Wayne, “Time travel? Who does Hoffmann think she is, H.G. Wells?”
 
                 “Maybe,” Wayne whispered back. “Rumor has it that she’s been building some weird project in her lab.”
 
                 “Want to know what I think? I think she’s building the world’s first nuclear powered vibrator; she actually cracked a smile this week. She probably found out she has a G-spot.”
 
                 Wayne laughed.
 
                 “How’s your car holding up?” Steve asked.
 
                 “Typical American piece of shit,” Wayne answered. “One day I’m going to drive a high performance German machine, like a Porsche Nine Eleven Cabriolet.”
 
                 “I hear ya, man.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann quickly glanced up at the small clock hanging on the wall to notice the time. “Class dismissed,” she informed her students. “And make sure that you review chapter four in your laboratory work book by next class.”
 
                 As the students started to exit the classroom, Dr. Hoffmann approached Wayne. Stoically, she asked “Mr. Goldberg, can I see you in my laboratory today at three-thirty?”
 
                 “Sure,” Wayne responded.
 
                 Wayne thought he knew why she had wanted to see him. Wayne had let his grades slip a little - well, actually a lot. More than he should have. With the apprehension of graduating in a few months and the uncertainty of his future, plus the incredible workload of the past three years, Wayne simply figured that it was time to see less of the library and more of what Manhattan had to offer. After all, it was his senior year. He thought Dr. Hoffmann was disappointed in him and was going to tell him that.
 
    
 
                 The inside of Dr. Hoffmann’s laboratory was a mess. Flasks, books, soldering equipment, a rat cage, assorted power tools, and the dusty guts of a washing machine were randomly scattered about. It looked like a yard sale instead of someone’s office.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann sat at a long table working with a metal tube of about one inch wide by ten inches long with wires sticking out of it. Wayne knocked. 
 
   “Enter,” Dr. Hoffmann called out. 
 
   “What’s up, Doc?”
 
                 “I just need another minute here,” she said still busy concentrating.
 
                 Wayne looked at the phallic shaped object in her hands and balked, “Doc… is that a…?”
 
                 “I just fixed this Geiger counter,” Dr. Hoffmann interrupted.
 
                 “A Geiger counter! Gotcha. That makes more sense,” Wayne said with a hint of embarrassment.
 
                 “What?” Dr. Hoffmann wanted to know.
 
                 “Oh, nothing.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann looked at her watch, “Mr. Goldberg, I requested your presence here at precisely three-thirty. You have arrived ten minutes late.”
 
                 “Sorry ‘bout that. I had to go get this part for my car and-”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann wasn’t in the mood for any excuses. “Mr. Goldberg,” she lectured, “when I say three-thirty, I mean three-thirty. Not three-forty. Not three thirty-five. Not even three thirty-one. I need to know that you are a punctual person and that arriving late for appointments is not a habit of yours. Are you a punctual person?”
 
                 Wayne scoffed. What was the big deal? He couldn’t even remember even being late to her class. 
 
   “Yes, I’m a punctual person.”
 
                 “Good. I want to show you something.”
 
                 Wayne followed Dr. Hoffmann as she led him over to a corner of the messy lab. A dirty bed sheet covered a large square object. Dr. Hoffmann slowly removed it to reveal a washing machine, or at least the shell of one, with small circuit boards attached to the outside of the front side. There was a strange looking contraption with wires that led to a computer terminal on the shelf above it. Hanging on the wall nearby were two protective suits
 
                 “This is what I wanted to show you,” Dr. Hoffmann said proudly.
 
                 “And what a lovely washing machine it is,” Wayne retorted. “What did you do, turbocharge it?”
 
                 “What you are now viewing, Mr. Goldberg, is the world’s first working time machine.”
 
                 “TIME MACHINE!” Wayne started to laugh. “I didn’t know you had a sense of humor.”
 
                 “I do not,” Dr. Hoffmann said straight faced. 
 
                 Wayne stopped laughing. He stared at his professor, searching for some sign that she was pulling a practical joke on him. Was she trying to prove that she wasn’t as straight-laced as everyone said she was? 
 
                 “I have worked on this for the past eight years,” Dr. Hoffmann said. “I have spent every free moment that I had between teaching and publishing papers on this project.
 
                 “Come on, a time machine!” Wayne practically yelled at her. “That’s impossible.”
 
                 “It is not,” she counteracted.
 
                 Wayne did not want to insult her, but he felt he had to speak his mind. “I know you’re brilliant, Dr. Hoffmann. You have won a lot of awards and have published all sorts of articles in journals that nobody reads, but a time machine? That’s a little hard to swallow.”
 
                 “Time is just one plane on the three-dimensional sphere that we call Earth,” Dr. Hoffmann stated. “Now, I have devised a way to travel on that plane. Much like the way one would travel on a jet airliner.”
 
                 Wayne ran his hand through his short hair, not sure what she was really up to. One thing he knew for sure was that he had more important things to do at the moment then listen to Hoffmann blab on about the impossible. “That sounds good, but what proof do you have?”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann picked up a newspaper that appeared to be no more than a day old. “Look at the date on this newspaper,” she instructed Wayne as she handed the newspaper to him.
 
                 “October 27th, 1922,” he read out loud. Then he viewed the headline. “CAPONE’S GANG SUSPECTED IN HIGHLAND PARK SLAYING.” Wayne put the paper down. “That’s cute. Where did you get it printed up?”
 
                 “I sent a dog that I had trained to fetch a newspaper, back to the point on the time plane October 27th, 1922,” Dr. Hoffmann said, “and that is exactly what the canine did when he arrived there. Then he was transported back to our point on the time plane, 1995.”
 
                 “You’re trying to tell me that you sent a dog back to 1922 just so it could go fetch a newspaper for you? And that you did this with this turbo-charged washing machine?” Wayne asked incredulously.
 
                 “Yes. Precisely.”
 
                 “And what does this time machine of yours run on?” Wayne asked. “Gas? Oil? Batteries?”
 
                 “A special radioactive material that the army has developed for atomic weapons that is made up primarily of Gadolinium and Iridium.”
 
                 “And where do you get this material - at the local Seven Eleven?” Wayne said sardonically.
 
                 “A colleague of mine at the defense department has been able to supply me with the minute quantity necessary to run it.”
 
                 “Look, Dr. Hoffmann, I value your scientific opinions very much, but this is really hard to accept. I mean, come on, a time machine?”
 
                 “Precisely why I have summoned you here. I want you to be the first human being that I transport back in time. That is, if you do not mind acting as a guinea pig.”
 
                 Wayne studied Dr. Hoffmann’s face hard for some sign that she was about to get to the punch line of the joke that she had been playing on him. He couldn’t detect anything. And as far as Dr. Hoffmann’s proposition was concerned, what could be the worst thing that would happen? Dr. Hoffmann would be embarrassed when nothing transpired with her “time machine”.
 
                 “Oink, oink. I’m your pig.”
 
                 “Excellent.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann opened the lid of the alleged time machine.
 
                 “Mister Goldberg, step-.”
 
                 “Please, Doc, call me Wayne. We might actually be making history together.” 
 
                 “Okay. Wayne, please step inside here.”
 
                 Wayne stepped up unto a small stool, then into the “time machine” so that only his body from the waist up was visible. He looked around uncomfortably and hoped no one saw him.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann started to type instructions into the computer terminal. “I have only been able to garner enough energy through the reactor to go as far back as the year 1915,” she said.
 
                 “While I’m here, I’ll take my whites washed in cold water, the colors in warm water, and go easy on the starch,” Wayne joked, “I hate that cardboard feel.” 
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann busied herself by adjusting various controls. “I am sending you to 1937,” she explained. “You will be there for a few minutes. Make the best of it.” Dr. Hoffmann hesitated. “And...”
 
                 “And what?” Wayne asked.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann looked somewhat nervous and apprehensive to Wayne, which he attributed to her about to be embarrassed by her silly experiment. “And, I should warn you,” she continued, “there is some risk involved.”
 
                 “That’s part of life,” Wayne responded. “Let’s do it.”
 
                 “Mr. Goldberg, excuse me, Wayne,” Dr. Hoffmann paused briefly, “thank you.”
 
                 Wayne closed his eyes and laughed to himself. 
 
   Dr. Hoffmann pulled up on a lever and a crackling noise rang out, much like that of dry twigs breaking. And all of a sudden, in a flash, Wayne vanished.
 
                 
 
                 “I still don’t feel anything...” Wayne started to say as he opened his eyes. He gazed around, his jaw dropping open. He now appeared to be in some kind of sumptuous dining room area, like the ballroom of a swank hotel. A piano player played as the diners enjoyed their lavish meals. The guests here, wherever it was, seemed to be an older, well-moneyed crowd and the ladies wore impressive jewelry.
 
                 An elderly couple drinking wine turned to Wayne. “Have a couple of these and you sure will, young fella,” the old gentleman said to Wayne.
 
                 “What?” Wayne mumbled, barely able to get the word out.
 
                 The old man raised his glass of wine to Wayne’s face.
 
                 “You tell him, George,” the woman giggled.
 
                 Wayne looked around and blinked slowly.  He was sure this had to be some sort of hypnotic suggestion or hallucination.
 
                 Wayne went over to the piano player, “What are you doing here?” he asked him.
 
                 The piano man gave Wayne a funny look and responded, “Sir?”
 
                 Wayne turned around and bumped into a waiter holding a full tray of food. The tray tumbled out of his hands.
 
                 The waiter hurriedly cleaned everything up as Wayne fled.
 
                 Just outside the dining area, Wayne noticed a sign. It read: MARLO HENDERSON, 1937’S NEWEST SINGING SENSATION, WILL BE THE FEATURED PERFORMER ON THE NEXT VOYAGE OF THE HINDENBURG.
 
   “Hindenburg!” Wayne exclaimed in shock. He ran over to a small round window and surveyed the view. There was nothing but water 10,000 feet below him. “I can’t fuckin’ believe this.” 
 
                 A loudspeaker crackled, “This is Captain Moore speaking,” he said in a deep voice that most airline captains seem to possess. “Our estimated arrival time is ten minutes,” the captain continued. “We are ninety miles east of our landing site in beautiful Lakehurst, New Jersey. I’ll try and make it as smooth a landing as possible. Thank you for traveling on the Hindenburg.”
 
                 “Landing! The Hindenburg about to land!” Wayne was getting frantic. “This can’t be. Don’t they know this blimp’s going to explode? I’ve got to warn them.”
 
                  Noticing a steward, Wayne ran over to him.
 
                 “Look, man, this ship can't land,” Wayne ranted hysterically. “If it does, it’ll blow up. There’s a leak of hydrogen.”
 
                 The steward eyed Wayne from top to bottom and then asked him, “Sir, have you been drinking?”
 
                 “No, I have not been drinking,” Wayne snapped back. “Did you hear what I said? This. Ship. Must. Not. Land,” he panicked.
 
                 “There is nothing to worry about,” the steward countered. “Airship travel is the safest form of travel that there is.”
 
                 Wayne grabbed the steward and shook him, “Tell the captain. NOW! There is a hydrogen leak!”
 
                 “Sir, if you are not able to restrain yourself, I will have to call security.” 
 
                 Wayne went to the window again and peered out. Land was fast approaching as the airship rapidly descended. Wayne started to sweat.
 
                 Wayne started to shake; he wasn’t ready to die.
 
                 He ran back over to the steward and yelled at him, “You must listen! Time is running out...this ship...”
 
                 A very powerful explosion rocked the ship. An instant later, a thin crackling noise sounded out and Wayne disappeared from where he was standing. As a spectacular fireball engulfed the airship, the Hindenburg faded into history.
 
    
 
                 Inside Dr. Hoffmann’s laboratory, Wayne reappeared in the time machine. “...THEY MUST NOT LAND...” Wayne yelled, but closed his mouth as he looked around and realized that he was not on the Hindenburg anymore.
 
                 “Ah, it worked exactly as I had planned,” Dr. Hoffmann exclaimed.
 
                 Wayne took a slow, long look around at his current surroundings, and wiped the dripping sweat off his face with his shirt. “I can’t get over what just happened,” he said wearily. “I thought I was on the Hindenburg and we, I mean, they, were about to land, and...”
 
                 “I know. The experiment was a success. A complete success,” Dr. Hoffmann stated.
 
                 Wayne climbed out of the time machine, feeling totally sapped of all his energy, as if he just run the New York City Marathon in record time. “Was that an hallucination?” he asked. “Or was I really there?”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann started to write notes in her journal. “You were most certainly there. I purposely sent you back to that doomed airship to prove to you that, yes indeed, this is a time machine.”
 
                 “You had to send me to the Hindenburg? Couldn’t you have sent me to a ball game or something a little less dangerous? You know, if I was sitting in Yankee Stadium watching Babe Ruth hitting home runs out of the ballpark, I might have gotten the message.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann put down her journal, “I did not think of that.”
 
                 “This is abso-fucking-lutley amazing, though,” Wayne said, getting some of his natural energy back. “You’re a genius, Dr. Hoffmann. Do you realize what this could mean? We could go back in time and meet some of the greatest minds of out time - Lincoln, Socrates, Julius Caesar, even Jimi Hendrix.”
 
                 “I have thought about that. Though not exactly those particular individuals.”
 
                 Wayne started to pace. “Hell, we could get rich, too. Go back and buy real estate at a fraction of what it’s worth today. The same thing with stocks,” Wayne said with a glow in his eyes.
 
                 “Wayne...”
 
                 “No, no, no, you didn’t merely build a time machine, what you really built was a money machine. This is better!”
 
                 “Wayne,” Dr. Hoffmann interrupted him.
 
                 “Yes?”
 
                 “It will not be used for that purpose.”
 
                 “It won’t?”
 
                 “No. I have other plans for its use. Can you be at my house tonight at eight o’clock?”
 
                 “Yeah, sure. But why?”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann handed Wayne a piece of paper. “Here is the address.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Dr. Hoffmann’s two-story brick house was in dire need of a paint job in a very middle class neighborhood. At five minutes of eight, Wayne knocked on the door. A few seconds later, he was invited inside.
 
                 The interior of the house was a mess. The furnishings, or what passed for furnishings, were so well worn and so outdated that they looked like they might have come from the set of a 1950’s television sitcom.
 
                 “Thank you for coming, Wayne. Please sit down,” Dr. Hoffmann instructed him.
 
                 Wayne was about to sit down in an easy chair when he noticed a thin, greenish substance on the seat. He carefully picked it up with his fingertips and saw what it really was-a moldy piece of salami. Wayne dropped the moldy piece of meat on the floor and sat down. “Nice place you’ve got here.”
 
                 “Did you know that I am German?” Dr. Hoffmann asked.
 
                 “You don’t have an accent.”
 
                 “I came to the United States when I was a small child.”
 
                 “Is this what you wanted to tell me?” Wayne said annoyed.
 
    
 
                 “Let me say what I have to.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann sat down on the couch across from Wayne silently for a few moments, deep in thought. “I was born in 1933 in a small village near Frankfurt,” she said softly. “By the time I was four, Adolf Hitler was in full control of Germany,” she continued, “ He controlled the government, the media, everything. My parents, being Jewish, had virtually no rights. My father was still able to run his small food market, though. He thought Hitler was simply another phase that Germany was going through and that he would soon be overthrown. He thought that Hitler’s talk of ridding Europe of all Jews was just posturing. But, just in case, he sent my brother and I here to live with our aunt. That was in 1937.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann picked up an old scrapbook that was laying on a small coffee table in front of her and started to flip through the yellowed pages. 
 
                 She removed an aged looking letter from the scrapbook. “This is a letter that my father wrote to me shortly before my brother and I left Germany,” she said. “Dear Lisa,” she read from the letter, “You and your brother, Arnold, are about to embark on a journey. This journey will take the two of you to America, where you will be able to get a good education and live happily with your Aunt Rose until we can send for you. If something should ever happen to your mother and me, I want you to remember that we will always love you. Please try to understand why we did this. Goodbye. Your father, Josef Hoffmann.” Dr. Hoffmann put the letter down. “Three years later, after a raid on our village by the Gestapo, both my mother and father were sent to Dachau.” Dr. Hoffmann’s eyes teared up. “I never saw them again.”
 
                 Wayne had never seen his professor so emotional before. He understood now where most, if not all, of her emotional and inner pain had come from. Maybe, Wayne figured, that is why she had never gotten married and had never let herself get close to anybody in her life, even as far as simply having a close friend or two as people normally do. Her parents left her very early in her life. In a sense abandoned her. Lisa Hoffmann, at a young age, had decided that she’d be damned if anybody would ever hurt her that way again. No, it was better as a kid to throw herself into her hobbies in a fanatical way, as she had done with her stamp and butterfly collections. Then, in college, neither dating nor having any fun, but rather compulsively working at maintaining her perfect 4.0 average. And, for the past 27 years, working on her research and experiments. Her work would never leave her, never abandon her, the way her parents had so long ago.
 
                 Wayne gave her a supportive hug. “I am very sorry to hear that.” 
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann cleared her throat and collected herself. “Thank you,” she said. “I want to use the time machine to send you back in time to kill Adolf Hitler before he has the chance to destroy millions of lives.”
 
                 “Kill Hitler! Adolf Hitler?” Wayne could not grasp what he had heard.
 
                 “That is correct.”
 
                 “I couldn’t kill anyone, even a psychopath like Hitler.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann stood up and started to pace around the room. “Think about it,” she said convincingly, “you would be eliminating one man to save twenty million others, including nine million innocent victims who perished in the camps. You would also save dozens, hundreds, of European towns from having been destroyed during the war.”
 
                 “Why me?”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann remained silent and looked away from Wayne. Finally, after a minute, she talked, “You are a level headed person. That will be important. I feel that you can keep your calm in what might be a tough situation. I also feel that you can get the job done quickly, without arousing suspicion. For those reasons, I feel I can entrust this very important task, the culmination of a lifetime’s work, to you.”
 
                 “Are there any other reasons?” Wayne’s gut instinct told him she was keeping something from him.
 
                 “No.”
 
                 Wayne was reluctant to press the issue. “I wonder,” he questioned, “if it’s right for the past to be tinkered with. We don’t really know what we’re dealing with here.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann sat down beside Wayne. “I think, that for the good of humanity, it would be wrong not to change the past. Do you not agree?”
 
                 “Yes. And no. I mean, maybe things in history happened for a purpose. Maybe they were lessons for mankind.”
 
                 “I doubt it. Have we learned anything since the war? One only has to look at what has occurred in Cambodia, Vietnam, Bosnia, and many other places of war and mass murder to see that nothing has changed since Hitler’s era. The mistakes of history keep repeating themselves.” Dr. Hoffmann saw she would have to talk him on a more personal basis. “Wayne, you’re Jewish. Was your family in any way affected by the Holocaust?”
 
                 “Well, sure, I lost family. My grandparents came from Europe. There were a lot of people who waited too long to flee; they didn’t make it. .”
 
                 “Tell me, what one good thing for humanity came from Nazism?”
 
                 “What if something goes wrong?” 
 
                 “I have been planning this for many years. Nothing can go wrong.” “Will you do it, Wayne? Will you be the one to erase the saddest chapter in the history of the human race?”
 
                 “You’ll have to get somebody else.”
 
                 “I really need your help, Wayne. Please?” 
 
                 “I’m sorry, Dr. Hoffmann.”
 
                 Wayne got up and left her house without another word. Asking someone to lend you a few dollars till your next paycheck or to go to the market and pick up a quart of milk for you is one thing, but asking someone to commit murder? That’s too much. 
 
    
 
                 Wayne wandered down toward the main road. He turned the corner and looked back at Dr. Hoffman’s house. He shook his head and headed into the convenience store.
 
   Still stuck in his thoughts he headed to the back of the store and grabbed a can of beer out of the refrigerated display. He looked around and saw no one. 
 
   “Hello,” he called out. Nothing. Wayne walked over to the counter and tugged his cash out of his wallet. As he dumped it on the counter, he saw a pool of blood. He leaned over and saw the Korean cashier sprawled out on the floor beaten to a pulp with a massive knife wound in his abdomen in the shape of a swastika.
 
                 “Oh shit!” Wayne exclaimed. He knelt down and checked for a pulse - nothing. The blood around the man had begun to congeal. 
 
   “I’m sorry, buddy.” Wayne swallowed hard against the rising bile in his throat and reached for the phone on the floor. 
 
                 The paramedics arrived on the scene within five minutes. The New York Police Department took an additional seven minutes to get there. The paramedics checked for a pulse and breathing before taking note of the bruises, contusions, and brutal stab wound on the victim.
 
                 Officers Duncan and Hall threw the customary questions at Wayne (why was he there? Did he see anything? Did he live in the area? Etc.). He told them what he knew, which wasn’t much.
 
                 As the paramedics wheeled out the stretcher with the body in a bag out of the market, Wayne asked, “Has anyone told his family?” 
 
                 The paramedic nodded his head no and said, “Not yet. That’s a social worker’s job. They’ll contact the family soon. Did you know him?” Wayne shook his head and the paramedics left without the sound of a siren. Another homicide in the city was added to a record year.
 
                 “Okay, thank you very much for your time. I have your statement taken down. You can go now, but someone might contact you with additional questions,” Officer Duncan said.
 
                 Wayne was still feeling queasy from all of the blood. “Do you have any idea who did this?” he asked.
 
                 “Nothing’s really missing and the cash register wasn’t emptied. That’s all that I can say,” Duncan said. 
 
                 “Has this been happening a lot?”
 
                 “Swastikas? Uh...”
 
   “I’d call it a hate crime,” Officer Hall chimed in.
 
                 “You think so?” Wayne asked.
 
                 “As sure as shit,” Officer Hall responded. “Racial violence is running rampant in this city. Blacks hate the Orientals, whites hate the Irish, everyone hates the gays, and so on.”
 
                  “Then you have these white supremacy groups that influence kids minds. Put all this weird shit in their heads,” Officer Duncan shrugged sadly.
 
                 “It’s pretty bad, huh?”
 
                 “Why don’t you go get some sleep?” Duncan said.
 
                 The officers got into their squad car and drove off into the night. 
 
   Wayne ran his hands through his hair. He noticed a tiny amount of blood, sticky and cold, on the sleeve of his denim jacket. He touched a finger to it and looked at it closely. 
 
                 Racial hate and violence-it never ends. Fifty years after the Nazis, twenty-five years after the civil rights movement in the South, nothing has changed. The cop was wrong about not being able to do anything about it. 
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   Pliss / Reich
 
   CHAPTER TWO
 
    
 
                 Wayne sprinted back to Dr. Hoffmann’s house. The more he ran, the faster he wanted to run. His adrenalin was pumping. He wanted to tell Dr. Hoffmann that he had changed his mind before she did something foolish, such as try and do the “job” herself.
 
                 When he arrived at her house, Wayne rapped loudly on her front door until, a few seconds later, Dr. Hoffmann opened up the door. 
 
   “I’ll do it,” he proudly said as he tried to catch his breath. Dr. Hoffman stepped back to let him in.
 
                 “That is good news. What gave you a change of heart?”
 
                 “I thought about what you said - about doing what’s good for humanity. Maybe you’re right. If we have the means to alter something in history that brought so much pain and misery to so many people, then we should make use of it.”
 
                 He paused, thinking about the dead clerk. He hesitated before mentioning it to her.
 
                 “Great. Let’s go to my laboratory. I will explain all of the details to you there,” Dr. Hoffmann said zealously.
 
                 “You mean now? Go back tonight?”
 
                 “Yes. Tonight.”
 
                 “Oh, boy,” Wayne sighed. He looked toward the door and then back toward Dr. Hoffman. 
 
   “Can’t we wait a few days? Or weeks? I mean, what’s the hurry?”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann stood firm. “It is too important for it to be delayed. Tonight we must do it.”
 
    
 
                 They drove in Dr. Hoffmann’s old, messy Chevrolet Nova to the NYU campus. They walked into the science laboratory building and past the main library. Wayne hoped that he wouldn’t run into anyone he knew. He didn’t want any rumors spreading about him and his professor. 
 
   How would he explain to friends what he was doing with Dr. Hoffmann late at night in her lab? Dr. Hoffmann would not discuss anything about what they were going to do until they were in the privacy of her lab.
 
                 Once they were in her lab, Dr. Hoffmann started talking with a great fervor about what Wayne was to do. “I am sending you back in time to January 30th, 1933. On that day, Adolf Hitler became the Chancellor of Germany. That night, a reception was held for him by his top officials in the Reich Chancellery.”
 
                 “Why then?” Wayne wanted to know. “Why not to when Hitler was in high school or some other time before he was famous?”
 
                 “Because on that night of January 30th, I can pinpoint precisely the Nazi leader’s location and also have an effective way for you to carry out our plan.”
 
                 “Would you mind filling me in on that plan?”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann picked up a thick book entitled “Hitler’s Reign” off of her desk and opened it up to a photograph that took up almost a full page. She pointed the photograph out to Wayne. “This picture was taken on that night of January 30th, 1933.”
 
                 It was a black and white picture that showed Hitler standing at a podium holding up a large ornamental silver cup. In small, but still legible lettering, on the front of the cup was an inscription that read “DE FUHRER”. At Hitler’s side stood his secretary and deputy, Rudolf Hess; SS-leader and chief executioner, Heinrich Himmler; and the commander in chief of the Air Force and Hitler’s second in command, Hermann Wilhelm Goering.
 
   “It’s a bunch of Nazis all right,” Wayne replied.
 
                  “Adolf Hitler will toast his supporters and drink champagne from the silver mug which has the words “De Fuhrer” inscribed on it. All you have to do is find that mug before he drinks from it.” 
 
   Dr. Hoffmann picked up a vial filled with a clear liquid, “Once you locate that silver cup, make sure that this gets into his champagne. This will stop his heart. With the primitive medical methods available then, no one will be able to revive him. To everyone present, it will appear that their leader had a heart attack. It will probably be attributed to the excitement of the day’s events.”
 
                 “What if I can’t get my hands on that cup? I mean, is there a backup plan at least?” Wayne fidgeted. “I think we should wait and really plan this out.”
 
                 “The method to achieve our goal that I have elucidated for you is the only feasible one. Believe me, Wayne, if I didn’t think that this project would be safe for you to accomplish and exit unharmed, I would in no way send you into a dangerous situation. As I have said, I have been plotting this for many years.”
 
                 Wayne still had a question or two. “Won’t I stick out like a sore thumb?” he asked.
 
                 “I have thought about that.” Dr. Hoffmann went to a cabinet and removed from it some clothes that were clearly from a different era. “You will be dressed as a waiter. That will enable you to get close to the silver cup without arousing suspicion. These are clothes that match what the waiters were wearing that night. Put them on. I’ll start getting things ready.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann turned away from Wayne and started to type on the computer keyboard. Wayne got changed.
 
                 “Well, she does seem to be prepared,” Wayne mumbled.
 
                 Wayne put on the black and white dress clothes. The slacks were uncomfortably stiff and the shoes were too tight, but Wayne didn’t complain. He wouldn’t be wearing them long.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann stopped typing. “It’s time. Enter the machine,” she said.
 
                 Wayne clambered inside. “I don’t know what’s harder to believe - that you have actually invented a time machine or that I’m actually about to go through with this.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann adjusted several knobs. “I’m sending you back so that you will have enough time to locate the silver cup before Hitler drinks from it. Remember, just do what you are supposed to. Try not to talk to or socialize with anyone.”
 
                 “You don’t have to worry about that,” Wayne said. “What would I say to a Nazi anyway? How about breaking matzo with my family at our Seder?”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann pulled down a lever on the time machine, making it come alive with a humming sound. “Any final questions?”
 
                 “For the moment, no,” he replied. “But I’m sure a few hundred will soon pop into my mind.”
 
                 “And, Wayne, most of all, good luck. And thank you,” Dr. Hoffmann gratefully said.
 
                 The humming from the time machine got louder. Smoke gushed out from the bottom of the machine. 
 
   Wayne disappeared.
 
    
 
                 On the evening of January 30, 1933, the Reich Chancellery in Berlin was crowded with guests. Some of those guests were members of Germany’s upper class who had supported Hitler financially and in other ways during his rise to power. One such man, present on this night, was Fritz Thyssen. Thyssen, the head of the German steel trust, the United Steel Works, and an extremely wealthy man, had contributed sizable sums to the National Socialist party and was a loyal follower of Hitler. Also present are top ranking Nazi party members and a large number of Hitler’s personal henchmen, the much-feared Sicherhietsdienst who are dressed in Nazi party uniforms with the swastika emblazoned on armbands.
 
                 The Nazis were drinking heavily and proudly celebrating their leader’s new position of power. Yes, Adolf Hitler, the son of a civil servant and a former unsuccessful painter, was now the Chancellor of Germany. It would just be a matter of time before he was the dictator of the country and had the final say about every aspect of life in the Third Reich. 
 
   An orchestra played a German operetta by Hitler’s favorite composer as Wayne materialized in a quiet corner of the room.
 
                 There he was, in 1933 Nazi Germany. Words could not express Wayne’s thoughts at that moment. He was standing in the same room as some of the most evil men who had ever walked the face of the Earth. It gave Wayne an eerie feeling. His heart was pounding and his palms sweaty. Wayne’s main concerns were to complete his mission and, most importantly, to not let anybody find out that he was Jewish.
 
                 One of the nearby guests, a bulky man, was holding an empty glass in his hand. He turned around to notice Wayne. The guest, thinking he was a waiter, shoved his glass in Wayne’s face and raucously said, “Get me another drink.”
 
                 Wayne knew that if he hesitated at all, he might cause unwanted attention. He nodded his head up and down and took the empty glass from the man.
 
                 Wayne walked around, looking for the drink table. Toward the back of the main Chancellery meeting area, where the festivities were taking place, Wayne noticed a pair of swinging doors. He figured these doors would lead into the kitchen. Given the simplicity so far, he hoped that the rest of this would be just as easy.
 
                 The kitchen was small, just large enough for a few people to comfortably work in it together. A prep cook was busy readying hor d’oeuvres.
 
                 The prep cook saw Wayne and pointed, without saying anything, to a large barrel filled with iced bottled of champagne and trays stacked with empty champagne glasses. Wayne got the hint and began to fill glasses with the alcoholic beverage. He was tempted to take a swig of the stuff, but didn’t dare.
 
    
 
                 Another waiter entered the kitchen with an empty tray. The crowd was hungry for champagne, and he was only able to walk about nine meters before his tray was once again vacant. Wayne was eyeing all of the cabinets and drawers as a possible spot where the Silver Cup may be. He would have to do some searching. But how without drawing attention?
 
                 Wayne filled his tray of champagne glasses very slowly, but felt the gaze of the prep cook on his back. He would have to exit the kitchen with his tray. He would unload his champagne glasses to guests as quickly as possible, then get back to the kitchen. Maybe the prep cook wouldn’t be there then. Time was wasting.
 
                 Wayne left the kitchen. Guests thirstily grabbed the glasses off of his tray without saying a word to him. So far, so good. Now he had to find a way to search for the Silver Cup.
 
                 As Wayne, with his empty tray, walked through the door that swung into the kitchen, he caught a glimpse of something that made him think his eyes were playing a trick on him. He saw another waiter, a middle-aged chap, exit the kitchen through the other door. This other waiter was holding up a tray, though not just an ordinary silver tray like Wayne himself held or the other waiters had been using to pass out drinks to the guests. No, this tray appeared to be exquisite gold. It was the glitter of this tray that caught Wayne’s eye. But what really astounded Wayne was the one item he saw on this beautiful tray. That one item was none other than a silver cup. Wayne, for a split second, had thought he had seen an inscription on the front of the silver cup, but he wasn’t sure. Could this be it? Who else would be brought a special cup to drink out of on a special gold tray but the Fuehrer?
 
                 Wayne had to act fast. He didn’t bother entering the kitchen to refill on champagne glasses. Instead, he started to trail the waiter with the gold tray.
 
                 As he tried to follow him, Wayne had a hard time making his way through the heavily crowded room. As Wayne pushed his way through, various guests placed empty glasses and cigarette butts on his tray. Wayne felt somebody bump against him. He turned around and came face to face with Adolf Hitler.
 
                 Hitler gave Wayne a cold stare with his slightly protruding, radiant, deep blue eyes - the eyes that had hypnotized a nation.
 
                 As the Fuehrer made eye contact with him, Wayne began to shake and almost pissed in his pants. Surely Hitler would see something in Wayne that would make him suspicious of this waiter.
 
                 Wayne swallowed hard and did the only thing that he could think of at the moment. “Heil, Hitler,” Wayne said and also saluted Hitler.
 
                 Adolf Hitler did not respond. Instead, for what seemed like the longest twenty seconds of his whole entire life, the Nazi leader continued staring into Wayne’s eyes. And suddenly, Hitler continued on his way. Wayne let out a sigh of relief.
 
                 Wayne thought to himself after meeting Hitler and seeing the other Nazi functionaries how ironic it was that these men did not in any way appear to be the supermen, or ideal Aryan specimens, that was central to the National Socialist regime. In fact, with the exception of only two men that were present on that night, none of the men had blue eyes or blond hair, or even appeared to be the perfect example of a healthy human being. Not Goebbels with his clubbed foot deformity, nor Goering was his obesity, nor Himmler with his frail body and bad eyes, nor Hitler himself with his black hair and his frequent stomach problems.
 
                 Wayne continued pushing his way through the crowd. He spotted the waiter with the silver cup walking towards the podium. Wayne moved quickly to get next to him.
 
                 There was only one thing that Wayne could do. He stuck his foot out so that the middle-aged waiter would trip. The waiter proceeded to take a fall and banged his head with a strong impact on the floor, sending the silver cup flying.
 
                 Wayne picked up the silver cup off of the floor and put the prized possession on his tray. He patted the hurting waiter on the back. The waiter was too dazed to say anything. Wayne read the cup’s inscription, “De Fuhrer,” Bingo.
 
                 Hitler stepped up to the podium. Behind him hung a huge red banner with the all-important party symbol, the swastika, dead in the center of it. Seated behind the Fuehrer were top Nazi officials, including Rudolf Hess and Hermann Goering. The place had become silent.
 
                 Hitler stood at the podium for a full two minutes before talking. This built up anticipation for the audience, whether a small beer hall audience or a packed stadium audience, to hear their leader speak his magical words of leadership and wisdom. Hitler, being the gifted orator that he was, really knew how to work a crowd to his advantage.
 
                 Finally, the Nazi leader spoke in a mild tone, “A great victory has been had today, but much more has yet to be done. Today, we have paved the way for Germany to rightfully regain what was once hers.
 
   The crowd cheered and he continued, “None but the members of the nation may be citizens of the State. None but of those of German blood, of the purest of Germanic bloodlines, will...”
 
                 Wayne entered the kitchen. The prep cook was gone. The place was empty. He had the Silver Cup. Things could not be going any better.
 
                 Wayne picked up a bottle of champagne and poured some champagne into the Silver Cup. He glanced around the now empty kitchen. The coast was clear. Wayne removed the vial of poison from his pocket. He unscrewed the protective cap and poured the deadly contents of the vial into the beautiful Silver Cup.
 
                 A waiter, the one Wayne had originally seen in the kitchen, walked in. The waiter, a young guy of average build, spotted Wayne. Something he saw angered him. 
 
   He grabbed Wayne by the shoulders and pushed him with so much force against a counter where utensils hung that most of them fell to the ground.
 
                 “Idiot!” the waiter yelled. He pushed Wayne hard again, this time into another counter. On the counter was a carving board and a full selection of carving knives. The waiter pinned Wayne down. He picked up a knife that had to have had a blade at least a foot long, and put the sharp edge of the blade against Wayne’s neck.
 
                 Wayne took a big gulp and kept his eyes fixed on the knife’s blade. Had this waiter seen Wayne pour the liquid into Hitler’s special drinking cup? Wayne didn’t believe that he had. But what else could this guy be getting psycho about? Wayne was trying to think of an excuse that he would use now that he was busted.
 
                 “Asshole!” the waiter wrathfully said in Wayne’s face. “Do you want to cost us all our jobs? You know how important tonight is. If I see you without an armband one more time, I will use this knife.”
 
                 The waiter lowered the big knife from Wayne’s neck and got off of him. He removed an extra swastika armband from his slacks and threw it at a dumfounded Wayne. The waiter exited the kitchen.
 
                 Wayne breathed a little easier. He slowly and shamefully put the swastika armband on. So, Dr. Hoffmann hadn’t thought of everything, after all. Wayne had been sure that his cover was blown. Wayne’s first instinct was to deck the waiter, but then he became determined just to get out of 1933 in one piece, whether he had completed his objective or not.
 
                 He picked up the gold tray and carefully placed the now-filled Silver Cup on it. After taking another quick disbelieving look at the knife that had been put to his throat, Wayne exited the kitchen.
 
                 Inside the Chancellery’s main room, Hitler was speaking in a fiery tone, “...why Germany must have more breathing space and no other European nation must stand in her righteous path. If the Communists, Freemasons, or Jews of the world continue to prevent Germans from acquiring what is rightfully our lands, and have been in German hands for a thousand years, then the price these people will pay will be with their own heads.” A massive round of cheering came from the guests. Hitler continued, “And now, I toast you, my Deutschland.”
 
                 Hitler looked for his special cup. One of the Nazi officials observed Wayne, who was standing by the side of the podium. Wayne had been stunned by how phenomenal a speaker Hitler really had been. Every word was spoken in a certain manner to achieve a desired effect from the audience. Wayne had seen old newsreels of the Fuehrer speaking and how the audiences always hung on his every word, but in-person his gifts as an orator were even more impressive.
 
                 The Nazi official gave Wayne a jab to get his attention, nearly causing Hitler’s Cup to topple over. Wayne prevented such a grave accident from occurring (he had only come with the one vial of poison) by putting his hand to the Cup immediately, almost as an instant reflex. The Nazi official took the Silver Cup from Wayne’s tray and placed it delicately in front of the Fuehrer.
 
                 Hitler wrapped his right hand around the bottom of the Cup and held up the Cup in toast position for all to view. Wayne quietly moved to the back of the room. He was now ready to go back home to 1995.
 
                 The Nazi leader commenced his toast. “To my German comrades. To a Deutschland that will be the most powerful nation in the world.”
 
                 With his dog-like devotion to Hitler, Rudolf Hess, as was his wont, shouted out “THE FUEHRER! SIEG HEIL!”
 
                 The audience, in a mighty roar, repeated the slogan, “THE FUEHRER! SIEG HEIL!”
 
                 Adolf Hitler drank heavily from the inscribed cup.
 
                 In the rear of the room, Wayne said to himself “Okay, Doc, get me the hell out of here.”
 
                 At the speaker’s podium, directly after ingesting his champagne, Hitler grabbed at his throat, as if gasping for air. The Fuehrer appeared to be trying to speak at the same time. No words came out.
 
                 “De Fuehrer?” Rudolf Hess asked in a concerned tone. Hitler stumbled.
 
                 Hermann Goering put down his overloaded plate of food and yelled, “Something’s wrong! Doctor! We need a doctor here right away!” Nobody stepped forward as a doctor.
 
                 The Nazi leader collapsed down onto the floor with his left hand locked in a position of still grabbing his own throat.
 
                 The guests became silent and gathered around their leader. Hess felt Hitler’s neck for a pulse. There was none. Hess cried out, “THE FUEHRER IS DEAD! THE FUEHRER IS DEAD!”
 
                 The crowd let out a collective gasp. Everyone was flabbergasted. How could such a thing happen?
 
                 Goering, acting more perspective than he usually was, spoke to SS Officer Werner, who was present. “Something seems suspicious. Find that waiter who brought the Fuehrer’s cup over here. I have got a feeling about him.” SS Officer Werner, a devoted man who had been with the Party since almost the very beginning, saluted Goering and walked away to collect his men.
 
                 Wayne watched the proceedings from the back of the room alone. Many guests were crying. Some had fainted. Some others even screamed in shock at what had happened. The room was getting noisy. “Mission accomplished,” Wayne thought to himself. “Have a good time in Nazi heaven, Adolf.” Wayne removed his swastika armband from his person and dropped it. He was itchy to get out of there.
 
                 SS Officer Werner gave instructions to his men to lock the place up. The armed Nazis drew their guns and dispersed.
 
                 Wayne became nervous. “Come on, 1995,” he said and closed his eyes tight. He reopened his eyelids, and saw that he was still where he was. “Shit.” Wayne was sure that any moment he would arrive back home. But still, what was Dr. Hoffmann waiting for?
 
                 An SS Nazi fixed his shifty eyes on Wayne. The Nazi pointed his pistol at his prey. A bullet fired in Wayne’s direction. The bullet impacted with the wall a fraction of an inch above his head. The crowd of guests ducked down. Far be it for an SS man to be concerned with the safety of innocent people. The SS Nazi was about to fire on Wayne again.
 
                 “Oh, shit!” Wayne jumped away quickly. The lead projectile fired at him narrowly missed him. “Fuckin’ hey - it’s not supposed to happen this way,” he muttered.
 
                 Wayne started running, having to hurdle over ducking guests as he did so. He eyed another Nazi with a firearm pointed at him dead on. Wayne dove under a grand oak table.
 
                 The Nazi fired. The bullets hit the table, splintering part of it right off.
 
                 Wayne would have to get out of the Chancellery. He had never been shot at before, and it was an experience that he could have definitely lived without. There was no time to think about a strategy. “Just keep moving, get the fuck out of this damn place,” he told himself, over and over.
 
                 Wayne made a dash for the front door. No luck. SS men were guarding it.
 
                 SS Nazis were closing in on him. Wayne saw a Nazi about to fire on him. Wayne snatched a guest, a well-dressed man of about sixty, and held him in front of his own body. The bullet pierced the guest in the head precisely between the eyes. Other guests shrieked. “Sorry, buddy!” Wayne said to the now-deceased man as he dropped the body. Better that a Nazi sympathizer takes a bullet than him, Wayne figured.
 
                 Wayne kept on moving, running smack into the area where the orchestra had been playing. The musicians had put their instruments down when Hitler died.
 
                 Another Nazi had Wayne in range. These guys were relentless. Wayne tripped over a set of large brass gongs lying next to the drum set. It was a trip that would save his life. He picked up one of the gongs, and positioned it in front of himself as a shield.
 
                 Wayne felt the powerful vibration of a bullet as it ricocheted off the large gong. He also heard a cry of pain. The bullet had, ironically enough, ricocheted off Wayne’s “shield” into the arm of the Nazi who had fired the shot.
 
                 A Nazi came up from behind Wayne suddenly and grabbed him. Wayne had taken karate as a kid, so at least he had some fighting abilities. This was about to pay off. Wayne elbowed the Nazi hard in the kidney area, causing the Nazi to let go of him. The Nazi took his gun out. Wayne screamed and did a high kick, which knocked the gun out of the Nazi’s hand.
 
                 He rushed Wayne and punched him hard in the gut and then gave him a hard jab to his face. Wayne had never been punched that hard in his life. He dropped to the floor. Not even bothering to pick up his firearm, the Nazi came again at Wayne. 
 
                 Wayne grabbed two large gongs off the floor and clapped one on each side of the Nazi’s head, forcing his head to involuntarily waver and fall.
 
                 With a group of SS Men swiftly closing in on him, Wayne became desperate. If he were lucky he’d be captured; Wayne didn’t feel lucky. He looked around. There was only one place he could now go. He remembered seeing something that would be his only chance.
 
                 Wayne bolted into the kitchen. Thank God, there was nobody in there. Wayne surveyed the thick ventilation shaft above the main stove. The outer opening to the airshaft was covered with a tin grating. He climbed up onto the big iron stove. He removed the grating, which came off easily enough, and then crawled into the ventilation shaft. If he had been a little heavier, he would not have fit in, for Wayne had only a minute amount of breathing space. Wayne placed the tin grating back on the opening of the ventilation shaft as best he could from the awkward position that he was in.
 
                 Wayne put his hand behind him in the darkness of the shaft to better situate his body. He heard a loud squeak and felt something squirming around. “Ow!” Something had bit him. Wayne’s eyes had adjusted to the darkness, much as one’s eyes do when turning off the light to go to sleep. Wayne looked down to see what had bit him. It was a large black rat. Wayne lifted up his hand to his face. His hand was bleeding. Not profusely, but it was a good size cut. Wayne never knew that rats had such sharp teeth.
 
                 Wayne started crawling deeper and deeper into the filthy airshaft. He began coughing incessantly. There was very little oxygen in the shaft to begin with, and all the dust, grease particles, and dirt in it didn’t help matters.
 
                 Wayne was terrified. That same fear of death that had gripped him on the Hindenburg overcame him again. What in the world was Dr. Hoffmann doing? Why did she let him stay in Nazi Germany so long?
 
    
 
    
 
                 At the other end of the air shaft, in what seemed like at least 60 suffocating feet to his lungs, Wayne arrived at a grating partition that led to the outside of the Chancellery.
 
                 Wayne kicked hard at the grating, which caused the weathered plaster holding it in place to begin to crumble. He kicked harder with all of the strength that he could muster in his legs. The grating finally separated from the plaster. The grating was jerked free.
 
                 Wayne crawled out of the ventilation shaft. He was breathing heavily, and his clothes carried a filthy appearance and a foul smell.
 
    
 
                 
 
                 The streets of Berlin were alive with the sound of marching boots. A procession of SA Nazi Stormtroopers, the organization originally designed to protect Nazi mass meetings and oppose political rivals, wearing their brown uniforms marched to German military music while they carried torchlights. Joseph Goebbels, head of propaganda, had organized this impressive march on just an hour’s notice. The news of Adolf Hitler’s demise had not been made public yet.
 
                 Wayne viewed this procession from his vantage point outside of the Chancellery building. He did not want to be seen by them. He should keep moving, he decided. Wayne ran around the corner and away from where the Stormtrooper march was headed.
 
    
 
                 
 
    
 
                 The cold air made Wayne shiver. It wasn’t a bitter cold, as Berlin often became during the long German winter, but cold enough for most all of its citizens to complain about. The weather was one thing that the Nazis could not control.
 
                 Five blocks from the Chancellery, a drunken SA Nazi on that night had his pistol aimed pointblank at a young man and his wife, who was clearly in the later stages of a pregnancy. The man foolhardily wore a Jewish Star of David on a necklace around his skinny neck. That night the man should have left his religious emblem at home.
 
                 “Jewish swine,” the drunken SA Nazi spoke. “The Reich will take care of your kind of vermin for good. Why, I’ll kill you now, swine, before your kind can breed anymore.” The intoxicated, brainwashed Nazi looked as if he could barely stand up straight. He did possess enough energy, though, to lift up his gun and point it at the pregnant woman.
 
                 Wayne turned the corner of the street and stopped at the sight in front of him.
 
                 The brown shirted Nazi turned and aimed his pistol in Wayne’s direction. Intermittently laughing hysterically and talking, he said, “Watch what I’m gonna do; watch me kill some Jews. Heil Hitler!”
 
                 Wayne took a hold of the Nazi’s arm. The gun fired into the air.
 
                 The tipsy Stormtrooper was shocked at what Wayne had done, “Traitorous son-of-a-bitch. I have to report you for your... for your getting in the way of a Party member carrying out official business. May you hang high, you bastard.”
 
   He tried to grab at Wayne’s neck, as if he would strangle him if he had the strength to. Wayne struck him hard in the face, knocking the man out.
 
                 “Thank you, thank you,” the Jewish man said as he hugged his crying wife.
 
                 “Glad to be of help,” Wayne responded.
 
                 “You have saved our lives. How can I ever thank you?”
 
                 “You just did.” Worried that the gunshot may have attracted attention, Wayne wanted to leave quickly. He thought it strange that the woman’s face seemed oddly familiar to him. She probably just had one of those faces.
 
                 The Jewish man gave Wayne a hearty handshake, and did not let go of his hand. “My name is Josef Hoffmann and this is my wife, Greta. Who are you?”
 
                 “Wayne Goldberg.” Wayne politely withdrew his hand.
 
                 “Wayne, if you ever need anything at all-”
 
                 The Jewish man’s name sure sounded familiar to Wayne. “Hoffmann... Hoffmann... Josef Hoffmann...” Wayne knew, of course, why his last name rang a bell. But where had he heard this man’s name recently? All of a sudden, it came to him. To make sure he was right, Wayne asked, “Your unborn child - have you chosen a name?
 
                 “Yes,” Josef replied. “If it is a boy, Josef Junior, and if it is a girl, Lisa.”
 
                 “I got to get out of here.” Wayne ran off.
 
                 Josef called out to Wayne, “Remember, Josef Hoffmann.”
 
                 Gestapo vehicles, the identifiable black jeeps with the words State Police etched on the sides in white, approached the area. The SS Nazis picked up Wayne’s trail.
 
                 The news of the Fuehrer’s death had been broadcast on radio. All over Germany, people were saddened and in shock at the awful news. Germany’s best hope for a future of employment and prosperity and a recovery from the depression seemed to disappear. The news also broadcast that foul play might have been involved in Hitler’s death, a good chance it being “the work of despicable Communists or Jews, or both working together to once more disrupt the future of Germany.”
 
                 One of the Gestapo vehicles pulled up alongside Josef Hoffmann. Inside the vehicle was SS Officer Werner, his face contorted with hate, as well as another SS man.
 
                 Josef Hoffmann secretly slipped off his necklace. He wasn’t looking for any more trouble that night.
 
                 Officer Werner eyed Hoffmann and his wife suspiciously. Nazis especially loathed pregnant Jewish women. It was believed, mistakenly, by the Nazis, that Jews were trying to have as many children as possible so that one day there would be more Jews in Germany than “pureblood Germans” and so that the Jews could infiltrate every business, factory, university, and so on that they didn’t already have their sneaky paws in. Werner shared this view.
 
                 “Have you seen a young man dressed as a servant go by?” Werner asked the couple.
 
                 “No,” Josef said.
 
                 Werner put his fact close to Josef’s face. “If you are not telling me the truth, you will end up in jail, or worse. Now, do you want to reconsider your answer?”
 
                 Hoffmann did not have to think about it, “No.”
 
                 Werner tried to get information out of Greta Hoffmann when he warned her, “A wife remaining silent when her husband does not tell the truth is a criminal offense.” Werner attempted to hit her in a vulnerable spot. He surveyed her expanded midsection and added, “One must think of the wellbeing of a child. It would be a pity if a child grew up without having its mother and father around. After all, who would raise it?” Werner said in a sadistic tone, “Who would feed it? Who would keep it safe from the elements if something unfortunate should happen to its mother and father?” He paused to let what he said sink in, then asked the very scared woman, “I will ask you once- have you seen a man dressed as a food servant go by?”
 
                 Mrs. Hoffmann was fearful as she stood there being put on the spot. She had often heard SS men make idle threats about all sorts of things. That was what they were good at. Though Werner did frighten her with his words, she was smart enough to know that it was a scare tactic to get her to talk. Greta would not rat on someone who had just saved her and her family’s life. 
 
   “No,” she said firmly.
 
                 SS Officer Werner gave the couple a thorough lookover, as if taking a mental picture. Abruptly, he ordered his driver, “Move it out.”
 
    
 
                 Wayne ran down a narrow street lined with apartment buildings, shops, and cafes. His eyes searching desperately for a place to hide. He checked doors of storefronts to see if one might be unlocked - maybe he could slip into one and hide out there.
 
                 It was clear to Wayne why Dr. Hoffmann had chosen him to go back in time; why she had wanted to get to know him. He had only a few minutes ago saved her life as well as her parent’s lives. Dr. Hoffmann must have known that one night in 1933 a man named Wayne Goldberg would save her parent’s lives. And it blew Wayne’s mind that it was himself. His head pounded with questions as he ran like a panic stricken mouse down the street. What if Lisa Hoffmann, unborn child, died tonight? Then I could not be here in Nazi Germany because a Dr. Lisa Hoffmann would never have invented a time machine. But how could I save Lisa Hoffmann if she was only an unborn child and didn’t even invent a time machine yet? Was that the reason she was keeping me in 1933 Germany so long? 
 
    
 
                 Three Gestapo vehicles led by Werner turned onto Wilhelm Street. “That son-of-a-bitch is all mine,” he said.
 
                 Wayne saw the cars and knew exactly what the words State Police implied and knew it was himself they were after. Having no other place to go, Wayne dashed into a dark alley that was located behind the stores.
 
                 The back alley dead-ended into the back of an apartment building. The wall of the dwelling towered twelve stories above him. He could go no further. Wayne kicked himself for being so stupid. How could he let himself get cornered like that?
 
                 On the ground, besides trashcans too small for a person to fit into, was a large pile of flattened cardboard packing boxes. Wayne figured he was beat, but crawled anyway into the pile of boxes so that he was hidden.
 
                 A squad of six SS Nazis, led by SS Officer Werner, entered the dark alley, illuminating their way with flashlights. They began to search every nook and cranny of the alley. The SS men kicked over trashcans, and kicked though small mounds of scattered debris, as they neared Wayne’s hiding place.
 
                 This was it, Wayne thought - his final moments on Earth. He thought about his impending death. Would it hurt? Would there be a heaven? Could this be it- you live, you die- and that is it? He was sorry he hadn’t called Lauren before he left on this insane escapade. He would miss her more than anything else.
 
                 Werner and his men neared the end of the alley. Werner eyed the pile of boxes, lit up by the Nazi’s torchlights. The SS men had their firearms at the pile.
 
                 A flash of brilliant white light surrounded the heap of boxes and a loud, mysterious crackling noise rang out.
 
                 The SS men stopped dead in their tracks. None of the men had ever witnessed so bizarre an incident. These trained men of steel, including Officer Werner, became apprehensive about what they had just seen.
 
                 “Check it out,” Werner cautiously said to his men.
 
                 Obeying directions from a superior, the five men, with weapons drawn, slowly pulled apart the pile of boxes. Nothing was found except for a few red ants scurrying about.
 
                 Everybody was speechless. The men knew they had seen their fugitive run down into this alley. There was no other place he could have hid or could have gone to. Wanting not to appear weak in front of his men, SS Officer Werner simply said, “Move it out.” His men complied.
 
                 The occurrence did haunt Werner, though. The once proud SS officer became a heavy drinker, and then a full-fledged alcoholic. He would die of liver failure in 1938 before the war broke out. His family never would understand why he became what he did, but to the five SS men with him on that night in that dark alley, there was little doubt as to what had caused Werner’s confidence to have been shaken and what had led to his inevitable decline.
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   Pliss / Reich
 
   CHAPTER THREE
 
    
 
                 Wayne materialized in the time machine in Dr. Hoffmann’s laboratory. Dr. Hoffmann was nowhere in sight. He got out of the contraption, stroked his ruffled hair, and exhaled deeply. He was relieved to be back home, and not a minute too soon.
 
                 “I’ve been planning this for years. Nothing can go wrong,” Wayne said imitating Dr. Hoffmann. “Yeah, right.”
 
                 The door to the lab was opened. In walked Dr. Lisa Hoffmann. Wayne noticied something was odd immediately.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann’s glasses were gone. Her hair had a sharp blond tint to it compared to the brown it had always been previously and was cut quite short, much like a military haircut. She was also less frail than she had looked when Wayne had last seen her. Dr. Hoffmann was more muscular and athletic.
 
                 Wayne’s anger slipped away as he relaxed. He had planned on really letting Dr. Hoffmann know how angry he was with her for letting him stay in Nazi Germany for so long and for not telling him the real reason why she had sent him back, but he couldn’t muster the energy. 
 
   “Boy, am I glad to finally see you!” Wayne blurted out. “You kept me there almost long enough to get me killed. But I’m back, damn it! And I ain’t never leaving again.”
 
                 “Wie ist ihr name?” Dr. Hoffmann said with a German accent.
 
                 “I did it, Doc. I did it! Just like you planned it.”
 
                 “Wie ist ihr name?” Dr. Hoffmann said with annoyance.
 
                 “What did you say?” Wayne asked.
 
                 “Who are you?” Dr. Hoffmann wanted to know.
 
                 “Hey, how long was I gone? Why didn’t you bring me back the same night I left? Did you cut your hair? I think I liked it better longer. Anyway, I-”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann stood firm. “You have three seconds to tell me who you are and what you are doing in my lab.”
 
                 “Let me tell you, Dr. Hoffmann, you have a weird sense of humor. It’s me, Wayne Goldberg, who do you think?” Dr. Hoffmann did not look amused at all.
 
                 “I can’t believe I actually did it,” Wayne continued. “I slipped the stuff into the drink, then he croaked, and then, these fuckin’ Nazi soldiers...”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann walked out of the lab, closing and locking the door behind her.
 
                 Wayne was bewildered. “Doc, where are you going?” he yelled. He attempted to open the door, but couldn’t. Wayne looked at the clock on the wall. It read 9:35. Wayne sat down and tried to figure out what Dr. Hoffmann was up to. Is this how he would be thanked for risking his life for her?
 
                 Ten minutes later, Wayne was pacing back and forth. “I don’t know,” he thought out loud, “maybe she soaked up too much radiation and that made her go bonkers.” Wayne heard the sound of the lab door being unlocked. “It’s about time.” The door swung open.
 
                 “Did you finally come to your sen-”
 
                 Wayne’s jaw dropped ajar as two men entered the laboratory gripping machine guns and pointed the weapons directly at him. More startling to Wayne was the fact that the men were dressed exactly like the Nazis he had eluded previously that night, right down to their swastika armbands. Dr. Lisa Hoffmann was present with these men.
 
                 “A joke is a joke, Doctor,” Wayne said. “What’s going on?”
 
                 The two men dressed as Nazis took hold of Wayne, who resisted. One of the men he resisted struck Wayne in the face, connecting hard, causing his nose to bleed.
 
                 “You fuckin’ asshole!” Wayne cried out.
 
                 One of the men handcuffed Wayne’s hands behind his back, while the other blindfolded him.
 
                 Wayne was shocked at what was happening. “What is this? You hate Nazis,” he managed to scream out. “Remember the letter your father wrote you before the Nazis murdered him and your mother-”
 
                 Wayne was gagged with a cloth, and dragged out of the lab room by the two men. As Dr. Hoffmann watched this intruder being “escorted” out, worry lines creased her forehead.
 
    
 
                 The inside of Gestapo headquarters in New Berlin City looked much like a typical police station would, with its generic bland desks in neat rows. A Gestapo man sat at each desk, some talking on the telephone and others doing paperwork.
 
                 Seated on a chair, in front of one of the desks, a young lady wept. On the desk sat a loaf of bread.
 
                 “Please forgive me, but I was starving.” the young lady said with tears streaming down her cheeks. “I have not eaten in a week.”
 
                 A Gestapo man sat stoically behind the desk. “The Party makes sure everybody gets enough to eat. Stealing is a severe criminal act.”
 
                 “Yes, but I spent my food allowance on my child. He has a high fever and needed additional medicine. The doctor-”
 
                 The Gestapo man was not impressed. “Every German citizen is aware of the penalty for theft. The Reich cannot have a society of animals running around stealing. You shall receive the proper punishment,” he said emotionless.
 
                 The Gestapo man stood up. He surveyed the young lady’s right hand. It was days like this that he realized just how much he loved his occupation and how he would not change it for anything in the world.
 
                 “No! No! Please!” the young lady frantically cried.
 
                 Wayne was brought into the building and roughly escorted between the rows of desks towards the back of the room.
 
                 Wayne sensed that something had gone terribly wrong. Wayne thought that somehow he must have changed the course of history. 
 
                 The Gestapo Nazis who had brought him in threw Wayne onto a small, wooden chair.
 
                 SS Captain Von Helldorf strode over. The Gestapo man saluted him.
 
                 Wayne’s blindfold was removed, as was the gag from his mouth. His hands, however, were left handcuffed. The handcuffs had been locked tightly around his wrists, and Wayne wished that they had been removed before the blindfold or gag.
 
                 “Wie ist ihr name, mein freund?” Von Helldorf asked.
 
                 Wayne remained silent. Von Helldorf saw fit to slap him hard.
 
                 “Wie ist ihr name?” Von Helldorf asked him again.
 
                 “Why don’t you speak English?” Wayne said. “This is America, for God’s sake.”
 
                 “So, my friend, you prefer to speak English. How come that does not surprise me?”
 
                 “I don’t know. Why don’t you tell me, dickface,” Wayne said bravely. 
 
                 Von Helldorf smirked, “Ah, I can see that interrogating you shall be a lot of fun. I have not had a fun interrogation in, oh... a week. It seems that my prisoners usually die just as the fun is about to begin.” The SS Captain paused, then asked, “One last time: who are you?”
 
                 Wayne remained quiet.
 
                 “You shall be my entertainment for the night.” He turned to his men, “Bring him into the main room.”
 
                 The Gestapo men led Wayne up a steep flight of stairs and down a long hallway. Criminals and deviators often received their “just” punishment from the Gestapo in one of the various rooms on this floor of horrors.
 
                 Wayne was led past the glass door to one of these rooms. In the room, the unfortunate young lady who had been caught stealing the loaf of bread was present with a few Gestapo men. The buzzing of a chainsaw rang out. Wayne heard the young lady’s screams pierce the air as blood squirted in all directions in the room.
 
                 Wayne was shoved into an interrogation room at the very end of the hall.
 
                 This special room contained many different torture devices, including some that looked like they came right out of a medieval castle, such as the iron maiden, where a prisoner could be locked in a confining metal device as if a mummy.
 
                 Wayne was stripped down to his underwear and then securely vertically tied spread eagle to a lashing rack.
 
                 “You do not want to talk; let the fun begin,” SS Captain Von Helldorf said.
 
                 Wayne looked around the room in disbelief. He felt as if he had walked onto the set of a Bela Lugosi movie. He realized that the men whom had brought him to this dungeon fully intended to make use of the available torture machines and weapons. Wayne decided he better talk. He didn’t have a high tolerance for pain. He remembered when he broke his arm in junior high and winced, he had thought he was going to die.
 
                 “Look, you want the truth, you’ve got it,” Wayne said. “My name is Wayne Goldberg, and I’m a college student. One of my professors invented a time machine. She sent me back in time to kill Adolf Hitler, and then I was brought back to 1995. I don’t know why you’re doing this to me. That’s the honest-to-God truth, I swear it.”
 
                 Von Helldorf laughed. “Time machine? As in a device that would enable someone to travel between time periods?”
 
                 “Yes,” Wayne nervously responded. “Look, I know it’s crazy, but it’s the truth.”
 
                 “Do not waste my valuable time. I will give you points for originality, young man, but none for honesty.”
 
                 One of the Gestapo men held a thick leather bullwhip in his hand. 
 
   Captain Von Helldorf ordered him, “One lash.”
 
                 The Gestapo was only too happy to listen. Wayne received one lashing on his bare back and he groaned loudly.
 
                 “You can stop this anytime,” Von Helldorf said.
 
                 “I told you the truth. I swear it!”
 
                 “Three lashes.” The whip stopped and Wayne felt welts rising on his back as he gasped for air.
 
                 “You must enjoy the pain, my friend,” Von Helldorf said. “That is fine with me. I enjoy giving it.” He turned to his trusty man with the bullwhip and said, “Twenty lashes.”
 
                 Wayne’s groans turned to screams. Each crack of the leather whip hurt more than the previous one. The pain was intense -  worse than anything Wayne had ever experienced in his life. About the time of lash number twelve, Wayne felt his consciousness slipping away.
 
                 SS Captain Von Helldorf commanded one of the Gestapo men, “Revive him.”
 
                 The Gestapo man picked up a large bucket of ice-cold water and splashed the it onto Wayne’s face. Wayne slowly woke up.
 
                 “Are you ready to talk, or shall we continue on?” Von Helldorf asked of Wayne.
 
                 In pain and shock, Wayne was ready to tell Von Helldorf anything that he wanted to know. He mumbled, “I’ll talk.”
 
                 The Gestapo men untied Wayne from the lashing rack, then seated and strapped him onto a large, uncomfortable wooden chair.
 
                 “What is your name?” Von Helldorf demanded.
 
                 “Wayne Goldberg.”
 
                 “Where have you come from? What underground resistance are you with? Tell me.”
 
                 Wayne, obviously, had no idea what the sadistic SS Captain was inquiring about. Wayne had already attempted to tell Von Helldorf the truth, but he didn’t buy it. Wayne knew he had to say something. Anything. He was hurting. “It’s underground in... in...the Bronx.”
 
                 “Where is the Bronx?”
 
                 “North of the City, near Yonkers.”
 
                 “Bronx?” The SS Captain questioned. “Was that not the name of an American city prior to the war?” he asked the Gestapo.
 
                 “I believe so, sir. If it was the city that I think it was, it would now be located in Quadrant F-42.”
 
                 “You are lying. I do not like liars,” Von Helldorf said aggravated. He slapped Wayne hard across the face. “TALK.”
 
                 “I told you the truth. I’m a college student at New York University. My professor there invented a time machine, sent me back in time to 1933 to kill Hitler, I did. And then I came back to this damn nightmare. That’s the whole truth and nothing but the fucking truth,” he raved.
 
                 “You refer to places that have not existed for over thirty years. Why? Who has taught you these things?”
 
                 Wayne didn’t answer the SS Captain; he just stared blankly.
 
                 Von Helldorf was becoming impatient. “The fun has begun to wear thin. Bring over the electrodes.”
 
                 A cart with a shock treatment device was brought over. The Gestapo cranked it up and attached the two electrodes to Wayne’s testicles, one electrode per ball.
 
                 “Let me tell you something, my naïve prisoner. Your kind, no matter what it is,” Von Helldorf worked himself up into a sweat, “Jew, Slavic, Pole, homosexual or any other of the inferior slave peoples that infect the Reich, will be crushed and destroyed. That is the Gestapo’s number one priority.” Furiously he said, “Tell me the truth.”
 
                 “I already did,” Wayne frantically said. 
 
                 “Hochspannung.” Von Helldorf commanded.
 
                 The Gestapo manning the machine turned a dial a small amount to the right.
 
                 Wayne’s body became rigid and his muscles tense as electricity shot through his groin. He bit his lip hard, trying not to scream.
 
                 “Hohes tier!” Von Helldorf commanded.
 
                 The man turned the dial all the way to the right, as far as it would go. All of the three Gestapo men present clearly were amused and received a perverted satisfaction from the proceedings. These mindless robots had no idea of the pain actually being inflicted on their prisoner.
 
                 Wayne could not hold it any longer. He shrieked and it echoed off the walls.
 
                 Later that evening, the Gestapo men whom had been working downstairs would offer their congratulations for a job well done to their colleague and mentor, SS Captain Von Helldorf. After all, it wasn’t every interrogation when they were able to hear the victim’s screams through the ceiling above their heads.
 
    
 
                 The jail cellblock contained numerous small cells, however, the cells lacked the usual iron gates that kept a prisoner contained. Instead, the prisoners were confined by lines of red laser beams that ran from the ceiling down to the floor in front of each diminutive cell. If a prisoner tried to escape, that prisoner would be fried to a crisp by the intense heat generated by the laser beam. The Gestapo men always got a kick out of seeing a prisoner, who could not take being locked up anymore or any of the many forms of torture that would be perpetrated on him, commit suicide by throwing himself, or as the case sometimes was, herself, into the scorching red hot center of the laser beam. The small jail cells were devoid of any furnishings, windows, or even a simple piece of plumbing for a basic human need - a toilet.
 
                 The cellblock housed six prisoners, four men and two women. These once proud citizens were filthy and had been reduced, by repeated punishments back to a childlike state of mind. Why were some of the prisoners incarcerated? One poor man, a dentist, had an alcohol problem. Another prisoner was accused of embezzlement from his company. This was typical of the prison system in the Reich.
 
                 A seventh prisoner was added to the cellblock that night. The thick, steel entrance door was opened and Wayne was brought in by the Gestapo who had interrogated him. Captain Von Helldorf followed them in. Wayne, wearing only his underwear, was pushed into a vacant cell.
 
                 “You are to stand at attention with your eyes looking straight ahead, arms at your side,” Von Helldorf instructed the prisoner. “If you are found sitting, sleeping, or in any other position than what I just described, you will be shot like a dog. Let me assure you, that if you are foolish enough to try to leave, you will be cooked alive.”
 
                 The Captain took a remote control device out of his coat pocket. He aimed the remote control towards a sensor at the top of the jail cell and pressed a button on it. Lines of red laser beams appeared, running from ceiling to floor in front of the cell.
 
                 Wayne assumed the position of standing at attention.
 
                 Von Helldorf and his men left the cellblock, locking the door behind them.
 
                 To say that Wayne was a little in pain then would have been like saying the Grand Canyon was nothing more than a little hold in the ground. Wayne mustered the tiny amount of strength he had remaining to keep standing, a torture in its own way. He ached everywhere and wavered where he stood.
 
    
 
                 Later that evening, around midnight, SS Captain Von Helldorf was busy working in his office. His office was by no means extravagant, but was beautifully furnished with velvet furniture and ivory carved figures. Ivory, imported from Africa, was the latest craze among the SS elite.
 
                 Von Helldorf was sticking colored pins into a big wall map. The map was a representation of what was once called Manhattan Island, but the letters on the map indicated the area was NEW BERLIN CITY. There was a knock at the door.
 
                 “Who is it?” Von Helldorf asked, slightly louder than in his normal talking voice. He waited for an answer, but did not hear one through the closed door of his office. The Captain left the map, went to the door, and opened it. Dr. Lisa Hoffmann was there to see him. “Yes?”
 
                 “I am here for the release of a prisoner,” Dr. Hoffmann stated.
 
                 “Who are you?”
 
                 “Doctor Lisa Hoffmann: identity number D3847835. I am a tenured professor at New Berlin University.” She showed a work identity card, required of all employees in the Reich, to Von Helldorf.
 
                 “Come in,” the Captain said.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann walked into the SS Captain’s office. She had never seen so much beautiful ivory in one place. Personally, she was appalled that the great African elephants were coming dangerously close to extinction because of certain bureaucrats’ insatiable appetites for the ivory, but that was not a subject she dare bring up.
 
                 “Please, sit down,” Von Helldorf offered.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann sat down in a comfortable chair across from the Captain’s moderately sized teak desk.
 
                 “This is strange. Are you not the same Dr. Lisa Hoffmann mentioned in my report who had turned in the prisoner in the first place?” Von Helldorf questioned. “That is, if we are speaking about the same prisoner who had been picked up at NBU.”
 
                 “Yes, sir. I am the one who called the authorities and with good reason.”
 
                 “What authorization do you have for your request?”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann handed some official looking papers to the Captain.
 
                 Von Helldorf scrutinized the papers. “This is very odd,” he said. “You are telling me that the mentioned prisoner here is part of an experiment?”
 
                 “Correct. A very important research study in psychological stress that could have far reaching implications for the Reich.”
 
                 Captain Von Helldorf did not understand. “How can this be, that a subject would put himself in such a dangerous situation?”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann replied, “An advanced form of hypnosis was used.” She explained, “After the subject had volunteered for the project, all of the subject’s memories had to be temporarily erased and a new identity installed, so to speak, in its place. In order for me to gauge psychological stress accurately, the subject had to actually believe that what was happening was a real situation.” Dr. Hoffmann had rehearsed her lines well.
 
                 “Why was I not informed?” Captain Von Helldorf wanted to know.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann had a ready-made response. “So you would not show any leniency on the subject.”
 
                 “This was approved by the Reich Institute for Scientific Experiments as is required?”
 
                 “Yes, sir.”
 
                 Captain Von Helldorf glanced down again at the papers that the professor had given him. Everything appeared to be in order, right down to the official seals. He picked up his phone receiver to notify the cellblock guards of a prisoner’s release.
 
    
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann waited in the Gestapo headquarters’ main area, near the entrance to the building. Wayne, who still was in pain, but at least had been permitted to put his clothes back on, was brought up to Dr. Hoffmann by a Gestapo man.
 
                 “Thank you,” Dr. Hoffmann said.
 
                 “I can’t tell you how glad I am to see you,” Wayne said to Dr. Hoffmann.
 
                 “Keep your mouth shut,” she whispered back to him.
 
                 As Dr. Hoffmann and Wayne walked out of the Gestapo headquarters and into the dark night, SS Captain Von Helldorf watched the two of them with a trace of suspicion in his eye.
 
    
 
                 Without saying a word, Dr. Hoffmann led Wayne to her car, an aged, yellow Volkswagen Beetle. Dr. Hoffmann opened the door on the driver’s side and got in the car. Wayne stood there, not sure what he was supposed to do. Did this woman he thought he knew want him to get in the vehicle with her? Could he even trust her after the stunt she had pulled earlier with calling those goons on him? Wayne, wanting some answers, got into the car.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann turned the ignition key, shifted the car into gear, and started driving. After she had driven half a mile from Gestapo headquarters, Dr. Hoffmann, without taking her eyes off the road, asked, “How are you feeling?”
 
                 “Like I’ve just been put through a meat grinder, thanks to you,” Wayne said pissed off. “Why did you call those schmucks on me? What the hell is going on here, Doctor Hoffmann?”
 
                 “You indicated earlier to me that your name was a Wayne Goldberg, I recall.”
 
                 “It still is,” Wayne said. He was stunned. Could Dr. Hoffmann really not have known who he was now?
 
                 As they drove, Wayne viewed the landscape of the city streets. It did not seem like the old city of Manhattan that he had been so familiar with. Buildings appeared to have a strange hybrid of a neoclassical and modern architectural design, with a distinct European flavor. He did not recognize any of them. The biggest difference, Wayne noticed, was the fact that never before had he seen the city so quiet. It had never been so dead. It now had a barrenness that was unnatural. This wasn’t the same city that Wayne knew so well and it hadn’t been for over forty years.
 
                 “You will need a place to stay tonight,” Dr. Hoffmann said. “Since I am single, I have been assigned to live with a family. The house has an extra room that you can sleep in. I sometimes bring students over to the house to work on projects with me late into the night, so your being there should not arouse any suspicions.”
 
                 “You didn’t answer my question, what is going on here?” Wayne asked again. “You told me that nothing could go wrong. I mean, at first I thought all this was a joke - you pretending not to know me, your changed appearance, those Nazis arresting me. But then me getting whipped and tortured - nobody would take a prank that far. Explain to me what got so fucked up.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann rolled down her window to let fresh air in. A pleasant breeze swept through the small automobile. “I do not know who you are. I risked my life to get you released for one reason.”
 
                 “How nice of you,” Wayne sarcastically said. “And what do I owe this great honor to?”
 
                 “My curiosity was aroused when you mentioned the time machine and the letter my father had written me prior to my being sent to what was then the United States of America,” Dr. Hoffmann stated. “I have never mentioned nor discussed those two things to anybody. Ever. How did you have knowledge of the time machine and the letter?”
 
                 “You really don’t recognize me?”
 
                 “No.”
 
                 “Oh, boy,” Wayne sighed.
 
                 “Wayne, tell me where you’re from. Please explain to me how you know who I am. Please explain how you are acquainted with the private things in my life,” Dr. Hoffmann begged more than asked.
 
                 “Where do I even start,” Wayne said. “Damn, my back is killing me.” Wayne tried to reposition his body in the small bug, but there was barely enough room to move. Wayne thought about the insanity of his situation and exhaled deeply. “Well, here goes,” he began, “You were teaching my advanced physics class at New York University when one day at the end of class you asked me...”
 
                 Wayne related to Dr. Hoffmann about how she had asked him to come to her laboratory on that day, about how she had put her time machine to use, about the Hindenburg incident, about what she had shared with him about her parent’s fate in Germany, and, of course, about how she had sent him back in time to kill Adolf Hitler to make the world a better place. 
 
   The one incident Wayne did not tell her of was the incident with her parents, Josef and Greta, in 1933 Nazi Germany. He was not sure how Dr. Hoffmann would have taken that news. After he finished talking, Dr. Hoffmann rebounded with a multitude of questions. She wanted to know about the world Wayne came from. What it was like to live in a democratic society. She was very interested in the politics of the major countries of the world and had been astonished when Wayne told her that in his world men had already walked on the moon. No programs existed or had ever existed in the Reich for such a superb accomplishment. With no history of a cold war between the German Unified Territories and any of the few independent countries in the world, the Reich had never deemed it essential to develop a space program. Germans did not have to travel to the moon to know they were a superior people.
 
                 “Fascinating,” was Dr. Hoffmann’s response to what Wayne had told her.
 
                 They approached the George Washington Bridge. It was a vaguely familiar sight; he used to drive over it to go from Manhattan to New Jersey when he and his friends would go to canoe down the Delaware River.
 
                 The Volkswagen pulled over to the side of the road and stopped in front of a small building that had a sign out front that read: INSPECTION.
 
                 “Why are we stopping?” Wayne asked.
 
                 “Inspection,” Dr. Hoffmann said. “Keep quiet. I have papers for you.”
 
                 An inspector - a youthful, Nordic appearing woman - sauntered up to the Beetle. “Work pass card.” she requested from Dr. Hoffmann, as she had a hundred times a day from other people as well.
 
                 “Here is my card,” Dr. Hoffmann said as she removed her pass card from her coat pocket and handed it to the inspector.
 
                 The inspector noted Wayne. “Pass card or papers for the passenger,” she requested of the professor.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann removed official sealed papers from her breast pocket and gave them to the Reich Ministry of Road Travel employee. Dr. Hoffmann had forged the required travel papers on short notice and was proud of how authentic she had made them appear. She didn’t foresee any problems at the inspection site.
 
                 The inspector surveyed Dr. Hoffmann’s pass card and Wayne’s travel papers and then instructed Dr. Hoffmann, “Pop the trunk.”
 
                 The inspector who worked the shift when Dr. Hoffmann usually drove by, at an earlier time of day, would routinely wave Dr. Hoffmann through the inspection site without making her stop. She guessed, after he had been stopping her and checking her pass card for ten years, that the inspector finally trusted she was indeed authorized to travel out of the city.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann popped the trunk of her rear-engine Volkswagen.
 
                 The female inspector took a quick view of the inside of the empty cavity, and then slammed the trunk shut. She walked around to Dr. Hoffmann’s side of the car and informed her, “Everything is in order. You may proceed.” She handed the professor’s pass card and Wayne’s travel papers back to Dr. Hoffmann.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann thanked the inspector, shifted the car into gear, and stepped on the gas. As the car traveled onto the massive bridge, Wayne saw a sign that read: HERMANN GOERING MEMORIAL BRIDGE.
 
                 “What was that all about?” Wayne inquired of Dr. Hoffmann.
 
                 “That was an inspection checkpoint. Not many people are permitted to commute beyond a certain distance to go to and from work,” Dr. Hoffmann told Wayne. “I am because my work is considered important.” Dr. Hoffmann had always been proud of the fact that she had an extra privilege that most other citizens did not. It made her feel as if she had more freedom than she actually did.
 
                 Wayne still had a whole bunch of important questions he needed to ask the professor. Most pressing, he wanted to find out what had gone wrong with Hitler’s assassination. “So I’m to understand that the United States is now a German territory and is run by Nazis,” he said.
 
                 “Correct,” the professor responded.
 
                 “Un-fuckin-believable.”
 
                 “Please, Mr. Goldberg. I do not like profanity used in my presence,” Dr. Hoffmann said.
 
                 “Well, in certain situations I think it’s appropriate,” Wayne retorted. “And I think this is definitely one of those situations.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann kept her eyes on the road and didn’t say a word.
 
                 “I’m sorry. Please, go on,” Wayne apologized, which he thought absurd since she was responsible for him being there.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann spoke, “What was called the United States is now part of the German Unified Territories, a conglomeration of the countries once called France, England, the Soviet Union, Canada, Poland, Holland, Norway, Denmark, Czech-”
 
                 “Okay, okay, I get the idea,” Wayne interrupted. “But how? Hitler was killed in 1933, six years before the beginning of World War Two. Didn’t National Socialism die out?”
 
                 “No,” the professor replied. “After Adolf Hitler died, the party’s second-in-command, Hermann Goering, took over as leader of the National Socialist Party.”
 
                 “Then?”
 
                 “Hermann Goering was a ruthless leader. Under him, the Nazi Party continued to grow at a rapid pace. The Nazis soon began invading their neighboring countries, easily conquering them. In part, because of Goering’s push for technological innovations, we won the Battle of Britain early on. We beat the British out at developing radar. After England fell, the next country Germany invaded was the Soviet Union, which too fell to the Germans.”
 
                 “What about the Nazis not being able to withstand the Russian winter? What about that?” Wayne was anxious to know.
 
                 “No, when Germany invaded the Soviet Union,” Dr. Hoffman continued on, “with half a million troops, it was in the springtime. Moscow fell just a few months later - August 19th, I believe was the date. It would have been suicide to start a campaign against an enemy the size of the Soviet Union in the fall or winter.”
 
                 “Then what happened?” Wayne asked.
 
                 “Then it was time, Goering decided, to go after the good old United States of America. It was a long, bloody battle, but in winter, 1947, after Germany became the first nation to develop the atomic bomb... well, I do not have to tell you who won the war. Nazis thought so highly of themselves after that, that they started their new calendar then, with 1949 becoming year number one.”
 
                 Wayne was amazed at what she had said. “Germany developing the atomic bomb first, before the Americans! There’s no way. What about Albert Einstein?”
 
                 “Einstein?” Dr. Hoffmann said perplexed.
 
                 “The famous scientist,” Wayne tried to jog her memory. “You know, the one with the curly hair who developed the theory of relativity. E = MC2 and all that. He left Germany in the thirties because he was Jewish.”
 
                 “Oh, him,” Dr. Hoffmann remembered who the man was. “He was killed by German spies around 1940. Nothing was sacred to the Nazis. They found a way to murder many important American scientists.”
 
                 Wayne sat speechless for a minute as everything Dr. Hoffmann said sank into his brain. What had he done? He became irate and verbally lashed out at Dr. Hoffmann in a fury, “Goering, Goering, fuckin’ Goering! You didn’t take that into account, Dr. Hoffmann. You didn’t take that into account,” Wayne repeated. “How could you not have considered Hermann Goering taking over the Nazi party, being a great military leader, developing atomic bombs, not making the mistakes Hitler did, and winning the war,” he ranted with indignation. “YOU BLOODY WELL DIDN’T TAKE THAT INTO ACCOUNT!”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann stopped her Volkswagen in front of a small two-story house that looked as dreary and unassuming as all of the other houses that surrounded it on the quiet, suburban residential lane. On the mailbox in front of the house, the name read: Rausching.
 
                 “Do not accuse me of anything,” Dr. Hoffmann raised her voice to Wayne. What he had said upset her. “I have no memory or knowledge of actions I might have taken as an entity in a different time plane. Whatever my alternative self has done, I know nothing of it. I risked my ass to save yours.”
 
                 “My ass is here because of you,” Wayne said sharply.
 
                 Tears began to stream down Dr. Hoffmann’s cheeks. “Its all my fault. All my fault,” she softly spoke.
 
                 There were certain people Wayne could never picture crying, such as his dad, John Wayne, and Dr. Hoffmann. But, these were extraordinary circumstances, and when Wayne watched her cry, he felt closeness to her that he had not ever felt before. He gave her a hug.
 
                 “I’m sorry,” Wayne said. “Thanks for saving me. Now we have to work together and somehow undo our mistake.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann regained her equanimity, “We’re here.” Dr. Hoffmann handed him clothes that had been in the back seat of her car.
 
                 “What’s this?” Wayne asked.
 
                 “I brought you clean, more suitable clothing. Quickly, put them on.”
 
                 “Anything has to be more comfortable than what I’ve got on,” he stated. Wayne removed the filthy clothes he had been wearing, and put the fresh clothes on.
 
                 “I will tell the family that you have laryngitis,” Dr. Hoffmann said. “If they hear you speak, they will become suspicious of your strange accent.”
 
                 “I talk like every other New Yorker,” he said.
 
                 “Remember, New York has not existed for forty-five years. Never refer to the city as New York. That would arouse deep suspicions. The city is presently called New Berlin,” she said.
 
                 “New Berlin,” Wayne repeated the city name with a shrug. “That just doesn’t sound right. Couldn’t the Nazis think of a more original name?”
 
                 “Please, Wayne, when we are inside the house, act happy and as if everything is normal.”
 
                 Wayne chuckled, “I’ll have to give an Oscar-winning performance for that.”
 
                 “Oscar who?”
 
                 “Never mind.”
 
    
 
                 The Rausching residence was typical of how the average family in the Reich lived. The inside of the house was sparsely furnished with only the barest necessities. The Reich emphasized production of products that would help the Reich as a whole, such as military defense items and farm machinery that could better harvest grains and food items for the masses, instead of the production of a wasteful assortment of consumer goods, such as 20 different kinds of bathroom tissue or pinball machines. On a wall hung a painting of the Fuehrer, Karl Goering and on a coffee table was Hitler’s book, “Mein Kampf”. A German flag hung prominently in the living room.
 
                 In the adjacent dining area, Mr. and Mrs. Rausching, a middle-aged couple, and their son, Karl (named after the Fuehrer), age 11, and daughter, Carin, age 16, were sitting down to eat supper.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann and Wayne entered the house.
 
                 “Perfect timing, Lisa,” Mr. Rausching said.
 
                 “How wonderful - you invited a guest to dine with us,” Mrs. Rausching said. She prided herself as a good cook, and always had extra despite the occasional lack of funds.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann would have rather skipped the meal. She couldn’t afford to arouse suspicions by skipping it, however, because she always ate with them. 
 
                 Wayne noticed to himself how Aryan looking the family was, with their stark blond hair and deep blue eyes. He felt out of place with his black hair and brown eyes. Most people pegged him as an Italian, and he appreciated that face at the dinner table.
 
                 The talk during dinner was normal table chatter. Mr. Rausching spoke of his day at his job at a building materials company. Karl spoke of his day at school and how he did well on a recent test while Carin spoke of trying out for the school track and field team. Dr. Hoffmann had explained how her guest had suddenly come down with a case of laryngitis. The family members did speak to Wayne, but he was able to answer their simple questions with a nod. Carin reminded Wayne of Lauren. It was not that she looked like Lauren, but she had the same type of look, as far as her facial features and long, curly blond locks. Wayne tried to avoid gazing at the teenaged girl, but probably did so more than he should have. He marveled at how much she reminded him of his girlfriend and wished that it was Lauren sitting there with him instead. When Mrs. Rausching passed the main course, Raucheraal, around the table, Wayne forced himself to smile as he put some of the eel on his plate.
 
                 After dinner, Wayne and Dr. Hoffmann joined the family in the living room to watch television. A soccer match was being televised.
 
                 Soccer is the most popular sport in the Reich and every citizen closely keeps up with the goings on in the National German Soccer League. On the first Sunday of each October, the final NGSL championship match takes place in Berlin, all activity in the Reich comes to a standstill. The Fuehrer customarily invites the winning championship team to the Chancellery to personally congratulate the players.
 
                 The boy, Karl, was excited because his favorite team, the Munich Stars, was playing that night. A Munich player kicked a goal to break the tied game with only seconds remaining on the clock. Mr. Rausching and Karl cheered.
 
                 “Now children,” Mrs. Rausching said, “it is time for the National Pledge, then time for bed.”
 
                 The family members stood in front of the painting of the Fuehrer, each member placing their right hand above their heart. Dr. Hoffmann did this, too, and nudged Wayne to do the same. Wayne did so, though reluctantly.
 
                 The Rausching family and Dr. Hoffmann began to recite the Reich National Pledge, “Fuehrer, my Fuehrer, bequeathed to me by the Lord, protect and preserve me as long as I live...”
 
                 Wayne could not believe the crap that he was hearing. The television was still on. He looked at the screen. The soccer players on the field also held their right hands above their hearts and were reciting the National Pledge.
 
                 “...Thou hast rescued Germany from deepest distress...”
 
                 Wayne turned to Dr. Hoffmann and whispered, “I don’t get it. Who’s the guy in the painting?”
 
                 “Quiet!” she whispered back and continued to recite the pledge with the family, “...Abide thou long with me, forsake me not, Fuehrer, my Fuehrer, my faith and my light. Heil, my Fuehrer!”
 
                 Carin and Karl kissed their parents good night and proceeded upstairs to bed. Mr. and Mrs. Rausching invited Dr. Hoffmann and her guest to join them for fresh brewed coffee. Dr. Hoffmann explained that it was getting late and that she and her guest needed to get some work done. She thanked Mrs. Rausching for a wonderful dinner and excused herself and Wayne from the living room.
 
    
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann led Wayne upstairs to the guestroom. It was a small cubicle that consisted of nothing more than a small bed and a lamp. Wayne had seen bathrooms that were bigger than the room.
 
                 “It’s not exactly the Hilton,” Wayne said.
 
                 “I will be back in a moment,” Dr. Hoffmann said. “Rest yourself.”
 
                 Wayne, his body sore and throbbing with pain, lay down on the firm mattress of the bed. He wanted to go to sleep, and wake up to find out all that had happened to him had just been a terrible nightmare. Before he could doze off, Dr. Hoffmann walked in, holding first aid supplies. Wayne slowly sat up.
 
                 “Take off your shirt,” Dr. Hoffmann instructed Wayne.
 
                 Wayne removed his shirt, revealing his badly bruised back, on which large welts had formed. “I want you to tell me something – what was that unidentified meat that passed for dinner?” he asked. “I hope it’s not what it looked like.”
 
                 “That delicious dish was raucheraal. It is always a treat.”
 
                 “What exactly is raucheraal, if you don’t mind me asking? Please don’t say that it’s snake.”
 
                 “Smoked eel.”
 
                 “I think I’m going to be sick.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann rubbed an ointment on Wayne’s back.
 
                 “That feels good,” Wayne said. “By the way, who was the pudgy guy in the painting?”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann replied, “Karl Goering, the Fuehrer. He is the son of Hermann Goering.”
 
                 “I can see the resemblance,” Wayne said. “What was with that pledge? Do you believe all that garbage you were saying? Heil, my Fuehrer, my faith and my light! Give me a break!”
 
                 “Please, Wayne, be careful with what you say. You never know who might be listening,” Dr. Hoffmann warned. She started to place bandages on the welts on Wayne’s back. In a soft tone, she said, “I have always thought, ever since I first learned the National Pledge in grade school, that it was an inadequate one. It is a vow of loyalty to a person, the Fuehrer, when it would be more logical to pledge allegiance to our country, Germany. But I am required, as are all Germans, to state the Pledge once per evening before bedtime.”
 
                 “Well, I saw the way the kids said it,” Wayne observed, “from their hearts. They sure brainwash them young.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann finished the bandaging.
 
                 “Thank you,” Wayne said appreciatively. “Now, I’ve been thinking about what we can do. On January 30th, 1933, at precisely 8:35 p.m., Hitler drank a cup of champagne that I laced with something to stop his heart. Now, you send me back to that night at exactly 8:35 p.m., and I’ll use modern techniques to start his heart again so that he lives. That way, with Hitler in charge of the German armies, there will be a World War Two, but the Krauts will definitely be the losers”
 
                 “There is a problem with that,” Dr. Hoffmann said.
 
                 “What?” Wayne exclaimed. He stood up, and felt like pacing, as was his habit when he had nervous energy to burn, but the room was too small to do any of that. “It’ll work. It’s the only chance we’ve got.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann sat down on the bed. “I cannot run my time machine without Gadolinium crystals to power it and I haven’t any. The time machine hasn’t even been tested yet.”
 
                 “If it’s not working, how then did I arrive back in 1995?” Wayne wanted to know.
 
                 “You were sent only temporarily back to another point in time,” Dr. Hoffmann explained. “Even without a time machine, the matter that comprises your body would have been pulled back to its original starting point eventually. It simply did not belong in another time frame. A time machine would have only sped the process up. I, Dr. Hoffmann, American with a working time machine, became Dr. Hoffmann, German without a working time machine, the moment Adolf Hitler died. That is why your arrival back to 1995 was delayed. With no existing time machine to speed up the process, your organic matter was naturally brought back to its original place in time.”
 
                 Wayne did not really understand what Dr. Hoffmann was talking about. He was only interested in undoing what he had done. “Where can we get a hold of those Gadolinium crystals?”
 
                 “There is only one location where the crystals are produced,” Dr. Hoffmann answered. “At the military base called Oberkoblenz. The crystals, being very radioactive, are a component of German bombs. It would be impossible for you to get inside that base, though. Only select personnel work there.”
 
                 “Could you get in there?” Wayne asked.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann shook her head no. “I, unfortunately, would not be able to get clearance for Oberklobenz.” Then she made a rather strange remark. “In a short while, we might all be doomed anyway.”
 
                 Wayne’s ears perked up at what he had just heard. “What do you mean by that?”
 
                 “Since the Great War, Germany has managed to threaten and coerce Japan into giving up most of its territories outside of Asia, with the exception of one very important piece of land that the Japanese still have under their control. Germany desperately wants to get a hold of this territory.”
 
                 “And that is?”
 
                 “The South American rainforest, and all of its lumber, oil, and other natural resources they can rape it of.”
 
                 Wayne sighed, “You have to be kidding.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann continued, “Some of my colleagues in high places have informed me that the powers that be in the Reich Ministry of War are planning to carry out their threat to bomb the Japanese capital of Tokyo. If they do that, the Japanese have said they will retaliate with what they call the T bomb.”
 
                 “The T Bomb?”
 
                 “T stands for Total Destruction,” she said. “A bomb so powerful that it could set off an atomic chain reaction and destroy all life on Earth.”
 
                 “They wouldn’t!”
 
                 “Yes, the Japanese would,” Dr. Hoffman said. “In 1975, when Germany tried to take control of the Japanese ruled Hawaiian Islands, the Japanese government used biological warfare to destroy all life on them and make them uninhabitable. They very much still have the Kamikaze attitude.”
 
                 “That’s insane,” Wayne said. Then he asked, “Where is  Oberkoblenz Military Base?”
 
                 “A few kilometers away from Lindenwold,” she said.
 
                 Wayne did not know where she was talking about. “Where’s Lindenwold? Tell me where in relation to what American city.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann thought for a moment, and then replied, “It would have been called, I believe, Syracuse, before the war.”
 
                 Wayne knew where Syracuse was, in what had been upstate New York. He had a friend who had attended university there. 
 
   “Couldn’t you get me in? Don’t you have connections? Or passes? Or something?” Wayne said desperately. “We have to get a hold of those crystals.”
 
                 “Let’s talk about this tomorrow,” she said. “It is too risky a discussion to chance any of the family hearing it. The children are both loyal members of the Hitler Jugend.”
 
                 “But, Doc-“
 
                 “Tomorrow, you will come to work with me. You cannot be left here alone. I am sorry that I called the authorities on you, but I did so out of fear. Good night.” She turned to leave.
 
                 “Doctor Hoffmann, I will get a hold of those crystals at any cost,” Wayne promised her. “I will not live the rest of my life with this on my conscience.”
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann exited the room.
 
                 Wayne turned off the lamp and laid face down on the bed. He was completely exhausted, and his back still hurting. Every time he attempted to close his eyelids to fall asleep, a thousand images flashed before his eyes – what he had gone through in the past 24 hours, getting his hands on those crystals to power the time machine, and, of course, Lauren. Finally, with difficulty, he drifted into a deep sleep.
 
    
 
                 Wayne had slept a little under 3 hours when he jumped awake at the sound of his room door being kicked open and the sight of SS Captain Von Helldorf and two armed Gestapo Nazis with machine guns pointed directly at him. Dr. Hoffmann was with them.
 
                 “So we meet again, my friend,” Von Helldorf said in his wicked tone.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann, wearing a troubled look on her face, blurted out, “Wayne, I had nothing to do with this, I swear to...”
 
                 “Shut her up,” Von Helldorf ordered one of his men.
 
                 The Gestapo Nazi slapped the professor hard across her face with the back of his hand.
 
                 Wayne moved towards Von Helldorf, “You fucking bastard.”
 
                 The same Nazi who had slapped Dr. Hoffmann hit Wayne hard in the stomach with the butt of his weapon. Wayne doubled over in pain.
 
                 “I checked with the Reich Institute for Scientific Experiments,” the SS Captain informed Dr. Hoffmann. “They are not familiar with your experiment. I do not like being lied to, Doctor. I have checked your records. You have served the Reich well for the past twenty-five years with your research. Why you should do anything foolish now is a mystery to me.” Von Helldorf held up the official papers that Dr. Hoffmann had given him. He directed his attention at a frightened Wayne, “These papers indicate you are a Heinrich Grubermann, identification number 87-46932, your German bloodline documented back to 1832. There is only one problem with that, my friend. The Reich Central Security Office has no records of a Heinrich Grubermann, identification number 87-46932. Can it be that you are a Jew?” He focused his cold, steely eyes on Dr. Hoffmann and said to her, “Surely you know the penalty for aiding a Jew in any way is death.” He commanded his men, “Take him away.”
 
                 Wayne was handcuffed and led out of the room.
 
                 Captain Von Helldorf put his face up to Dr. Hoffmann’s face and told her, “You will be taken care of. I can assure you of that.” He then strutted out of the house.
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   CHAPTER FOUR
 
    
 
                 Wayne was again brought to Gestapo headquarters for interrogation and escorted back into the infamous Hall of Justice. More torture was to follow. Wayne was terrified that after this session of torture, he would be shot dead – if he even survived the torture.
 
                 Wayne, again stripped down, was tied securely to a dunking chair suspended on a hoist above a large filled pallet of sludge. The foul stench of the sludge was enough to make a man crazy. Once again, SS Captain Von Helldorf and his obedient men tried to drag information out of their prisoner, but it was all in vain. Wayne was slowly lowered into the sludge, and then completely submerged for a full minute, which the Gestapo men found hilarious.
 
                 Wayne told Von Helldorf whatever he thought the Captain would want to hear. He made up stories that he was with an underground. He was asked about his involvement with Dr. Hoffmann, but kept silent about that. Wayne did not want to get Dr. Hoffmann in any more trouble than she might already be in. Besides, whatever he said would not be believed. And nothing Wayne said satisfied those bastards anyway.
 
                 Wayne, looking as if he had just crawled out of a sewer, was untied from the dunking chair. With his hands secured together with rope, he was then suspended from a rack with his body hanging upside down.
 
                 “Clean him up,” Von Helldorf ordered.
 
                 The two Gestapo men picked up a hose that had been hanging on the wall, and proceeded to hose their prisoner down with ice-cold water. The water pressure was so strong that Wayne thought it might as well have been bullets instead of water hitting his body. He was glad, though, to have the sludge off of him.
 
                 With a rag, the Captain personally smeared a sweet, sticky substance all over Wayne’s upper body. Wayne was perplexed. What were these sadists up to?
 
                 “I could kill you now,” Von Helldorf stated. “But no – that would be too easy. Though it would give me great pleasure. I have other plans for you. I hope you have enjoyed our time together as much as I have, my friend. Here is a little something to remember me by.” The Captain gave Wayne a final dropkick in the stomach before he and his men left the room.
 
                 Wayne, strung upside down like a prize fish that had just been reeled in, wondered what was going to happen next to him. He did not need to wonder long.
 
                 Behind Wayne, a screen window built into the wall slid open. Wayne heard this and tried to look behind him, but was not able to twist his body around enough to be able to do so. He did, however, hear the small swarm of bees that flew out from behind the screen. The bees, attracted to the sweet, sticky substance that had been smeared on his body, were instantly attracted to Wayne and began to cover his body.
 
                 Sometimes things will pop into someone’s head at the strangest times. Things that a person would never in a million years think about unless that person happened to be in a bizarre situation where that though could come in handy. Such was the case with Wayne at that moment in time. A television show he had seen at least twelve years earlier all of a sudden popped into his mind. It was a weekly show about all kinds of wacky, unusual people and the things they would do, such as eat glass or bicycle across the country. Wayne recalled seeing one particular episode in which a man let himself be covered from head to toe with bees and how he subsequently never got stung. Wayne remembered the bee guy explaining why the bees never stung him. The guy said, “The most critical thing was to stand motionless.” Wayne took the advice of that guy on the long ago seen television show. As he felt the insects crawl all over him, Wayne hung motionless. He was not stung once.
 
                 Shortly thereafter, two Gestapo Nazis, whom Wayne had not seen prior to his interrogation, entered the room wearing protective bee clothing and took Wayne down from the uncomfortable position he had been subjected to by hanging from the rack.
 
    
 
                 Wayne was shackled together at the hands and feet and put into a prisoner transport van. He was not the only prisoner there – he counted four other prisoners in the transport van. They were all men: two young, one middle-aged, and one who appeared to be in his sixties. They all wore the same emotionless look on their faces and remained silent.
 
                 The cargo van started to move. Wayne had no idea where they were being taken. It was pitch black inside, the windows having been blacked out. Wayne breathed a little easier. He knew that if he were going to be executed, it would have been done back at Gestapo headquarters. He also knew that he was being transported somewhere for a reason.
 
                 The van drove for twenty minutes before it came to a stop in a dreary, industrial section of New Berlin City. An electrified barbed wire fence and armed Nazi guards surrounded the prisoner holding area. Nearby, the smokestacks from various factories spit out a steady stream of pollution and toxic substances into the atmosphere.
 
                 The back of the transport van was unlocked and the five prisoners were removed from it under the watchful eyes of armed guards. They were led through a small guarded entrance and into the prisoner holding area.
 
                 The Gestapo private who had driven the transport van approached SS Lieutenant Kramer with papers that needed to be signed. It was a routine that both men had been through many times.
 
                 “How many this time?” Kramer asked and then took a deep drag on his cigarette.
 
                 “Six,” the Gestapo private answered. He held out a clipboard with official Reich sealed papers attached to it.
 
                 “What the hell is happening?” Kramer wanted to know. “I’m receiving twice as many as I usually do.” He snatched the clipboard from the Gestapo Private and signed the papers.
 
                 The Private said, “The Reich Defense Council ordered that the camps be filled to capacity so there will be enough labor to work in the armaments plants to prepare for Japanese aggression.”
 
                 “Those damn Japs. They think they own the world. They already have some of the most productive land around.” Kramer took another drag on his cigarette. “I say we blow up the slant-eyed fuckers.”
 
                 “Ain’t that the truth,” the Gestapo Private agreed. “It should be done for the good of the Reich.” He then asked, “Where are these prisoners being sent to?”
 
                 “Hollenburg.”
 
                 The Gestapo private boisterously laughed, 
 
   “I would not want to be in their shoes.”
 
    
 
                 The compact prisoner holding area was crowded with an uncomfortably large number of prisoners, most of whom appeared to be thin and weary looking men and women. A small number of children were also present.
 
                 Once inside with the other prisoners, Wayne’s feet and hands were unshackled. If a prisoner did attempt to escape, he or she would make good target practice for any one of the numerous armed guards keeping watch on the compound.
 
                 A female prisoner, Linda, watched Wayne curiously. Linda was in her late twenties and had black hair that ran down to her shoulders and dark brown eyes. She wore ragged clothes and no makeup, but was an attractive woman anyway.
 
                 Wayne noticed Linda and glanced back at her. He had sensed that she was glaring at him, but he also felt that everybody else in the compound was optically checking out the newest prisoners who had arrived on that night.
 
                 The expression on Linda’s face, though, was what made her stand out to Wayne more than anybody else on that miserable day.  She had a look of possessing a great emotional strength and an “I’ll beat any situation attitude”. Wayne observed that the other inmates all had a blank and sad defeated look on their faces.
 
                 Wayne found a vacant spot on the hard concrete ground and sat down. He could do nothing but wait. He closed his eyes and, surprisingly, considering where he was, fell asleep.
 
    
 
                 Except for a rotating searchlight, the night was dark and quiet, until the sound of a child’s wails broke the silence.
 
                 Wayne awoke to the sound of the crying three-year-old girl. It was an awful, hysterical cry that pierced the still night. Wayne got up in the dark and walked towards the crying child. It only took Wayne a few seconds to reach the source of the cries. The child was being held by her mother, a frail woman in her thirties.
 
                 Wayne kneeled down and asked the mother, “Is the child sick?”
 
                 The mother, with worriment, responded, “For three days now, Jessica has been with high fever. She’s been shaking and vomiting.” She began to sob. “I don’t know what to do. They’re going to take Jessica away from me; I know it. They’re going to take my daughter from me.”
 
                 “Nobody is going to take your daughter. Everything is going to be fine,” Wayne tried to reassure her. He said out loud to the other prisoners, most of who had been awaken by the child’s persistent wails, “Does anyone have any penicillin? Or some water at least?”
 
                 None of the other prisoners answered. Wayne, in fact, seemed to be the only person who bothered to try and help the situation. From the dark shadows where she sat, Linda watched what Wayne strove to do. The child’s wails became unbearably louder.
 
                 The mother hugged Jessica and stroked the child’s back. Jessica continued her crying.
 
                 “Jessica, you are going to be okay.” Wayne said to the child. “All you have is a little fever. You just have to rid it...”
 
                 The brilliant searchlight froze on the three of them.
 
                 Without Wayne seeing, the mother placed her hand tightly over Jessica’s nose and mouth, suffocating the innocent, beautiful child. Jessica stopped breathing.
 
                 An SS guard came to see what the noise was about. He was not happy about having to take the trouble to leave his guard post. He warned, “One more cry out of the child and I will personally take care of it myself.” He headed back to his post.
 
                 The searchlight was shifted to a different area.
 
                 Wayne looked into Jessica’s face. The child was dead. He put an index finger up to her tiny nose to make sure. He verified the young girl’s condition. Wayne looked into the mother’s eyes. The mother wore such a hollow, blank stare that Wayne knew from his gut feelings that she did. Wayne could not look at the small corpse again. He turned and walked away.
 
                 Wayne sat down alone in the darkness and wept.
 
                 Linda approached him. “You going to be okay?”
 
                 “For God’s sake, she was only a child,” Wayne spoke with tears rolling down his cheeks.
 
                 Linda sat down next to him and put her arm around him in a supportive gesture.
 
                 Wayne cried, “A poor, defenseless, little girl. What happened? What the hell did she die for?”
 
                 Linda had already been incarcerated in the prisoner holding area for four days. She said, “Two days ago another child, an infant, was ill and wouldn’t stop crying. An SS man came for the baby and its mother. And then, a few minutes later, from the other side of the fence, two gun shots were heard.”
 
                 “It’s so horrible,” Wayne said. “How can humans be so inhumane to one another?”
 
                 “They’re not human. They don’t have normal human feelings. They’re trained to be Nazis, not boy scouts,” Linda said. “I haven’t introduced myself.” She put her hand out. “I’m Linda.”
 
                 “Wayne,” he shook her hand. He had stopped weeping and regained some of his composure.
 
                 “So, what’s your story, Wayne? Where’d you get picked up?”
 
                 The last thing Wayne wanted to do was make small talk with another prisoner. 
 
   “I’d rather be by myself right now,” he said sheepishly.
 
                 “I think it would make you feel better if you had somebody to talk to,” Linda said compassionately. He didn’t respond.
 
                 “Well, if you need an open ear...” she got up to leave.
 
                 Wayne rapidly sifted his situation through his mind. This woman might be of help to him, he thought. A feeling of loneliness overcame him, in addition to the feeling of desperation that already accompanied him. Wayne had a feeling as if he was the last sane person left on the planet. “I’m sorry, Linda. Please sit down. I can sure use that open ear,” he said.
 
                 “Are you sure?”
 
                 “Yes.”
 
                 Linda sat down again close beside Wayne. It was a very cold night. She put her arm around Wayne. “Do you mind?” she asked him.
 
                 Her body heat felt good to him too. “No, I never mind when a pretty girl wants to put an arm around me,” he said with a slight chuckle, but it was impossible for him to feel any tinge of elation being in the situation that he was currently in.
 
                 Linda asked him once again, “So, where did they pick you up?”
 
                 “NYU.”
 
                 “NYU?”
 
                 “Or the Center of Aryan Studies. Whatever the hell they call it now,” he said.
 
                 “What were you doing down there?”
 
                 “I’d rather not get into that now,” Wayne said irritably. The lack of sleep was also taking its toll on Wayne’s mood.
 
                 “I didn’t mean for you to jump down my throat,” Linda said. 
 
                 “Sorry about that,” Wayne apologized. “I’ve been through a hell of a lot lately.” He then asked, “Where are you from, Linda?”
 
                 She replied, “The ghetto. Need I say more?”
 
                 “Where was your ghetto?”
 
                 “Does it matter where any of them are? Mine was not too far from here.” Linda had grown up in and had always lived in a ghetto because she was of Polish blood.
 
                 “Why did you leave your home?”
 
                 “Home?” Linda said. “Is that what you would call that rat hole? The Germans live in homes, not us. Four days ago, I was picked up in a Gestapo raid on the ghetto. The same with most of the other people in here.”
 
                 In the Reich, persons with unpure Germanic bloodlines or other subhumans like homosexuals or disabled people were obliged to live in ghettos. The ghettos were bleak and dispiriting sites. The ghettos contained no luxuries or necessities of twentieth-century life. No running water. No plumbing. No electricity. No sanitary conditions. Tuberculosis was wide spread. Some of the ghettos were relatively small, with populations of fewer than 50,000. Others were in themselves the size of small cities, with populations swelled above half a million. No ghettos, however, were located on pre-war native German soil. The Reich Ministry of the Interior decided long ago that such a thing would be undignified for Germany.
 
                 Wayne questioned, “Do you know what’s going to happen to us?”
 
                 “Your guess is as good as mine,” Linda said. “The rumor is that the Germans need more slave labor and that’s where we come in. That is probably why they continue to let us live.” She removed a stale piece of bread from her pocket and whispered to Wayne, “I have bread with me. You want to share it?”
 
                 “No, thanks.”
 
                 “Suit yourself.” Linda bit into the hard bread. “But it ain’t going to last.”
 
                 Wayne fell asleep before Linda finished consuming the bread, using her shoulder as a pillow. Linda soon also dozed off as well.
 
                 That night, Wayne dreamed of happier times in his life. He dreamed of Camp Summit where he spend his childhood summers. He and his bunkmates went kayaking and got into trouble for tipping over the boats. Those days in Camp Summit were some of the happiest days of Wayne’s life.
 
    
 
                 Wayne has jolted back to reality as morning set in. At dawn, a loud siren pierced the air, waking up the sleeping inmates of the prisoner holding area.
 
                 SS men entered the compound, followed by SS Lieutenant Kramer, who carried a megaphone with him. The SS men went around and kicked or hit with a club any prisoners whom had not yet woken up to their satisfaction, which meant standing in place at attention.
 
                 SS Lieutenant Kramer put the megaphone up to his mouth. He said, with his gravelly voice amplified, “All you swine, up! Form two columns. Now.”
 
                 The prisoners dutifully followed Kramer’s instructions, helped along by the numerous SS men present. Linda got in line behind Wayne.
 
                 “Swine, march out!” Kramer ordered the prisoners.
 
                 The men, women, and children that made up the prisoner population walked in measured steps out of the holding area. They were led about half a kilometer by SS men to a train station and given the command to halt in front of an old German passenger train.
 
                 The train doors were opened and Wayne could see that it was already crowded. Those people appeared to Wayne to be much like the people he had spent the night with in the prisoner holding area; they wore the same blank and sad defeated look on their faces.
 
                 SS men directed the prisoners into the train cars in no apparent order, but did keep them moving as rapidly as they could. When a woman, as she was about to step up onto the train, slipped, an SS man picked her up and shoved her into the train compartment.
 
                 The musty, old train had been gutted of any seats or railings. The windows had been blackened. The Gestapo made sure the prisoners received no amenities at all, including breathing space. The prisoners had been packed on the train like sardines in a can. The train doors were closed and locked and the train began to move.
 
                 Wayne and Linda sat on the floor next to each other. Everyone was strangely quiet, even the children. Jessica’s mother, who was present in the same compartment as Wayne, sat there, with her knees pulled up to her chest, staring blankly into space. After about half an hour into their journey, something must have snapped in her head.
 
                 Suddenly, she cried out, “My baby! Where is my baby! Jessica! Please someone help me find my baby...”
 
                 The persons in the woman’s train compartment originally tried to ignore her, as people usually do on the streets when they happen upon a drunkard mumbling to himself. The prisoners looked the other way.
 
                 The woman’s frantic cries became louder and louder, turning into screams. “SOMEONE’S TAKEN MY BABY, SOMEONE’S TAKEN MY BABY! DEAR GOD, WHERE IS MY BABY? PLEASE SOMEONE, HELP ME FIND...”
 
                 Something had to be done for the sanity of all of the people on that train compartment. A tall, burly prisoner, who looked better fed than any of the other prisoners, removed his shoes from his feet, as well as his socks. He got up, and clumsily stepped over the passengers, until he was at the hysterical woman. He proceeded to gag the woman’s mouth with one of his socks and bind her hands together with his other sock. The train compartment became silent once again. The burly prisoner went back to his cramped corner and put back on his shoes.
 
                 Wayne felt sorry for the woman, but had agreed with the actions taken by the burly prisoner. It was too crowded, hot, and uncomfortable on that train, and to let that woman rant on would have surely made the other passengers go insane also. Wayne felt as if he was almost at that point himself.
 
                 The train stopped two more times to pick up more prisoners, who were crammed into the already much too tiny space for the passengers who had been present on the train to begin with. It took hours for the train to reach its destination. The wheels of the train squealed as the air brakes were applied. Wayne nudged Linda awake.
 
                 The train doors opened up to reveal armed SS men standing on the platform.
 
                 “Unload the train,” an SS Captain yelled into a megaphone. He looked so proper in his shiny black polished boots and black cap and black uniform with the SS insignia on his collar. He carried a leather crop in his hand for good measure.
 
                 The prisoners began disembarking from the train. Wayne made it a point to pause to ungag and untie Jessica’s mother. She had sat placidly since being restrained and Wayne felt that she had been through enough.
 
                 The SS Captain yelled instructions to the newly arrived prisoners via his megaphone. “Form two lines,” he directed. “One male, one female. Males to the left. Females to the right. Anyone who causes a problem or delay will be shot like the dog they are.” With their kicks and other coercions, the SS men made sure the prisoners obeyed the SS Captain’s command without the slightest procrastination.
 
                 Wayne and Linda were forced to separate. “I will get in touch with you as soon as I can,” Wayne promised her. “Do the same?”
 
                 “I will,” Linda said. An SS man came and pushed her into the female line before she could say anything else.
 
                 With the two long lines formed, the SS Captain commanded, through his megaphone, “Females, march out left. Move it.”
 
                 The women began to move. As Linda passed Wayne, she gave him a long stare goodbye. Wayne had a feeling that she was growing attached to him in a way that he was not quite comfortable with. That would be the least of his problems.
 
                 “Males, march out right,” the SS Captain ordered.
 
                 The men moved out in the opposite direction of the females did. As they moved out the SS men struck and belittled the men.
 
                 Wayne was still not aware of where he was being taken. He had the feeling it was going to be some kind of prison, but when he saw what it actually turned out to be, his jaw dropped.
 
                 The male prisoners reached the big iron gates of their destiny, Hollenburg. Wayne had seen enough pictures and documentaries in history classes to know what the place that stood before him was.
 
                 Hollenburg was a concentration camp.
 
                 Wayne thought about how from the outside, where he was standing, the camp looked like it was straight out of the 1940’s. Just like the ones he had seen in the black and white footage in those World War Two documentaries. As Wayne had always pictured a concentration camp, Hollenburg appeared no different. A barbed wire fence encircled the camp. Catwalks connected tower posts that contained armed SS men. A large sign at the entrance read: Hollenburg. Another sign at the entrance also contained a favorite Nazi lie: “Work liberates”. Wayne thought about the lunacy of a concentration camp in 1995 on what should have been American soil. And he was about to enter it.
 
                 As the prisoners neared the entrance of the camp, they were made to stop at a large table set up with files and typewriters on it. SS clerks sat behind the table, busily shouting and pecking away at their manual typewriters at the same time. Wayne’s turn came to step up to the table.
 
                 “Name?” a shifty-eyed SS clerk shouted with intimidation.
 
                 “Wayne.”
 
                 “Wayne what?”
 
                 Wayne had to think fast about what to say next. If he gave his real last name, then the SS would know he was Jewish, if they did not know already. Should he try and hide that fact? Where he was being admitted, would it make any difference anyway? Wayne decided not to take the chance of being caught fibbing. He answered, “Goldberg.”
 
                 “Height?”
 
                 “Five foot, eight inches.”
 
                 The SS clerk typed Wayne’s information onto a file card. “Weight?”
 
                 “A hundred and seventy-five.”
 
                 “Hair color?”
 
                 “Black.”
 
                 “Eye color?”
 
                 “Brown.”
 
                 “The name of the whore that spat you into the world?” the clerk wanted to know of Wayne.
 
                 With that question, Wayne wanted to punch the clerk. It was part of the Nazi strategy to demoralize the prisoners, Wayne knew. He would have to bear it, at least for the time being. He responded to the clerk, “Phyllis.”
 
                 “The agency that arrested you and the other scum?”
 
                 “The Gestapo.”
 
                 The SS clerk put a pen and the file card he had just been typing on in front of Wayne and told him, “Sign it.”
 
                 Wayne signed his signature on the bottom of the card. To the SS, that served to certify the accuracy of his statements.
 
                 After all of the prisoners had their information writen down and their photographs taken, they were then admitted to the camp center.
 
                 As Wayne walked through the camp’s main gate, he felt like crying. How could he have screwed up the world so badly? He thought of Dr. Hoffmann and her time machine. He wished he had never enrolled at New York University. Never had met Dr. Hoffmann. Never had let himself get talked into doing something so stupid as going back in time and killing Hitler.
 
                 Once inside the camp, the newly arrived prisoners, lined up in columns, were forced to stand at attention. The seconds turned into minutes, the minutes into hours. Every time a prisoner would move so much as a fraction of an inch to scratch himself or wave a mosquito away, one of the always watchful SS men would waste no time in lashing out a blow with a club to the unfortunate man.
 
                 Two hours into the torturous time the prisoners had been forced to stand motionless at attention, a prisoner sneezed loudly. A sneeze, usually a normal human function, was but one more excuse for the SS men to dish out inhuman pain and humiliation.
 
                 An SS Noncom pointed his rifle at the poor man, who was in his fifties, who had sneezed. “Get down on the ground, as the dog you are,” he ordered.
 
                 The prisoner looked at the SS Noncom with a pleading desperation in his eyes. The prisoner was the recipient of only a shine of hatred from the SS Noncom, who pushed his rifle barrel into the man’s temple. The prisoner obeyed the order and got down on all his fours on the muddy ground.
 
                 The SS Noncom purposely kicked the man so hard in the gut that he fell over in pain. He said, “Roll around, you swine.”
 
                 The prisoner abased himself by rolling around in the mud, getting his body and his clothes all dirty.
 
                 With his rifle pointed at the man, the SS Noncom commanded the muddy prisoner, “Oink as the pig you are. Oink.”
 
                 The prisoner further degraded himself by oinking.
 
                 “Louder, you dirty pig. Louder,” the SS Noncom directed.
 
                 “Oink, oink, oink...” the man blurted out at a higher volume.
 
                 The SS Noncom and the other SS men watching had a huge laugh at the sight. No matter how many times they had seen a prisoner, whether a new arrival or an old timer, do the pig routine, it never lost its charm.
 
                 Wayne thought to himself how demeaning it was, not only to the man down on the ground, but to the other prisoners who were witnessing what was occurring. Wayne, and the other prisoners, knew well that it just as likely could have been any one of them that was being degraded like the man in front of their eyes.
 
                 Hollenburg Concentration Camp had been constructed in the same manner as the other Reich camps had shortly after the War. As with the other Reich camps, Hollenburg had three main, distinct areas: headquarters area, the SS residential settlements, and the main compound. 
 
   The SS residential settlements were placed around the outskirts of the headquarters area and consisted of handsome houses, each with its own garden and terrace. A guard tower was evenly spread out every 250 feet inside the main compound. Around the clock, each guard tower contained an SS man with a high-powered machine gun directed at a specific area of the compound. From the main gate, a great bare space extended into the main compound. This was the all-important roll call area.
 
                 It was into the roll call area that the prisoners were led. In the center of this large square space, stood a gallows.
 
                 The gallows served as a constant reminder to the prisoners of what would await them should any one of them get out of line.
 
                 The prisoners again were directed to stand at attention.
 
                 SS-Hauptsturmfuehrer Wilhelm Himmelmann rode into the roll call area on a handsome white horse. The horse, Snowflake, had become his trademark. From his position on the horse, brandishing a whip, Captain Himmelmann would tour and inspect the camp on a daily basis. When prisoners would see the tall, lanky camp commandant approaching on horseback, they knew to keep their eyes focused on whatever work they were doing at the moment. If a prisoner, even for a second, looked up towards the Captain or in any way removed his eyes from his workstation, the punishment was an immediate twenty lashes.
 
                 The camp Commandant was there to personally give the indoctrination lecture to the prisoners. He dismounted his horse beside the gallows in front of the hundreds of new male arrivals.
 
                 “Do not be so foolish as to delude your feeble minds as to why you were brought to Hollenburg,” he spoke coldly. “You were brought here for one reason. You are here to serve the Reich. Your type has been permitted to exist to serve the Reich. You should all be honored. If you do what you are supposed to, work hard and follow orders, you will be fed and will stay alive. For those of you that do not like to work hard or have trouble obeying orders, I can find a special place for you.” Himmelmann grabbed the noose hanging from the gallows' pole, and ran his long fingers up and down the length of the rope. 
 
   “It is a place, I guarantee, where you will be able to get all the rest you desire.” He let out a short perverse laugh, and then continued his speech to the prisoners in the icy tone. “At Hollenburg I have rules that must be followed. The penalty for a violation of any rule is death. There are procedures at Hollenburg that must be carefully obeyed too. The penalty for the violation of a procedure is twenty-five lashes or perhaps a week in the underground isolation chamber without food. Rule number one: each morning at roll call, every prisoner...”
 
                 Wayne watched the Commandant speaking next to the gallows and thought how fitting the Captain would look with the noose wrapped around his scrawny neck. Wayne pictured the scene over and over in his mind as he stood standing there motionless. On more than one occasion, he also pictured himself as the person who would be the one to kick out the bucket from underneath the Captain’s feet, sending the Nazi dangling to his death.
 
                 SS Captain Himmelmann’s speech tediously crept on. He threatened the death penalty over thirty times for an endless series of offenses, some of which included stealing bread, attempting to escape, sabotage, not working hard enough, and being absent from roll call. Himmelmann did not mention a single permissible act. Hard work and serving the Reich was a recurring theme of the Captain’s speech. At no time, during the forty minutes that he talked, did he mention any chance of the prisoners being released from the camp.
 
                 When Captain Himmelmann was finished with his longwinded orientation speech, the prisoners, in groups of thirty, were led into the bathhouse building. Wayne was part of the third group brought in.
 
                 Once inside the bathhouse, the prisoners, in assembly line fashion, had their heads shaved by a team of six resident prisoners. Lice had at times been a problem at Hollenburg. The SS was not so concerned with the prisoners whom provided a home for the winged insects on their head. Since the lice, though, were not able to distinguish between the body of a lowly prisoner or the body of a superior SS man, and the SS often had contracted the pests from the prisoners, the SS was insistent that prisoners hair always be kept as short as possible. That meant, for the prisoners, getting the heads shaved routinely every three weeks.
 
                 After each group of prisoners received their “haircut”, they next had to completely strip down. The other prisoners working in the bathhouse collected their clothes and put them into large trash bags. Wayne wondered what the Nazis did with all their clothes, most of which were little more than rags. He would later find out from the prisoners who had been at the camp for a while that the clothes were incinerated.
 
                 The prisoners, in their groups of thirty and stark naked, entered the shower room. The prisoner orderlies tossed them soap. Cold water flowed down from the showerheads. With only ten showerheads for each thirty prisoners, all of the men were required to share shower space. The new prisoners had exactly two minutes to cleanse themselves. They were given recently used, damp towels. Wayne thought about how the last groups of prisoners to pass through the bathhouse were going to get drenched towels to try and dry their bodies with.
 
                 The last stop for the new prisoners in the bathhouse building was the tattoo room. Each prisoner was marked with an identification number on their right forearm, seven centimeters above the wrist. The blue ink on Wayne’s forearm read: 31740. When Wayne was a child he had wanted to get a tattoo so he could look cool; this wasn’t exactly what he had in mind. He looked at his arm and was repulsed by the notion that he had ever wished for one.
 
                 Behind the roll call area and the bathhouse were the mess hall, laundry building, and prisoner hospital. In back of those camp buildings, was the prisoner barracks - a series of one story wooden buildings lined up in neat rows. A network of unpaved dirt roads connected the various buildings throughout the camp.
 
                 The SS men deliberately guided the new prisoners, straight from the bathhouse naked and cold, through the long web of camp roads. SS men threw anything they could get their hand on at the wandering men, including stones, sticks, rotten fruits, and small rubber balls, as well as hurling a steady barrage of insults. Wayne was hit by a raw egg smack in his chest. The egg yolk streamed down his body as he and the other prisoners were forced to keep moving. The SS men made it a point to aim their throws at the men’s genitals. This was one more episode designed to eat away at the new arrivals self-esteem and pride.
 
                 The new prisoners lined up in front of the clothing room, which was part of the laundry building, to be issued clothes. As each prisoner passed by a window, a set of striped workclothes were flung at him. The bundle included a shirt, trousers, thin coat, socks, cap, and a worn out pair of black shoes. To Wayne the clothes appeared tattered and he questioned himself as to how many other prisoners might have worn the clothes he held in his hands. The only good thing about them was that they smelled freshly laundered. Prisoner orderlies instructed them to get dressed.
 
                 They were then led to the camp infirmary for the basic medical examination. As he was about to enter the infirmary, one of the prison orderlies, whispered in his ear, “Do not talk of any medical problems, past or present.”
 
                 The short medical examination by the doctor consisted of him looking down Wayne’s throat with a flashlight and asking Wayne general questions about his health.
 
                 “Do you have any current ailments that would cause you to not be able to perform your work?” the ancient doctor asked.
 
                 “No,” Wayne said.
 
                 “Have you had surgery or medical problems in the past?”
 
                 Wayne had a bad back, the result of doing too many dead lifts in the gym his senior year in high school. A disc had herniated and caused Wayne to be inactive and in pain for months. He remembered, though, what the prisoner orderly said to him. Wayne had no reason to trust that stranger, but something in the man’s eyes told Wayne that he knew that he should.
 
                 Wayne heeded the orderly’s advice and answered the doctor’s question, “No.”
 
                 The last stop in the whole sickening procedure of the prisoner orientation was the orderly room. The same questions that were originally asked of Wayne when he first entered Hollenburg were again asked of him, only that second time by prisoner orderlies instead of SS men. Wayne’s answers to the questions asked of him were recorded on an official camp file index card. Wayne had a hunch that the other prisoners and himself being subjected to a second round of questioning was a way of the SS checking out their honesty by seeing if there were any discrepancies between the two different sets of answers given by each individual prisoner.
 
                 Wayne was handed a ration of cigarettes (10) and a ration of bread (6 slices). He was then assigned to his barracks.
 
    
 
                 The barracks each had two wings. A wing contained a day room and sleeping quarters for 200 prisoners. A communal washroom, with six pit toilets and four sinks, separated the two wings of the barracks. No barracks had showers. They were located in the bathhouse.
 
                 Barracks 19 was Wayne’s new home. On the inside it was a gloomy place. The wooden floor was cold and full of splinters. There were no windows, just small ventilation portholes. Old rusted, metal bunk beds were tightly packed in together. Matted straw was what passed for the bed mattresses. An awful stench, which smelled like a combination of rotted wood and urine, permeated the air. Wayne was assigned the top part of a bunk by the Barracks orderly.
 
                 A prisoner approached Wayne. “You got an extra smoke?” he asked.
 
                 “Yeah, sure,” Wayne said and handed him a cigarette.
 
                 The prisoner placed the cigarette in his mouth, lit it up, and took a deep drag. He asked, “Could I bum another one off you?”
 
                 “Here, I don’t smoke anyway,” Wayne said and gave him another cigarette.
 
                 The prisoner, without thanking Wayne, walked away.
 
                 Samuel, a prisoner of about the same age as Wayne, who had been a resident of Barracks 19 since he was a teenager, strutted over to Wayne from where he had been standing. “Why the hell did you do that?” he asked with agitation.
 
                 “Do what?” Wayne questioned.
 
                 “Give away your cigarettes!”
 
                 “I don’t need them. I don’t smoke.”
 
                 “You greens never stop amazing me,” Samuel said. “Where are your possessions? Let me see them.”
 
                 “What possessions?”
 
                 “Exactly. You ain’t got nothing now. Nothing worth shit. Except later today or one day next week or sometime next year, if you live that long, you’re going to want an extra ration of bread or a pair of socks that ain’t full of holes or some other item in limited supply and you’ll be asked what you got in return for that item and, mister nonsmoker, if you wise up, you might just have something worthwhile to somebody else.” Samuel pointed to the remaining cigarettes in Wayne’s shirt pocket. “Got it?”
 
                 Wayne realized that what Samuel had said made sense. “Got it.”
 
                 “Good,” Samuel said. “Now, give me a cigarette.”
 
                 “Is this some kind of test?” Wayne wanted to know.
 
                 “This ain’t no test. I gave you advice that’s worth something and I want a smoke.”
 
                 Wayne handed a cigarette to Samuel, who promptly struck a match and lit it up.
 
                 “Samuel,” he said and put his hand out.
 
                 Wayne shook Samuel’s hand and introduced himself, “Wayne.”
 
                 Samuel inhaled on his smoke and said, “We have a saying around here, Wayne. The first fifteen years are the hardest, then a man gets used to it.” Without another word, he walked off.
 
                 Wayne spent the rest of that day sitting on his bunk. Many of the prisoners, having come from the same ghetto, knew each other. A few of the new prisoners introduced themselves to Wayne. Some of the prisoners amused themselves by playing cards or shooting dice. The “old timers”, men like Samuel who had been prisoners for years, had been able to finagle such small amusements, like playing cards and dice, into the barracks. Wayne got the impression that most of the new arrivals did not seem fazed by their new surroundings. They appeared to have calmly accepted being interned. 
 
   Wayne overheard one new prisoner, “At least I won’t starve here”. Wayne could only imagine the conditions of the places from where these men had come.
 
                 A senior block inmate was assigned one per barracks and was responsible for the men living in his barracks. Each senior block inmate was chosen by the prisoner block leader, the man, who himself a prisoner, responsible for all of the barracks and the men who resided in them as a whole.
 
                 The senior block inmate of Barracks 19, a man simply called Shorty, informed the new arrivals at ten o’clock that it was time for lights out. A full day of work was ahead.
 
                 The main compound of Hollenburg became quiet and still under the darkness of evening, except for the occasional rustle of an SS guard patrolling the grounds. Wayne lay uncomfortably on his straw mattress and could not sleep at all that first night in the camp. He cried and felt homesick. In his mind, all he could think about was getting out of that place and getting a hold of those Gadolinium Crystals. He knew it would be suicide to try and escape, though he was tempted to take the chance. From that day on, the only thing Wayne had in his life worth living for was hope. Hope that he would get out of there somehow and be able to do what he would have to in order to right the wrongs of his actions. Hope that he would return the world back to normal. Hope that he would see his parents again. Hope that he would see his love, Lauren, again. Wayne ate a slice of his stale bread ration, and was finally able to dose off into a light sleep for an hour before the earsplitting sounds of the reveille sirens rang out form the camp loudspeakers.
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   Pliss / Reich
 
   CHAPTER FIVE
 
    
 
                 The prisoners, immediately upon waking, had to assemble in the roll call area. Thousands of men dressed in zebra-striped outfits lined up in columns, arranged according by barrack number. The men were required to remove their caps from their heads and stand totally still during roll call, which lasted a minimum of an hour every morning, regardless of how bad weather conditions were. SS men kept a watch on the prisoners during roll call, always searching for the slightest excuse to dish out one of their various forms of punishment to a prisoner. A prisoner might be accused of moving during roll call, which was hard not to do, or not keeping his eyes looking straight ahead at the gallows.
 
                 Roll call officer Stepp, an SS man, yelled out the prisoner’s identification numbers. As each prisoner answered, their number was marked off on the roll call sheet that Stepp had with him. “31740,” Stepp yelled out.
 
                 “Present,” Wayne sharply replied.
 
                 Wayne, like most of the newcomers, was appointed to the toughest, least desirable job at Hollenburg - the quarry. Wayne was assigned by the SS Labor Service Officer to work excavating and pounding away at the rocky ground with primitive tools under the watchful eyes of SS guards. The work was back-breaking and Wayne didn’t understand the point of his job. The prisoners new to the quarry quickly became sweated and exhausted, but they were aware that they had better work as diligently as possible. If a prisoner was caught not working up to what the SS guards thought was full potential, the penalties were severe.
 
                 During Wayne’s first workday in camp, a prisoner was singled out by a guard for slackness in his duties. The prisoner was trussed up on a tree in a special harness that the SS used for such a purpose.
 
                 “Why were you pissing off?” the SS guard who had singled the man out asked.
 
                 “I was not, sir,” the prisoner nervously said from his hanging position above the guard.
 
                 “Then you are calling me a liar,” the SS guard noted.
 
                 “No, sir. I would not say such a thing.”
 
                 “Either you were pissing off your work or I am a liar,” the SS guard commented.
 
                 The prisoner knew that by saying or even suggesting that the guard was a liar would be enough to get him killed. He decided to go the safer route and said meekly, “I was neglecting my work, sir.”
 
                 “Pissing off on your work?” the SS guard said loud enough so all of the other men, who continued to concentrate on their jobs at hand, could hear. “Lazy son-of-a-bitch. You are pissing off your work while everybody else out here is busy doing their share for the Reich. You will serve as an example for other vermin that piss off work. Your type will know that being a lazy motherfucker will not be tolerated at Hollenburg.”
 
                 The SS guard began to throw heavy rocks at the trussed up prisoner, specifically aiming the stones at the man’s head. Three more SS guards joined in the fun, and after only a few hits, the prisoners head was bleeding form deep cuts.
 
                 Wayne kept his eyes focused on his work as he continued pounding away at the cold ground with a pickax. Though it was a cold day, he sweated excessively. Wayne could hear the thumps of the stones hitting the man’s body, which could not have been more than 10 yards away, from where he stood. Wayne knew enough to know that the SS guards were using that unlucky prisoner as a model for him and the other new arrivals. It was yet another scare tactic to keep the prisoners walking on eggshells.
 
                 “There will be no pissing off of work at Hollenburg,” one of the SS guards said between throwing rocks at his human target, now bleeding heavily from the head and unconscious. The SS guard who had signaled the man out picked up his gun and put it to the man’s skull.
 
                 Wayne heard the pop of a gun being fired. He swallowed hard.
 
                 The prisoners received a fifteen-minute lunch break. Lunch was the standard pint of thin soup and a small piece of bread per man, an inadequate meal for a person doing hard labor.
 
                 To Wayne, it felt fantastic just to be able to give his aching back and feet a rest. He placed his soup down and rubbed his weary eyes, completely exhausted.
 
                 He did not look to be tired as Wayne appeared to be. “Let me give you some advice, son,” the older prisoner whispered to Wayne in a husky voice. “Work with your eyes more than your hands or you won’t last a week here. And you might make the rest of us look bad. Think about it.” Having said that, he walked off.
 
                 Wayne, on that day, did not pay much attention to what the man had told him. He was too worn out to concentrate on anything. Wayne went to grab his small bowl of soup, but it had vanished. He had a good idea, though, of who had taken it.
 
    
 
                 On Wayne’s second night in Hollenburg, the SS held one of their occasional night inspections. Though winter loomed on the horizon and it was already bitter cold, the prisoners were allowed only to wear shirts while sleeping underneath the paper-thin blankets that had been issued to them. Any prisoner caught wearing socks, underwear, or any other article of clothing, could expect to receive severe punishment. Block leader Hans Kammler, the SS corporal in charge of the barracks and with keeping the men in them disciplined and who was also fond of spending most of his evenings acting like the drunken buffoon that he was, always led those impromptu inspections. The new arrivals, including Wayne, had heard from the old timers that Kammler always held a late night inspection within three days of a new batch of prisoners arriving.
 
                 At three past midnight during that drizzly night, Kammler and three of his SS coadjutors held one of his surprise inspections of the men in Barracks 19. Block leader Kammler and his men stormed the barracks, which was quiet except for the snoring of a handful of prisoners. Kammler’s men flicked up the switch to the lights, illuminating the sleeping occupants. 
 
   They went around banging loudly on the bedposts with their shiny steel clubs and shouting, “Up, vermin!” 
 
   The inmates, wearing only their nightshirts, were made to line up beside their bunks as Kammler strutted through both wings of the barracks.
 
                 On that particular evening, all of the prisoners were dressed according to regulations. But that was not good enough to satisfy the tipsy Kammler. No, he had to find some reason to dish out pain to at least a few of the subhumans standing half naked before him. For block leader Hans Kammler and his men in reality could not care less whether or not any of the prisoners wore clothing to bed that they were not supposed to. The true purpose of a late night visit to a barracks was to fulfill their barbaric, sadistic urges. So, on the pretext that the prisoners did not get out of their bunks quick enough, the prisoners were forced to get down on the cold, wooden floor and do fifty pushups each, calling out the number of each pushup as they did them. Doing the pushups was a tough enough task for the average person to perform at any hour, but even more so difficult for a person having just awoken out of a deep sleep.
 
                 As the prisoners complied with the order to do the pushups, Kammler strolled about, yelling out, “Faster, you swine! All the way down or else you’ll spend thirty days in the hole!”
 
                 Wayne had always done pushups regularly as part of his exercise regiment, so the fifty to him was no big deal. Most of the men, though, struggled to get past thirty.
 
                 Some of the older and weaker men could not do the pushups fast enough for the block leader, no matter how much he prodded the man along. In those frequent cases, Kammler would have an SS aide issue a swift blow with their club to the unlucky inmate’s back or legs. Kammler personally kicked a large amount of the prisoners in their stomachs with his steel tipped leather boots with as much force as he could.
 
    
 
                 With the rising sun, Wayne and the other prisoners once again began the daily routine of living as concentration camp inmates. Roll call would always end with the command from Stepp, “Caps off! Caps on!” That was the morning salute for Captain Himmelmann, the camp commandant, who was always present at roll call with, of course, his beloved horse, Snowflake. 
 
   Stepp would next issue the command, “Labor details - fall in!” 
 
   With that, each prisoner would move out to his assigned work assembly point – the location where all members of a work detail would gather before moving out to their work detail site. As the prisoners dispersed in columns of five abreast out to a long backbreaking day of labor, the camp band played merry tunes as if a celebration or parade was taking place.
 
    
 
                 At Hollenburg, prisoners were categorized into one of three groups. The first group was the “shiftless elements”. That group included alcoholics, compulsive gamblers, wife beaters, people who showed up late for work one time too many, and other such types of persons that the Reich thought needed some time in a camp for “re-education” until they were ready to return to the racial community of German society as better men. The second group consisted of the political opponents. Those were men who were overheard saying something “anti-Nazi” or “anti-German”, which basically included any kind of criticism at all. One man had been sentenced to two years of hard labor at Hollenburg because, as he traveled on a public bus to work, he complained to a fellow worker, “I think we’re spending too much money and wasting manpower on building the new Reich War Museum.” The Gestapo had picked him up at his work place within three hours of him innocently making the former comment. The third group at Hollenburg was made up of the inferior races, which comprised anyone who was not of German blood who did not fit into the other two categories. Wayne had been interned as a political opponent.
 
                 For Wayne, the day meant the endless work of the quarry. As he pounded away at the rock, he thought about what had been said to him about working with his eyes more than his hands. He realized what that older prisoner had implied. There were too many workers in the quarry for the guards to keep an eye on all of the time. Wayne noticed that only when one of the SS slave drivers or detail leaders put in an appearance, did most prisoners start hauling ass in their work. Otherwise, they pretended to work while keeping a look out of the corner of their eyes. Wayne began the practice of doing that and greatly reduced his workload, and his exhaustion, during the day.
 
                 Since the prisoners weren’t fed breakfast, by the time lunch came, most of the men were feeling the pangs of hunger. Wayne, who had always been in the habit of eating a large breakfast, was especially hungry by mid-morning.
 
                 The prisoners received their fifteen-minute lunch break each day. Lunch was always the standard “meal” of bread and thin tasteless soup of one type or another. To Wayne, the soup sometimes tasted like chicken soup, sometimes like potato soup, often like a vegetable soup, and once in a while like fish chowder, but it was impossible to tell exactly just what was in it. Wayne was not sure he wanted to know, either.
 
                 There never was enough lunch to go around for everybody. The SS made sure of that. It was one example of the little sadistic practices implemented in the camp on a daily basis. Instead of complaining or fighting with one another about who would eat lunch on that day, or who more deserved to eat, the prisoners whom received their meal allowances would share what scanty amount of food they had with the men who had received nothing. Every prisoner, at one time, would be shorted a meal ration. Some of the prisoners, the handful who had refused to share their meal rations at all with those men who had received nothing on a given day, were treated in the same manner by the other prisoners when they became the ones without lunch rations. Wayne was thrown a few bite size pieces of bread by some of the other men on a day when the lunch rations ran out before he was lucky enough to get one.
 
                 After lunch, it was back to work for the prisoners until six o’clock. The prisoners would then march back in organized columns for evening roll call to the roll call area, where, as the men arrived, the camp band would again play merry tunes.
 
                 Roll call officer Stepp would proceed to call off the prisoner’s numbers. Wayne and the other inmates would have to often stand for hours on end, regardless of rain or ice cold weather, until it could be established that no one had escaped during the day.
 
                 After roll call, it was almost always punishment time for some unlucky inmate who had an SS detail leader or an SS sergeant determine that the inmate did not give his full effort in his day’s duties, or for an inmate who was noticed by an SS sergeant not following a proper procedure. The unfortunate man would be secured to a whipping rack and then be given the standard twenty lashes to his back. All of the prisoners would be forced to watch and listen to the loud crack of the leather whip as it snapped against their fellow prisoner’s back. Captain Himmelmann was always present for those lashings and would sometimes take great pleasure in dealing them out himself. The only time Wayne ever saw the camp commandant with a smirk on his ordinarily stolid face was when he was cracking the whip at an inmate. Wayne knew the pain of receiving such a lashing and felt pity every time that he witnessed another man being treated with so much brutality. With the lashings occurring at the end of almost every evening roll call, Wayne figured that sooner or later his turn would come up.
 
                 The prisoners would then file into the mess hall and line up to have dinner dished out to them by the prisoners whom worked in the kitchen. Kitchen detail was a much sought after job, since it was known among the inmates that the men whom toiled in the mess hall operation ate better than the men working on other non-food related details. The night meal commonly consisted of a piece of white bread, a dab of margarine, a bit of sausage, a cup of soup (the same kind that had been served as lunch that day) and a spoonful of cottage cheese. Once in a while, Viking salad of ground fish bones and potatoes would be served. Wayne never ate enough to satisfy his hunger.
 
                 At night, the prisoners would have a small amount of free time before the lights went out at ten. Many of the men would talk amongst themselves, play cards, take a short stroll in front of the barracks, or simply enjoy a smoke. Some of the men, fatigued, would immediately fall asleep upon returning to the barracks. The camp band, made up entirely of prisoners, could often be heard throughout the camp blowing out their upbeat tunes on their brass instruments as they rehearsed. The band sometimes played at official SS functions and was always being ordered to learn new tunes. Reading material, such as the German daily newspaper, the Volkischer Beobachter, would be available to the inmates, though it often ended up being used as toilet paper.
 
                 At Hollenburg, incredibly enough, there was a brothel. The SS wanted to discourage any homosexual activity from taking place in camp and decided that the satisfaction of the sexual libido was a basic need for men, even slave laborers. The ladies whom worked in the brothel were inmates from Hollenburg’s female prison camp population. Wayne never did find out how one gained admission to the brothel, but he did know that there was a waiting list and that the SS men were frequent visitors.
 
                 At ten o’clock, it was lights out for the prisoners. With the new morning, there would come another backbreaking day of labor for the men.
 
    
 
                 For seven weeks, Wayne and lived the daily schedule as a concentration camp slave laborer. With each passing day, he felt less and less that he would ever get an opportunity to leave the hell that his life had become and felt more and more depressed about his situation. He kept to himself, making little more than small talk with the other incarcerated men. Wayne would trade his cigarette rations with other men in his barracks for food, making out with a small amount of additional bread.
 
                 Wayne had not spoken to Samuel since the day he had arrived at Hollenburg. Samuel appeared to Wayne to be the authority on every facet of life in camp. It seemed that whenever a prisoner had a question relating to some aspect of camp life that nobody else could reply to, they would ask Samuel and he would have the answer. Due to the length of time he had been at Hollenburg and the fact that he was an outgoing guy, Samuel knew all of the prisoners by first name and he took pride in that. One evening, shortly after the inmates had arrived back at the barracks at the end of a long day of work, Wayne bumped into Samuel.
 
                 Samuel said, “Don’t tell me. You were...”
 
                 “Wayne.”
 
                 “I said don’t tell me. I would have gotten it,” Samuel said disappointed that Wayne did not give him a chance to show that he indeed remembered Wayne’s name. “That’s right, Wayne, the nonsmoker.”
 
                 “And you’re Samuel.”
 
                 “Samuel to some,” he said and then pointed to his marked forearm, “One eight seven two four to others.” He asked, “Where you from, Wayne?”
 
                 “New York.”
 
                 “Shhh. Don’t let the SS hear you call it that. Is the ghetto back there as bad as they say it is?”
 
                 “Which ghetto is that?” Wayne said, not knowing what Samuel was talking about.
 
                 “The one you came from,” Samuel replied. “I assume you came from the ghetto. You speak in that funny way,” he said alluding to Wayne’s thick New York accent, “and you came in on a shipment with ghetto-dwellers.”
 
                 “Oh, yeah, you’re right,” Wayne said in agreement. He knew it would be easier to go along with that Samuel thought about where he came from instead of trying to tell him otherwise. “My mind is dazed from working in the quarry so much. You’re right, it’s pretty bad back in the ghetto.”
 
                 “Well, it ain’t no garden of roses here either,” Samuel stated.
 
                 Wayne had been curious about something since he had first arrived in camp, but was apprehensive about asking any of the other prisoners about it for fear of inviting unwanted attention or suspicion unto himself. Wayne felt semi-comfortable enough around Samuel to inquire of him, “Let me ask you something. Have a lot of people escaped from camp?”
 
                 “Only one since I’ve been here.”
 
                 “How long ago has that been?”
 
                 “I ain’t quite sure,” the long time prisoner said. “I guess it’s been ‘bout twelve years or so.”
 
                 “Only one escape in twelve years.” Wayne said with disheartenment. “Don’t prisoners regularly try and leave here?”
 
                 “And go where? Ain’t nothing out there but more Nazis. There isn’t a person in here that hasn’t thought of escape at some time or other, myself included. But, believe me, it ain’t worth it. They’d find you.”
 
                 “You think so?”
 
                 “I know so,” Samuel said confidently. “And you know what’d probably happen to you when they did. Same thing that happened to that last guy that escaped.
 
                 “Which was?”
 
                 “The SS took it out on the rest of us big time when that asshole left,” Samuel explained with a tinge of anger from the memory of the incident. “Food was kept from us for days, work hours were extended late into the night, and hell, just ‘bout everyone of us got twenty-five lashes. So when the Gestapo caught the escaped guy, which took them ‘bout a week, and he was brought back here to Hollenburg, the SS didn’t do nothing to him but return him to his old barracks.”
 
                 Wayne asked, “That’s all they did?”
 
                 “That’s all they had to. During the night, a couple of real hungry, real tired prisoners took care of him in their own way.”
 
                 “What’d they do to him?” Wayne wanted to know.
 
                 “Well,” Samuel hesitated, as if thinking about how to phrase his answer, “let’s just say he hasn’t been heard from since. So, keep them thoughts and ideas of escape out of your head. Don’t even talk ‘bout it. You never know who’s listening. It ain’t worth it. Understand?”
 
                 Wayne was dismayed to hear the things Samuel said to him on the subject of escape. He felt more hopeless than ever. 
 
   “Yeah, I understand,” he muttered out.
 
                 Samuel lit up a cigarette and said, “Listen, me and a couple of the boys are getting a game up. You in?”
 
                 “A game of what?” he asked.
 
                 “Poker.”
 
                 Wayne had often witnessed other men in his barracks playing cards, but it was always card games that never involved any wagers. He knew the SS had a policy that outlawed gambling by inmates. He questioned, “Isn’t gambling forbidden?”
 
                 “Yeah, but that ain’t never stopped us. We gotta have some fun. Besides, tonight there’s a big party being held for Himmelmann on account of his birthday. All the SS will be over at his place. We go nothing to worry ‘bout,” Samuel reassured Wayne.
 
                 “Okay, count me in.”
 
    
 
                 SS Captain Himmelmann’s luxuriant house sat atop a hill half a kilometer outside the gates of the camp he oversaw. It was his castle and he was the king overlooking his subjects. The gardens were lavish and were attended to by three full time gardeners. The grounds also included a swimming pool, which was rarely used. The inside of the beautiful residence was decorated with plenty of antiques and relics of Germany’s glorious past. There were lush hand carved furniture from the nineteenth century and exquisite military swords. On the walls, hung large oil paintings, including one of Adolf Hitler.
 
                 Commandant Himmelmann, his wife (a pretty woman twenty years his junior), Officer Stepp, Medical Officer Kunz, and many top SS Sergeants, SS Captains, and SS Lieutenant-Generals were present. Caviar and alcohol were abundant, as was intoxicated laughter.
 
                 Medical Officer Kunz, the man in charge of the camp infirmary and with the control of disease inside the camp, offered his close friend, the commandant, a toast. He raised his glass of brandy and said, “Happy birthday, Wilhelm. Fifty-two and yet, you do not look a day over forty. What is the secret to your youth?”
 
                 Captain Himmelmann threw his arm around his wife’s waist and told the crowd, “This lovely lady keeps me feeling like a youngster. I do not know what I would do without her.”
 
                 “What keeps you so physically fit?” an SS Sergeant yelled out.
 
                 “I do my regular exercises,” Himmelmann responded. “One must stay in fine shape to be a commandant. One day, I beat prisoners, the next day, I beat more prisoners, the following day, and more prisoners must be disciplined. It is a tough exercise.” Himmelmann performed a mock beating, complete with hits and kicks, on one of the party guests.
 
                 The crowd roared with laughter at the comical site of the staged beating.
 
                 In the washroom of barrack 19, sitting on the dusty floor, Samuel, Wayne, and Walter, Adam, Richard, and George played poker, using cigarettes, bread rations, and socks as ante.
 
                 “Okay, what’ya guys got?” Samuel asked with a grin on his face. “I doubt any of ya could beat what I got.”
 
                 “Nothing. I’m out,” Walter said as he put down his cards.
 
                 “Pair of nines,” Adam said.
 
                 “Two pair,” Richard stated.
 
                 George threw down his hand and said, “I’m out too.”
 
                 “Ha, ha, ha, I’m lovin’ it,” Samuel twitted the other players. He said to Wayne, “The only thing that’s going to save ya is a four of a kind or a royal flush. What’ya got, Wayne?”
 
                 “Royal flush,” Wayne answered and showed the men his hand.
 
                 “Shit!” Samuel exclaimed.
 
                 Walter, Adam, Richard, and George laughed as Wayne took the winning pot of four cigarettes, two small pieces of bread, and a sock without holes. Samuel, without a word, dealt out another hand.
 
                 For the first time since that day when Dr. Hoffmann had innocently asked to see him after school and for the first time since the whole damn ordeal began which led him to where he currently was, Wayne laughed. It felt fantastic to him. He had instantly sensed a relief of tension inside of his stressed body. Wayne had not realized how much a person could miss something until that person did not have it for a while - even a thing as simple as laughter.
 
                 Adam, one of the fortunate men who worked in the mess hall, and who also happened to be black, smuggled out some sausage that night and shared it with the rest of the poker players. The cold, soggy meat tasted wonderful. 
 
   Wayne thought back to the time when he had dined with Dr. Hoffmann and the Rausching family and how when the main course of smoked eel was passed around he had been disgusted by it. He now thought it ironic that if the same plate of food had been put before his eyes, he would have gobbled it up without hesitation.
 
                 Since entering Hollenburg, Wayne had tried to talk to as few people as possible and mind his own business. That night of the card game, though, it was a good feeling to Wayne to finally be able to have conversations, and share a couple of laughs, with the guys.
 
                 Wayne had learned that they all had similar tales to tell about how they had ended up as prisoners in a concentration camp. Samuel, Adam, George, Walter, and Richard had all been born and raised in filthy ghettos where the inhabitants were considered inferior by the Nazi government for being of an inferior bloodline to that of the German people. At the average age of thirteen they were picked up by SS Work Labor Units and brought to Hollenburg, one of a network of concentration camps, to work as slave labor, as long as they were fit to. They had been told that they would one day be returned to their ghettos, but none of the men, including Samuel – who had been in Hollenburg the longest amount of time – had ever seen an inmate leave the camp, unless as a corpse.
 
                 Richard won a hand and collected his winnings – four small rations of stale bread, which, when put together, would have equaled the size of no more than a slice of bread.
 
                 “Don’t bite down too hard on that bread,” George joked. “You might break a tooth.”
 
                 “I think I already have,” Richard retorted.
 
                 Richard turned to Wayne and asked him, “How’s life in the quarry treating you?”
 
                 “Like shit,” Wayne said.
 
                 “I’ve done worse,” Richard said. “When I first got here, they had a squad of us busting our asses building these free standing walls, only to have us later tear them down. Pointless shit, man!”
 
                 George added, “You think that’s bad? When I was working on transportation detail, a bunch of us would be harnessed, as if we were fucking mules or something, to a heavy wagon piled up with stones. We’d then be forced to pull it while singing at the same time. The guards would laugh and call us their singing horses.”
 
                 Wayne said to his new friends, “You guys all seem to work on real smooth, cushy details – mess hall, print shop, carpentry. How’d you guys hook up?”
 
                 “Time,” Richard responded. “We’ve all been here a long time. You make connections after a while.”
 
                 “C’mon, cut the talk.” Samuel said sharply. “Let’s concentrate on the cards.” He was down on cigarette rations, and, being a heavy smoker, the thought of losing his precious fixes of nicotine was too much for him to handle. The reason Samuel enjoyed playing cards at all was that he was usually good enough to win a few extra cigarette rations.
 
                 Wayne did think about telling the men about what he had done to change the course of world history and about how he was responsible, at least indirectly, for them living their lives as slave laborers in Hollenburg. The notion of doing so quickly left his mind. He realized that what he said would have sounded crazy to them. Wayne had heard about how the prisoners whom had cracked under the work strain, or simply from living the strained life of a slave laborer, had “disappeared” never to be seen again. He had a good idea of what had happened to them and he decided against taking any chances on having rumors of nuttiness concerning him spread around camp.
 
                 Wayne, holding three aces and two kings, won his fifth hand in a row.
 
                 Samuel asked, “Where’d you learn to play cards like that?”
 
                 “Atlantic City.”
 
                 “Atlantic City?” Samuel thought for a moment and said, “Ain’t never heard of it.”
 
    
 
    
 
                 All of the guests at Captain Himmelmann’s birthday party had brought with them gifts for the guest of honor. These were not average birthday presents, such as a silk tie or a pair of gloves would have been, but more like major offerings. At the Captain’s previous birthday party, an SS-Scharfuehrer (staff sergeant) with the last name of Neumann presented the Commandant with a painting by one of his favorite nineteenth century artists. Two weeks later, Staff Sergeant Neumann was promoted up to that of Sergeant Major Neumann - a significant promotion. Himmelmann had used his numerous connections in Berlin to have the man moved up in rank. With the memory of that incident still fresh in their minds, every party guest wanted to make certain that their particular gift to the Captain would be one that made a deep, lasting impression.
 
                 Captain Himmelmann opened his presents with the enthusiasm of a child on Christmas morning. He unwrapped a gift, which turned out to be an expensive bottle of a fine red wine and read the attached card.
 
                 “Ah, one of my favorite wines, vintage 1896,” the birthday boy stated, clearly pleased with the gift. “Thank you, Herr Rueger,” he said in gratitude to the SS Lieutenant, also an old friend, who had given him the gift.
 
                 Captain Himmelmann grabbed a small wrapped box out of the large pile of presents and tore off the covering. He opened the box up too reveal the shrunken head of a woman, complete with miniature locks of brunette hair covering the tiny skull. The party guests let out an admiring gasp.
 
                 “I had that one made especially for you, Herr Commandant,” Medial Officer Kunz proudly said. “It should make a fine addition to your fabulous collection. It is of Bolshevist origin.”
 
                 “It’s splendid. Thank you, Herr Kunz,” Captain Himmelmann said and took a swig from his glass of brandy. He snatched another present from the pile of gifts and, with excitement, begun to unwrap it.
 
    
 
    
 
                 Wayne continued with his winning streak at poker, accumulating a stockpile of cigarettes, bread rations, as well as several socks and a shirt, which Samuel had bet and lost. Wayne did not plan on keeping any of his winnings and was going to return them to the other men when they were done playing. He did not want any hard feelings felt towards him by his fellow inmates for taking their few measly belongings. The laughs he had and the diversion from the regular camp routine made the game worthwhile to Wayne.
 
                 “Are you sure Jack is keeping an eye out?” Adam asked Samuel.
 
                 Samuel replied, “He better be – I gave him a cigarette.”
 
                 It was Richard’s turn to deal the cards. As he dealt a hand out, he said, “You guys ever wonder what would happened had Adolf Hitler lived and not died so early on? I mean, would the course of history have been the same? Would we be sitting here right now?”
 
                 “Not the what if Hitler lived discussion again. Spare me, Richie,” Samuel said. He viewed his cards and clearly did not like his hand. “Damn it!”
 
                 “I think, that had Hitler lived,” stated Walter, who was of a Hungarian bloodline, “and hadn’t kicked the bucket so early on, he would have made war against his neighbors and with America. In Mein Kampf that’s what he said he would do once he had full control of Germany. He wanted to fight so the Germans would have more breathing space.”
 
                 “I don’t know about that,” George said. “Who knows if he would really have done what he said he would in his book or instead just gone and lived happily like a fat cat as head of Germany?”
 
                 Samuel won his first hand in fifteen minutes. He collected seven cigarettes and pocketed them, making sure he would walk away with at least some smokes for the next day.
 
                 “What do you think, Wayne – what would’ve happened if Hitler lived?” Richard asked.
 
                 A chill shot through Wayne when he heard the question posed to him. Did anyone suspect the truth about him? How could they possibly? No, the conversation, he decided, was a strange coincidence. 
 
   He fumbled for words, not really sure of what to say, though he knew he would have been able to tell them in great detail what he knew would have been, and should have been, the course of human history. “Well, I’ve never given it any thought.”
 
                 The loud thump of three knocks against the washroom wall was heard. Samuel, Walter, Adam, Richard, and George instantly threw down their cards and made a big rush to exit the washroom. Wayne was left sitting alone.
 
                 “What the hell?” Wayne said and wondered what was going on. He picked up the cards and the rations of bread and cigarettes that had been left behind and stuffed them into his shirt and pants pockets. Wayne stood up and went to exit the room, walking dead smack into SS Block leader Kammler.
 
                 Kammler shoved Wayne with so much force that Wayne thought, when his body made contact with the aged wooden wall behind him, that he might have actually gone through it, and fallen into the right wing of the barracks. Kammler frisked Wayne, finding the cards and his winnings.
 
                 Wayne, for the first time since he had been at Hollenberg, had been caught doing something that was against camp policy. He thought maybe he would be able to hastily make something up about why he had the cards and a stash of extra bread and cigarette rations on his person, though he knew that the punishment for being caught lying to an SS official could be just as severe as for being caught gambling. Before he was able to speak any words, Kammler silently exited the barracks, taking the cards and the rations that he found on Wayne with him.
 
                 Wayne was aware that he had some form of discipline coming his way the next day. He was not sure what the punishment de jour would be. Would he be whipped? Would he be forced to do a hundred knee bends while a guard, with his burly fists, administered kidney blows to him? Would he be locked inside a wooden box, barely large enough for an average-sized man to squeeze into in a squatting position, while nails were driven through it? Or would the punishment be any one of the other many various forms of torture that the SS had up their sleeves? Worst of all, Wayne shook with anticipation, would he be hanged as an example for the other inmates? He cursed the men who had left him alone in the washroom to be caught red-handed. He cursed Dr. Hoffmann and her time machine. He cursed the quarry. Wayne did not sleep a wink that night.
 
    
 
                 Morning roll call came and went as usual. Wayne spent his day working in the quarry. Nothing was said to him by any of the prisoners or guards about what had happened the previous evening. Wayne was beginning to feel optimistic that he would receive no punishment at all for his gambling offense. Maybe, Wayne had hoped, Kammler got plastered during the night and totally forgot about entering barrack 19 and finding cards and rations on him. The prisoner with the number 31740 inked on his forearm would not be so lucky.
 
                 Roll call officer Stepp, immediately upon the completion of the evening’s roll call, said “Prisoner number 31740, step forward.”
 
                 During roll call, the whipping rack had been wheeled in to the center of the roll call area by an SS guard, tenderly as if it was a delicate statue or a fine piece of art. To the SS, the whipping rack was considered as indispensable object whereas a prisoner could be replaced with much more ease than building a new instrument of terror. 
 
   Once he saw the whipping rack arrive, Wayne’s instinct told him that it was there solely for him. He knew that the SS would not bother to bring in the rack if they planned on instead using the gallows, which eased his fear that he would be hung.
 
                 Wayne had witnessed four hangings since he had been at Hollenburg. None of the offenses seemed to him to be anything that should warrant the death penalty. One man had been accused of sabotage when he accidentally broke a drilling machine in the tool plant he had been laboring in for the previous six years. During his second week as a prisoner, Wayne had viewed a hanging. After that, he’d become pretty numb. A man had been murdered right before his eyes. The sight of the hanging, though, did not vex him as much as the fact that he felt insensitive to the crime. As he had watched the bucket get kicked out from underneath the man’s bare, dirty feet, Wayne only thought about and cared about how soon it would be until he ate dinner. Later that night, after having witnessed his first hanging, as he lay awake in the dark of the barracks, Wayne questioned what was happening to him. 
 
   “Have I become so cold and unfeeling that the sight of an innocent man being strung up in front of me annoys me because of the fact that it delays my dinner?” he asked himself. Wayne came to the conclusion that if he had not become emotionally detached from such occurrences in camp, he would surely lose his mind.
 
                 Wayne, upon hearing his number called out, swallowed hard. As he nervously walked to the head of the roll call area, he felt the gaze of all of the other inmates on him. His turn to feel the whip had finally come.
 
                 “Number 31740,” Roll call officer Stepp announced, “you are hereby charged with gambling in camp. The punishment for a first gambling offense is twenty-five lashes.”
 
                 Two SS guards secured Wayne to the whipping rack, pulling the leather straps that held his body in place as tight as they could. Wayne could do nothing but endure the punishment that would soon be inflicted up on him.
 
                 Stepp signaled the always-present camp band to start playing their well-rehearsed upbeat marching tunes as SS Captain Himmelmann looked on. Block leader Kammler, possessing a whip in his hand and a gleam in his eye, commenced the lashing.
 
                 The whip striking against his naked back hurt as much as the first time he had been whipped, back at Gestapo headquarters. Each new snap of the whip hurt ten times more than the prior lash. Men like Kammler were experts in brutality. They were men no longer capable of human stirrings but rather fanatics blindly marching behind their Fuehrer’s flag while all around them their victims fell by the tens of thousands. Wayne, strangely, no longer feared death. He almost welcomed it. He thought, as he was being lashed in front of the whole camp, why not sleep the eternal, peaceful sleep instead of dealing with the misery that his life had become? Deep down in his psyche, however, Wayne was conscious of the reasons why he had to continue living. As the whip made contact with his body on the eighteenth lash of his punishment, the world appeared to start spinning as Wayne’s eyesight blurred. He soon passed out.
 
                 Roll call officer Stepp, who was one of the few SS men who would crack a rare genuine smile at least once a week, picked up a handy bucket of cold water and poured its contents on the passed out prisoner. Wayne remained unconscious. Stepp removed a wad of smelling salt from his pouch and waved it underneath Wayne’s nostrils. That was sufficient enough to revive him.
 
                 Kammler put his face up to Wayne’s face and, breathing heavily, demanded to know, “Who were you gambling with?” He received no response. Kammler slapped Wayne strong across the left cheek, leaving his large hand imprint behind. “ANSWER ME.”
 
                 Wayne got out a meek, “Nobody.” The last thing Wayne wanted to be known as was a camp rat. He knew that the punishment that was being administered to him would end shortly, or so he had hoped, but he also knew that if he had squealed on his bunkmates, they could and probably would make his life a living hell for him.
 
                 “You lying son-of-a-bitch,” Kammler angrily said and, breathing heavier than before, almost, Wayne observed, like an asthmatic, continued whipping Wayne with an unbridled passion.
 
    
 
                 It was a moonless, pitch-black night as Wayne laid awake on his bunk in agony. He had gotten into the habit of clutching his thin pillow against his torso and pretending that it was Lauren’s warm arm with her soft body next to his as he struggled to fall asleep each night. It served as a wholly inadequate substitute, but it did help him drift off. On numerous occasions, as he had awoken, in a temporary daze, to the blare of the reveille horns at the crack of dawn, Wayne would open his eyelids, and, for a split second, forgetting where he had been residing at, would expect to see Lauren asleep in his arms. On that dark night, though, Wayne was hurting too much to grasp his small pillow. Wayne heard somebody slither up to his bunk. He had a good feeling of who it would be.
 
                 “You all right, Wayne?” Samuel whispered.
 
                 Wayne was in no mood to talk to anyone, least of all one of the men whom had left him holding the bag during the card game. He answered Samuel anyway, hoping to quickly get rid of him. “I’ll let you know when my head stops throbbing and the pain goes away,” Wayne said in a soft tone.
 
                 “I felt the same way after my first lashing,” Samuel said. “And my second. And my third, come to think of it. And my fourth, and-”
 
                 “I get the idea.”
 
                 “Hey, me and the boys really appreciate you not telling on us to Kammler. You’re an okay guy.”
 
                 “Gee, thanks,” Wayne said sarcastically.
 
                 Samuel continued in a whisper, “My brother Ari is the prisoner detail leader for the new armament plant. How’d you like to leave the quarry pit for a cushy job sitting down turning screws on an assembly line or some shit like that?”
 
                 Wayne replied without hesitation, “Anything would be an improvement.”
 
                 “Consider yourself in. Tomorrow’s gonna be your last day in that fuckin’ quarry pit,” Samuel proudly informed his hurting friend. He tapped Wayne on the knee and crawled away.
 
                 Wayne knew from what he had observed since he had been at Hollenburg that Samuel was a man of his word. When Samuel said he was going to do something, he had always seemed to follow through. Wayne, who loathed the daily routine of working in the quarry, considered it a fair trade – twenty-five lashes of punishment in exchange to not have to break his back in the quarry anymore. No more frostbite. No more pains shooting through his bad back. No more blistery lips from the cold wind blowing. Wayne anticipated the start of his new job. He found himself full of hope again that his luck was changing for the better, but that faded fast as the reality set in that all that had really happened was that he had gotten an opportunity to leave the quarry. Wayne moans turned into snores.
 
    
 
                 During his final day in the quarry, an incident occurred which only fanned the flames of abomination that Wayne had been feeling towards those who were in charge of running the camp.
 
                 Two days prior, a fresh shipment of prisoners from the ghetto had been thrown into the already overcrowded camp. To Wayne, the new prisoners were indistinguishable from the ones that he had arrived with almost two months earlier. He noticed how the new inmates wore the same sad, defeated empty expressions on their faces as the people he had been on the train with had. Some of the new arrivals had been assigned to barracks 19. Since there were more men assigned to the barracks than there were bunks, most of the new slave laborers ended up sleeping on the cold wooden floor.
 
                 Most of the new arrivals had been assigned to the quarry, as had been customary. It was the worst place in camp to work, and new inmates had no connections or voice in anything that might have affected their lives in camp.
 
                 At some point during mid-morning, a boy, who Wayne figured could not have been more than fourteen years of age, innocently asked one of the SS guards, as he wiped his sweaty brow, “Sir, may I please sit down for a little bit. I do not feel well.” It had been the boy’s first day of labor and he obviously did not know any better.
 
                 “Go ahead,” the SS pig told the boy and pointed to a spot roughly thirty meters from the edge of the pit.
 
                 The boy, who reminded Wayne of himself, walked to the appointed spot. Before he could sit down, a bullet penetrated his heart. Death came instantly. The SS guard who had given the boy permission to sit down arrogantly reloaded another round into his shiny rifle.
 
                 Wayne, having witnessed the incident from his vantage location, knew that the youngster had been deliberately instructed to cross the guard line. In doing so, the guard could explain the boy’s death as the result of stopping a prisoner “attempting to escape”. Wayne had seen other prisoners coerced into crossing the guard line on different pretexts only to be shot down, but never a boy. In his 1995, that boy would have been entering high school with his whole life ahead of him. The sickest thing about what had happened, Wayne found out that night through the grapevine back at the barracks, was that the SS pig that he would “stop an escape attempt” that day. That boy’s life had been worth nothing more than two beers to an SS man. Wayne, in the quarry on that day, wanted to shed a tear for the boy, but nothing came out. All of the death he had seen and all of the tears he had shed for the victims, and all of the evenings he had cried himself to sleep, and all of the tears he had shed for the baby who had been suffocated by her mother in the prisoner holding area, and all of the tears of helplessness had finally caused Wayne’s tear ducts to dry up and cease function. If he cried again, he might willfully cross the guard line himself. Wayne could not cry anymore.
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   Pliss / Reich
 
   CHAPTER SIX
 
                 Samuel had kept his promise. Wayne, without any explanation given by the prisoner detail leader, was transferred to the new munitions plant. Wayne and the other prisoners were bussed to the plant under heavy guard. He recognized four of the two-dozen silent men on the rickety bus from his barracks. He didn’t know their names, or ever really socialized with them, but they were familiar. There was an air of excitement throughout the bus.  It felt great to Wayne to leave the camp for the first time since he had been interned there, even if it was just to travel to work.
 
                 As the bus pulled up in front of the munitions factory, Wayne observed how dreary and depressing the new plant looked. The size of the windowless factory was enormous, measuring over twenty-seven thousand square meters. The munitions plant was one of seven new ones that the Reich had built because of escalating Japanese threats. Armaments were built in the munitions plants and stored in regional sites nearby military bases. The Germans carried out their weapons production and distribution with efficiency of a well-oiled machine.
 
                 The laborers were led off the bus, through a metal detector, and into the vast building. Ari, the detail leader for the factory, was in charge of all work allocation for the prisoners. Inmates were shipped in six days a week from the large pool of men’s and women’s labor camps that were located within a hundred kilometer radius of the plant. Ari had lived most of his life as a concentration camp prisoner. He was a very hard worker, as well as honest, and had impressed his superiors enough so that he was steadily promoted into important positions of responsibility, despite being a prisoner himself.
 
                 Ari the new workers into the plant. As Wayne approached, he noticed something familiant about him.
 
                 Ari put his hand out, “I’m Ari.”
 
                 Wayne shook his hand and said, “Wayne. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”
 
                 Ari said, “Samuel tells me that you’re a good, hard-working guy. Just be productive and nobody will bother you here. Come on, let me show you to your workstation.”
 
                 As Ari led Wayne through the munitions factory, Wayne looked around the big building in awe. It seemed to go on forever. Everybody that Wayne passed by kept their eyes firmly on their work. The guards posted throughout the plant seemed watchful, but they didn’t seem to have the twisted, sadistic look on their faces like the guards back in Hollenburg. This was a new, better place Wayne would be spending his long days.
 
                 Ari halted Wayne at a workstation, where half a dozen prisoners, male and female, were busy working on electronic gadgets. Wayne thought one of the women looked familiar to him. Where had he seen her before? Her short dark hair tugged at his memory. Wayne ran through a quick mental checklist. NYU? No. High school? No. Hometown? No. Summer job? No. Nothing registered. The woman was staring back at Wayne, too.
 
                 “Do you two know each other?” Ari asked.
 
                 The young, attractive woman answered, “I have never seen this guy before.”
 
                 “Little Bear,” Ari called out.
 
                 A tall, tough looking woman, dressed the same as the other prisoners in her blue worn out slacks, blue demin shirt, and dull black shoes walked over.
 
                 “Little Bear,” Ari said, “this is Wayne.” He turned to Wayne and informed him, “Little Bear’s in charge of this work station. She’ll show you what to do. Take care.”
 
                 As Ari strolled off to attend to his numerous daily tasks, Wayne called out to him, “Thank you, Ari.” 
 
   Wayne felt extremely grateful to Ari for acting as his savior and rescuing him from the quarry. He was sure that if he had continued at the quarry, he would have quickly died one way or another.
 
                 “And who the fuck did you know to get in here?” Little Bear asked in her gravelly tone.
 
                 Wayne was taken aback by the question. Did she suspect something amiss? “Know? What do you mean?” he said. 
 
   Wayne owed no explanations to this woman who looked like she could take on any man in a fistfight and hold her own. He also wondered where she got the name Little Bear. Was she an American Indian? Wayne could not detect any features on her that might have been Indian and he was not about to ask her about it.
 
                 “What do you think I mean?” Little Bear snapped at Wayne. “I know you have a connection in order to work in here. Never mind. Let me show you what you got to do before I get sick of your ugly face. Sit your ass down.”
 
                 Wayne sat down on an empty chair next to the familiar woman whose face he was still trying to place. He didn’t know what that Little Bear’s problem was, but he didn’t want to piss her off anymore.
 
                 Little Bear grabbed one of the electronic components out of the large box of likewise components that was resting on the enormous table in front of the workers. “Your job is to take one of these,” she said and then picked up a different component out of another box, “and one of these and screw them together.” With a screwdriver, Little Bear screwed the two small electronic devices together. “Is that too hard for you?” she said slowly as if speaking to a child.
 
                 “No.”
 
                 “All of these parts are coded,” Little Bear continued in her harsh way, “so if something’s not done right, I’ll know where it came from and you’ll be back to the shithole that you came from.” She swaggered off.
 
                 Wayne began to perform his assigned task. The other workers at his table were silently doing similar jobs to what he was performing, which consisted of attaching various electronic elements to one another. Some of the workers were busy using soldering irons to join wires from the electronic devices together. 
 
   A number of times Wayne noticed as he worked on his menial task, out of the corner of his eye, that the woman who he was certain he knew from somewhere would be staring at him, but when he looked directly at her, she would turn away.
 
                 Wayne was elated to have a job where he was allowed to sit down, out of the cold. He thought about how the painful blisters that had populated his feet and hands would finally go away. The work he was performing required no brainpower at all, so his thoughts easily drifted to other, better, times and places. He remembered hanging out with his friends back in New York when he was growing up, of visiting his late grandparents in Miami Beach, and, of course, there were so many special memories of Lauren. And, after an hour of fastening electronic gizmos together of which he had no idea of what their purpose was for, it hit him like a bolt of lightning during a spring thunderstorm that came crashing down out of the sky. The last time Wayne had seen her she possessed a beautiful head of long dark hair that ran down past her shoulders and not the standard-issue buzzcut that she was currently wearing. She had slept in his arms on that crowded train during that awful journey to Hollenburg. He had not thought of her since that wretched day which seemed to him so long ago.
 
                 Wayne turned to her and said, “Linda, forgive me, my memory isn’t...”
 
                 “Be quiet. Don’t talk now,” she interrupted.
 
                 Wayne bit his tongue and looked around. No one was talking. That rule hadn’t changed from the quarry.
 
                 The morning slowly dragged on and Wayne began counting the seconds off till lunch. He looked around for a clock. There was none. His stomach growling told him that lunchtime had to be creeping up. Wayne estimated that he had been working for between four and five hours when a loud whistle came beaming through a loudspeaker. With it, the laborers, including Little Bear and Linda, stood up and began to quietly walk, single file, to a destination Wayne did not know, but he prayed that it was a meal.
 
                 Wayne followed the members of his work detail to a small fenced in outdoor area that was located adjacent to the rear of the factory. It was a crush of people in too small an area, as the prisoner workers from all of the work details in the plant lined up for the common lunch of a soup and bread ration. Wayne was close to the end of the food line. He feared that the lunch rations would be depleted before the turn to receive his came up. Unlike the quarry, Wayne pleasantly found out, there would be enough meal rations available for every prisoner at the munitions plant. Maybe, the slave laborers at his new place of work were considered by the SS to be more indispensable than the lowly men whom worked with their primitive tools in the quarry.
 
                 “Wayne,” Linda called out from where she sat on the concrete ground once she saw Wayne had his meal ration.
 
                 Wayne walked through the mass of men and women quietly sitting on the ground eating their treasured daily lunches. Wayne sat down beside Linda. Linda hugged Wayne tightly and kept her arms wrapped around his upper body for a full two minutes. “It’s good to see you,” he told her, not really sure of what to say.
 
                 “Wayne, I have thought about you so much,” Linda said as she released him from her arms. “I am so glad to see you.”
 
                 “I’m sorry about this morning, Wayne,” Linda said. “If Ari or Little Bear found out we already knew each other, then you’d be put on a separate work detail from me. You have to be careful about talking at the work stations – they’re bugged.”
 
                 “That doesn’t surprise me,” Wayne said and started to ingest his inadequate amount of rations called a meal. “Where are you interred?”
 
                 Linda answered, “Ravensbruck, a women’s camp not far from here. I asked some of the men here if they knew you, but they didn’t. I was curious as to what happened to you.”
 
                 “I have been holed up at the lovely resort town known as Hollenburg,” Wayne said in a sarcastic tone. “No heat, no phones, no cable television, hell, no television at all. But, there’s no extra charge for the torture handed out and the supreme privilege to bust your butt slaving in a quarry from dawn to dusk every damn day. But, then again, what should I be moping about? I mean,” he chuckled, “after all, I did need to take off a couple of pounds.”
 
    
 
                 “I see you haven’t lost your sense of humor,” Linda said.
 
                 “Sometimes it’s the only thing that keeps me from losing my mind.” Wayne swallowed his lukewarm soup in one big gulp. “How’s life in the women’s camp? Is it any more civilized than Hollenburg?” he asked.
 
                 “From what I hear, the same shit goes on in the camps, no matter if it’s a men’s camp or a women’s camp. How’d you end up here?”
 
                 “It’s a long story,” Wayne replied.
 
                 An identical loud whistle signaled the end of lunchtime for the prisoners. Wayne looked at the loudspeaker fastened high up on the side of the dreary brick building and thought about what a satisfying feeling it would be if he could snip the wire that attached it to the rest of the public address system at the plant. If he could snip the wires to the loudspeakers in Hollenburg too. The snakelike black wires that brought sound to the speakers that woke him so early from his much needed sleep each morning with the sun rising over the horizon. The same lurking wires that sometimes woke him and the other prisoners in camp in the middle of the night for senseless fatigue drills, which included carrying heavy sacks of sand, stone, manure, or soil around camp, doing endless pushups, and scrubbing down the outsides of the barracks in the bitter cold of a winter night.
 
                 The workers marched single file, under the always-watchful eyes of the guards, back into the tremendous munitions factory. “By the way, do you know what those things are that I’ve been putting together all morning?” Wayne asked Linda, curious to know exactly what it was that he had been assembling.
 
                 “Detonators for explosives,” Linda responded.
 
                 “Great,” Wayne sighed to himself.
 
                 Wayne continued his monotonous job throughout the afternoon hours. At six o’clock, the sky cloaked in darkness, the loud whistle blew again. Linda waved a goodbye to Wayne. With no unauthorized chatting of any kind allowed between the prisoners while in the plant, even saying a “goodbye” could bring about a disciplinary action on the offender.
 
                 Ari signed the prisoners out for the day. They were then handcuffed and loaded onto busses to be shipped back to their respective holding areas from which they had been shipped in earlier that morning.
 
                 As he sat on his uncomfortable vinyl seat, Wayne’s mood swung from joyful to downcast. He was happy that he didn’t have to work in the quarry, but he was still no closer to achieving his goal of getting a hold of the gadolinium crystals that he so desperately needed. Plus, he still had no idea as to how he was going to go about it. Wayne attempted to fight his feelings of depression as the bus pulled through the big iron gates of Hollenburg, but it was all too overwhelming.
 
    
 
                 Rain and hail poured down relentlessly. To the men in Barracks 19, as they readied themselves for bed, it sounded like a barrage of marbles were landing on the roof. Hailstones, some the size of golf balls, frequently made contact with the antiquated wooden structure. Leaks from the shabby ceiling dripped down throughout the barracks.
 
                 George Van Leuven, at the age of sixty-two, was one of the oldest men interned in the camp. He had been a slave laborer for the Reich since he was a young man of twenty-eight. Once living the life of a model German citizen with a promising career as a secondary school teacher, he was shattered when, late one warm summer night, the Gestapo arrived at his apartment to arrest him. While his father met the Reich Office of Citizenship criterion for being considered one of a pure German bloodline, it had been discovered that his maternal grandmother had been a Negro. Hence, his family tree, bloodline, and genes were officially, by Reich standards, “tainted with non-Aryan traits” and “an inferiority to the ideal make-up of a true German”. 
 
   George lay on his bunk, sick and trembling with a fever. He  thought that maybe he had come down with a cold, as had often happened to him before, only to have it go away after a brief spell. But in the last twelve hours, whatever he had that was causing him to feel ill had taken a major turn for the worse.
 
                 Samuel sat at George’s side and placed a cold washcloth on his sweaty forehead. “C’mon George,” he said, “you’re gonna be fine. All you got is a little sickness. You gotta lower your temperature and then you’ll be just fine. Be feeling like new again.”
 
                 Wayne approached quietly, “Hey, Sammy, I really have to thank you. You weren’t kidding. What I’m doing now is a piece of cake.,” he paused. “Is everything all right there, George?”
 
                 Samuel answered, “Old George isn’t doing so well.” Dabbed a cold washcloth over the sick man’s sweaty forehead.
 
                 “What do you think it is?” Wayne asked.
 
                 “I’m not sure. Could be typhus.”
 
                 “How come he hasn’t gone to the hospital?”
 
                 Samuel looked up at Wayne. “Do you know what happens when a prisoner reaches an advanced age and goes to the hospital sick?”
 
                 “No, What?”
 
                 “Kunz, the chief medical officer, declares the guy obsolete and he gets a nice injection of 10cc of carbolic acid directly into the heart.”
 
                 “Carbolic acid?” Wayne was not familiar with it.
 
                 “Carbolic acid,” Samuel said solemnly, “as in the shit that will stop your heart from beating.”
 
                 George started to shake violently. “Is that you, daddy?” he asked deliriously.
 
                 Samuel took the elder’s hand in his own hand. “Yes George, it’s me – your father,” he said in a comforting manner. “Get your ass better so we can go out fishing again together. Like we used to.”
 
                 George muttered, “We ain’t never been fishing before.”
 
                 “Well, then we’ll start to,” Samuel countered. “Now get yourself some sleep, George. It’ll help break your fever.” Samuel let go of his hand and stood up. “George has been like a father to me,” he told Wayne. “When I first got here, he showed me the ropes. Made my life a lot easier those first few years. I owe him a lot. I hope he pulls through.”
 
                 “Me too,” Wayne said.
 
                 That night, Wayne realized what a big blunder he had made on his first day in camp. The middle-aged long time prisoner he had been assigned to share his bunk bed with, a man by the name of Mitch, asked Wayne, the new prisoner, to switch sleeping places with him on their bunk bed. Wayne was originally assigned  the bottom bunk. Mitch claimed that he would only be able to sleep well and not toss and turn all night by occupying the lower bunk. Something to do with his childhood, he said. Wayne did not see that it made any difference and gave it no thought when he agreed to switch places with Mitch and take the upper bunk himself. With a steady trickle of rain falling on his blanket from above, Wayne cursed himself for getting duped so easily.
 
                 The freezing rain and hail metamorphosed into a moderate snowfall as the night faded into dawn. A fresh coat of two inches of pure white snow blanketed Hollenburg Concentration Camp by the time horn blew.
 
                 As the prisoners moved out to morning roll call, Samuel, standing beside George’s bunk, called to Wayne, “Wayne, come here.”
 
                 Wayne joined Samuel beside George’s bunk and asked, “How’s George doing?”
 
                 “George didn’t make it,” Samuel said rather nonchalantly. “Help me grab his body.”
 
                 “I’m really sorry,” Wayne said and reached to pat his friend on the back. Samuel backed out of his reach.
 
                 “Yeah, yeah, yeah, now grab the body.”
 
                 The prisoners formed fresh tracks in the snow as they marched to the roll call area. Wayne and Samuel moved forward with the procession, each helping to move George along with them by having the limp cadaver propped up between their bodies and pushing it onward.
 
                 Wayne had no idea of what they were doing. Finally, he felt compelled to ask, “Uh, Sam, buddy, I have a question for you. Now I don’t mean to prod, but I am slightly curious as to why we are carrying this corpse to morning roll call with us.”
 
                 Samuel breathed heavily as he said, “As far as the SS knows, George is alive. It’s Saturday, ration day. Therefore, when ol’ George shows up at roll call, he gets his Sunday rations, which will, naturally, go to us. You can have the bread, the cigarettes are mine.”
 
                 “I thought George was like a father to you.”
 
                 “Same thing happens to him whether we do this or leave him in the barracks. Besides,” Samuel reasoned, “a ration is a ration.”
 
                 Wayne thought about what he was doing as they arrived at the quickly moving, long ration line. Due to the fact that there was no morning roll call on Sundays, the inmates were given rations for Sunday on Saturday. Wayne had to agree with Samuel’s reasoning – why waste a ration? Wayne never did get enough to eat. He salivated at the idea of an extra bread ration coming his way but he also was not keen on the idea of his body being on the receiving end of a whip again.
 
                 “You get in front,” Samuel instructed Wayne as they closed in on the tables from where the SS Noncoms were giving out the rations. “I’ll hold him up from behind. Right when we get the shit, help me carry him away like we’ve doing.”
 
                 Wayne began to assert his concerns about getting in trouble for what they were doing, “Yeah, but...but...”
 
                 “DO IT!” Samuel shot back, already anxiously anticipating the added nicotine fixes awaiting his lungs.
 
                 Wayne did as Samuel said and stood in front of the cadaver. When his turn came up, Wayne was handed his ration of seven cigarettes, two slices of bread, and a small strip of dried beef. Next in line was George, who, with Samuel thrusting up his right arm from behind, had his small ration bag shoved in his open hand by an SS Noncom. Samuel received his rations immediately after. The line kept moving rapidly. Wayne and Samuel walked, with the recently deceased body propped up snuggly between them, another five hundred feet when Samuel said, “Okay, we can drop him.”
 
                 “Right here, in the snow?” Wayne asked.
 
                 Samuel let go of George’s body and walked away. Wayne nervously looked around to see if any of the guards were watching. Seeing that the coast was clear, he also let go of the corpse, and then ran to catch up with Samuel.
 
    
 
                 Wayne settled into the routine of loading onto the bus each day, directly after morning roll call, and traveling the relatively short thirty-two kilometer distance to the munitions plant. Besides laboring on detonators, he also worked on a variety of other warfare related items, such as radar tracking devices and various explosives, always doing the same menial low skilled tasks of screwing, gluing, sealing, or some other method of assemblage. Little Bear would yell at him at least once per day for not doing whatever job it was that he was doing at the given time fast enough. Wayne knew it was her way of asserting her authority over him and over all of the other members of her workstation. Wayne learned that the Germans were stepping up their arms production since relations were becoming ever more strained between Germany and Japan. With the vast amount of land and resources that those two world superpowers controlled, both still had a greed for more.
 
                 Linda and Wayne would spend their lunchtimes consuming their lunch rations together. The small meal area, outside of the factory, was the one place where they could communicate with one another. Wayne found out that she was a tough woman whose family members had all been taken away from their ghetto to work in the camps by the time she was eleven. She had avoided being sent to work camps, up until the time Wayne had met her, by hiding out successfully each time the SS men would come to the ghetto to round up more slave laborers. Talking to her only made Wayne miss Lauren that much more. Wayne, one cloudy, unusually warm day, told Linda about the time machine and what he had done. He felt he had to unload his guilt to someone and, sensing that Linda was beginning to like him as more than just a co-worker with whom to share a couple of words with at lunch, knew that he would be able to trust her not to repeat his story to anyone.
 
                 Wayne was surprised when, after telling Linda this tale of Dr. Hoffmann, her invention, and his involvement with Hitler, she said to him, “I believe what you have told me. I have known that there was something different about you all along, Wayne.” 
 
    
 
                 Prisoners at Hollenburg were permitted to mail one letter per month to a family member or friend on the outside world. Those letters could not be any longer than forty lines in length and were scanned by the SS before being mailed out. Inmates were limited in what they could write and could not complain about the awful conditions in camp or about the way they were being treated. Prisoners were, however, permitted to have gifts and money sent to them in camp. Some of the classes of prisoners, like the political prisoners or “shiftless elements”, came from well-to-do families and were sent rather big packages containing food, clothes, medicines, and occasionally alcoholic beverages. The SS would regularly help themselves to a package’s contents for their own personal use or to sell on the prisoner black market, in exchange for cash from the well-moneyed political prisoners in camp.
 
                 Wayne wrote Dr. Hoffmann a short letter one day informing her that he was all right. He had to be very cautious with what he wrote and could not mention or inquire about the specific thing that he had desired to, specifically whether or not she had been able to get a hold of any gadolinium crystals to get the time machine up and running. Wayne had recalled, always having had a great memory for such details, the name of the street Dr. Hoffmann’s residence had been on when she had brought him back there. Wayne had remembered her house number, seventeen, because it was the same day that his birthday fell on in the month of September. Wayne knew that if his letter arrived at her house written in English, it would appear suspicious. He had Linda, who knew a little German, translate his brief letter into “Nazi language” (as she referred to it) as best she could. Wayne then mailed it.
 
    
 
                 Four weeks after starting his job at the armaments plant, an announcement was broadcast over the public address system during lunch one afternoon that made Wayne’s ears perk up. The harsh voice, belonging to a German officer, said through the loudspeaker, “Achtung. Twelve volunteers from the prisoner work force are required who will take short leave of absence to be a part of research being conducted at the Oberkoblenz Military Installation. The research is harmless and you will be rewarded for your participation. See the prisoner detail leader to sign up. If enough of you filthy, lazy bastards don't volunteer, I will personally do the picking. That is all.”
 
                 Wayne was astounded by what he had heard. The word “Oberkoblenz” had been foremost on his mind since he had arrived at Hollenburg. Oberkoblenz - the place that Dr. Hoffmann had stated was the site where the precious Gadolinium crystals needed to run her time machine were stored. Oberkoblenz Military Installation – a place Wayne would think about and dream about going to almost every second of every miserable day. Now, he would have an opportunity to get there. Surely, Wayne figured, this had to be more than a mere coincidence. Was it a priceless hand dealt by fate in the game of life? Wayne never had been one to warm up to religion, but maybe at that instant there had been a divine intervention in his life. Wayne turned to Linda and, with excitement, stated, “I’m there. I am fuckin’ there.”
 
                 Wayne was hoping to see Ari at some point during the afternoon work shift, but never did. He would have to wait until he was signed out for the day before he could make it known to the prisoner detail leader that he wanted to be a part of the research group. The idea of getting a hold of the all-important crystals that he so desperately wanted to made Wayne’s pulse race and his palms sweaty throughout the remainder of his work shift.
 
                 Wayne, immediately upon seeing Ari at the end of the workday, notified him, “Ari, I want to sign up for that research trip.”
 
                 “Do you know exactly what you are getting yourself into?” Ari asked.
 
                 “I don’t care. I want to go,” Wayne said adamantly.
 
                 “Well, if you don’t care, I don’t care,” Ari said. “I’ll put you down on the list.”
 
                 That evening, Wayne began to tell Samuel what he had volunteered for. “Samuel, I...”
 
                 “Hey, Wayneboy, good to see ya,” he interrupted, talking swiftly, as was his habit, “Me and some of the boys are gonna get a little game going, if you know what I mean. Don’t worry; we won’t let what happened to you last time happen again. You got my word on that.”
 
                 “Samuel, I want to tell you something,” Wayne said.
 
                 “What – you don’t want to play? That’s cool.” He removed a smoke from his shirt pocket and, with a match, lit it up.
 
                 “No, it’s not that,” Wayne said. “I...well, over at the plant, they were looking for some volunteers for a research group. And I volunteered.”
 
                 “You what?” Samuel practically screamed. “What kind of research you talking ‘bout, not that it makes a damn bit of difference?”
 
                 “I don’t know. But it’s over at Oberkoblenz.”
 
                 “Are you fuckin’ whacked out of your mind or just plain crazy?” Samuel said agitated. “Want to know something? In all the years I’ve been in this fuckin’ sewer, I ain’t seen one person who left for research ever come back.”
 
                 “Maybe they were transferred somewhere else after it was over,” Wayne offered.
 
                 “Yeah, like the crematory,” Samuel shot back. “Are you suicidal? They’ll do some sick shit to you over there. Do you think they care if you survive or not? They don’t give two shits as long as they get their results. They might freeze you or dissect you or shoot you up with typhus – all while you’re nice and awake. Sounds like fun, huh?
 
                 “I’m going, Samuel,” Wayne stated flatly.
 
                 “Why’s it so important that you go and be part of a research thing?”
 
                 Wayne had a yearning to share his secret with Samuel and tell him the truth about what he planned on doing. He knew, however, that it would be best not to. Somebody might overhear what he said. There were people he still could not trust in Barracks 19. Prisoners, whom he suspected, would instantly turn on him and rat him out to Kammler as a “nutcase” or “mentally incompetent” for an extra meager cigarette ration. He sometimes wondered how much he should trust Samuel. “It just is. Please understand, Samuel.”
 
                 “Well, it’s been nice knowin’ ya.”
 
    
 
                 Wayne tossed and turned in his sleep. He was desperately trying to run. His feet were planted firmly on the ground. He fought to lift them, to raise them high and run. His leaden limbs became heavier the more he struggled. The need to run was overwhelming in its power. 
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   CHAPTER SEVEN
 
    
 
                 The morning brought with it the rays of a strong sun beating down on the parched ground. For the first time since he had been in camp, Wayne heard the chirping of birds. He thought they sounded like blue jays; he felt a renewed optimism awaken in him. 
 
                 Once at the plant, Wayne and the other research prisoners were loaded into a black transport vehicle, much like the vans shelters use to transport strays to the vet so they can be put down. It had steel bars that passed for windows on the two back doors and, since the vehicle was really just a tanked up trailer with no motor of its own, was hitched up to a military jeep.
 
                 Two SS men handcuffed the prisoners together in a chain gang. Immediately after shoving them into the back of the cramped transport vehicle, one of the SS men with a capped gold tooth, said loudly enough that the prisoners could hear, “If I was in their shoes, I would have hung myself.”
 
                 Another SS man snickered, “Same here. It would be quicker and less painful instead of what they’re about to go through.”
 
                 “Thank the Fuehrer for animal research,” the man with the gold tooth added.
 
                 The jeep abruptly shifted into gear and drove off.
 
                 Linda had also volunteered to be part of the research group. At first Wayne considered that a bad sign. He did not need her getting in his way of him doing whatever it was that he had to do. But, as he mulled it over, he began to think that having an extra set of hands around might be useful. Wayne was on his way to Oberkoblenz and, he hoped, the gadolinium crystals. He knew that it wouldn’t be an easy road ahead, and that he would, in all likelihood, but putting himself in a do-or-die situation, but the important first step had been done.
 
    
 
                 Wayne looked at the sun rising and determined that they were headed north. All he was able to see through the sparkling steel bars on the back doors of the transport vehicle was the lonely two-lane road that they drove on and an occasional tree. Wayne wedged his way next to Linda, who was chained to a different group than he was. The prisoners had been told to remain silent, but Wayne nevertheless whispered in Linda’s ear, “I’m glad you’re here. Will you help me?”
 
                 Linda nodded, “I don’t want to miss out on whatever it is that you’re up to.”
 
                 “Believe me,” Wayne said. “I’m only doing what I have to. You may be putting yourself in danger. I have to get a hold of something and nothing’s going to stop me.”
 
                 “I don’t care.”
 
                 A prisoner, a sickly looking bald man who was part of Wayne’s chained together group, put his skinny finger to his lips and made a shush sound.
 
                 “Go to hell,” Wayne retorted. The wings of the butterflies in his gut fluttered more persistently as the trip wore on. In his mind, he let fifty different scenarios play out about how he would get to his prized crystals and what would happen when he did. All too often, they ended with a bullet being pumped into his body.
 
    
 
                 The Oberkoblenz Military Installation had been built in 1953 as a site to train and house army personnel. It had been one of many new bases built post-war in the newly acquired territories. Though Germany had won the War, it was still deemed necessary, by the Reich Department of Defense, that the German people have a massive military force behind them at all times.
 
                 Located amid the lush gentle rolling hills of what had been upstate New York, Oberkoblenz was a small city unto itself. Lofty steel reinforced fences proudly encircled the massive community of soldiers’ barracks, airplane hangers, defense research facilities, and training fields. Catwalks, evenly spaced out every two hundred yards, lined the enclosure of the compound. On them, machine-gunned armed Nazis prowled like wild cats, always keeping a watchful eye out for prey. At the main entrance gate, a small sign read: TRESPASSERS WILL BE SHOT. NO QUESTIONS ASKED.
 
                 The jeep towing its cargo of human guinea pigs halted at the base entrance. The guard stepped out of the checkpoint booth and reviewed the driver’s pass. 
 
                 “Should I wait around?” the driver asked.
 
                 “No need to.” The guard entered a four-digit code into the computer in his booth, causing the main gate to slowly open.
 
                 “Good,” the driver stated.
 
    
 
   As the jeep accelerated down the main camp road, Wayne could tell from his limited frame of view that he was indeed on a military base. He had once, as a young boy, visited an uncle who was a doctor stationed on an army base in North Carolina, and the sterile surroundings had looked almost identical to what he was able to see through the rear of the transport vehicle. 
 
   “This is it. This is really it,” Wayne mumbled to no one in particular. Wayne and the other prisoners were violently jerked forward when the transport van stopped short at its destination.
 
                 Less than a minute later, the back doors of the transport vehicle were unlocked and swung open by armed Nazi military guards. “Out,” one of them barked at the prisoners.
 
                 The prisoners debarked the vehicle and were unlocked from their shackles by the driver.
 
                 Wayne inquisitively surveyed his new surroundings. He was impressed by the magnitude of the building that lay before him. It appeared to be even more massive than the munitions plant he had been working in. It stood at least twenty stories high, towering above any of the other base dwellings in its vicinity and appeared large enough that it would be able to hold five football fields laying side by side, with room to spare. Wayne had a strong hunch that the building that stood before him was the main research and development center at Oberkoblenz and that the Gadolinium crystals were to be found somewhere inside. Under escort of two armed guards, the small group of prisoners was led into the huge structure.
 
                 Wayne gazed around the interior of the building and saw that it consisted of a vast open area in the center of it with the many floor hallways above circling the never-ending building floor, as if it was designed to be a fancy hotel giving the guests a birds-eye view of the lobby. Only instead it was one of the numerous locations where the Reich perfected their weapons of destruction. Weapons that would better maim and kill human beings. Wayne noticed what appeared to be, perched on the ground in the spacious center of the bottom floor, what seemed to be a stupendous weapon of some sort. Maybe a bomb, he thought. It looked to him as if it was in the process of being loaded onto a bomber aircraft, which took up a large amount of space next to it. Wayne was able to clearly make out the red swastika emblem on the airplane’s fuselage. A small army of men worked around the bomber and plane.
 
                 The prisoners were, at a hasty pace, led up a stairway. A prisoner, the same bald man who had signaled Wayne to stop talking during the uncomfortable ride, stumbled.
 
                 “Get the fuck up,” one of the Nazi escorts demanded and pulled the man up by his shirt.
 
                 Wayne and the other research prisoners were walked up four flights of steps and then through a door that led out to a long corridor.
 
                 As the six male and six female inmates were led down the passageway, Wayne turned his head to the right to get an expansive look at the great deal of activity taking place below him on the floor of the building. The barrel of a pistol was quickly staring him in the face. “Did I give you permission to put your eyes anywhere else except on the swine in front of you?” one of the Nazi escorts coldly asked him. Wayne, without hesitation, fixed his gaze directly in front of him.
 
                 Coming to a door with ominous words on the glass pane that read: “BENZIN PRUFUNG” (gas testing), the prisoners were shoved through the entrance into a room.
 
                 Wayne, out of the corner of his eye, glanced around at his new environment. He stood in a small room containing only a cage, table, and nothing else.
 
                 Two middle-aged scientists entered from the testing area. Their security passes shone brightly against their white coats as the man flipped through his clipboard. 
 
   The woman adjusted her glasses as she said sternly, “Hm. They sent twelve this time.” She gestured to the first six she saw, “These six.” 
 
                 One of the Nazi escorts opened the cage door and ordered, “Those not chosen, get in here.” 
 
   Wayne and Linda breathed a sigh of relief as they were shoved into the cage and the door locked behind them.
 
   “Rest of you swine, through that door,” he ordered the chosen subjects, pointing his gun, as if it was an extension of his hand, at the side doorway.
 
                 “I’m heading back to my post,” the second Nazi escort informed his colleague and exited by the front entrance.
 
                 The six chosen prisoners, four women and two men, including the thin bald man, followed the scientists through the side doorway to the testing area.
 
                 Inside of the main testing area, a viewing glass-partition separated the large research room into two distinct parts. One half accommodated the researchers’ control table. It was scattered with scientific journals and half empty Styrofoam cups of coffee on it, as well as a large assortment of knobs and dials - tools that helped the researchers carry out their unique, gruesome experiments for the Reich War Ministry. The second half, located behind the partition, was a control room that sported air ducts that had been especially built into the ceiling. In the control room, six white chairs, matching the color of the painted walls and floor, had been arranged in a circle.
 
                 The male scientist picked up a cup and sipped some lukewarm coffee. “Have them go into the control room,” he told the Nazi guard.
 
                 The Nazi guard stood at the entrance to the cleanroom and yelled, “Get in, you rats.” 
 
   The research subjects hurried into the white room. 
 
   “Sit down!” Once the prisoners rapidly complied, the guard exited the room, slamming and bolting shut the heavy door behind him.
 
                 The scientists sat comfortably in their well-cushioned chairs behind the control board. 
 
   “Since we are using human subjects this time instead of animals,” the scientist said, “set the dose at a liquid concentration of thirty-five percent.” He grabbed the stopwatch from the table in front of him.
 
                 The other scientist turned a small control knob. She optimistically said, “Keep your fingers crossed.”
 
                 Yellow gas begun to stream out of the air ducts above the prisoners.
 
                 The male scientist peeked at his ticking stopwatch and stolidly said, “Ten seconds.”
 
                 The gas became thicker, meticulously probing every square inch of the sealed room. Three of the subjects, heavily inhaling the toxic fumes, coughed frantically and then collapsed, unconscious. The thin, bald man tried to hold his breath. He could not hold it for very long and quickly passed out. Two women screamed silently in the soundproof room as the gas took over completely. The Nazi guard grinned as he watched them fall to the ground, lifeless.
 
                 
 
                 “Twenty seconds,” the female scientist methodically wrote down a note in her journal.
 
                 “All movement has ceased,” the male scientist said without emotion. He clicked the button on the timepiece he held, discontinuing its monotonous ticking. “Twenty-eight seconds.”
 
                 The female researcher scientifically recorded the time.
 
                 The male researcher pushed a button on the control table and said, “Degassing.”
 
                 The scientists got up from their throne. They each slipped on a pair of latex gloves. The female scientist unlocked the control room door. The Nazi guard peeked at the results of the experiment.
 
                 The skin on the dead corpses of the control subjects was badly burned, like the skin of whole chickens that had been roasting too long over a scorching barbecue. The tiny amount of unburned epidermis had an odd, greyish tint to it. Three bodies were sprawled out on the floor while the other three sat in the white chairs with their heads slumped over. Their eyes had melted away.
 
                 “Splendid,” the female scientist said gladly. “The effects of an atomic weapon achieved with gas. Not only are the subjects blinded, but in a burned and decomposed state as well.”
 
                 “Think what this means, Gilda. Since it would be logistically not practical and inefficient to bomb each small village and town of our enemy,” the male scientist said, working himself into a tizzy, “this gas can be used as an alternative with virtually the same wonderful results. Gilda, this could mean the Iron Cross for us. Our research has been a success!”
 
                 “Yes,” Gilda nodded her head in agreement. “I think the Reich War Ministry and Defense Department will be pleased with our work.”
 
                 “Let’s do one more test before we announce our findings - this time with a forty-percent concentration. That should considerably speed up the procedure.”
 
                 She turned to the guard, “Get a clean up crew in here.”
 
    
 
                 In the holding cell, Wayne paced back and forth, while everyone else sat on the floor. An hour had passed since he and the five prisoners in his control group had been locked away. Beads of sweat ran down his chest as his intuition forewarned him of an impending danger. He thought about what he should do or should have done. He kicked himself for not taking advantage of the opportunity he had had when his group of prisoners was being placed in the waiting cell. Why didn’t he just overpower the two guards? He could have locked them up, and gone searching for the crystals. He could rely on Linda, but could he count on the others to go along with him? Highly doubtful. He sighed heavily.
 
                 The Nazi guard, gripping his gun tightly, approached the cell. He unlocked the cell door and ordered, “Out.”
 
   Wayne again felt the urge to take action bubble up inside of him. He recollected, for a split second, having the same apprehensive, paralysis the first time he had tried, as a kid, to jump off of the high diving board at the local community park pool. He had stood on the springy platform and looked down at the bluish chlorinated water below him. It had seemed to be such a huge distance away. Wayne remembered how all of the other kids in the park had laughed at him and ridiculed him when he had turned and climbed down the ladder from the high dive stand. He had been on the verge of taking that great leap on that long ago, hot summer day, but fear had kept him from going through with it, and he had regretted his inability to act every day for the rest of that summer. Faced with an imperative decision - a life of death decision - Wayne again felt the paralysis of fear.
 
                 The guard directed the research subjects to seat themselves on the white chairs, which had once more been arranged into a neat circle. The thick entrance door was shut and locked.
 
                 Linda sat in the chair beside Wayne. “What’s going to happen to us?” she nervously asked.
 
                 “I don’t know,” Wayne returned, “but I think I know how a lab rat feels now.”
 
                 The scientists, sitting at their throne in front of the viewing glass, prepared for the test. The male researcher took a swig of freshly brewed coffee and said, “Set the concentration for forty percent.”
 
                 Gilda turned a knob on the control table.
 
                 “Begin the procedure,” he said.
 
                 She pushed a green button on the control board, “Here we go.”
 
                 Holding the stopwatch in his hand, the male scientist clicked it on.
 
                 In the human populated control space, yellow gas crept out from between the cracks of the two ventilation ducts, quickly filling up the diminutive room.
 
                 The male scientist peeked at the ticking stopwatch. “Five seconds.”
 
                 The subjects in the control room began coughing and gasping for oxygen.
 
                 “Ten seconds,” the male researcher announced.
 
                 Gilda scribbled in her journal. “The process is moving along more expeditiously at the forty percent concentration,” she noted.
 
                 Amused, the guard stood at the rear of the testing area, carefully watching the experiment proceed.
 
                 The moans inside of the locked control area grew louder. The gasps for air more strained. Wayne’s eyes burned and blisters developed on his skin. 
 
   “What the fuck?” he let out, his New York accent more pronounced than ever.
 
                 “Fifteen seconds,” the male scientist informed his partner in scientific research for the Reich War Ministry.
 
                 Choking, Wayne realized what was happening. He had enough knowledge to know that he would be dead shortly if he continued breathing in the chemical gas. He had to do something – fast. He had to take the dive.
 
                 Wayne scanned the site, his eyes burning. Three people had already lost consciousness. There was only one option for him to take. His adrenalin pumping, he seized a hold of the chair he had been sitting on, screamed, and smashed the chair through the one-way mirror. Glass shattered and flew in all directions. Yellow gas escaped from the confinement of the control site and slithered into the scientists’ testing area, smoking up the room. The researchers and the Nazi guard immediately began coughing; their eyes teared up. Wayne jumped through the destroyed partition.
 
                 The male researcher placed a handkerchief over his nostrils and mouth as the gas became denser. “Kill them,” he yelled at the Nazi guard.
 
                 Aiming his pistol at Wayne, the Nazi guard, his vision blurred by the poisonous vapor, fired and missed. He cocked his gun again. “You will die,” he said and stepped closer.
 
                 Wayne snatched one of the researcher’s snug chairs and held it in front of his body like a shield. He was twice again fired upon. One bullet hit the chair and another the wall behind him. Wayne, the gas causing him to still breathe heavily, threw the weighty chair at the armed Nazi. His opponent fell to the floor, dropping his gun.
 
                 The female scientist picked up a phone.
 
                 “Stop her,” Wayne screamed to Linda as she crawled out of the gas-filled room.
 
                 Linda sprung at the woman in the white lab coat and knocked the phone out of her hand and stomped on it.
 
                 The guard tried to reach for his gun, but Wayne was faster. He launched the chair at the guard’s head. There was a loud thunk, but Wayne needed to be sure. He picked up the chair again and brought it down even harder cracking the guard’s skull. Wayne grabbed the gun and aimed it at the scientists. The mustard colored gas was dissipating.
 
                 “Are you alright?” Wayne asked Linda.
 
                 Breathing hard, Linda answered, “I’ll make it.” 
 
                 “We are doing important work that will greatly benefit the Reich,” the female scientist said proudly.
 
                 The male researcher added, with stoicism, “What happens to your kind does not interest us in the least. The important thing is that the Reich...”
 
                 “Your Reich can rot in hell!” Linda angrily cut him off.
 
                 “Quick, off with your clothes,” Wayne ordered the two researchers.
 
                 The scientists stayed motionless, as if not hearing the command.
 
                 Linda said, harshly, “Now. Strip. Maybe we won’t shoot you.”
 
                 “No need to worry, Gilda,” the male scientist bravely said, “They won’t kill us.”
 
                 “Oh, believe me, you sadistic jerk-off, I am very capable of pulling this trigger and blowing your well-educated brains all over this fuckin’ dump.” Wayne said agitatedly. He put the gun’s cylinder up to the male scientist’s temple. The scientists tugged their clothing off quickly and handed it over.
 
                 Wayne kept a lookout as Linda got dressed and she did the same for him.
 
                 “C’mon, move it.” Wayne said. He led the nearly naked researchers into the room with the cage. “In the cell. Hurry up.”
 
                 The scientists reluctantly obeyed.
 
                 Wayne handed the firearm to Linda and said, “Keep an eye on them. Be back in a sec.” He trotted off into the testing area.
 
                 “I should kill you two for what you did,” Linda informed the scientists.
 
                 Dragging the passed out Nazi guard by his feet, Wayne re-entered the holding cell and deposited the limp body inside of the cell next to the researchers. Wayne bent down and lifted the cell key, which he had previously seen the guard put in his pocket. Wayne locked the cell door.
 
                 “Where are the tests with radioactive material done?” Wayne wanted to know.
 
                 The scientists kept silent.
 
                 Linda aimed the gun at the female scientist’s chest and stated, “I’ll just have to waste them.”
 
                 “Ninth floor,” the male scientist mumbled.
 
                 “What was that?” Wayne loudly asked.
 
                 “Ninth floor,” the male scientist said in a higher volume. “That is where that type of testing is done.”
 
                 “Good boy,” Linda said. “Now you’ll live, though you certainly don’t deserve to.”
 
                 “Let’s get out of here,” Wayne said. Gilda shook her head and frowned disapprovingly at her counterpart.
 
    
 
    
 
                 They walked down the corridor cautiously. Linda turned to Wayne, the gun clutched tightly in her hand, “How do we get upstairs unnoticed?”
 
                 “I’ll let you know when I know,” he said and, eyeing the pistol, he added, “And put that thing away. It looks odd that a research person is carrying a gun.”
 
                 Linda nodded toward the corner, “Let’s find the elevator.”
 
                 They turned the corner and 
 
   a plainclothes German man exited from the elevator down the hall. Wayne looked down as the stranger passed them, careful to not make eye contact. The door hissed closed behind them and, Wayne pushed the button for the ninth floor. He said, “I have to get a hold of the crystals that I came here for. I didn’t intend to drag you into this with me. It would have been safer for you to have stayed back at the plant.”
 
                 “My life has never been safe. I was going to escape from Ravensbruck soon, anyway. You saved me the trouble.”
 
                 The elevator halted at its destination and the door slid open. Sauntering out onto the ninth floor hallway, with its generous view of the bomber and the feverish activity taking place below, Wayne became focused on the task at hand. He only had one chance to do this. It wouldn’t be long before the two scientists were found and a small army would be searching for them.
 
                 “Which way?” Linda asked.
 
                 Wayne surveyed the long corridor, devoid of people, which branched in an inviting way in the left direction and also in the right direction. Turning his gaze to the right, he said, “This way is as good as any.” 
 
                 Passing by an unmarked door, Wayne said, “I might as well take a look in this room. Stay here by the door and keep a watch out for any trouble.”
 
                 “Okay,” Linda responded.
 
                 Wayne turned the doorknob and slowly walked into the unknown room. Inside, human skulls sat lined up neatly in a big bookcase, as if they were great literary works being displayed in a library. A youthful doctor, busy performing an autopsy on a corpse strapped down to a rolling medical table, had just finished the intricate process of removing the brain from the cadaver. The doctor, his smock bloodied and holding the head organ in his blood soaked arms, turned around at the intrusion. Wayne flinched at the sight he beheld. Nausea swiftly overcame him. He darted out of the room.
 
                 Wayne ran past Linda, to the nearby corner of the corridor, next to a casement that contained a fire extinguisher. His esophagus went into convulsions. He threw up.
 
                 Linda approached him in the corner and asked, “What did you see?”
 
                 Wiping his mouth with his shirtsleeve, Wayne regained his composure. The feeling of nausea left him. “Nothing worth talking about,” he paused, “Why don’t we look for some type of warning sign for the dangerous material outside the room?”
 
                 “Makes sense to me,” Linda agreed.
 
                 They casually surveyed the entire floor, each time having to avoid passersby.
 
                 “Shit!” Wayne exclaimed after the fruitless search. “We covered most of this floor and still nothing.”
 
                 Linda looked at a steel door down the hall with a digital readout, “What’s that?” 
 
   “I don’t know. The sign was out.”
 
   Linda approached it. The sign blinked on and off before reading: ACHTUNG – RADIOAKTIV MATERIELL.
 
                 “Please, let this be it,” Wayne said. “How many...” He paused as a person, dressed in lab clothes, passed by. “How many radioactive areas can this place have?”
 
                 “Hopefully, only one,” Linda returned.
 
                 “Have that gun of yours handy,” Wayne said. “We might need it. In case there’s anyone in the room, do you think you could ask, in German, where the Gadolinium crystals are stored?”
 
                 “The what crystals?”
 
                 “Gad-o-lin-ium.” Wayne spelled it out, as if trying to teach a kid a new word, “G-a-d-o-l-i-n-i-u-m. Can you remember that?”
 
                 “Gadolinium, got it.” Linda said, irritated.
 
                 “I’m sorry,” he apologized. “I’m just—“
 
                 “Time is wasting,” Linda reminded him.
 
                 “You’re right,” Wayne concurred. “Let’s go.” They quietly entered the room.
 
                 Two middle-aged chemical engineers were busy at work on a contraption that Wayne thought looked much like an electron particle generator machine that he had used during his first year Introduction to Physics class at NYU. The intruders went unnoticed. “Ask about the crystals,” Wayne silently mouthed to Linda.
 
                 Linda cleared her throat to get the attention of the preoccupied men. The chemists turned around and fixed their gaze upon the uninvited interlopers. Linda said, “Wo ist der Gabolidium Kristalls?”
 
                 Neither man offered a response.
 
                 “Wo ist der Gabolidium Kristalls?” Linda repeated.
 
                 Wayne trailed the bearded chemist’s stare to the identity tag. His stomach sank, “All right, just give us what we want and we’re out of here. You won’t be hurt. I need Gadolinium crystals. Where are they?”
 
                 Linda retrieved the gun from her coat pocket and directed it at the worried chemists.
 
                 Dr. Krauss turned the intruders’ attention towards a large industrial-sized refrigerator that had a locked padlock on its door. “The mixture is not a stable one,” he warned.
 
                 “Why do you want them?” a chemist asked in broken English.
 
                 Wayne ignored the question. Studying the appliance, he demanded to know, “Where’s the key to this thing?” 
 
   Not bothering to wait for the answer, Wayne firmly grasped the handle of a hammer that had been resting on a worktable with other tools of its kind. He banged, with all of his muscular force, the pounding tool down on the padlock. It remained intact. He pounded the tool again. On the fourth try, the padlock broke apart. Wayne swung open the refrigerator door. Inside, it was stocked with jars, vials, flasks, and bottles of many different sizes and shapes, all of which had been punctiliously labeled with the correct names of the various compounds and mixtures that they boldly held. Wayne spotted a vial containing a light, greenish substance. He examined the word on the label: GADOLINIUM. Wayne cautiously picked up the small vial and removed it from the icebox. “I go it, Linda,” he exclaimed and placed the sealed vial in his shirt pocket.
 
                 “Great,” she said, still aiming her gun at the chemists. “What are we going to do with them?”
 
                 Wayne glanced around the laboratory-workshop and observed a roll of electrical cable wire. “No problem with that.” With his hands, he motioned to the chemists to move towards the room’s head radiator. “Come on, get together; no wasting time.”
 
                 The two middle-aged men did as instructed and bunched close to one another. “Please,” Dr. Krauss pleaded, “you must be very careful with the substance that you have taken. It can be...”
 
                 “Keep your concerns to yourself, Doc,” Wayne said. He grabbed a pocketknife from the tool table and began to rapidly tie the cable wire around the chemist’s collective arms and feet, using the knife to cut the wire as needed.
 
                 “Your type sickens me,” Linda informed the captives. “Have you no conscience about what you do?”
 
                 “They don’t care,” Wayne replied for them. “They just follow orders like the rest of them. Mindless robots.” He finished securing the bound chemists, with additional cable, to the radiator. “Thanks, gentlemen. You have just saved the world. Before you know it, you’ll both be working as high school science teachers.”
 
                 Their mission accomplished, Wayne and Linda left.
 
                 “Hans,” Dr. Krauss said, “reach into my back pocket. I have a lighter. Use it to burn the wire.”
 
                 
 
    
 
                 Wayne pushed the first floor button on the elevator’s control panel, in the same elevator that, formerly, he had freely taken up to the ninth floor. The door slid shut and the cab initiated its descent. Linda at his side, he said, “You screwed up.”
 
                 “What?” she barely raised her voice.
 
                 “You asked for Gadolinium crystals,” Wayne pointed out. “They are GADOLINIUM crystals. You pronounced them wrong. I thought you had it down.”
 
                 “Are you calling me stupid?”
 
                 “No, I didn’t say that. It’s simply that you have no idea...”
 
                 Linda became mad. “What are you bitching about? You got them, didn’t you?”
 
                 “It’s important!” Wayne stated irately. “That’s probably what tipped them off that there was something fishy about us. There’s too much riding on this.”
 
                 “Maybe we should think of getting out of here now instead of arguing,” Linda firmly suggested.
 
                 The elevator stopped. Wayne pressed in the “door close” button, preventing the lift’s door from opening.
 
                 “What are you doing?” Linda asked.
 
                 With his hand, Wayne wiped away freshly formed droplets of salty perspiration from his forehead. “Everything has gone smoothly so far. I need a few moments to think.”
 
                 “About?”
 
                 Wayne, after remaining silent for half a minute, said, “About how we can get safely back to New Berlin. Our best bet is to get a hold of a car.” As if to build up his confidence, he reiterated, “Yep, that’s what we’ll have to do. Get a hold of a car.”
 
                 “We can do it,” Linda reassured him. “I know we can.”
 
                 Wayne released the “door close” button. When the door opened up, with the building’s first floor spread out before them, he said, “Just act like we belong, and no one will bother us. I used to sneak into these fancy, rich folks beach clubs all the time. It was easy. Just acted like I belonged there.” They exited the elevator.
 
                 They ambled toward the main door. Each time a passerby walked by, Wayne’s heart would skip a beat. He avoided eye making eye contact with anybody. Finally reaching the big main entrance, Wayne extended his hand to grip the large door’s brass handle, splendidly bedecked with little ornamental swastikas. Wayne’s fingers, a mere six inches from clutching the gateway to freedom, paused in its movement.
 
                 A shrieking whistle, much like the one that would wake the prisoners at Hollenburg, sounded out. Wayne, temporarily immobilized by a sudden terror, tried hard to brush off the alarm. He could not, for he knew the purpose of its being. In a mania, he threw his sweaty fingers around the brass door’s big handle. Linda heard something click in the door that sounded like a lock. Wayne pushed on the swastika-garnished handle. It would not budge. He slammed his upper body into the large door, with no success in getting it in motion.
 
                 “Shit,” Linda exclaimed, almost inaudible above the deafening alarm that continually blared through the numerous loudspeakers.
 
                 Wayne twisted around to behold a Nazi Rottwachtmeister and two Nazi military policemen less than one hundred feet away and rapidly closing in on them.
 
                 “You got any good ideas now?” Linda questioned.
 
                 “Run as fast as you can.” He sprinted off, with Linda keeping a steady pace behind.
 
                 Corporal Bruener clicked his walkie-talkie, “We have located the intruders on the first floor near the entrance.” He gestured and the police took off after them. 
 
                 Wayne and Linda darted past the huge German bomber, knocking technicians, busy at work, out of their way.
 
                 Not far behind the intruders, a Nazi Unterwachtmeister aimed his high-powered machine gun at them. As he was about to pull the lever, the Nazi Corporal snatched the deadly weapon from his hands. “No. Not near the plane,” Corporal Bruener scolded him.
 
                 With a cluster of more Nazi military policemen gaining ground on them, Wayne was aware that his only chance was to escape the building. He came upon a red emergency door exit. “Excellent,” he said and tried to pry it open. “Jesus,” he vented his frustration and pounded a fist on the door.
 
                 “I see a staircase over there,” Linda urged. A bullet hit the emergency exit door a mere two inches above her head.
 
                 “Go!” They ran into the stairway and moved up the steps. “We have to get out of this damn complex,” he said between puffs.
 
                 “I’m taking out any of those Nazi bastards that I can,” Linda grasped her pistol tightly.
 
   Corporal Bruener, a squinty-eyed slender man of average height, and a squad of military policemen, their weapons drawn, entered the stairway taking three steps at a time. Just as he turned the corner, the Corporal saw the passageway door shut. 
 
   “Ah, yes,” the Corporal said self-satisfactorily in his low voice, “they are not as smart as they think.”
 
                 An alert military policeman pressed, “Sir, are you sure it’s not a trap?” Corporal Bruener, unlike most of the men of his rank, lent an open ear to his subordinate’s opinions. 
 
   “Spread out. Consider them armed and dangerous. Max and Bernhard, with me.” The Corporal and his two extensively trained men strutted into the fourth floor corridor as the others continued moving speedily up the stairs.
 
                 Bruener and his goons, firearms cocked quietly swept into a room with a heavy leaded glass wall. A silhouette shifted across the wall; he had the same build as Wayne. Bruener, never shy about taking credit for his good actions, situated his gun on the murky figure in the room and fired. The glass crumbled.
 
                 “Are you crazy?” the injured man, who had been shot in the left thigh cried out. The Corporal frowned and looked down at the scientist. His walkie-talkie chirped.
 
                 “Bruener, report!”
 
                 “We are narrowing in on the intruders, sir,” Bruener responded.
 
                 “State your position,” the powerful voice beamed through the communication device.
 
                 “Floor four, south wing.”
 
                 “Carry on. Over.”
 
                 Bruener clipped his walkie-talkie back onto his black leather-banded utility belt. He waved his men on.
 
    
 
                 Wayne and Linda frantically tried to open any door on the fourth floor as they rushed down the hall. All of them, though, had been automatically locked by the building’s advanced security system. Turning a bend in the hallway, into the east wing, Wayne spotted a fire extinguisher. 
 
   “When I turn this on, grab any guns that you can,” he told Linda.
 
    
 
                 “Sir,” one of the military policemen uttered, drawing his superior’s attention to a welcome sight across the way. The search was over.
 
                 The pack of Nazis roved into the east wing corridor. They were greeted with a spray of foamy white, chemically based fire retardant. Their hands went to their eyes as they screamed in pain. Their weapons dropped to the ground as they were covered head to toe in the white foam until they resembled Nazi Snowmen.
 
    Linda snatched up the pistols off the floor and wedged one into the waist of her pants. She handed the other to Wayne.
 
                 Two more guards rounded the corner with their guns raised to fire. Linda popped hers off first and shot one of them in the head. The other guard leaned out of cover quickly and fired, missing both of them. Linda attempted to fire again, but her gun jammed.
 
                 The guard heard the clicking of a jammed weapon and stepped out of cover. He aimed at Linda, but before he could fire Wayne shot at him and missed. In the time it took for the guard to realize that Wayne had missed; he and Linda were already through the door with machine gun fire echoing behind them. 
 
                 Another pair of well-armed military policemen arrived on the scene. “Have they been located?” one asked.
 
                 The private nodded at the broken glass, then kicked out the remaining pieces that were still attached to the door frame.
 
                 The three men cautiously entered the room, coming into a large area that functioned as an administrative office, complete with computer terminals, bland desks, and unattractive file cabinets.
 
                 They wandered slowly, light on their feet, searching for their prey. Nothing stirred. The military policemen roamed past one of the six bulky metal desks present in the room, which seemed to be laid out in a random configuration.
 
                 Wayne pushed a rolling desk chair smack into one of the guard’s spidery legs. The guard tripped back against his partner and they both tumbled to the ground.
 
                 Linda, hiding behind a tall beige file cabinet, shoved the heavy organizer onto them as they fell. 
 
                 Wayne turned his gun on the remaining military policeman. “Don’t move, asshole,” he said simply.
 
                 The guard didn’t hesitate. With a lightning-quick jerk of his foot, he kicked the weapon out of Wayne’s hand and jumped him. 
 
   “Fucking swine,” he growled. His partner, having freed himself from the filing cabinet, jabbed his closed fist into Wayne’s face, giving him a taste of his own blood.
 
                 The third man stood up carefully and as Linda turned to take his gun, he grabbed Linda’s right leg and twisted it. She collapsed to the floor. 
 
   The private pulled her hair and snickered, “You want to play games, bitch? Is that what you want?” He elbowed her in the mouth hard. He grinned sadistically. 
 
                 “How about one more, you troublemaking bitch?” He swung back about to elbow her again when she rammed her foot into his crotch. He groaned in pain and released his grip on Linda as he curled into the fetal position.
 
                 “How’s about one more, you Nazi piece of shit?” Linda sarcastically said as she whacked him again. 
 
   She snatched the private’s gun from him, stood up, and aimed the firearm at the military policemen, busy dishing out their own brand of punishment, on top of Wayne. 
 
   “Get off of him,” she instructed them.
 
                 The military policemen did as ordered and backed up. After a moment of truce, one man lunged forward at Linda. She didn’t wait a second and he was promptly shot in the gut. He fell to the ground groaning in pain. His partner, not nearly as brave a man, stood in place and swallowed hard.
 
                 “Head or tails?” Linda asked Wayne.
 
                 Wayne shot back, “Linda, we have to get the fuck out of here!”
 
                 “Heads or tails?” she repeated.
 
                 “Tails.”
 
                 “You lose,” Linda wryly informed her target and fired.
 
                 “Are you happy now?” Wayne asked.
 
                 The private, who was spread out on the floor, took a small pineapple shaped hand grenade from his holster and pulled the pin on it. There could be no greater honor to bestow upon oneself than to die in the course of carrying out one’s duty for the Reich. The private began to laugh deliriously.
 
                 “Wayne,” Linda called out, “Grenade!”
 
                 “Go!” Wayne sprinted for the door.
 
   Linda grabbed the grenade. 
 
   Wayne screams, “What are you doing!” Linda drops the grenade quickly and Wayne yanks her out of the room.
 
                 A platoon of military policemen was swiftly converging on the intruders.
 
                 Wayne unwound a long burlap fire hose from its resting place on the corridor wall. “Jump on my back,” he shouted at Linda. The pack of policemen drew closer.
 
                 “I don’t know what you’re doing, but it better be good,” Linda said and hopped on Wayne’s back.
 
                 Wayne, clinging to the hose with all of his available strength, crawled over the balcony.
 
                 A great explosion emanated from the administrative room on the fourth floor, rocking the hallway, and killing most of the platoon. 
 
                 Wayne tumbled, with his passenger, down to the first story. A bullet whizzed by them. Wayne couldn’t tell where it came from, but he didn’t really care. What mattered to him was that it hadn’t either of them.
 
                 “Keep low,” Wayne muttered as they kept moving. BANG. 
 
   “I’ve been shot. I’ve been shot!” he yelled as blood stained his shirt. He ripped off his shirt sleeve.
 
                 “I think it’s just a graze,” Linda said tying the sleeve tightly around his arm.
 
                 “Well, it hurts like a motherfucker,” Wayne retorted. “Let’s get over by that plane. I have a plan.”
 
    
 
                 Wayne and Linda approached the massive German bomber. The technicians and engineers whom had been working around and on it had scattered when the emergency siren went off. Wayne spotted a woman pointing a rifle at him from the balcony and took a dive. Linda fired off a shot at her. The military policewoman fell over the balcony, dead.
 
                 The fugitives made their way to the huge military aircraft and ducked under its fuselage. The bullets suddenly stopped for fear of hitting the bomber itself. Wayne looked up to see an open panel that revealed part of the plane’s complex engine. He gloated at the sight.
 
                 “What do you have in mind?” Linda asked.
 
                 From his lab coat’s side pocket, Wayne removed the pocketknife, which he had lifted from the chemist’s workshop. 
 
   He said, “I figure our chances of getting out of here are a lot better if this place is in total chaos.” 
 
   He put the knife’s sharp edge up to the plane’s fuel line. Before he was able to cut it, Corporal Bruener pulled him into a headlock from behind, fire retardant still smeared on his coat. 
 
   “Cut the red one,” Wayne squeaked as he handed the knife to Linda.
 
                 Bruener’s grip tightened around Wayne’s neck as he struggled to reach Linda too.
 
                 With one expeditious movement, Linda slashed the fuel line. Gasoline started streaming down from the plane.
 
                 Wayne  slammed the Corporal’s body into the plane’s mammoth wing as hard he could. Wayne twisted the Nazi’s arm behind his back and pinned him against the plane, directly underneath the broken fuel line. The Corporal coughed as his hair and clothes became soaked with kerosene.
 
                 Bruener knocked his head against Wayne’s, liberating himself. He quickly took out a ten-inch steel knife from its sheath. “Are we having fun yet?” he smirked.
 
                 Linda grabbed the book of matches out of her pocket and  opened it up. One match remained. Corporal Bruener lunged forward but missed Wayne as he darted to the side.
 
                 Ripping the last match from its cover, Linda struck it lit, and tossed the burning match onto him. He became a human torch as flames consumed his body. Bruener screamed at the top of his lungs.
 
                 “Surprise, surprise, surprise,” Wayne said in his best Gomer Pyle drawl. Wayne kicked the flaming Nazi into the increasing puddle of fuel, igniting the immediate area into flames. Fire spread onto the bomber’s fuel line, and it started to burn like the fuse to a stick of dynamite. 
 
   “It’s gonna explode! Run!” Wayne yelled. 
 
                 With a swarm of immaculately dressed Nazi privates and military policemen ascending upon the scene, the great Reich bomber’s main fuel tank exploded with a monstrous immensity as Wayne and Linda ran for their lives. 
 
   Aircraft debris hit every nook and cranny of the building. Each person who was within one hundred feet of the plane, at the time of the explosion, would be left with a permanent hearing impairment, if they were lucky enough to be alive. Thirty seconds after the first burst, a second, but equally disastrous, explosion rocked the burning, metal bird as the reserve fuel tank exploded. Pandemonium broke out as the force of the explosions caused bodies to go flying and a number of men to experience painful third degree burns. A young private, fresh out of training academy, only six meters distant from the bomber and engulfed in flames, cried out, “HELP! I’M ON FIRE! WATER...” before his voice went forever silent. A fire alarm sounded as smoke filled the air, adding to the orchestra of noise. The water sprinklers that worked did little to help the situation.
 
                 The fugitives raced up the steps of a stairway and exited at the third floor. 
 
   “What are we doing?” Linda inquired.
 
                 “What?” Wayne loudly said, his ears ringing badly.
 
                 “Why are we up here?” Linda spoke in his ear.
 
                 “Because there’s no fucking way we’re getting out of here on that bottom floor.” The rapidly increasing amount of thick smoke began to make Wayne cough incessantly. 
 
   “The best bet is for us to get out of this building before we choke,” he said. He attempted to turn the doorknob on a room door. It wouldn’t turn.
 
                 “Stand back,” Linda said. She pointed her pistol at the lock and fired three shots, demolishing it.
 
                 As they sprinted into a small storage room, Wayne peered through the dense vapor to see if any Nazis were on their tails. None appeared to be. 
 
   Linda looked out the window. 
 
                 “Oh,” she said.
 
   “Beautiful,” Wayne agreed. With a swift, strong kick, he broke the glass. “Go first.”
 
                 “Why me first?” she said startled.
 
                 “So you can break my fall.”
 
                 “That’s thoughtful of you.”
 
                 Another massive explosion caused the entire building to tremble.
 
                 “GO! JUMP!” Wayne yelped.
 
                 Linda leaped from the room and landed on the outside of the back of the building, in a trash dumpster piled high with rubbish. Wayne, without faltering, next took the plunge, landing beside her. Climbing out of the dumpster, Wayne felt the precious vial of Gadolinium Crystals to make sure that it was intact. It was.
 
                 Fire trucks blanketed the front of the huge, flaming building. Firemen went to work with their hoses and ladders.
 
                 “Well, hotshot, what do you suppose we do now?” 
 
                 “The quickest way to get back to the city will be by airplane. This is a military base. Let’s go find ourselves a plane before they figure out that we’re still alive.”
 
                 “Just like that, you think we’ll find a plane?”
 
                 “We have to. It’s only a matter of time before they have an army out here searching for us. We’ll never make it on foot and we’d be spotted too easily in a vehicle.” 
 
   Wayne headed toward a  small, red military jeep. He hopped in and ran his hand under the dashboard and fiddled with some of its wires.
 
                 “Those crystals of yours better be pretty damned important if we went through all this shit for them,” Linda complained.
 
                 “I told you why I need them,” Wayne said as Linda climbed in. He peeked at the wires below the dashboard. He touched two wires together and the jeep’s engine purred to life. 
 
   “Ah, the things you learn in Brooklyn.” Wayne shifted the vehicle into first gear and drove away from the burning building and the mass of black smoke rising above it. In the rearview mirror, the sun was setting.
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   Pliss / Reich
 
   CHAPTER EIGHT
 
    
 
                 At base headquarters, the SS-Oberstgruppenfuehrer was in charge of the day-to-day operations at Oberkoblenz Military Installation and he was not happy.
 
   He shouted with indignation, “Find out who is responsible for causing this trouble on my base. I want his head.”
 
                 “Yes, sir,” Sergeant Rangsdorf saluted the General.
 
    
 
    
 
                 Wayne sped the jeep along and turned south in a path opposite the main entrance of the base. The roads of Oberkoblenz were empty. 
 
   “Bingo,” Wayne said as he saw a large, grassy airfield with different types and sizes of airplanes parked on it. He swerved the vehicle sharply to the left, onto the airfield, and then drove it up beside a single-engine, two-seated airplane. Wayne climbed out of the jeep and into the plane’s open-air cockpit. Thirty-eight yards away was an equipment shed. “Go over there and see if you can find two parachutes,” he persuaded Linda.
 
                 “Parachutes?”
 
                 “I went flying in a small plane like this with a friend once. I think I can fly it, but I’m not sure about landing it.”
 
   “Glad to hear it,” Linda said sarcastically.
 
                 “Hurry up! Let’s go,” Wayne urged.
 
                 “I’m going, I’m going.” Linda ran to the equipment shed.
 
                 “Let me see,” Wayne thought aloud as he viewed the cockpit’s instrument panel, “all I have to do is what I saw Joey do when he took me flying with him.” He pushed a button on the control panel. Nothing happened. “Shit!” He tried flicking a switch up on the instrument board. The propeller commenced spinning as the aircraft’s engine came to life. “Alright,” Wayne said with relief.
 
                 Carrying a parachute in each hand, Linda ran back to the airplane, “I found them.” She tossed them into the cockpit and climbed aboard and sat next to Wayne.
 
                 Wayne pushed a lever down. The propeller spun faster as the plane’s engine worked at its full capacity.
 
                 A young Nazi private approached the plane, “Where is your authorization?”
 
                 Linda stuck a gun in the private’s face, “It’s right here.” He raised his hands and backed away slowly.
 
                 The small plane started to taxi away from the other parked aircraft and towards an open area of field.
 
                 A caravan of five military transport vehicles, holding a squadron of elite Waffen-SS soldiers, led by SS Sergeant Rangsdorf, screeched up to the naive private.
 
                 Rangsdorf, sitting in the lead automobile, inquired, “Has anybody entered this area within the last ten minutes?”
 
                 “Two people,” the private nervously answered.
 
                 Rangsdorf’s right eyebrow twitched, which was its habit when he became agitated. He asked, in a strangely subdued manner, “What did they look like?”
 
                 “They were young, sir,” the private, avoiding eye contact with the SS Sergeant, said. “A big man and a woman of average height with dark hair, sir.”
 
                 “You idiot!” Rangsdorf shouted. He raised his favorite pistol, one his grandfather had passed along to him, and fired it. The young man dropped to the ground, dead.
 
    
 
                 The single engine flying machine approached takeoff speed.
 
                 “I should tell you,” Linda said, “I’ve never been in one of these things before.”
 
                 “Don’t worry, there’s nothing to flying,” Wayne assured her. “It’s safer than being in a car.” He pulled the cockpit flight wheel towards him.
 
                 The airplane, with its refugees, lifted off right above the heads of the seasoned Sergeant and his Waffen-SS troops.
 
                 “You can fly this thing, right Wayne?” Linda tensely asked as the plane elevated.
 
                 Wayne glanced at the flyer’s compass, without paying attention to the words his passenger had spoken, “Just have to fly east to the Atlantic, then head south.”
 
                 “You didn’t answer my question, Wayne,” Linda said with annoyance. “You can fly this thing, right?”
 
                 “Well, we’re up in the air, aren’t we? It is not going to do you or me any good if you work yourself into a tizzy about flying. Now, sit back and enjoy the view.”
 
                 Fifteen minutes later, Waffen-SS soliders loaded onto a large F-343. SS Sergeant Rangsdorf was the last one to board. The pilot fired up the aircraft’s two sturdy engines.
 
                 With the last of the sun setting on the horizon, the fugitives were soaring over a glimmer of lights. “Almost there, almost there,” Wayne said pepping himself up. He looked out of the airplane and at the terrain that he glided so high above. “Want to know something, everyone down there?” he raised his voice. “Soon you’ll be yuppies driving BMWs and Mercedes, instead of Nazis.” He paused. “Why doesn’t that sound right?”
 
                 Linda was quickly turning green in the face. “Wayne, can you please keep it steady?” she asked. “I’m getting really nauseous.”
 
                 “She’s as steady as I can make her. It shouldn’t be much longer.”
 
    
 
                 The F-343 neared the coastline of the ocean. Next to the pilot, Sergeant Rangsdorf became fidgety, “Can’t we go any faster? We should have overtaken them by now.”
 
                 “I’m flying her as fast as I can, sir. This airplane was not built for speed. I think we should radio for backup.”
 
                 Rangsdorf fixed his iron gaze upon the pilot and said, “Are you suggesting that I am not able to handle the situation myself, Corporal?”
 
                 “No, sir,” the pilot bit his tongue.
 
                 A bleep sounded from the airplane’s radar tracking system and a small red dot appeared on its screen.
 
                 “I think we’ve got them, sir,” the pilot stated.
 
                 The Sergeant, envisioning a promotion as a reward for his capture of the fugitives, nodded his head, “Good. Very good.”
 
    
 
                 Nestled beneath the compact, piston powered plane, the bright lights of New Berlin City shone in the distance. 
 
   “New York, I’m coming home,” Wayne joyfully said. “I think I can see Times Square from here, or what used to be Times Square. Dick Clark would drop a big apple from there every New Year’s Eve to ring in the New Year. The streets would be lined with loads of people, not to mention the bums, pimps, hookers, and peep shows. That’s New York, not New fuckin’ Berlin.” 
 
   Mocking a German accent, he added, “They probably call it the Big Weiner schnitzel now.”
 
                 Linda slung her head over the side of the plane, vomited the small amount in her stomach, and she went pale.
 
                 “Are you okay, Linda?” Wayne asked.
 
                 “I am never getting in an airplane again as long as I live,” she said firmly.
 
                 Wayne heard the roar of the F-343’s double engines, not far off in the clear sky. “Damn! Don’t these guys ever give up?” he grumbled. Wayne slipped on a parachute and told his partner, “Put on your parachute.”
 
                 “You mean right now?”
 
                 “Right now. Just in case.”
 
                 “In case of what?”
 
                 “Just in case.”
 
                 The pilot of the F-343 glimpsed at his radar-tracking screen. He informed his superior, “Sir, we are almost on them.”
 
                 “Almost is not good enough,” Rangsdorf snapped. “I want to be on their asses.” The large F-343 nosedived. 
 
                 The SS Sergeant ordered his gunner, “Fire on them.”
 
                 Bullets flew in the direction of the small plane. “Duck down,” Wayne said. He pushed in his flight wheel, causing the airplanes to swiftly fall away from its nemesis.
 
                 “Keep on them,” Rangsdorf barked. 
 
                 From his position in his cockpit, Wayne was able to see the F-343’s gunner, with machine gun in place, preparing to fire on him. “Hold on!” Wayne shouted above the noise of the engine.
 
                 “What are you going to–”
 
                 Wayne pulled his flight control wheel all the way out, making the plane loop in the sky. 
 
   “Whoa, shit!” Linda exclaimed.
 
                 The Nazi gunner fired a hail of bullets at Wayne’s small plane, piercing the window of the aircraft and nailing Wayne in the shoulder.
 
                 “OW!” Wayne screamed and the plane tipped downward. Struggling, he leveled out the plane. Fresh blood had splattered like paint onto the flight wheel and covered Wayne’s shirt.
 
                 “Are you okay?” Linda peered out the window, trying to get a read on the other plane.
 
                 “They got my shoulder,” Wayne said, regaining his orientation after the aerial acrobatic he had just performed. “And no, it’s not a flesh wound this time. I feel something lodged in there.”
 
                 “Let me take a look,” Linda offered.
 
                 “Can’t worry ‘bout it now,” Wayne retorted. The predatory aircraft buzzed along at only 200 meters away just off to his left. “Can you keep an eye on them?
 
                 Linda replied, “I have been but I think I’m going to puke again. Next time, I’ll stick with a car.”
 
                 Sergeant Rangsdorf had his face pressed up against the front window. “Clip him.”
 
                  “What?”
 
                 “I said,” Rangsdorf maintained his calm, “I want you to clip his plane.”
 
                 “But sir, that could be suicide… for us.”
 
                 The Sergeant put his hand up to his cap, with its proud SS insignia, straightened it out on his head, and, in his dark tone, said, “Need I remind you of the penalty for failing to obey an officer’s command?”
 
                 The pilot didn’t have to think twice. 
 
   “No, sir,” he reluctantly said. “Hold on, this might get tricky.”
 
                 As the web of lights of New Berlin City glistened a mile below, the Reich F-343 closed in on the propeller plane, flying toward it in a sweeping motion with its big wings tilted at a forty-five degree angle.
 
                 Wayne steered his little flyer away from the F-343, but couldn’t shake him.
 
                 “What the fuck are they trying to do?” Linda watched in amazement as the F-343 got closer and closer..
 
                 “Whatever it is, they are absolutely insane.”
 
                 “Can you land?” Linda, her hair ruffled by the wind, anxiously questioned her pilot.
 
                 “Not yet. Not in the middle of New York. I’m looking for an field or something. Maybe an interstate.” Wayne again attempted to break loose of the F-343. The horsepower of his weak engine, unfortunately, was no match for it.
 
                 A loud screech and a horrific bump shook the small propeller plane. The left wing bent significantly from the impact of the deliberated collision. In an instant, Wayne’s plane, with an out of commission wing, spun from its level position with the Earth’s surface to an off centered seventy degree angle. With its right wing almost lateral to the ground below, it quickly lost altitude as gravity sucked it down.
 
                 To keep from falling out of the airplane, Wayne and Linda clutched hard at their seats. “We’ve gotta jump,” Wayne hollered.
 
                 Linda glanced down. “Oh god. Oh god. I don’t know if–“
 
                 “Yes, you can, damn it! We made it this far. There’s nothing to it. After you jump,” Wayne pointed to her parachute’s rip cord, “pull this cord. Now come on, JUMP!” he pressured. “The plane’s going to crash.”
 
                 Linda inhaled a deep breath, “Here goes nothing!” She lept from the cockpit. Wayne immediately followed her.
 
                 They plummeted through the atmosphere downward to the polluted planet below. Linda looked around as they fell, mesmerized by the sight.
 
                 “Pull your cord,” Wayne screamed at her as loud as he could with the wind rushing by his face. Stunned, Linda yanked on her ripcord and her chute was released. Wayne jerked on his cord, too. They proceeded to gently glide toward the Hudson river. The echoing boom of a small airplane crashing into an office building and bursting into flames rang out.
 
                 “Land this aircraft at Karl Goering airport,” Sergeant Rangsdorf, who had seen the refugees’ chutes open, instructed his pilot. 
 
   “They think they have nine lives,” he gritted his teeth, “but that will soon change.”
 
                 The Doenitz River, named for the Grand Admiral of the Reich Navy during the war and the head of its successful, deadly U-boat campaign, was silent except for fresh, tiny air bubbles that rose to its surface, and the rustle of two rather large pieces of umbrella shaped nylon fabric floating on its water. Two people surfaced, gasping for air.
 
                 Wayne spat out a mouthful of brownish liquid. “See new countries, or the countries that you thought you knew, learn new languages, get killed,” he sardonically said. “All you have to do is call Doctor Hoffmann’s time travel services.” Eyeing the murky river that he dog-paddled in, he observed, “Well, this river is just as dirty under Nazi rule.”
 
                 “I actually jumped out of an airplane. My first time in an airplane, no less.”
 
                 Wayne said, “You did great, Linda. Except you should have pulled your cord quicker.”
 
                 Linda ignored him, “We’re sitting ducks here. Let’s head out.”
 
    
 
                 The two of them struggled out of the water with their chutes. They bundled them up and began to wring the polluted water out of their clothes.
 
                 “I need to get to New York Uni-,” Wayne stopped and corrected himself, “the Center of Aryan Studies.”
 
                 “This city’s going to be crawling with Nazis after our little escapade,” Linda said. “Trust me – it would be way too risky to go anywhere near there now. I know a place where we can hide out for the night.”
 
                 “It doesn’t matter,” Wayne stated solemnly. “I don’t want to wait; I can’t wait. What I have to do is too damn important.”
 
                 “Are you sure that Hoffmann lady will be there?”
 
                 “I can figure out how to work the time machine, if I have to.”
 
                 Linda looked at his wounded right shoulder, swelling badly. “You need to have that taken care of,” she said.
 
                 “I’ll worry about it later,” Wayne stubbornly insisted.
 
                 “It’d be best to stay off the city streets as much as we can,” Linda gave in and sighed. Her feet started to walk along the riverbank. Wayne trailed close behind her.
 
                 They had only made it half a kilometer when the bright illumination of a helicopter searchlight cut through evening sky and enveloped them. “This way,” Linda trotted off, away from the shore.
 
                 The fugitives meandered their way into the dim, shadowy city streets. The helicopter kept a close tab on them with its spotlight. 
 
   “Do you know where you’re going?” Wayne asked.
 
                 “All too well,” Linda replied. They moved deeper into the maze of concrete and steel mountains. The building exteriors were adorned with fat, colorful balloons strung together like precious necklaces of pearls and banners with propagandized slogans, such as the one that read: THE FUTURE-FREEDOM, FATHERLAND, BLOOD AND SOIL! The abundant swastika flags were softly caressed by the limp spring breeze.
 
                 Wayne leaned his body against the wall of a brick building. “Hold on,” he said, rubbing his throbbing shoulder and trying to breathe. He was lightheaded from adrenaline crash and exhaustion. “Why all this parade crap?”
 
                 “Tomorrow’s some bullshit holiday,” Linda said. “Victory Day. It’s nothing more than the Nazis telling themselves how great they are. We only need to go a bit further.”
 
                 The searchlight lit the former slave laborers up like a pair of well-decorated Christmas trees. Sirens could be heard in the distance, headed closer in their direction.
 
                 “This way,” Linda said and directed Wayne down a narrow, quiet street lined with small shops. The searchlight persistently followed. The owners had long since gone home to their households; most had closed shop early in preparation for the next day’s big celebrations. Linda stopped and nodded at a manhole. “That’s where we need to go. Create a diversion while I remove the cover.”
 
                 “What kind of diversion?” Wayne, still feeling dizzy, asked.
 
                 “I don’t know. Run around or something. Then, once I’m in, join me as soon as you can.”
 
                 Wayne, thinking fast, moved quickly down the street and flung his left arm in the air to get the attention of the helicopter controller. It worked. The bright spotlight kept on him like a cat on a mouse. He rolled his body under a parked Volkswagen, part of it shrouded, even with the powerful illumination that sliced through the sky, in pitch blackness, thanks to the shade thrown off by a nearby tall building.
 
                 Linda, having slid off the heavy manhole slab, lowered her body rapidly into the ground. 
 
   “I’m in, Wayne,” she said with just enough volume necessary for her partner to hear.
 
                 Wayne crawled out from underneath the vehicle on its dark side. The searchlight stayed fixed on the Beetle. Wayne ran to the manhole. He entered its opening and slid the manhole cover back in its proper place just in time for Gestapo vehicles to pull up.
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   CHAPTER NINE
 
    
 
                 Linda led her partner through the network of numerous drainage tunnels that made up the dreary, almost lightless, extensive sewer system of New Berlin City. It was a sewer system that had been newly built in the late 1940s after the old, American one had been destroyed in the war. The population of a city of rats called it home. Wayne and Linda came upon a large crevice, with a diameter wide enough to accommodate an average sized human, in the muddled, rocky ground. Linda got down on her hands and knees and, in a creeping motion, began to move through the crack.
 
                 “Are you sure you know where you’re going?” Wayne asked. He was feeling claustrophobic.
 
                 “I practically grew up here,” Linda said, her voice muffled since her head was already on the far side of the crevice.
 
                 Wayne unwillingly crawled into the hole, also. Halfway through it, he became stuck. “I can’t move anymore,” he fretted.
 
                 “Suck in your gut,” Linda advised.
 
                 “It is sucked in,” Wayne said frustrated.
 
                 Linda gripped each of his calloused hands. When she pulled on them hard, the pain in Wayne’s right shoulder intensified. He wiggled his torso, the minute amount that he could, against the hard surface that surrounded him. Linda pulled harder. He broke free of the crevice’s clutch.
 
                 They stood on a dilapidated platform in what was once a part of the famous New York City subway system. An aged Metropolitan Transit Authority train, at least half a century old, laid in silence on its tracks, partly covered in rubble. Human skeletons, wearing their outdated clothes from a bygone year, littered the area. A newsstand, once an outlet of free press and free speech, sat unguarded. A dusty sign, which had so often greeted freshly arriving passengers, hung from the ceiling by a lone wire and read: 26TH STREET.
 
                 Wayne took a good, hard look at the scene before him and had to hold back his tears. Witnessing the subway in its current, sorry state, he felt a bizarre sensation of isolation and loneliness come over him as he stood where he had so many times previously in his life during the afternoon rush hours, mobbed by strangers. 
 
   “You know,” he said, “it’s ironic. I was never really crazy about New York the way some people were. I always complained about the noise, the crowds, and the crime. But now I would give anything to be able to stand in a crowd of New Yorkers watching the Macy’s Day Parade. Hell, I’d even sit through a Yankees game.” 
 
   Wayne picked up a yellowed edition of the New York Times. He read from its front page, “As a result of Germany’s continually devastating attacks on U.S. military bases, including the site where the United States allegedly had the atomic bomb in development, the United States is trying to maintain some form of defense around the country while the Japanese continue to conquer more lands in the East.” He looked at the date of the newspaper. “March 30th, 1947.” Wayne threw down the paper. “Can you believe that this is all my fault, Linda? Can you believe what I have done?”
 
                 “Let’s keep moving, Wayne.”
 
                 “Linda, do you really believe my story? I know that you said you did, and I couldn’t have gotten this far without your help, but it’s odd. Why do you believe me? Or are you just humoring me?”
 
                 “Let’s walk a little more, Wayne. Then we’ll talk.”
 
                 Wayne stuck his hand in his pocket and ran his fingers along the vial of crystals. It gave him some comfort, at least.
 
                 Linda jumped down onto the rusted railroad tracks. Wayne followed close behind as she skirted around part of the caved-in roof and continued down the dark, endless tracks. Wayne remained silent, and in a near state of shock, as they proceeded through the war ravaged subterranean world. They climbed over a derailed Long Island Railroad train car. They moved onto a platform, passing a sign that read: UNION STATION. Wayne observed one skeleton “resting” against a wall with a cup in one bony hand beside it a cardboard sign that pleaded to passersby: BROTHER, CAN YOU SPARE A DIME? 
 
   As they inched along on scaffolding above a station stop, Linda slipped. Wayne, feeling as dead as all of the skeletons he had been observing, helped her up. They crawled through a subway tunnel, barely passable due to the twisted wreckage of it rubble. Hardest of all for Wayne, was walking through a train that had the skeletal remains of a full batch of passengers intact on it. Most wore the business suits that they had on when the “big one” dropped. 
 
   Wayne thought of all the people that he knew who routinely used public transportation to get back and forth from work and school. A cold shiver shot up his spinal cord. On the train, a poster with a picture of a white bearded Uncle Sam advertised to the masses: BUY WAR BONDS, DO YOUR PART TO DEFEAT THE NAZIS.
 
                 They soon came to a small, enclosed area. Linda begun feeling around for something near the wall. Within a minute, she had found what she had been seeking – an old kerosene lamp. She lit it, shedding an eerie orange light on the tiny area “decorated” with the makeshift furniture of a couch made from train seats pushed together and an ancient mattress resting on the floor with a thin, blue blanket full of holes on it.
 
                 “Cozy little area,” Wayne said. He attempted, unsuccessfully, to lighten up the mood when he asked, “Did you do the interior design work yourself?”
 
                 “As a matter of fact, I did,” Linda replied in an earnest manner.
 
                 “Well, it’s nice enough,” Wayne said. It was nicer than Hollenburg anyway.
 
   “Nice compared to the ghetto. I found this area down here by accident when I was a child; started crawling through pipes, the sewers, anywhere I could escape the ghetto. And then, one day I crawled through a sewer pipe and it kept on going and going, until I ended up down here.”
 
                 “Don’t the Germans know about this area?” Wayne sat down on the homemade couch.
 
                 “Most of them aren’t even old enough to remember the war. This place has long been forgotten. Probably considered by those who do remember it as just a casualty of the war. Let me have a look at your shoulder.”
 
                 Wayne, barely able to move his right arm without pain, slowly tugged his shirt off. The tissue around his shoulder had swelled considerably. Linda took her knife and sterilized the blade by holding it above the kerosene flame. Wayne, wincing at the sight of the cutting tool, queried his new doctor, “You ever do anything like this before?”
 
                 She answered, “I’ve done my share of treating wounds, delivering babies – you name it.” Linda started to cut the bullet out, making her patient flinch.
 
                 “So, what do you do around here?” Wayne asked attempting to occupy his mind with something other than the sharp pain he was experiencing in this shoulder area.
 
                 “I like to meditate. And read. I found a bunch of pre-war magazines and books down here. I like to read about how the world was before the war and about what it was like to live in a democracy. Also, it’s interesting to me to read about the different places around the world that I would’ve loved to have seen. But most of all, this has been a place to get away from the crowded ghetto and spend some time alone. Everybody needs that now and then, I think.” Linda made a deep cut in her patient’s shoulder. Wayne screamed.
 
                 “Hold still,” Linda requested of him. “You’re the first person that I ever brought here. This place has always been my little secret.” She held up the lead slug. “Got the bugger.” She grabbed a rag, a brown shirt from a long time past, and bandaged the wound.
 
                 “I’m glad that’s cover,” Wayne said with relief.
 
                 Changing the subject, Linda said, “My mother used to believe that she possessed special powers.”
 
                 “Special powers?”
 
                 “Psychic powers.”
 
                 “Psychic powers, like ESP?”
 
                 “Yeah, like that. She would have what she’d call visions and then she would sketch pictures of those visions.”
 
                 Wayne yawned, “That’s some weird shit.”
 
                 Linda went to a tall stack of worn reading material in a corner of the confined area, and, from the bottom of it, slid out a small purse just as worn as the books and magazines that it sat underneath. From the purse, she pulled out a handful of old drawings, done in pencil, and flipped through them. She pulled one out. 
 
   “There is one sketch she drew that I thought of instantly when I first set eyes on you.” The penciled sketch, on notebook paper tinged with the yellow of time, showed the face of a young man that was a near perfect mirror image of Wayne’s face. It was a crude drawing, but not without artistic merit. On the top of the page, letters had been scribbled in a sloppy handwriting that formed the words: THE SAVIOR.
 
                 Wayne looked at the sketch, but wasn’t impressed, “I’ll admit it; that’s quite a coincidence.”
 
                 “I don’t think it is a coincidence,” Linda said defensively. “My mother was positive that a man who she had seen in a vision – a man who would look like this – would one day come along and change the world for the better. And I think that the man in this picture is you, Wayne. And when you told me your story, it all made sense to me. You are here for a reason, Wayne Goldberg.”
 
                 “I don’t know what to believe anymore,” he shrugged. “I do know that I’m exhausted, though, and I need to get some sleep.” He sprawled his body out on the well-worn mattress, “It’s not exactly the Hilton, but it’ll have to do.” He shut his eyes.
 
                 Linda turned off the kerosene lamp and laid down on the mattress beside Wayne and ran her fingers gently over her guest’s forehead, “Wayne, what is a pimp?”
 
                 Wayne opened his eyes, surprised by the question. “Why do you ask?”
 
                 “You said something about a pimp on the plane. I’ve never hear the word before.”
 
                 “It’s a, well, a...” Wayne fumbled for words, “a type of person, in a way. A sleazy type of person.”
 
                 “Do you know any of these kind of persons?” Linda asked.
 
                 Wayne chuckled, “Me? No, I don’t know any pimps.”
 
                 “You are a very handsome man, Wayne,” she said as she continued to stroke Wayne’s forehead and hair.
 
                 “Uh, thanks,” he responded to be nice.
 
                 “You were in Hollenburg a long time. Did you miss being with a woman?”
 
                 “A certain woman, yes.”
 
                 “That Lauren you told me about?”
 
                 “That’s the one.”
 
                 “Lauren isn’t here,” Linda whispered tenderly in his ear, “She might not be in this world at all.”
 
                 “I guess not,” Wayne answered. 
 
                 Linda moved her hand from his forehead and began to stroke his thigh. “So why don’t we make the best of the situation?” She kissed Wayne lightly and affectionately on the lips.
 
                 “I am very flattered, Linda – and tempted,” Wayne said mildly. “But I can’t. Tomorrow, I’ll go to the lab and undo all this mess. It would feel too much like cheating.”
 
                 “Ah. Okay.” She abruptly stood up.
 
                 “You have to understand...”
 
                 Linda didn’t want to hear it, “Shut up and go to sleep.”
 
                 Wayne sighed and rolled over.
 
    
 
    
 
                 The train tracks of the former New York Metropolitan Transit Authority hibernated throughout the night, in their perpetual silence, like two huge dead snakes, the same way they had been for forty-eight years.
 
                 Wayne, after sleeping uninterrupted for half a day, awoke to the sight of Linda reading a book on her makeshift couch. It was a tattered hard-covered copy of F. Scott Fitzgerald’s The Great Gatsby.
 
                 “How long have I been asleep?” Wayne asked.
 
                 “I don’t know. A while?” Linda kept her eyes fixed on her novel. Rejection never was easy for a person to have to handle. 
 
   “That is one of my favorite books too,” he said as he stood up and stretched. Other than the pain in his arm, he actually felt pretty good. He hadn’t been this rested in weeks.
 
                 Linda looked at Wayne and stated, “I have never in my life heard somebody snore as loudly as you.”
 
                 “You’re not the first one to tell me that,” Wayne said. “Can you get me to the Center of Aryan Studies?”
 
                 Linda sighed, “I think so. It’s possible from down here.”
 
                 “Are you ready to go now?” Wayne asked, not wanting to waste time.
 
                 “It amazes me how people used to live,” she said and put the book down.
 
                 “Not all people,” Wayne added, “just some.”
 
                 Linda stood up, “How’s the shoulder doing?”
 
                 “Sore, but okay. Linda, I’m sorry about last night,” Wayne apologized, “I just can’t do that to Lauren.”
 
                 “I don’t know what you are talking about,” she hesitated. “Come on.”
 
                 They journeyed through the maze of railroad tracks and twisted wreckage of platforms, trains, and ticket booths. Wayne recognized some of the grim sights as ones he had seen on the previous day. He paused briefly to take a cleaner pair of jeans and a button down shirt from a silent train passenger. After forty minutes of moving, Wayne stopped at the beginning of a long sewage tunnel. At the far end of it, a small glimmer of light from the outside world was visible.
 
                 “I’m going to take it solo from here,” Wayne said.
 
                 “Why?”
 
                 “Linda, you helped me more than I could ever have hoped. I’ll always be grateful to you for that. But it will be less risky for both of us if I finish what I need to do alone. I hope you understand.”
 
                 “I will miss you, Wayne.”
 
                 “I’ll miss you too,” Wayne said. “Remember, Linda, soon your life will change dramatically for the better and you will have no memory of being here. You’ll be married to some wonderful guy and you’ll be very happy.”
 
                 “That sounds nice.”
 
                 Wayne hugged Linda, “You take care of yourself, okay?”
 
                 Linda’s eyes teared up, “I will. I promise.”
 
                 Wayne planted a kiss on her cheek, “Goodbye.”
 
                 Linda watched as he walked away from her, towards the glimmer of light.
 
    
 
                 New Berlin City was covered with swastika banners, parade decorations and confetti. The streets were crowded with its Aryan citizens, all of who were dressed in some type of official Nazi garb
 
                 Wayne walked quickly across a street, careful to avoid making eye contact with anybody, and into a back service alley. He looked at the large plastic bags and boxes full of garbage waiting to be hauled off by the trash collector. On top of one of the big boxes was a large brimmed straw hat. It had seen better days, but was still wearable. Wayne grabbed the hat, dusted it off with his hands, and put it on his head. He continued walking through the alley and entered Goering Platz, one of the various sparkling clean public parks in the city. 
 
   On any given weekend, one could watch many different city adult and youth soccer teams practice their skills in the Platz. It was also a popular place for families to hold barbeques or picnics. Wayne could see, overlooking the square, tall buildings that were a part of the huge Center of Aryan Studies campus. CAS offered comprehensive undergraduate and graduate programs in medicine, anthropology, liberal arts, education, and political science. Every course had been approved by the Reich Commissioner of Education in Berlin and was taught with the “appropriate and true German facts.”
 
                 Wayne began to make his way towards the school. He noticed two Gestapo men walking towards him. He swiftly turned his head and pretended to be browsing in the window of a consumer electronics outlet. What he saw caught his eye. 
 
   A row of color televisions synchronously broadcast the same cartoon of a baseball team, each member dressed in a Nazi athletic uniform ready to play a ballgame. A player stepped up to the plate. But wait, he had no bat – and he could not find one! The player, drawn as a muscular, blond haired, blue-eyed type of Super Nazi, whistled to his Dog, a big German shepherd. The Super Nazi enacted a swinging motion, as if swinging a bat, with his strong arms. The loyal canine animal saluted his master and raced off. The Dog spotted what was obviously a caricature of an old Jewish man, with exaggerated Semitic features that included an oblong nose and Yiddish garb, which consisted of a yarmulke, flowing black robe, and sandals. The loyal Nazi Dog ferociously chased the man – only the Dog was running like a man on its hind legs, and the man like an animal on all fours. They passed a squirrel munching on an acorn, who held his nose as the Jewish man trotted by. They passed a truck with the words “CITY POUND” painted on it, which promptly started to follow the Dog chasing the man. The Jewish man looked behind him at the pursuer on his tail and POW! He smacked into an oak tree. The German Shepherd rambunctiously, with his sharp teeth, tore off one of the man’s legs and fled. The woman from the city pound, a young, bosomy, rosy-cheeked Aryan Specimen, tossed the robed elderly man into the back of her truck and drove off. The Dog arrived back at the baseball diamond with a human leg in his mouth and was patted on his head by his master for a task well done. Super Nazi took the leg and stepped up to the plate, swinging the limb as if it were a Louisville Slugger. 
 
   The Gestapo men uneventfully ambled by Wayne.
 
                 Wayne walked onto the campus. It was calm except for a small group of students sitting under the shade of a tree, talking amongst themselves. Wayne recognized none of the school buildings as he followed a campus path that ran along a line of mighty trees. Wayne thought about whether Dr. Hoffmann would be in her laboratory or not. He knew how much of a workaholic she was and came to the conclusion that, although it was a Reich holiday, chances were good that she would be in her lab, hard at work on some project as usual.
 
                 Wayne passed a three-story structure that had a striking gothic architecture. Below the building’s impressive pointed arch, a plaque read: REICH TEACHERS’ LEAGUE. The building housed the regional headquarters of the organization made up of teachers devoted to the ideals of National Socialism. High Nazi officials closely scrutinized the organization and it was mandatory that all teachers join it.
 
                 Coming upon a cluster of structures, Wayne had a feeling that he was nearing his destination. He looked at the name on a large building: “Engineering.” Wrong building. He walked, at a faster pace, the short distance to another cluster of buildings, and viewed the words, “Kukulstann Science Building”, on a sign at the front entrance at what appeared to be the cluster’s main building.
 
    
 
                 Wayne entered the unlocked science building. As he tiptoed through the building’s long, quiet hall, he glimpsed at the nameplates on the numerous classroom and laboratory doors. Nervous beads of sweat formed on his eyebrows as his mission neared accomplishment. He, at least once a minute, apprehensively touched the vial that sat in his pocket. 
 
   “Fuck,” he said to himself as he approached the end of the hallway. He glanced at the nameplate to his right. 
 
   “Berkerhofft.” He glanced at the nameplate to his left. 
 
   “Hoffmann.” Wayne was in ecstasy. He knocked on the wooden door. There was no answer. He pounded his fist against the door. Still nothing. He tried the knob. 
 
   It slowly turned; the door wasn’t locked. The time had come to stop dillydallying. Wayne bolted into Dr. Hoffmann’s laboratory and stopped short in his tracks, his mouth agape. Before him stood SS Captain Siegfried von Helldorf and five of his well armed Gestapo Nazis. Dr. Hoffmann was present, too. Two Gestapo men grabbed a hold of Wayne by his arms, showing no mercy in the way they handled him.
 
                 “Just as expected, my friend,” the SS Captain remarked, wearing a wide grin across his square jaw. “Ah, you underestimate the watchful eyes of the Reich Security Office, New Berlin Division,” He held up the letter that Wayne had sent to Dr. Hoffmann from Hollenburg. 
 
   “My, my, my, hero boy, were you not aware that all mail into my jurisdiction is checked for subversive and traitorous writings. Your treacherous mail stood out as a thorn in a lovely German rose garden would.” Von Helldorf slapped Wayne hard across the face.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann spoke, “Wayne...”
 
                 “QUIET!” von Helldorf commanded her. He addressed himself to Wayne, “Or maybe you did not know that the Gestapo censors all mail. I had a strong feeling, hearing the all points bulletin at Oberkoblenz, and to where that vermin would go. Congratulations. Last night you killed some of the best trained men in the Reich.”
 
                 “That’s right – men.” Wayne boldly stressed. “They were men. Living, breathing, thinking, human beings.”
 
                 “And do not forget expendable,” the SS Captain countered. “Too bad you chose to rebel. I believe you could have had potential as one of my soldiers. It fascinates me, why, when the State provides everything for its citizens, when we have the perfect society, would some degenerates still choose to stir up trouble.”
 
                 Wayne let his thoughts be heard, “Yours is a society built on hate. You program children’s minds to hate anyone different from themselves, as you yourself were programmed. Your society is nothing but pathetic, mindless, soulless robots.”
 
                 “I will take that as a compliment,” von Helldorf said. He ordered one of his men, “Search him.”
 
                 Wayne squirmed as a Gestapo man frisked him from head to foot, praying for his precious cargo to not be found. It was, however, rapidly discovered and handed to the SS Captain. Wayne kept his gaze stuck on the vial.
 
                 Von Helldorf held up the tube of greenish compound and viewed it curiously. “Well, what do we have here? Drugs? I am not surprised that your kind is involved in such nonsense. It is perhaps these things that have warped your minds.”
 
                 Wayne’s knees began to shake, uncontrollable, as his nerves got the best of him. 
 
   On an impulse, his lips moved and he spoke, “Be careful with that. It’s not what you think.”
 
                 The SS Captain moved to within an inch of his captive and shoved the small glass bottle in Wayne’s face, “You are telling me to be careful with this? Why? Is this your next high?”
 
                 Wayne remained silent.
 
                 “I asked you something,” von Helldorf said gruffly.
 
                 Wayne timidly responded, “No.”
 
                 Captain von Helldorf dropped the vial, shattering it on the ground. The emerald glowing Gadolinium Crystals sizzled as they oozed onto the tiled floor, eating away at the tiles.
 
                 As he stood speechless, Wayne’s heart sank and a salty tear rolled down his cheek. His efforts had been in vain.
 
                 Dr. Hoffmann said, “Wayne, the time machine has been destroyed and I had nothing to do with that, I promise you.”
 
                 “I correctly expected that you would have aided this criminal again, as you have done in the past,” von Helldorf stated. “For such treason to the Reich, you will pay with your life.” 
 
   He drew his pistol and aimed it at the back of the professor’s head. He pulled the trigger. Tiny fragments of skull and brain tissue splashed onto the late Dr. Hoffmann’s messy desk.
 
                 “YOU MOTHER FUCKIN’ BASTARD!!” Wayne painfully screamed out and lunged toward von Helldorf. He was immediately restrained by the two hefty Gestapo men.
 
                 “No more outbursts,” von Helldorf raised his voice and whacked Wayne in the face with his metal club.
 
                 Like water from a faucet that had been turned on, blood began to pour down from Wayne’s mouth as his gums bled profusely. Wayne, right there and then, fully wanted to die. With no more time machine and no more Dr. Hoffmann, there was no more hope. 
 
                 Wayne was handcuffed, hauled out of the science building, and tossed into a waiting Gestapo paddy wagon.
 
    
 
    
 
                 In the bare Gestapo jail cell, Erich had been listening skeptically to Wayne’s tale.
 
                 “So, there you have it,” his cellmate said upon finishing the telling of his long story. “You wanted to know how I ended up in this shithole and now I’ve told you. I hope you’re happy.”
 
                 The cellmates heard the clank of the cellblock’s bulky, steel entrance door as it opened. SS Captain von Helldorf and three of his men approached the indigent cell. 
 
   “Ah, at last the time is here,” von Helldorf snickered. “Your day of judgment, my friend, has arrived.”
 
                 Wayne shot back, “I’m not your friend, dirt bag.”
 
                 Von Helldorf returned, “Watching you hang in public will be delightful. Did he give you any information?”
 
                 “Nothing that made any sense,” Erich, suddenly speaking in a pronounced German accent. “Just some bullshit tale that he made up.” 
 
   He slapped Wayne hard, “That is for lying to me.”
 
                 The cell door was unlocked. Wayne was roughly escorted out of the cubical.
 
    
 
                 His hands handcuffed together painfully behind his back, Wayne was dragged by the Gestapo through the crowd lined streets that led into Grunder Platz. Citizens booed and the Hitler Youth pelted him with raw eggs and stones. An orchestra played German national music.
 
                 Wayne remained numb to what was happening around him until, out of the corner of his eye, amongst the sea of Germans, he caught someone’s eye. 
 
   “LAUREN, LAUREN! IT’S ME, WAYNE,” he cried out. The pretty, blond woman didn’t recognize him – they’d never met. Wayne broke down and babbled like a madman, “Lauren, don’t tell me that you’re a part of this fuckin’ nightmare! LAUREN...”
 
                 The girl, who had a petite silver swastika pinned to her sweater, turned to her friend and said, “That guy really is insane.” She hurled a stone at the prisoner, hitting him in the groin.
 
                 A gallows had been set up, to give an excellent view to all spectators, in the center of Grunder Platz, beside the large, pompous Adolf Hitler statue. Wayne would be perfect entertainment and propaganda tool for Victory Day.
 
                 Von Helldorf, well known to be populace of New Berlin City, had his prized possession placed in the middle of the gallows. Reich Marshal Ulrich and prominent provincial leaders stood beaming in front of the hanging apparatus. Fuehrer Goering had earlier, from the German capital of Berlin, rhetorically spoken the words of his grandiose Victory Day commemorative speech. Later, in the evening, there would be the annual, dazzling display of fireworks.
 
                 The masses of citizens quieted down when Reich Marshal Ulrich stepped up to the microphone of the public address system that had been set up for him as the city’s Grand Marshal of the Victory Day celebrations. “What you see here,” he said “my good people, is what the scum of our society looks like.” The vast quantity of the men, women, and children that made up his audience contemptuously hissed. 
 
   He continued to play on the crowd’s agitation, “This type of disobedient scum must be eliminated from the Reich. For crimes committed against the Reich in a manner that endangered your lives and the lives and well being of all fine citizens of the Fatherland, and for his betrayal of the Fuehrer’s ideals, this swine has forfeited his right to live.” 
 
   Ulrich, with a steel baton, struck the prisoner in the gut, causing him to double over in pain. The crowd roared its approval and applauded. Children of all ages, including some that still wore diapers, enthusiastically waved their little swastika flags in the air. The pretty girl that the captive thought he once knew clapped her hands together, as if applauding the performers in a superb play that had taken the stage one more time for an encore.
 
                 Ulrich paused, purposely letting the audience’s anticipation for his next sentence build. Finally, he said fervently, “I hereby sentence this filthy swine to death by hanging. To be carried out on this day here in Grunder Platz.” The sun’s bright rays bounced off his hairless head.
 
                 The crowd of Aryans cheered and began to repeatedly chant, “DIE, SCUM!”
 
                 “Herr von Helldorf,” Ulrich spoke as he signaled to the SS Captain to proceed with the amusement.
 
                 The SS Captain placed the noose around his foe’s neck. He got in Wayne’s face and said, “So long, you piece of shit.”
 
                 Wayne, his raw gums giving him a constant taste of his own blood, said, “At least I won’t spend eternity rotting in hell.”
 
                 “Every man creates his own hell,” von Helldorf solemnly said. “You are about to enter yours.” He pointed a finger at the orchestra’s drummer. The drummer started playing an upbeat drumroll and the career SS Captain stepped back from his prize catch of the week.
 
                 The audience’s chanting became progressively stronger, “DIE, SCUM! DIE SCUM! DIE SCUM!”
 
                 Wayne looked out amongst the ocean of Nazi followers and felt pity and sorrow for them all. They didn’t know any better; they couldn’t have. Wayne caught a glimpse of one boy who chanted for his execution with an ardent, almost inhuman zeal. It was for the children that Wayne felt the deepest regret. The string of sweat that covered his once handsome face made his skin sparkle. He heard a Gestapo man take a hold of the gallows’ release cord. He had never been one for religion, and he thought no more of it standing there on the gallows with the noose tightly wrapped around his neck. What kind of Supreme Being would have let the world become what it has? The gallows’ trap door was released; the prisoner’s body dropped. The noose performed its deadly task for the Reich. Wayne’s last earthly thought was of his parents.
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   Pliss / Reich
 
   CHAPTER TEN
 
    
 
                 Wayne Goldberg, United States Army Private stationed at Wright-Patterson Air Force Base, Ohio, jolted awake on the soft bed in his room on the seventh floor of the Kanter Special Units Building in a cold sweat, screaming in horror. He glanced in the direction of the unplugged television set against the wall; in his mind’s eye it broadcast a black and white documentary on the training techniques of Hitler’s elite soldiers, the Waffen-SS. Private Goldberg, dressed only in his underwear, scrambled out of bed, repeated the words, “NO, NO, NO!” and, with a running start, jumped through the room’s one window, shattering it.
 
    
 
                 Major Richard L. Smith and First Lieutenant Irwin H. Collins woken out of their deep sleeps by a code four emergency. They arrived at the Kanter Special Units Building within five minutes of one another. Standing outside of the nine-story building, with their heads tilted up, the military officers gazed at a broken window seven stories above them. Four yards away from where they stood, a limp body lay in silence.
 
                 “That makes what, three suicides out of fifteen control subjects?” Major Smith weighed the numbers in his head.
 
                 “That’s right,” First Lieutenant Collins conceded, his short gray hair immaculately combed. “Three suicides. One out of five.”
 
                 “It is a good thing that only orphans were handpicked for this experiment,” the Major said. “Or else my job might be a whole hell of a lot more difficult.”
 
                 “Sir, wasn’t this a bizarre experiment, even for the Army?” Collins inquired, not sure if he was overstepping his bounds by asking a superior such a question, but curious just the same. “I mean, sir, to take fifteen young privates and put them through the rigorous training regiment that the Germans used during World War Two to train their superior fighters, their Death’s Head units. To make each private train, eat, and learn to think and act like a Death’s Head soldier. To even make these men watch documentaries on them at every free moment.”
 
                 “That is correct, Lieutenant. To take fifteen fresh slates, so to speak, and fill in those blank slates with three months of strict discipline. I guess it becomes hypnotic after a time. Some of the men can’t take it. They crack. Some don’t.”
 
                 “It sounds like a form of brainwashing to me,” Lieutenant Collins said. “But why, sir?”
 
                 Major Smith glanced at the body laying mere yards away. He said, “The word from my sources at Army high command is that the Army brass thinks its enlisted men have become too soft, too lazy. That the Army has turned into a country club for young men seeking a vacation. I agree. American soldiers must be toughened up – imparted with a sense of loyalty that is sorely missing these days. I would hate to think what would happen if we went to war today. We just might be in trouble. Since I have been in this man’s army I have seen the quality of fighting man decrease a whole hell of a lot.”
 
                 “And what better place to turn to for training methods than the most efficient, disciplined fighting units in all of history, the German Death’s Head units?”
 
                 “Correct.”
 
                 “Sir, do you think that the experiment will be carried on?” Lieutenant Collins asked. He had the sudden urge to smoke, but had forgotten to grab his cigarettes from his dresser as he hurriedly left his townhouse.
 
                 “Oh, I am sure that it will,” Major Smith said. “The Army is pretty good at keeping things under wraps.” He started Collins directly in the eye, “You understand your orders, Lieutenant?”
 
                 “Yes, sir.”
 
                 “Very good,” the Major affirmed. “Now what do you say we go to the Officer’s Club for a nightcap?”
 
                 “I would like that, Major.”
 
                 “Shall we?”
 
                 As the officers strolled away from the Kanter Special Units Building, the lifeless body with the broken neck was loaded into a special Army vehicle, for “proper” treatment at an anonymous burial ground, which the Army had for such purposes.
 
                 On the right forearm of the corpse, seven centimeters above the wrist, was not something that had been previously observed by any of the personnel connected with the classified experiment nor was it something that had been listed on the subject’s perfectly detailed medical record. For on the body’s right forearm, tattooed in blue ink, were the numbers: 31740.
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