
 

Bettkasten: 

The Führer’s Final Order 

 
 

 
 
 

J. Albert Rorabacher 

http://www.imdb.com/media/rm134190080/tt0892899


i 
 

 

 
 
 

Bettkasten: 

The Führer’s Final Order 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

J. Albert Rorabacher 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Dark Horse Press 



ii 
 

 
 

Bettkasten: The Führer’s Final Order 
 
 
 

This is a work of fiction, as the subject matter clearly suggests. 
Many of the events occur in real places but, even with these, I have 
taken the liberty of altering them to suit my requirements. The 
names of certain characters represent real people. It is hoped that 
none will take umbrage at the use of their names within the context 
of this book. No disrespect or disparagement is intended. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

© John A. Rorabacher, 2009 
 

ISBN: 978-0-9864774-0-9 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any 
manner whatsoever without written permission of the author or 
publisher. 



iii 
 

 

 
 



iv 
 
 

 

Contents 

 
 
Contents ....................................................................................................... iv 

Dedication ...................................................................................................... v 

Preface and Acknowledgements ........................................................ vi 

Chapter 1 ....................................................................................................... 1 

Chapter 2 ..................................................................................................... 11 

Chapter 3 ..................................................................................................... 43 

Chapter 4 ..................................................................................................... 67 

Chapter 5 ..................................................................................................... 89 

Chapter 6 .................................................................................................. 111 

Chapter 7 .................................................................................................. 143 

Chapter 8 .................................................................................................. 171 

Chapter 9 .................................................................................................. 195 

Chapter 10 ............................................................................................... 217 

Chapter 11 ............................................................................................... 253 

Chapter 12 ............................................................................................... 279 

Chapter 13 ............................................................................................... 301 

Chapter 14 ............................................................................................... 325 

Chapter 15 ............................................................................................... 350 

About the Author .................................................................................. 359 

 



v 
 
  

 

 

Dedication 

 
 
 
 
 
 

For Eric, Jaime, Zoe, and Hunter. You bring joy to my life. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



vi 
 
 

 
 
 

Preface and Acknowledgements 

 
 
 
 
 
The original germ of an idea for Bettkasten was planted late 
one night as I mindlessly surfed for almost anything to watch 
on television. I came across a movie listing – Outpost directed 
by Steve Barker. I was surprised by the film. It turned out to 
be an enjoyable late night movie treat; although, it left me 
with more questions than answers. 
 
There was no reason d’être for the movie’s characters to be 
skulking around the forests of ‘Eastern Europe.’ Why were 
they there? Who had sent them? What were they after? I 
started out to answer the whys of the story that the movie, 
somehow, did not seem to answer but it just seemed to me-
tamorphose into the current story. While DC and Hunt’s ad-
ventures were, in some ways, mesmerizing, they served as 
but a starting point for a greater storyline. 
 
I will also confess, that I have grown attached to William and 
Heli, and in all likelihood, they will uncover another adven-
ture sometime in the future. Who says history cannot be ex-
citing? 
 
I also owe a deep sense of gratitude to Ilona ‘Nona’ Gardner 
for all her editorial efforts and comments, without which, this 
book would not be fit to read. 



vii 
 
  

 
And I cannot express my gratitude to my friend Holger Kai-
serling, who took the time to edit my German. When I sent 
him the original German dialogue that I had so painstakingly 
created, I warned him that, if he laughed too loud, even from 
across town, I would hear him. I will admit, I did not hear any 
guffaws but I sincerely believe I heard a few chuckles. Thank 
you, Holger. 
 
I would also like to thank my wife, Hava, for her understand-
ing, her willingness to read and reread the manuscript’s nu-
merous incarnations, and most of all, helping me to under-
stand my heroine.  
 
And, I want to thank Home Depot for giving me the time to 
write again. 
 
 
 

Barrie, Ontario 
 
 

 

  



viii 
 
 

 

 



1 
 
  

 

Chapter 1 

 
 

The family is the corner stone of our society. More than 

any other force it shapes the attitude, the hopes, the ambi-

tions, and the values of the child. 

Lyndon Baines Johnson 
 

 
 
 

Meadowbrook Farm, Pembina, January 7, 1997 
 
William sat in the only chair that still remained on the veran-
da of his parents’ late 19th Century prairie farmhouse. The 
house was nestled among the cottonwood trees that his great, 
great grandfather had planted to protect against the winds 
that blew so ferociously during the winter. It was almost 
4:30, and the late afternoon sun was slowly sinking behind 
the tree line, and shadows were already beginning to engulf 
the white two-story clapboard farmhouse. The sun’s rays still 
illuminated the family’s croplands across the highway and the 
trees that traced the meander of the Red River, which defined 
the eastern limits of Meadowbrook Farm. It also served as the 
boundary between North Dakota and Minnesota. 
 
Just as he had done every day, beginning a week after he had 
submitted his application to the University of Minnesota, he 
sat in the cold, on the wind ravaged veranda, waiting for the 
arrival of the mail. He had been encouraged by his guidance 
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counselor to make an application under the early acceptance 
policy for seniors with at least a 3.90 grade-point average. 
 
Normally, early admission notices began arriving around Jan-
uary first. A week had elapsed since the first. William was be-
coming anxious. He muttered to himself, ‘Why is Mr. Svend-
son so late today?’ Eric Svendson, no one ever called him Eric, 
had been the family’s mail carrier for more than 25 years, and 
he was almost always on time, but not today. 
 
Waiting gave William time to think. His father’s words still 
haunted him:“ Eines Tages wirt Ihr alle dies bekommen [One 
day, all this will become yours].” As much as William loved 
his family and the family’s farm, he knew he could not be a 
farmer. He hated the rural lifestyle and farming. In his mind, a 
college degree was his passport out, but even a degree was no 
guarantee he would be able to escape. After all, he had re-
sponsibilities borne of tradition. 
 
In the distance, William could just make out the headlights of 
a vehicle. ‘Could it be Mr. Svendson?’ The headlights belonged 
to the 1979 green International Scout that was Mr. Svend-
son’s pride and joy. It had served him and his customers reli-
ably for the better part of twenty years. The Scout pulled up 
to the family’s mailbox, and William saw him begin stuffing 
the box. When Svendson saw William running toward the 
mailbox, he rolled down the passenger-side window and 
yelled to William, “It’s here, Will!” After delivering the mail 
for more years than he cared to count, Mr. Svendson knew an 
acceptance package when he handled it.  William’s heart 
soared. Mr. Svendson withdrew the mail from the box and 
handed it to William, accompanied by an ear-to-ear smile. 
At first, William just looked at the weather beaten face, with 
eyes that reminded Mr. Svendson of a Margaret Keane paint-
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ing, or that of an owl. Then William just stared at the large 
envelope, trimmed in purple and gold. Mr. Svendson rolled up 
the window, waved good-bye to William, and drove away 
with a grin, continuing his route. 
 
William, clutching the mail, ran between the piles of snow on 
either side of the cleared path that led to the house, up the 
steps, threw open the front door, and yelled out: “Endlich ist 
es hier [Finally, it’s  here]!” Everyone within earshot knew 
exactly what had finally arrived. No one had heard William’s 
voice sound so alive in weeks. They all came running, even his 
father, Roger, who normally did not rush for anything or any-
one. 
 
Samantha, William’s youngest sister, was the last to arrive 
but the first to speak, “Eile. Öffnen Sie es [Hurry. Open it]!” 
 
William ripped open the envelope, and read the first few lines 
of the letter to himself: “Dear Mr. Langley, The University of 
Minnesota is pleased to announce your acceptance. . . . As 
calmly as he could be, he proudly announced, “Ich bin akzep-
tiert [I’ve been accepted].” 
 
“Jetzt die Tuer zumachen [Now close the door], said his moth-
er.“ Es is noch kalt draussen [It’s still cold outside].” Although 
Maria appeared in absolute control, on the inside her heart 
was overflowing with pride and joy for her son. She knew 
how much the acceptance meant to him. 
 
All evening long, the family could talk about nothing but Wil-
liam’s acceptance and the opportunities the experience would 
mean for him. Even though he demonstrated a father’s pride 
in his son's accomplishments, a  quiet sullenness also came 
over William’s father. Inside Roger knew that the acceptance 
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would mean his son was lost to him. William would never 
return to live at Meadowbrook. William’s heart and dreams 
were drawn to other things. Somehow, he would have to re-
concile the loss of his only remaining son. Who would take 
over the farm? Samantha was the only one left but she was so 
young. ‘If she did not want to remain on the farm, what would 
happen to Meadowbrook? Five generations of toil and com-
mitment to the land could, in the blink of an eye, simply come 
to an end. ‘What then?’ thought Roger.   
 
 Even though William did not wish to be a farmer, he still felt 
the ancestral ties that bound he and his family to the land. He 
also knew he could not simply walk away guilt-free but, he 
could not, in good conscience, see himself plowing the fields 
or harvesting sugar beets or potatoes for the rest of his life.  
 
After dinner, William said to Sam, “Gehen Sie auf einen Spa-
ziergang mit mir. [Take a walk with me].” Outside the house 
and alone, they could speak more freely.  And not in German 
as was the family tradition. 
 
“Dad has been pushing me to take over the farm. I hate farm-
ing. I had hoped that getting away would make it easier but, I 
just know Dad is already anticipating the fact that I probably 
won’t be back, at least not to run Meadowbrook. Dad is 58 
and he won’t be able to manage the farm in a few more years. 
How do I make this right without hurting Dad or myself?” 
asked William. 
 
“I may only be your kid sister, but even I know what has to be 
done,” said Sam. “It’s simple. You just go off and do your col-
lege thing. Let me take care of Mom and Dad. I love it here. 
There isn’t any place I’d rather be. Dad is a lot tougher than 
you give him credit for. I don’t have any desire to leave here. 
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In a year, I’ll be out of school and I can devote full time to 
helping run the farm. Everyone underestimates me and what 
I can do. I may not be a brainiac like you, but if I set my mind 
to something, I usually do it. It's called tenacity. And if I tell 
Dad I want to run Meadowbrook what do you think will hap-
pen?” she asked. 
 
“Dad will be the happiest man in the world. The farm will be 
run by one of his children; and it will be run well,” William 
had to admit. 
 
“Not a bad picture, is it? Now, can you go off to Minneapolis 
without fretting over what will happen with the farm?” 
 
“When you put it that way, I can. Thanks, Sam.” He picked her 
up and hugged her. The family burden he had been carrying 
around for the last few years, since his older brother’s death, 
seemed to be lifted from him. He felt free. “We need to talk to 
Dad about this.” 
 
 “Let’s go.” Together they went back to the house and found 
their father still sitting at the dinner table, appearing discon-
solate. As their father looked up, William said, “Papa, wir 
muessen mit Ihnen reden [Papa, we have to talk to you].”  
 
For the next two hours, Samantha and William explained the 
situation as they perceived it. Neither of them wanted the 
farm to fall into the hands of people who would not appre-
ciate the sacrifices that Meadowbrook had forced on their 
family. In the end, Samantha summed up her position: “Ich 
moechte den Bauernhof leiten.  Mit Ihrer Hilfe kann ich es 
schaffen. Was denken Sie? [I want to run the farm. I know I can 
with your help. What do you think]?”  
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“Es hoert sich an als ob Sie viel darueber nachdegacht haben.  
Wenn Sie ernst sind, koennen wir es versuchen [It sounds as 
if you have given this a lot of thought. If you are serious, we 
can give it a try].” 
 
Turning to Samantha, William said, “Ich fuehle mich jetzt so-
viel besser [I feel so much better now].” William hugged her 
again and whispered into her ear, “Ich Liebe Dich sehr [I love 
you very much].” 
 
In her uniquely nonchalant way, she smiled broadly and ans-
wered, “Ich weiß [I know.].” It was at that point that William 
began to realize just how self-assured and confident his little 
sister had become, right under his nose. He had not seen this 
side of her before. He had to admit he was impressed.  
 

Meadowbrook Farm, Pembina, August 29, 1997 
 
William left for Minneapolis to begin his academic career, 
knowing that both the farm and his family were in good 
hands. His father had given him the family’s old Volvo station 
wagon. It would be a reliable and serviceable car for him 
while he was at school, and maybe longer. It had been well 
used but it would be William’s first car, ever. 
 
Over the next few years, Samantha grew personally and pro-
fessionally. Nearly two years after graduating, Samantha an-
nounced to her parents that she and her boyfriend, Brian Gu-
lenchyn, were engaged. At about the same time, Roger’s 
health began deteriorating. In part, the deterioration was the 
result of complications stemming from a minor farm accident 
and a subse-quent infection that paralyzed his left hand and 
arm. The doctors at the Mayo Clinic, where Roger was even-
tually transferred, attributed the paralysis to an undiagnosed 



7 
 
  

echovirus-19 infection, a rare but potentially lethal condition 
if left untreated. Even so, he did not allow the loss of the use 
of his left arm to stop him, but he knew that his days as an 
active farmer were quickly coming to a close.  
 

Meadowbrook Farm, Pembina, October 29, 2001 
 
One evening, following dinner, Roger excused himself saying, 
“Ich fuehle etwas Muede, ich glaube ich gehe jetzt zu Bett [I feel 
a little tired. I think I will just go to bed].” Later, when Maria 
went to bed, she thought Roger was 
 
sound asleep. When she kissed him, he felt cold. She could not 
hear him breathing. He had died peacefully in his sleep. By 
the time the paramedics arrived, there was nothing they 
could do. They calculated that he had died of a heart attack, 
possibly more than an hour before their arrival. 
 
At Roger’s funeral, nearly the entire town of Pembina at-
tended, including William, Samantha and Brian. Roger had 
been an icon in Pembina and everyone loved him. He would 
be missed. On his headstone was engraved part of a poem by 
Mary Elizabeth Frye: 
 

Do not stand at my grave and weep;  
I am not there. I do not sleep.  
I am a thousand winds that blow.  
I am the diamond glints on snow. 
I am the sunlight on ripened grain.  
I am the gentle autumn rain.  
I am the soft stars that shine at night.  
Do not stand at my grave and cry;  
I am not there. I did not die. 
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Everyone thought that the words etched on the headstone 
above Roger’s grave captured his spirit. It was Roger. He 
loved his land but loved his family more. As long as anyone 
remembered him, he would live on. 
 

Pembina County Memorial Hospital, March, 21, 2002 
 
It was 10:30 a.m., and Samantha was busily working on the 
spring plowing and planting schedule, when her water broke. 
She thought to herself, ‘This isn’t supposed to happen for two 
more weeks! I have to finish this schedule or nothing will get 
done.’ “Mutter, rufe bitte Brian an.  Mein Wasser ist eben ge-
brochen.  Wir muessen ins Krankenhaus. [Mother, please call 
Brian. My water just broke. We need to get to the hospital].”  
 
Maria called Brian on the two-way radio he carried every-
where with him. Before Samantha was pregnant, Brian had 
the habit of turning it off, so he wouldn’t be disturbed while 
working. Now it was on all the time. He ran to the house and 
walked Samantha to the car, put the pre-packed suitcase in 
the back, kissed Maria goodbye and headed for the hospital in 
Cavalier. 
 
At 7:35 p.m., Roger James Gulenchyn was born. As soon as the 
doctors announced that the baby and mother were both 
doing fine, Brian called Maria. “It’s a boy! Both Sam and the 
baby are doing great. I’ll be home later tonight and we can 
come back tomorrow, so you can see the baby. I love you, 
Mom. I have to go now and call my mom and dad. Could you 
call Heather and William and let them know they are now an 
aunt and uncle? Thanks. I’ll see you later.” In all the excite-
ment, for the first time since Sam and he had been married 
and were living in the family home, he realized he had spoken 
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to Maria in English. ‘Oh boy,’ he thought to himself. He would 
have to apologize to her when he got home. 
 
Surprisingly, when Brian returned home that night, Maria 
was still awake. “Mutter, ich muss mich entshuldigen [Mother, 
I must apologize].” 
 
She responded in English, “For what? 
 
“Uh.” Her response caught him off guard. 
 
“Für nicht Deutsch Sprechen [For not speaking in German].”  
 
“Nowadays, it actually seems kind of unimportant. It was a 
family tradition that has probably outlived its usefulness. We 
are becoming so much more cosmopolitan that it almost 
seems pretentious to keep it going. We are no longer Ger-
mans. We are Americans. If you want to maintain the tradi-
tion, fine, but I’m willing to let it go. Now that Roger is gone, 
maybe it should be put to rest too,” said Maria. “Times are 
different now. When my great grandfather settled on this 
land, most of the people around Pembina were either Métis, 
or Scandinavians, and we Germans were a definite minority. 
Now it is difficult to know where anyone comes from. I sup-
pose, speaking German at home was our way of instilling fam-
ily unity and solidarity. I don’t think that has much impor-
tance any more. If a family crumbles and falls apart, it will do 
so no matter what language is spoken. Do you understand 
what I’m trying to say?” 
 
Brian could hardly believe what he was hearing. “Yes, of 
course I do. I’ll have to talk it over with Sam. It would seem 
strange sitting at home and not using German. I rather like it, 
to tell the truth.” In a way, he agreed with Maria. They were 
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first and foremost Americans. Maybe it was time to give up 
their German affectation. Nevertheless, he would have to dis-
cuss it with Sam before any final decision could be made.  
 
He was learning what it meant to be a husband, and especial-
ly when it came to Samantha. If she didn’t wear the pants in 
the family, she definitely had one leg in them. Brian thought 
about that image and quietly chuckled to himself. He would 
have to tell Sam. 
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Chapter 2 

 
 

To fall in love is easy, even to remain in it is not difficult; 

our human loneliness is cause enough. But it is a hard 

quest worth making to find a comrade through whose 

steady presence one becomes steadily the person one de-

sires to be. 
Anna Louise Strong 

 
 
 
 
For the next four years, William’s life was influenced by his 
deepening preoccupation with his academic pursuits and his 
accidental involvement with a medical student. Both would 
mold him and, at the same time, propel him, inexorably, to-
ward what some might call Fate.  
 

Minneapolis, August, 15, 2002 
 
Since graduating, William had been considering what area of 
history he would like to focus on. During the last spring term, 
he had taken a course devoted to the history of technology, 
taught  by Dr. Saumarez-Smith. As part of the reading list for 
that course, he had been required to read parts of Kranzberg 

and Purcell’s Technology in Western Civilization.  
 
Science had always interested William. Although he graduat-
ed with a degree in history, his undergraduate minor had be-
come a mixture of the sciences – mathematics, chemistry, 
mechanical engineering and physics, more a supporting pro-
gram than a traditional minor.  It was only during his junior 
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and senior years that he drifted toward history. He had be-
come intrigued by the processes that molded human deci-
sions; and it was the history of technology that seemed to 
cement all William’s interests into a conceptual whole. He 
knew that he wanted to work on some aspect of the history of 
technology, and to do this it was incumbent upon him to 
change supervisors.  
 
 Professor David Carmichael had been his under-graduate 
supervisor but as a Master’s supervisor, their interests were 
simply too disparate. Carmichael’s interests were focused on 
East Indian intellectual history. This was a far cry from what 
William perceived as his area of interest. He had made an ap-
pointment with Carmichael to discuss his new direction. He 
also needed an introduction to Dr. Saumarez-Smith. He knew 
that it would be a hard sell but he wanted to work with Smith, 
and the only way he could even get his foot in the door was 
with Carmichael’s full support. 
 
 “What can I do for you today, William?” 
  
“Last spring term, I took a course under Dr. Saumarez-Smith, 
and I have to admit, I have kind of caught the history of tech-
nology bug.” 
 
“Uh huh,” was the only response from Carmichael. He already 
knew what was coming but he’d let the boy squirm a bit for 
now. 
 
“I really appreciate all the help you’ve given me over the last 
two years but I need your support in getting in to see Dr. 
Smith and trying to convince him I want to work under him. I 
already know his reputation.” 
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“You don’t have to blow smoke at this stage in the game. I’ve 
enjoyed working with you too, and I fully realize that our 
areas of interest are miles apart. I appreciate your willingness 
to come in and discuss this move with me. And you are per-
fectly correct, Darryl, Dr. Smith, can be difficult to work with. 
Part of his reputation comes from his excessively rigid stan-
dards and his self-imposed publishing demands. Sometimes I 
believe that teaching gets in the way of his writing.” Carmi-
chael realized that that last comment was probably uncalled 
for but it had just slipped out. It was true but not entirely ap-
propriate. Trying to recover as best he could, he said, “He is 
an excellent teacher, as well as a very busy writer. No one can 
fault him for his academic zeal.” He paused. “I’d be glad to 
provide you with an introduction but please be aware that 
that is about all I can do. The decision to take you on as an 
advisee is entirely up to him. Do you have any alternates in 
mind, should he say no to your proposal?” 
 
“To be honest, no,” William confessed. He was putting all his 
eggs in one basket, again, just like when he had applied to 
Minnesota and no other schools. He had had no ‘back up’ 
schools. That seemed to be his approach to problem-solving. 
It was risky but, at least until now, it seemed to be working. 
 
“Let me call Darryl. Hello. Darryl. Do you have a few minutes 
for me and one of my students? Oh good. We’ll be right up. 
Thanks.” Turning to William, “Okay. Let’s get this over with.” 
The two went to the elevator and took it up two floors. Car-
michael rapped on Darryl’s door. 
 
From inside all they heard was, “Come.” 
 
David opened the door and walked in first, with William on 
his heels. David stepped aside and said, “Darryl, this is Wil-
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liam Langley. I’ve had him as an advisee the last two years. 
We accepted him into the Master’s program last spring. To 
make a long story short, he would like to work with you from 
here on out. With that, I’m going to excuse myself and let you 
two battle it out.” He turned to William and said, “Good luck”, 
and to Darryl, “He’s a good student, please don’t summarily 
dismiss his request. He’s a keeper.” With that said, he smiled 
at both men, turned, and closed the door behind him as he 
left. 
 
There they were. Student and possible mentor, just sat look-
ing at one another. Darryl was the first to speak. "Well, why 
should I take you on as an advisee? Let me rephrase my ques-
tion. Give me two reasons why I should take you on, and what 
direction do you see yourself taking?” 
 
William was not surprised by the first question but when he 
changed it, William was momentarily at a loss for words. He 
had already rehearsed an answer to the first question but had 
not anticipated the other topics.  
 
“Well?” 
 
In his mind, William was scrambling. ‘What should I say?’  He 
decided to fall back on what he did know. “Your course last 
spring introduced me to an area of study I honestly did not 
know existed. I fully agree with Kranzberg’s contention that 
technology is a major determinant affecting, not only Western 
culture, but all cultures.”  
 
Darryl smiled on the inside. Wanting to see where the kid was 
taking this. ‘I’ll give him as much rope as he needs to hang 
himself,’ thought Smith. ‘We’ll see what he does with it.’ 
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“Kranzberg’s first law states that technology is in itself nei-
ther good nor bad but, at the same time, it is not neutral. 
Technology is not inherently good or bad. It is viewed as good 
or bad, depending on how and by whom it is used. The users 
of technology almost always view it as good since it serves 
their purposes. The victims of that technology almost always 
see it as bad. Technology’s value is subjective, changeable, 
and transitory.” 
 
 ‘Good assessment of technology’s role in society,’ he thought 
to himself. “Okay. Go on,” instructed Darryl. 
 
“Kranzberg also believes that the history of technology is the 
most relevant aspect of history. Technology is almost always 
tangible, whereas most history is intangible, deductions 
drawn from human actions over time. We may never know 
what the decision-makers really thought but we ascribe mo-
tives based on their actions. I see this as a flaw in the histori-
cal analysis process. No one can ever know what actually 
prompted one action over another. The effects and uses of 
technology are much more concrete and therefore, much less 
subjective,” said William. 
 
“Keep going. You’re making progress. You’re no longer just 
treading water.” After that comment, William was feeling 
stronger and less at a loss. He had chalked up at least one 
point. Darryl had to admit that this kid was well ahead of 
many of the other students in the department’s graduate pro-
grams, both Master’s and PhD. He was already attempting to 
poke holes in the process of historical analysis, and he was 
right on the money. He thought, ‘One point for the challenger.’ 
 
“To answer your question more directly, first, your introduc-
tory course opened my eyes to the role of science and tech-
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nology and their roles in the solution of contemporary social 
and economic problems. Secondly, there is no one else who 
possesses the breadth of knowledge regarding the role of 
technology in human development more than you. Third, as it 
stands now, I feel there is a critical unresolved debate going 
on within the history of technology. On one side are those 
who seem to believe that there is an internal logic to technol-
ogical development. On the other hand, there are those that 
seem to believe that the history of technology is or should be 
ancillary to the history of science or to economic, social, and 
political history. For me, I am not yet convinced one way or 
the other. Finally, if one takes one of the most disgraceful pe-
riods in modern world history, the Nazi period in Europe, and 
separates ethical considerations from the development and 
use of technology, we can better understand the process that 
resulted in some rather amazing scientific discoveries. To 
analyze the role of technology and ethics in Nazi Germany 
would be an exciting undertaking.” William slumped back in 
his chair. He had exhausted everything he had stored inside 
him. He had done as well as he could. He only hoped it had 
been enough. 
 
“Well, Mr. Langley, you have successfully impressed me. As 
you may or may not know, I do not usually advise Master’s 
candidates. I will offer you a proposition. Forget about the 
Master’s degree. We can have you reassigned to the combined 
Masters-PhD candidate’s program. I will make the recom-
mendation to the graduate program’s board. It will, in all like-
lihood, be little more than a formality. You will begin working 
toward your PhD immediately and you will earn your Mas-
ter’s degree on the way. What do you think? 
 
“Does this mean you’ll take me on?” 
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“Yes. Talk to Jeanie in the office and see what you need to do 
to apply for the Masters-PhD program and have me made 
your supervising professor. Next week we can sit down and 
outline a rough program for you, including language studies 
and supporting coursework. You will need to prepare for 
your preliminary exams but to do that you must have a direc-
tion, a topic of study – your dissertation topic. Your Master’s 
thesis will be the preliminary work needed to define your 
dissertation research. Now out. I have work to do.” 
 
Darryl gave William a smile and a hearty handshake. 
  
Darryl had to admit, ‘This kid thinks well on his feet. I’m sure 
he didn’t expect me to throw out those questions. He did well. 
We’ll see how he does translating his lofty ideas into a re-
search project. He’ll have to refine his topic to make it mana-
geable. Right now it’s kind of pie in the sky thinking, like so 
many entry-level degree candidates.’ 
 
Before he left Darryl’s office, he stopped to make one last 
comment, “I don’t think the language requirement will be 
much of a problem. 
 
“No?!” 
 
“No. I began speaking German before I spoke English, and we 
only spoke German at home until very recently. So, I can read 
and write German fluently. If there is a language proficiency 
exam, I am prepared to take it any time, just to get that re-
quirement out of the way.” 
 
 “Very good. You have a leg up on most of your colleagues. 
Congratulations. You will find in your line of research that 
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your German background will come in most handy,” said Dar-
ryl. 
 
As William left the office, heading for the main office, he 
thought, ‘I’ve done it!’ He had accomplished what many 
would have thought impossible. In a very few minutes he had 
convinced one of the most preeminent scholars in the history 
department to be his supervisor and he had essentially for-
mulated a dissertation topic that interested his new supervi-
sor. ‘Amazing!’ All that was needed, now, was to take care of 
the paperwork.  
 
On his way to the main office, he, again, stopped by Carmi-
chael’s office. The door was open. He knocked and stuck his 
head in. “Dr. Saumarez-Smith accepted me as his advisee! He 
wants me to enroll in the Masters-PhD program, and we have 
a tentative Masters-PhD topic.” 
“You’re kidding me! He actually accepted you in . . .” he looked 
at his watch. “. . . less than fifteen minutes? That’s impossible! 
Congratulations. You must have really snowed him, and he’s 
not easily impressed. Very well done. Good luck. Keep me 
posted if you would?” 
 
“I’d be glad to. And, thank you for your willingness to provide 
the introduction for me. It is much, much appreciated. I have 
to run. Again, thanks,” said William as he headed for the of-
fice. 
 
Carmichael sat for a minute dumbfounded. Langley had to be 
pulling his leg. He thought, ‘Darryl just doesn’t work this way. 
He always took his time to evaluate, then over-evaluate, eve-
rything, especially prospective students. This had to be some 
kind of record. Langley must be something quite special to 
have won Darryl over so quickly. I’ll have to talk to Darryl and 
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see what went on.’ He turned back to his laptop, putting the 
final touches on his most recent article – “The Emergence of 
the Bengali Renaissance and the Relationship and Tensions 
between Indian Tradition and Modernity under British Co-
lonial Rule.” 
 
Before classes were to begin, William sat with Dr. Smith for 
more than two hours. Darryl wanted to get William started on 
his class work. They outlined a two-year program of study, 
culminating in a Master’s thesis. Most of his classes were di-
rected study classes, designed to have William reading in 
preparation for his preliminary exams and the initial re-
search necessary for the thesis. A combination of graduate 
and under-graduate courses would begin to fill in voids in his 
course distributions and focus his research and background 
reading. 
 

Minneapolis, March 13, 2004 
 
“Well, what do you think? I’ve proofread it, it feels like, a 
hundred times, and I’m happy with it,” said William to Dr. 
Smith. 
 
“William, much of your thesis goes well beyond what is ex-
pected for a Master’s degree. There is much more original 
research here than in most theses. I’d be proud to sign off on 
it. Have it duplicated and bound and bring it back to me for 
my signature. Also, pick up the thesis completion and com-
pliance form from Jeanie, and bring that back to me as well. 
I’m very proud of you and the work you’ve done,” said Darryl. 
He stood and shook William’s hand. “Good job.” 
 
“Thank you sir. I sincerely appreciate your coming in on Sat-
urday to go over this with me. If I can get it duplicated and 



20 
 
 

bound in time, I can graduate at the end of the term. I also 
want to thank you for taking a chance with me. You’ve been a 
fabulous mentor. I couldn’t have done this without you be-
hind me,” said William. 
 
“I will confess, at times I was not sure either of us had made 
the right decision to work together but, now, I can say, with-
out reservation,  I’m very satisfied. Your thesis is an excep-
tional piece of modern scholarship, and you should work on it 
over the summer with an eye to publishing it. I think the core 
research merits publication. What are your plans for the 
summer?” 
 
“Like most summers, I’ll head home to Pembina to be with my 
family. I try to help around the farm my brother-in-law and 
sister run. They can always use an extra hand, and I have to 
admit it is nice to get away from the books every once in a 
while, even if it is only briefly. And yes, I should have time to 
punch it into shape for publication. Would you be available to 
provide some direction?” 
 
“This summer I expect to have a fair amount of free time. 
Most of my publication commitments have been taken care 
of, although there is a publisher that has approached me 
about writing a textbook but we haven't entered into any real 
negotiations yet. So, in a nutshell, yes, I should be available to 
give you some direction. Before the term is done, we should 
sit down and go over the thesis, and I can give you some sug-
gestions on what could be cut and what needs work. Let’s get 
together, at least a couple weeks ahead of graduation day, 
okay?” asked Darryl. 
 
“That sounds perfect. I’d better get cracking. I have to have 
the thesis in by next Friday to meet the thesis submission 
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deadline. If I get it to the printer this afternoon, he promised 
me he would have it ready by next Thursday. Will you be 
available next Thursday to sign the submission copies?” 
 
“I’ll make it a point to be. Take care and run along now. I have 
other work to do.” 
 
William left feeling like he was on cloud nine. Both he and his 
supervisor were pleased with the thesis – “The Role Of Cen-
tralized Government Control On The Emergence Of Technol-
ogical Breakthroughs During The Nazi Regime: Der Anschluß 
Through Disestablishment, 1938  – 1945." 
 

Minneapolis, 10:30 am, August 27, 2004 
 
As William arrived at the Social Sciences Building, he saw Dr. 
Smith just entering the building. When William knocked on 
his office door, he heard the familiar invitation, “Come.” 
 
“Good morning Dr. Smith. It is good to see you,” said William. 
 
“And I, you. Did you come to discuss your article or your pro-
gram schedule?” 
 
“Both, really. I  received the file you sent to me by  e-mail and 
I printed it out with all your comments and notations,” said 
William. 
 
“Do you have it with you?” 
 
“Yes, right here.” William pulled the file folder from his pack 
and placed it in front of Dr. Smith.  
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“Before we begin, I’d like to make a couple of comments. First, 
the number, and tone of the notes I inserted in the article are 
in no way a reflection of how I feel about you as a colleague.” 
 
To himself, William said, ‘Did I hear him correctly, colleague? 
He called me his colleague! 
 
“From the first day you walked into my office with Professor 
Carmichael, I have been impressed with your dedication and 
scholarship. You have exceeded all my expectations, and this 
draft article does not change my feelings toward you or your 
work. Second, I will admit that, for publication purposes, the 
article is potentially a diamond in the rough. With more work, 
it should become a piece that almost any journal should be 
happy to print. It will not be a quick process, however. There 
is much that must be done to punch it up but I am confident 
that you can do it. Maybe before we jump into the article, we 
should briefly discuss your course load this semester. Then 
we will have a little more time for the article. 
 
“Fine by me,” said William. 
 
“Your proposed dissertation topic is a little too ambiguous. 
We need to refine it, pare away the jetsam and focus on a 
smaller, single, manageable topic. I have been thinking, I have 
some contacts in the German government, and they have ties 
to the National Institute for Historical Document Evaluation 
and Preservation (NIHDEP) [Nationales Institut für Doku-
mente Abschaetzung und Bewahrung]. They are constantly 
unearthing documents from the Nazi period, and some of 
them may provide the nucleus you so desperately need to 
define and refine your dissertation topic. Would you be inter-
ested in a work-study arrangement with the NIHDEP, if I can 
arrange it?” 



23 
 
  

“That would be spectacular!” said William. How long would it 
take to get everything arranged?” 
 
“It won’t happen overnight. If at all possible, and I can pull in 
some favors, we might get you to Germany by next summer, 
fall at the latest. That would give you all this academic year to 
prepare. A year or so there, and back for your prelims and the 
writing of your dissertation. So, we’re talking about two, pos-
sibly three years, all together. On the basis of your Master’s 
work, I see no reason why you should not have your docto-
rate in hand in three or four years at the outside,” said Dr. 
Smith. He could see a touch of glee in William’s eyes. Just 
what he had hoped. “I’ll prepare a schedule for you. If you 
stick to it, your degree will be a cake walk.” 
 
“I like that idea.” 
 
“I’ll begin making my contacts with my friends in Ger-many 
later on today and I’ll let you know what I find out; and if you 
stop back tomorrow, I’ll have your schedule all ready for you. 
Okay. Back to the article . . . .” 
 
For the next two hours, William and Smith poured over the 
draft article. Although Dr. Smith, initially, had appeared over-
ly critical, after they had begun working through the proce-
dural and technical points Dr. Smith had noted, William be-
gan to see for himself where the problems were. Most of the 
corrections were not substantive or problems with content 
but rather problems with inferences drawn from the mate-
rials. In the process of condensing his thesis for the purposes 
of publication, he had inadvertently drawn more from the 
materials than they warranted. He had overextended the ma-
terials and drawn some conclusions that could not be subs-
tantiated by the data. Most of the problems were easily cor-
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rected but hubris had gotten the better of William from time 
to time. Dr. Smith’s final comments were reassuring but also 
calculated to temper William’s growing belief in himself. “The 
work is good, but don’t let ambition get in the way of solid 
scholarship.  Data is the basis for all conclusions; it should 
never be under- or overworked. Doing so does not do the da-
ta justice and only serves to undermine the scholar’s reputa-
tion. I had a statistics professor that once said,  
 

You can massage the data until you can get it to say 
almost anything you want. The idea is to analyze it and 
let it tell you what it has to say, not what you expect it 
to say. 

 
I think that you have permitted yourself, from time to time, to 
take the data beyond what it is capable of saying. Reanalyze 
your findings and ask yourself if the data truly says what you 
purport it says. When you have addressed the problems I 
have noted, revised your conclusions to be in line with the 
data, and rewritten the article, bring it back to me. It should 
not take more than one subsequent revision to have it nearly 
ready for submission. Don’t let yourself fall into the trap of 
trying to tweak it endlessly. You have to come to a point 
where you think it is ready. It will never be perfect.” With 
that, Darryl turned back to his desk and immediately focused 
on his own problems. 
 
William knew that was his signal to leave. “I’ll see you later, 
Dr. Smith.” Darryl, with his back still toward William, raised 
his arm and waved, not turning to say goodbye. 
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Minneapolis, September 28, 2004 
 
William, after returning from a miserable game of squash, 
noticed the messages signal on his answer machine. He 
pushed the play messages button. Dr. Smith had called. Im-
mediately, he picked up the phone and dialed the professor’s 
number, and at the same time, he glanced at his watch. ‘He 
should still be in. He never leaves before 5:00. The phone 
rang twice and Darryl picked up. 
 
“Yes. This is Professor Smith. Can I help you? Oh, William. 
Thank you for getting back to me so quickly. I have news 
about an upcoming opening at the Institute I spoke about. 
Apparently, an opening will become available in the late 
spring. I had written to a colleague of mine in the Ministry of 
Information, who oversees the operations of the Institute on 
behalf of the Minister. He is reasonably confident that he can 
get you into the Institute but you will have to submit to a rou-
tine security check and I will have to write a letter of intro-
duction and recommendation on your behalf. Would you have 
a problem with a security check and, possibly, an interview 
with either my friend’s assistant or a security officer?  
 
The interview would take place in Washington, D.C., at the 
German embassy. Would that be a problem for you? Oh, good. 
In that case, I will write back to Wilhelm and apprise him of  
your willingness to provide any information they might re-
quest. If you get the position, I am fairly certain that the Ger-
man government will provide a travel allowance for your trip 
to Germany and a temporary living allowance that would see 
you through until you began receiving your pay. You would 
be classified as an alien-civilian government employee. Great. 
When I have more information I will contact you. How is the 
article revision coming along? Splendid. Come in some time in 
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the next couple of weeks and we can have another look at it. 
Bye for now.” 
 
William was incredulous. He could be looking at an opportu-
nity of a lifetime. He could work on his dissertation research 
and be paid to do it. ‘How fantastic is that?’ he thought. It was 
still a long way off and he had lots to do. No need to let the 
family know now. It would be months before anything defi-
nite would happen. 
 
Ten days later, a thick official looking envelope arrived spe-
cial delivery from the German embassy in Washington, D.C. In 
the envelope were numerous information request forms and 
several permission to release information forms. Already 
stamped on the front page of each document was the word 
Beschleunigen [Expedite]. ‘That was fast,’ William thought to 
himself. He called Professor Smith to inform him of the arriv-
al of the package. 
 
“Professor Smith, I just received an envelope from the Ger-
man embassy. It is full of forms they want me to fill out. I 
thought nothing would happen until sometime in the spring.” 
William listened patiently to Darryl’s explanation. “So the 
timetable has not changed? They just want to have all their 
ducks in a row, right? Okay, then. I’ll begin filling-out the doc-
uments and get them back in the mail ASAP. Do you want a 
copy for your files? Okay. I’ll make two sets, one for you and 
one for me. I have to admit, you have friends in very high 
places. Thank you for everything.” 
 
He could see that the embassy was not wasting any time. He 
had never known any bureaucracy to move quite so quickly 
on what he felt to be a comparatively trivial matter – em-
ployment at a documents evaluation facility, a center that in 
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all likelihood processed mostly Nazi war documents. How 
sensitive could sixty-year-old documents be, except possibly 
for someone interested in mid-20th century German history 
and the Nazis? Personally, he didn’t know anyone like that. 
He smiled to himself. 
 
Once he  completed all the documents, he began putting the 
finishing touches on his article. He knew Dr. Smith was right – 
go only as far as the data permits. Don’t try to push it beyond 
its capacity. The re-editing he had done had solved a number 
of problems and made his work so much easier. Almost eve-
rything began to fall into place. It read so much more smooth-
ly and his conclusions were based on what the data said, not 
what he wanted it to say. Therein lay the basis of true scho-
larship. He was pleased with the paper and himself. In a day 
or so, he would sit down with his professor and they would 
decide what to do next. 
 

Minneapolis, October 7, 2004 
 
Dr. Smith was expecting William and had cleared both his 
desk and mind for the meeting. As William came to Darryl’s 
office door, Darryl motioned for him to come in and sit down. 
“I’ve been expecting you. You’re right on time. So, what do 
you have for me?” William dug into his backpack and pulled 
out the article he had worked on so long and hard. “Okay. Let 
me give it a quick read.” He settled his reading glasses on his 
nose and pushed the hooks of his glasses over his ears. Then, 
he ran his fingers along the tops of the bows, making sure 
that his long side locks were not caught under the hooks. He 
should have gotten a haircut last week but his schedule did 
not permit it. He read quietly for half an hour. After finishing 
he sat for a moment, analyzing what he had read and formu-
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lating what he would say to his protégé. “William. I have good 
news and bad news. Which would you like to deal with first?” 
 
“Good news is always good, so let’s start with the bad news.” 
William’s heart began to sink and he was preparing himself 
for another polite but bruising critique. 
“Well, the bad news is that there is no bad news! You have 
done an absolutely splendid job of rewriting. You have effec-
tively addressed all my concerns and my criticisms of your 
last draft. Congratulations. It reads very well and it held my 
attention. Well done. Have you given any thought to where 
you would like to have it published?” 
 
William was flabbergasted. ‘No more rewrites. No changes. 
Unbelievable. He liked it.’ “Actually, no. I used standard de-
partmental formatting but, if need be, I can easily change the 
formatting to comply with any journal style sheet. It’s on my 
laptop and it would require only a few tweaks to change it. Do 
you have any suggestions?” 
 
“Actually, I do. I’m editing a collection of original articles hav-
ing to do with the history of technology in the early and mid 
20th century. Would you consider letting me include it in that 
volume? It would mean it would not see the light of day until 
about this time next year but your scholarship is easily the 
equal of many of the time tested writers that will also appear 
in the collection. Or, would you rather place it in one of the 
journals?” asked Darryl. 
 
“I would deem it an honor to have it appear in your collection. 
Besides, even if it did get accepted by one of the professional 
journals, it probably would not get into print for the better 
part of two years,” said William. 
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“Well said. And you are right about the timing. May I keep this 
copy? 
 
“Yes. Yes, of course,” said William. 
 
“Oh, William. By the way. I heard back from Wilhelm. Appar-
ently all your documentation has been through their prelimi-
nary review process. So far, nothing untoward has shown up. 
Unless there is a fly in the ointment somewhere, it appears 
that you are fairly well assured of a position with the Insti-
tute, starting in mid-summer. Again, congratulations. Well 
done. Nun, weg mit Ihnen [Now, off with you]. I have work to 
do.”  
 
William could hardly believe it. Two pieces of great news all 
in one day. His article was going to be published, and his job 
in Germany seemed assured. Now, all he had to do was work 
his way through the next two semesters. From all indications, 
that should not be a problem. 
 

Minneapolis, October 9, 2004 
 
William’s phone began ringing at about 9:00 am. By noon he 
had three potential roommate interviews arranged, two men 
and a woman. He was reluctant to include the woman. The 
possibility of a woman roommate seemed somehow inappro-
priate but he decided to include her just to prove to himself 
that he was neither a prude or sexist. After all, it was the 21st 
century. 
 
After tidying up a bit, his first interviewee knocked on the 
door. Todd Rasmussen was a junior and had been living off 
campus for a year with three other students. He was asked to 
leave for “unspecified reasons”. Within less than five minutes 
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William knew Todd was not going to make it to the short list, 
and rather than prolong the inevitable, he told him it proba-
bly would not work. 
 
Half an hour later, Debbie Epstein arrived. Debbie was a first 
year medical student. She needed a place where she could 
find peace and quiet. She had lived in her sorority house for 
three years and it was just not the place for serious studying 
– parties, yes, but not studying. Her medical classes were ex-
tremely demanding and time-consuming. Also, the Como 
Avenue location was perfect. It was close to Dinkytown and 
the hospital. Her final comment caught William off guard. “I 
may as well be up front about this now, I’m Jewish, not an Or-
thodox Jew, and I don’t go to schul, ah, synagogue, every 
week, but I do like to observe the high holidays in my own 
personal way. Is that a problem for you?” she asked. “I’m as-
suming you’re not Jewish.” 
 
William found himself suddenly ill at ease. First, her candid-
ness surprised him. Secondly, he had almost no experience 
relating to Jews. There were no Jews in Pembina, at least as 
far as he knew, and he had been so solitary while at Minneso-
ta that he knew very few of his fellow classmates, and to the 
best of his knowledge, none of them were Jewish. In today’s 
society, however, he may know numerous Jews but it never 
seemed to be a topic of discussion. Finally, what would she 
think about his preoccupation with the history of Nazi Ger-
many? “Debbie, to this point, you seem to be the best candi-
date as a roommate but there is something you need to know 
about me, that may change your willingness to be room-
mates.” 
 
Under her breath she said, “Oh boy. Here it comes. He’s some 
kind of pervert or anti-Semitic, or maybe worse.” Louder, try-
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ing to not think the worse, “What is your problem?” She tried 
not to sound confrontational but her tone was exactly what 
she had tried to avoid. 
 
“No. No. It has nothing to do with you being Jewish or any op-
position to your observance of Jewish traditions, far from it. 
And I’m not a pervert or anything like that. I’m a historian. 
I’m working on my PhD and, uh, my area of research has to do 
with Germany and the Nazi regime. It has nothing to do with 
the Holocaust, or anything like that but .  .  .  .” Debbie cut him 
off. 
 
“Are you trying to tell me that, because you are working on 
something to do with the Nazis that you feel I might be un-
comfortable? I don’t see any swastikas hanging from your 
walls or Aryan Nation literature strewn about. You don’t have 
a brown shirt hanging in your closet, do you?” she asked, 
partly in jest. 
 
“No. Nothing like that. I’m interested in non-Holocaust related 
technology, the evolution of German science, whether for war 
or humane purposes, mostly physics and chemistry.” She 
seemed to be listening, not in trepidation. but showing ge-
nuine interest. As he spoke, her responses could only be de-
scribed as tacit understanding, with “Uh huh.” 
 
 “During the Nazi period, and even before, there seemed to be 
an explosion in scientific breakthroughs. Rapid advances 
were made in aeronautics, aircraft engine design, ending with 
the first jet plane, metallurgy, chemistry, and physics, espe-
cially having to do with nuclear physics and quantum me-
chanics, rocketry, and so on. Part of these breakthroughs can 
be attributed to the simple evolution of science itself, others 
seemed to be spurred on by the political needs of the Nazi 
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regime. As a consequence, I have a lot of Nazi science litera-
ture, and I wouldn’t want it to make you feel, in any way, un-
comfortable. So, I thought I should tell you right up front.” 
 
“Nothing you have said spooks me. In fact, it actually sounds 
quite interesting. Remember, I have a background in the 
sciences. I am fully cognizant that a lot of what we take for 
granted today in  chemistry, physics, and medicine is the re-
sult of discoveries made by German scientists, before, during, 
and after the war. Some of them were Nazi scientists, but 
most were conscripted to work for the Nazis. It was either 
‘work for us or die.’ What kind of choice did they have? Sure, 
some were strong enough to refuse and they died. Most 
people don’t want to die, and most scientists just want to be 
left in peace to do their work. I can’t condemn them for that.” 
Debbie’s statements and grasp of the realities confronting 
German scientists during the war was uncritical and refresh-
ing. She was much more academic about it all than most 
people, and she was a Jew.  
 
He really liked her. She had a sharp mind and did not let her 
Jewish heritage cloud her ability to analyze situations for 
what they really were. She was practical. William appreciated 
what he saw and heard. He had no romantic expectations or 
desires but he had to admit, she was easy to look at. She was 
only slightly shorter than William, maybe 5’ 6’, dark hair 
pulled back into a ponytail, which accentuated her face. Her 
complexion was definitely Mediterranean, possibly Spanish 
or Italian, an olive complexion, and it seemed to combine 
with her dark hair to form an almost perfect combination. As 
she had spoken, he detected a hint of an accent, an accent he 
could not place. He was used to Scandinavian, French, and 
Germanic accents but the origin of this hint of an accent 
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eluded him. When she smiled, her entire face seemed to light 
up. ‘Yes,’ he thought, ‘She is a pretty woman.’ 
 
“If you want to give it a try, the place is yours. When would 
you like to move in?” 
 
“Yesterday would have been perfect but tomorrow will be 
fine. Is that okay with you?” 
 
“Do you need any help moving? I can help. I don’t have any-
thing special to do tomorrow,” said William. 
 
“I’m living in a motel at the moment. I have no furniture, only 
my clothes, books, and stuff like that. You never gave me the 
grand tour. So, what have I gotten myself into?” 
 
“Everything you see is what we have in the way of furniture. I 
have all the kitchen stuff from my old apartment and one bed. 
We may have to upgrade some of the kitchen utensils and 
maybe some of the dishes. We can find another bed some-
where for your room. There are a lots of Craftsman built-ins 
throughout the apartment, especially in the living room and 
dining room. In the bedrooms are built-in dressers. The clo-
sets are not huge but adequate, well at least for my needs. For 
a woman, I don’t know.”  
 
Debbie gave him a wry smile. In all likelihood, the closets 
were actually quite dinky for her needs, although she had 
pared down her wardrobe once she had begun medical 
school. She wouldn’t need all those party clothes for a long 
while. Now books had to be substituted for miniskirts and 
little black dresses. When it came down to it, work always 
trumped play for her. 
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“We can talk over the finances after you move in. The place is 
spacious and not terribly expensive. Heat is central and 
comes as part of the rent, along with the electricity. We only 
have to worry about the phone. We can work out the details 
of food too.” 
 
 “I’ll see you tomorrow. In the meantime, I will try to find you 
a suitable bed. Do you like your mattress hard or soft, and a 
double or twin bed,” asked William. 
 
“Try the Salvation Army’s Thrift Store. My friends have al-
ways had good luck there, when looking for used furniture, 
and the prices are right. I think there is one in the 900 block 
of North Fourth. Soft and double, if you please. Thanks,” said 
Debbie. “Bye.” 
 
Debbie had been right. William found the Thrift Store and a 
perfectly serviceable double bed, which he tied to the roof of 
his Volvo, to transport home. After a struggle to get the mat-
tress and box spring up the winding back stairs, he set up the 
bed in Debbie’s room, although, within a month, Debbie was 
sharing William’s bed. 
 

First Night of Hanukkah, December, 2004 
 
When William got home from the library, he found a note 
scribbled in Debbie’s hand taped to their bedroom door, 
 

Sweetie, 
 
I got a call from my mother after you left for the li-
brary. I didn’t want to disturb you or the others in 
the library by ringing you on your cell. Sorry. She 
pled with me to come home for the sunset lighting of 
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the candles. It is the first night of Hanukkah. I’ll be 
home around 9:00. See you then. 

 
Dvora. 

 
‘What’s  this, Dvora’ he asked himself. 
 
Debbie returned a little after 9:00. As she cheerily walked in 
the back door, she called out, “William.”  
 
As he strode down the long hall toward her, he said, “I got 
your note but I was still a bit concerned. Your mother has 
never called you like that before. Is everything alright?” 
 
“Oh, things couldn’t be better. It was fun to have everyone 
home for the first night of the candle lighting. I didn’t want to 
bother you at the library, so I left the note to let you know 
where I was. Would you consider joining the family tomor-
row night for the ceremony? I won’t be going for the rest of 
Hanukkah, I have too much work to do, but I would like it if 
you would come at least once. I’d like you to meet my family.” 
 
“Of course. I’d love to meet everyone and I could learn more 
about Hanukkah. I’ve never celebrated Hanukkah or any oth-
er Jewish holiday before. Oh, before I forget. What was the 
last word of your note?” asked William. 
 
Debbie laughed out loud unabashedly. “Oh sweetie. That is 
just so precious. It’s me. Dvora is my given Hebrew name. It’s 
the name that appears on my birth certificate and passport. 
Debbie is my American name. I almost never use Dvora but 
my older brother always uses it. He refuses to call me Debbie. 
Everyone else knows me simply as Debbie.” 
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“Oh. So you’re using an alias?” 
  
“Kind of,” said Debbie.  
 

Second Night of Hanukkah, December, 2004 
 
Debbie was running late. She ran up the back steps and into 
the bedroom.  She needed to shower and change but time was 
running out. As she jumped into the shower she yelled to Wil-
liam, “Are you ready to go?” 
 
“I’ve been ready for an hour.” She stuck her head out from 
behind the shower curtain. William was resplendent in his 
Sunday’s best – suit coat, white shirt, tie, trousers, and well-
shined shoes. She smiled. “Hon, we’re not going to a funeral. 
You can lose the tie and suit coat. Instead of the suit coat, just 
put on one of your nice sports jackets, Okay? By the way, you 
look good.” She ducked back into the shower. 
 
Ten minutes later she was out, struggling to get into her dress 
slacks and white blouse. Her skin was still sticky, and she 
didn’t have time to wait until it was dry. She slipped on her 
flats, put on some earrings, she ran her fingers through her 
short hair, fluffing it, and she was ready to go. She had found 
keeping her hair long took too much time and effort, with her 
schedule, so she had it cropped. It was much easier to take 
care of. All she had to do was wash it and let it air dry. The 
downside of this simple process was that the natural curl in 
her hair became accentuated. That was the price of conveni-
ence. She just had to accept it. Besides, William seemed to like 
it. 
 
“We have to be at my parents’ about twenty minutes before 
sunset. If we’re late they will probably wait for us, I called 
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them from the car to let them know we were coming and we 
were running late. But, tradition says the candle lighting 
should begin a bit before sunset. So, let’s get cracking.” She 
put on her down filled coat and headed down the back stairs 
to her car. “I’ll drive, it will be faster, Okay?” 
 
“Fine by me,” said William. 
 
As they pulled into her parents’ driveway they had five mi-
nutes to spare. Even so, Debbie hurried William along. Formal 
introductions could wait until after the candle lighting. As 
they entered the door, everyone was beginning to assemble 
around the table upon which sat the Menorah. Benny, Deb-
bie’s youngest brother, was just making his approach to the 
table through the assemblage. William looked at all the 
people, and whispered in Debbie’s ear, “Are all these people 
family members?” There had to be twenty people standing 
around the table and Menorah. William was becoming nerv-
ous. 
 
“No. It looks like my parents invited some friends over, prob-
ably to see what my boyfriend looks like.” She found the 
whole thing quite amusing and smiled at William coquettish-
ly. The smile was not missed by either her mother or father, 
who both gave her ‘the look.’ “Shush. Benny is about to say 
the blessing.” 
 
Debbie handed William a yarmulke, “Put this on and I’ll pin it 
in place. Come on.” After using a hairpin to hold William’s 
yarmulke in place, she pulled a scarf from her purse and 
draped it over her head, and pulled him toward the assem-
blage around the table. 
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After the ceremony, William tried to stay as close to Debbie 
but it was obvious that some people, mostly the older women, 
wanted some time alone with her. Is he Jewish? He doesn’t 
look Jewish. Where does he come from? Is he a medical stu-
dent too? In general, the answers to these questions were not 
what the women wanted to hear. He was not Jewish. He 
comes from North Dakota. He’s a PhD candidate specializing 
in Nazi history. He could see their shock as Debbie answered 
their questions, even though he could not hear their ques-
tions or her answers. 
 
Debbie’s parents introduced themselves to William and be-
gan their own little interrogation. In the back of their minds, 
they already knew the answers to the questions of: was he 
Jewish, where did he come from, and his major. Like all the 
others, however, they did not know his area of specialization. 
Once he told them he was working on the history of technol-
ogy in Nazi Germany, their faces joined all the other shocked 
faces in the room. Considering the general feeling of refine-
ment that the Epsteins normally projected, William’s com-
ments seemed to wash all their sophistication and style away, 
and they stood before William socially naked. Neither he nor 
the Epsteins were comfortable. Debbie saw what was hap-
pening; she rushed to William’s rescue. “I think it is time for 
us to leave. " 
 
“What did I say that was wrong?” asked William innocently. 
“Just get your coat and I will meet you in the foyer.” 
 
She turned and approached her parents who stood motion-
less and in shock. “Mother, I will come back tomorrow and we 
will have a sit down talk. Don’t say a word now. Don’t do any-
thing. You have embarrassed my boyfriend enough for one 
night. This was supposed to be a small family get-together 
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and to celebrate Hanukkah, a chance to meet William. He is a 
genuinely fine man with a great future ahead of him. I’m em-
barrassed by what went on here tonight. Good night!” She 
joined William in the foyer, put on her coat, and they left 
without another word. 
 
Neither Debbie nor William said anything to one another un-
til they were almost home. William could no longer contain 
himself and was the first to speak. “What the hell was that!?” 
 
“Right now I am in no mood to talk. I am so furious with my 
parents! They embarrassed you, me and them-selves. And all 
those people. The whole thing was an absolute fiasco. It was 
not your fault. It was more my fault. I thought, at least my 
parents, were bigger people than that. They showed their pet-
tiness tonight. I don’t know if I can forgive them for what they 
did tonight.” It took two weeks before Debbie called her par-
ents. She made sure that William was out when she called. It 
was a very animated discussion, ending with Debbie slam-
ming the phone down in the middle of a sentence. When Wil-
liam returned home, he found Debbie curled up, clutching her 
knees, sitting on the sofa, sobbing.  
 
“Are you alright?” asked William. 
 
“No. Not really. I had a terrible fight with my parents over 
what went on at Hanukkah. They hold me responsible for 
everything, and I have to admit, on that point they are proba-
bly right. I was the one that precipitated the evening’s shock 
fest. You were an innocent bystander. You went along with 
what I wanted." 
  
“I should have known what their reaction would be when 
they learned about your research. Despite the fact that they 
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did not have any direct contact with the Nazis or the concen-
tration camps, both lost relatives. So they are overly sensitive 
to anything that has to do with Nazis and Nazism. When we 
lived in Israel, there was a lot of Holocaust propaganda. I 
guess, moving to the States let me, somehow, put that kind of 
stuff behind me. I put it out of my mind and sort of forgot 
about it. My parents were much closer to the events and they 
can’t forget about it. They may not talk about it much but it’s 
there just below the surface. Your area of research just set 
them off, unfortunately. They acknowledge that there is noth-
ing wrong with your work, it’s just difficult for them to recon-
cile it at a gut level. Sweetie, they don’t hate you, honest. It’s 
just now everything makes them feel uncomfortable. They 
will come around, eventually. Don’t worry about it. In a way, 
it’s their problem. For right now, we are both persona non 
grata. They just need to get to know you. Then everything 
will be back to normal, trust me.” But it never was. 
 

Minneapolis, April 27, 2005 
 
As the months passed, Debbie grew increasingly home-sick. 
She had never experienced being emotionally separated from 
her parents before. By mid-spring, letters from the German 
embassy began arriving on a regular basis. “William, what are 
all these mailings from the German Embassy? What’s going 
on?” 
 
“Last Fall Dr. Smith told me about the possibility of  working 
in Germany with an organization that evaluates old docu-
ments, most of them unearthed and coming from old, un-
known bunkers. It seems that there are thousands of these 
bunkers all over Germany. Each document needs to be eva-
luated and processed. Dr. Smith and his friend have made ar-
rangements for me to take a job there. At the same time I can 
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work on my dissertation research. They want me to come 
over sometime in the early summer. 
 
“When were you going to tell me about all this?!” asked Deb-
bie. 
 
“I suppose, I was just trying to avoid it altogether. Let’s face it. 
Since the Hanukkah debacle, you have grown more and more 
sullen and distant. I know that it is not because you don’t love 
me anymore but that you have become separated from your 
family. The more time that passes, the more you miss and 
need them. Reconciliation simply is not going to happen as 
long as you are involved with  me. Your parents just cannot 
get over what I do, no matter how benign my research really 
is. In their minds, I’m some kind of Nazi. Intellectually, I am 
sure they know I am not, but emotionally, that’s another sto-
ry. It has been months. There has been no thaw in the way 
they feel toward me, and it has put you in an either or posi-
tion. That is neither good for you, me, or them. One of us has 
to lose. I know how important my family is to me. I can’t ask 
you to give up your family for me. So, at least for now, I'm 
going to make it easier for you and them to reconcile. I’m tak-
ing the job in Germany and I’m leaving  in six weeks. While 
I’m gone, you are free to keep the apartment. But, most im-
portant of all, I want you to repair the distance I have caused 
between  you and your parents. When I get back, we can see 
what happens. If it is meant to be, we’ll find each other and 
start up again. If our relationship was one of those ill-fated 
affairs, we’ll both know by then.” 
 
Tears were welling up in Debbie’s eyes. Surprisingly, she was 
not angry with William for running out. She was, in fact, re-
lieved. She found herself caught between two loves – love of 
family and love of a man. At this point, she did not honestly 
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know which was the more important, although her heart told 
her that her family should be. William had taken the initiative 
and shown a wisdom that she did not yet possess. He was 
right. She had to sort out her priorities but she did not have to 
sacrifice everything for him. That would inevitably under-
mine whatever relationship they might forge together. He 
was giving her an easy way out. That night, Debbie moved 
back into her own bedroom. 
 

Minneapolis, May 22, 2005 
 
William had packed most of his personal belongings in boxes 
and placed them in storage. The apartment and furniture he 
gave to Debbie. He kissed her goodbye. Both had tears trick-
ling from the corner of their eyes. Both knew that it was over. 
Both knew that they would never get back together. The next 
time they saw one another, their hearts would belong to 
someone else. For now, however, both still clung to what 
might or could have been. They had both grown from know-
ing one another, both in different ways. As he hugged her for 
the last time, he whispered in her ear, “I’ll miss you. I’ve got 
to get going. I have a long drive ahead of me.” With that, he 
turned and trod down the stairs, threw his last bag in the 
back of his Volvo, and began his drive back to Pembina. 
 
Two weeks later, after a brief visit home to say goodbye to his 
family, William boarded the first of several planes that would 
take him from Fargo to Berlin and a new beginning. 
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Chapter 3 

 
 

If at first, the idea is not absurd, then, there is no hope for 

it. 
Albert Einstein 

 
 
 
 

Berlin, 8:00 a.m., Monday October 15, 2007 
 
For William it was going to be just another day spent rum-
maging through mountains of Nazi documents that had been 
recently discovered in an old bunker. The bunker and docu-
ments were discovered when German construction workers 
began digging the foundation for a new high-rise complex in 
the outskirts of Berlin.  
 
William Langley was the only non-German member of a task-
force that evaluated old documents discovered during exca-
vations throughout Germany. The work, while not steady, did 
make his stay in Germany possible, and it meant not relying 
on grants to conduct his dissertation research; such grants 
were becoming increasingly difficult to get. So work meant he 
did not have to compete for sponsorship, and his credentials, 
as a national documents evaluator, permitted him access to 
materials that might otherwise have been classified as na-
tional treasures.  These probably would be stored away for  
decades before being released to the public. He thought of 
himself as being on the cutting edge of history, if one can say 
‘cutting edge’ and history in the same sentence. ‘Pretty much 
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an oxymoron’ he reminded himself. Nonetheless, here he was,  
amazed by just how many Nazi documents were still being 
unearthed year after year, more than 60 years since the end 
of  World War II. 
 
It had taken his team nearly three days to remove the neatly 
boxed files from the latest bunker. They were ecstatic over 
the find. The construction workers, however, were much less 
enthusiastic. Storms were brewing in the Baltic and the North 
seas, and according to the weather reports, they would con-
verge somewhere between Hanover and Berlin. Such a con-
vergence had not been seen for some time but it would mean 
heavily overcast skies and rainfall. Without the three day hia-
tus, they might have been able to place their rebar and pour 
the concrete footers for the new building.  
 
Berlin’s fall weather patterns made schedule-keeping difficult 
enough. At least, once the bunker had been emptied, there 
should be no further bureaucratic delays, since none of the 
government officials who were overseeing the removal of the 
documents was talking about mitigation or the preservation 
of the bunker. 
 
As the last file box was being hauled to the waiting truck, the 
first drops of rain began to fall. From the group of workers 
clustered nearby, Langley heard only one word, “Schieße!” All 
he could do was give them a sympathetic half-smile and 
shrug, as if to say, I’m sorry. It was little consolation. 
 
Normally, non-Germans were not permitted to work directly 
for government agencies but the National Institute for Histor-
ical Document Evaluation and Preservation (NIHDEP), or as 
Langley called it, ‘Knee Deep’, was one of those organizations 
that fell in a bureaucratic gray area. It was government 
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funded but most of its front-line document evaluators were 
students or part-time, non-civil service employees. It was 
their responsibility to perform the initial cataloging, sorting, 
and evaluation of documents that were brought in from exca-
vation sites. If any were deemed sensitive or seemed to have 
some special historical importance, they were turned over to 
the upper level bureaucrats for further evaluation and classi-
fication. Only rarely did anyone find information that was 
even remotely relevant, let alone classifiable.  
 
The Nazis had been almost compulsive record keepers. The 
most treasured items were handwritten memo-randa from 
recognizable historical figures, like Himmler, Bormann, and, 
of  course, the Führer, Hitler. These days such collectables 
were exceedingly rare finds. Most of the ‘good stuff’ had long 
ago been unearthed. Most of the time, Langley and his col-
leagues simply felt they were ‘knee deep’ in a sea of old pa-
pers that would be shredded and turned into packing materi-
al. It was almost mindless work but the government did have 
the best pay scale. Besides, especially for students, the hours 
were flexible and they could come and go as they pleased. 
There was no urgency involved in classifying documents that 
were over 60 years old. Consequently, evaluators had little 
day-to-day supervision. Except for the time clock that every-
one had to use, it could be weeks between one-on-one com-
munication with the Institute’s formal bureaucracy. If any of 
the evaluators felt they had found something of importance, 
these same super-visors were only a phone call away. 
 
Since the boxes had been recovered and safely placed in the 
Institute’s warehouse, each day was essentially the same – 
sort the documents by type, topic, and condition. The docu-
ments that were deemed important and showed signs of de-
terioration, were carefully removed from the rest, cataloged 
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and referenced, individually placed between two pieces of 
acid-free conservator’s paper, to protect them from further 
damage, and sent to the Institute’s professional conservators 
for attention. The work of sorting the documents was made 
simpler by the fact that the Nazis, who had stored them away 
so carefully, had classified each document as to topic and im-
portance; these men had been thorough archivists. They 
made notations on each individual box and each file had been 
given a calligraphic label that further classified its contents. 
Some of the earliest documents displayed labels hand printed 
in Fraktur, an old ornate Gothic style of lettering. Others were 
written in more modern Roman characters but both were 
superb examples of the calligrapher’s art, which impressed 
Langley. It almost appeared to be machined printed but it 
was clearly someone’s penmanship. ‘Absolutely beautiful,’ he 
thought to himself.  
 
Each document within the individual files was stamped with 
a security or access classification stamp. Each folder, on the 
outside, had an inventory record, containing the title and an 
individual line for each individual document inside. Inside 
each file folder, or der Aktenhefter, the documents were at-
tached to the folders with metal fasteners through holes 
punched in each page. 
 
As Langley approached his work station, Joachim Giesler 
placed a document box in front of him saying, “The label on 
this box sounds like it has something to do with science. So, I 
thought I would give it to you. You are our science guy.” Joa-
chim smiled and left. Giesler was one of several high school 
aged document delivery boys. If the boxes had notations on 
them, the delivery boys would decide who got them. If the 
boxes had no notations, they were given to the evaluators 
randomly. In effect, the delivery boys were the first to begin 
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the document classification process. For Langley, being la-
beled the ‘science guy’ had its advantages. He almost always 
got to see all the scientific materials before anyone else. This 
coincided well with his research interests but, as yet, nothing 
of much value had come his way. He seemed no closer to fina-
lizing his dissertation topic than he had when he had arrived 
in Berlin, almost two years earlier. 
 
 The boxes from the latest discovery seemed all the same. 
Getting down to work, Langley hung his jacket over the back 
of  his chair. It was October and the air had a certain humid 
chill to it. For a few moments, Langley simply stared at the 
box, not really wanting to begin wading through party docu-
ments, most of which were inventories, that were almost al-
ways the same and mind-numbing, administrative inter-office 
communications. He pulled out his clipboard with the docu-
ment cataloging forms clipped to it. First order of business, 
catalog the box itself. The cataloging form first asked for 
Bettkasten [Storage Box] No: he entered 243. Then, as he be-
gan entering the rest of the information on the box onto his 
information sheet, Hauptthema [Main Topic]: Elektromagne-
tisches Feld Generator [Electromagnetic Field Generator], the 
main topic caused him to gasp in amazement. ‘Electro-
magnetic Field Generator. No. It could not be,’ he thought. 
‘Not in, what’s the date?’ He ran his finger down the box face 
to the date line, Datum  [Date]: 15 Juni 1938 bis 11 März 1945. 
‘Not in 1938!’ 
 
This box might promise some very important material. He 
lifted off the lid of the box, slowly, as if it were Pandora’s box, 
or as if some demon might jump out. Inside were forty thick 
folders. Each file had the heading: Ergebnisse Elektromagne-
tisches Experiments [Results of Electromagnetic Experi-
ments], followed by a date. All the files were labeled with 
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Fraktur inscriptions, then, abruptly, beginning in early 1941, 
all the file banners were printed in Roman or modern script. 
‘I wonder why the change in the file headings, all of a sudden? 
What happened? I’ll have to look into that.’ 
 
He pulled out a file designated 243-1, dated 15 Juni 1938. The 
report was prepared by Dr. Gustav von Sempler, director of 
scientific research, SS Secret Projects Division, Berlin. The 
report began:  
 

Over the last year we have been exploring the possibili-
ties of developing a field generator capable of shielding 
the Reich’s troops during combat. This force field [das 
Kraftfeld] would envelop the troops, protecting them.  
Although our research to date has been entirely theo-
retical, we believe we can construct a prototype of a 
field generator within less than one year. 

 
Following the brief report was an even shorter handwritten 
note from Adolf Hitler, himself: 
 

Proceed with your work immediately. Send all future 
progress reports to me personally.  

 
You have my full support. 

 
  AH. 

 
‘Oh my God! Personal correspondence from Adolf Hitler him-
self.’  During his two years at NIHDEP, he had never come 
upon such a document. ‘This must have been a top priority 
project if he wanted to see all future progress reports. What 
else is in here?’ Langley spent the rest of the day working his 
way through file folder after file folder. He could not be bo-
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thered with even taking breaks from his endeavors. Each file 
described progress toward the development of the generator. 
Each report was followed by a personal note from the Führer. 
As the project languished, the Führer’s notes became longer 
and increasingly invective.  
 
In one of his interim reports, von Sempler described some 
startling new theoretical discoveries stemming from his re-
search into field theory. In a report dated 2 Juli 1942, von 
Sempler reported: 

.  .  .  I have come to believe that the field generator we 
are so arduously working on will have the capacity to 
interconnect other dimensions, or alternate universes. 
It is my conviction that there exist locations through-
out the globe where the boundary between these alter-
nate universes is more porous, places that are charac-
terized by detectably lighter nuclear particles and 
gravity that is significantly less than normal.  

 
I have endeavored to find such locations in areas occu-
pied by the Reich. To date, my research team has de-
fined, at least one such location near the city of 
Čakovec, in Yugoslavia, in the Northwestern corner of 
Croatia-Slavonia Province. 

 
I would suggest that when the time comes to test our 
field generator, we take advantage of the unique quali-
ties that this location seems to offer .  .  .  . We should 
build our underground  testing facility there. 

 
This note was followed by a comment from the Führer, 
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Provide information detailing the precise location of 
this boundary site and we shall immediately construct 
the facilities you require. Provide design drawings as 
soon as possible.  

   AH. 
 
Two days later, on July 4th, von Sempler provided the Führer 
with both the location and detailed plans for his proposed 
research and testing facility in Croatia-Slavonia. The location 
of the facility was to be at : 
 

 46°24'37.16"N,   16°17'55.89"E. 
 
Hitler replied: 
 

I am sending a full construction team to this location, 
with instructions to have it completed within no more 
than three months. It will be ready as soon as you are 
ready to begin testing. 

 
The facility was completed on schedule. It was von Sempler 
who was unable to produce the machine the Führer wanted 
and needed so desperately.  
 
Subsequently, only delays, failures and excuses were re-
ported to the Führer. It was mid-1943, and the tide of the war 
had turned against Hitler’s regime. He wanted results. He 
needed a weapon that could win the war for him. He wanted 
to protect his war machine and make it invincible. Time was 
running out. To emphasize his point, the Führer called the 
heads of the Schutzstaffel, the infamous SS, Heinrich Himmler 
and Ernst Kaltenbrunner to his office in September 1943. Hit-
ler explained to the men, “I have waited patiently for progress 
on von Sempler’s new weapon. I have been waiting for nearly 
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six years for this machine! With each new report, all I get are 
excuses. I want him eliminated and someone else put in his 
place, someone who will get the job done. Do I make myself 
clear?!” With that, the Führer stood and strode from the room 
without another word.  
 
The two men were left seated in their chairs. All they could do 
was look at one another. They both had expected one of the 
Führer’s legendary, long-winded diatribes. They stood, 
turned, and left the room. They had their instructions. That 
very afternoon, four SS officers walked into the laboratory of 
Dr. von Sempler, arrested him, took him outside and summa-
rily shot him, leaving his lifeless body on the sidewalk outside 
the laboratory for all passersby to see. Desperate times justi-
fied bold and desperate measures. 
 
Two days later, Dr. Anton Grossmann was named the head of 
the Elektromagnetisches Experiments Project. Naturally 
Grossmann had not volunteered for the position of director.  
He had heard what had happened to his predecessor. He was 
told, in no uncertain terms, that he was expected to finish von 
Sempler’s work and soon. Within three months, Grossmann’s 
team had their first operational field generator.  
 
Grossmann, after having read through von Sempler’s notes, 
was appalled by the timing of his execution. He had actually 
completed most of the preliminary design requirements for 
the apparatus. All that was needed was a little more time to 
actually complete his design before fabrication could have 
begun. In the Third Reich, timing was everything. Von Semp-
ler had been so close to achieving what his Führer had 
wanted – a fully operational, force field generator; only he 
was not permitted to see his project to fruition. Maybe an up-
date would have saved his life, but in the tumult of the times, 
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it was entirely possible that, considering Hitler’s state of 
mind, von Sempler’s time was simply up. It was just how 
things were when even the best laid plans do not coincide 
with political exigency and possible defeat – innocent partici-
pants often pay for others’ mistakes. Such was the case of von 
Sempler’s execution. It had served absolutely no purpose in 
the course of human events. 
 
Grossmann faced numerous design and construction set-
backs, but by mid-December 1944, his field generator was 
ready to begin its field test. When the testing was to begin, 
Grossmann wrote a short report and personally hand-
delivered it to the Führer. Hitler was pleased. He would not 
be able to attend the trials but he expected to be constantly 
updated with the trials’ progress.  
 
On December 13, 1944, the Secret Projects Division’s Elek-
tromagnetisches Experiments Project in Berlin was moved to a 
location near Čakovec in occupied Yugoslavia. It was here 
that the final tests of the machine were to be conducted. 
 
Langley read through the files was like it was a novel that he 
couldn’t put down, but the work day was coming to a close 
before he was able finish all 40 files. He was expected to se-
cure his box of files and leave the facility, along with everyone 
else. He was torn. He wanted to stay and read more but he 
also wanted to consult with his supervising professor back 
home in Minnesota.  
 
When Langley left the research facility, it was already nearly 
nightfall. The heavy storm clouds made it appear much later 
than it really was. The street lights were already fully illumi-
nated and a cold piercing wind tore at him, every square inch 
of exposed skin battered by the nearly frozen wind-driven 
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mist that hung heavily in the air. He tried to shield his face as 
he dashed for his car, parked in the facility’s staff lot. As he 
reached his car, he fumbled with the keys, dropping them 
twice before being able to insert the key in the door lock. The 
cold wind was already numbing his hands, nose, and ears. 
Once inside, his little Skoda afforded him protection from the 
slashing winds outside, but the car’s heater seemed inade-
quate. 
 
Langley had bought his Skoda Fabia used when he decided to 
remain in Berlin to work and continue his dissertation re-
search. It had been cheap, no, he preferred to think of it as 
inexpensive. Cheap did not do his vehicle justice. For the 
money, he had gotten what he felt to be a good deal. It was 
used but not worn out. It was reliable. Unlike his old Volvo 
station wagon back home, which was often temperamental 
when the temperatures dropped below zero, which they did 
on a regular basis in Minneapolis, his Skoda started without 
hesitation. Rarely did it even balk at the request to start-up 
and get Langley wherever he wanted to go, whether in Berlin, 
or on trips out into the countryside, the mountains, or neigh-
boring countries. He particularly enjoyed his short trips to 
Holland and Denmark.  
 
Just like back home, he had a routine during cold weather. He 
would start the car and allow it a few minutes to warm up 
before backing out and heading for the exit to the parking lot. 
As he passed the night watchman’s booth at the exit, he 
waved to Helmut. He did not know Helmut’s last name. He 
was just Helmut. The watchman waved and smiled as Langley 
slowly exited the parking area. He navigated his way to his 
small apartment complex in Baumschulenweg, approximately 
20  kilometers from the research center.  Braving the howling 
winds a second time, he ran for the complex’s lobby. Once 
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inside he checked for mail; he had only one letter from his 
younger sister, Samantha. He would read it after dinner 
 
He took the elevator to the fifth floor and his bachelor apart-
ment.  It was compact, came fully furnished, decorated in ear-
ly modern, and the rent was right. For now it almost seemed 
like home. With the storm outside beginning to rage, he was 
glad to be off the roads, safe and sound. By American stan-
dards, German apartments were kept much cooler, and Lang-
ley had learned that a good sweater was an indispensable 
piece of clothing.  
 
His favorite, and the one he wore almost constantly from fall 
through much of the German spring, was now a not-so-white 
cabled seaman’s sweater he had picked up in a shop in a 
small town along the Baltic coast of Denmark a year or so ear-
lier. Initially he thought the sweater was a bit of an extravag-
ance but it had proven its worth through the warmth is af-
forded. Now it didn’t seem quite so extravagant. He shed his 
wet jacket and pulled on the sweater. The chill that seemed to 
have already settled in his bones began to disappear only 
moments after his head emerged from the sweater’s high tur-
tleneck and his hands popped out of the sleeves. 
 
He was hungry, but dinner could wait. He wanted to contact 
his professor before it got too late back in Minneapolis. Lang-
ley thought about the five-hour time difference between Ber-
lin and Minneapolis. It would be noon in Minneapolis. ‘Dr. 
Saumrez-Smith would surely check his e-mail sometime in 
the afternoon, probably before heading home. I have plenty of 
time. I’ll eat first. 
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Berlin, 6:00 p.m., Monday, October 15, 2007 
 
After placing his dishes in the small dishwasher, he opened 
his laptop, going to his e-mail program. He began his note to 
Dr. Smith, with the heading: Amazing Find.  
 

Dear Dr. Smith, 
 

I  was cataloging documents we recently uncovered in 
an old bunker that was unearthed a week or so ago 
east of the city. Everyone has been systematically 
checking the contents of the file boxes and the one I re-
ceived this morning was labeled -- Results of Electro-
magnetic Experiments – and it dates from 1938. I’ve 
read about half of the forty-plus reports. There are 
several handwritten correspondences in the files from 
Adolf Hitler! 

 
The reports outline a project that, as far as I can de-
termine, resulted in the creation of an operational 
electromagnetic field generator. From my readings, 
the generator was supposed to have been able to 
create a force field to protect German soldiers against 
attacks from Allied forces. It almost sounds like Star 
Trek’s shield technology. 

 
The last file I read indicated that the machine had been 
constructed and was going to be field-tested. I did not 
have a chance to find out what the test results were. I 
should know more tomorrow. 

 
What do you think? What should I do? These files are 
currently unclassified. So far, I’m the only one who has 
seen any of them.  Once I inform my supervisors of the 
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contents, I am sure they will immediately take over all 
the files and classify them for national defense reasons, 
especially if the test results indicate that the Nazis had 
any real success with the technology.  

 
If they did have any success, this could represent an ab-
solutely fantastic scientific find. I need some guidance 
here. 

 
How is your family and how is your research coming 
along? 

 
 WAL. 

 

1:00 p.m., Minneapolis, Monday October 15, 2007 
 
Dr. Smith had sequestered himself in his office in the Social 
Sciences tower on the west bank, across the Mississippi from 
the main campus of the University of Minnesota. His door was 
closed and locked. No office hours today. He made that fact 
crystal clear to all his students, and especially his graduate 
students, who had the nasty habit of just dropping in unan-
nounced. He was attempting to finish up the last few conclud-

ing paragraphs of Chapter 12 of his latest book -- The Rise of 

Scientific Theory and Its Application to Contemporary Socio-

Economic Problems.  

 
It was to be a comprehensive survey of the emergence of 
scientific thought as applied to modern social and economic 
problems. He hoped to use it as a text in his history of science 
course during the spring term. He was under pressure by 
both his publisher and the department to complete the work. 
The department was being pressured by the campus books-
tore to submit its booklist for the spring course offerings. 
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They needed time to submit their requisitions and orders to 
the publishers of the textbooks being used for each course. 
Everyone else in the department had submitted their book 
lists but Darryl was still working on his text. Everyone was 
frustrated, not least of all, Darryl. 
 
‘Only four more chapters to go,’ thought Darryl, as he typed in 
the last word of the chapter. Before he turned off his laptop, 
he would back up his chapters onto a memory stick, just for 
safe-keeping. He had learned his lesson. He had lost chapters 
in the past. That was not going to happen this time. Finally, he 
would check his e-mail before heading home. He could work 
at home after dinner. 
 

Minneapolis, 4:00 p.m., October 15, 2007 
 
Darryl was pleasantly surprised to see a note from William in 
his Inbox. It had been more than a few of weeks since he had 
heard from possibly one of his more gifted graduate students 
and PhD candidates. He was struck by William’s subject line -- 
Amazing find. He clicked on the leader and the e-mail’s text 
popped up in the message pane. As he read, all he could say, 
in a very quick but excited whisper was, “Good God!! An op-
erational field generator!?” 
 
Immediately, he wrote back a reply to William: 
 

DO NOT discuss this with anyone until you hear from 
me. Stall your superiors as long as you can. I need to 
check this out with a colleague of mine. I will call him 
immediately but I may not be able to get back to you 
until tomorrow.  



58 
 
 

Find out as much as you can about the field test results. 
Find out where the machine is, if it is still in existence. 
If not, where are the plans for the machine?  

 
This is an incredible find and it could guarantee you 
your PhD, as well as a lot of publications. You’re in on 
the ground floor of something very, very big. 

 
I will write you again, at the latest, tomorrow with my 
findings. 

 
 Darryl. 

 
Darryl immediately picked up the phone and dialed his long-
time friend, Mitchell Anderson, a theoretical physicist who 
was now in the private sector. “Mitch, do I have a story for 
you! One of my graduate students – William Langley – who is 
working for the National Institute of Historical Document 
Evaluation and Preservation in Germany -- has uncovered 
documentation concerning what seems to be an operational 
field generator developed by the Nazis during World War II. 
Have you ever heard anything along these lines?” 
 
“Directly, no, but some of my professors, when we were in 
graduate school, were talking about a rumor of such a device 
having been developed by the Nazis but that’s about it. The 
rumors simply dried up after a while. No corroborative in-
formation was ever uncovered. We all assumed that it was a 
hoax. Does what’s-his-name claim he has seen the device?” 
 
“No, but William says it existed and supposedly they were to 
have begun field testing toward the end of 1944, somewhere 
in Croatia. Obviously, it either didn’t work out or it was used 
for something else. God only knows. I told William to stay on 
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top of this and finish reading the reports to find out what 
happened. Even if it went nowhere, it could make a nice dis-
sertation topic for him. He still hasn’t settled on a topic yet. If 
it turns out to be more than pure propaganda, this could be a 
tremendous scientific find.” 
 
Mitchell simply shook his head. “You’re the ever diligent aca-
demic aren’t you? You’re more worried about your students 
than anything else. You kill me. The kid could be sitting on a 
veritable gold mine, and you’re more interested in his disser-
tation topic. You do realize that the Nazis were flooding the 
market with all kinds of weaponry disinformation toward the 
end of the war, right? They took every opportunity to misdi-
rect and slow down the Allied advance. This is what we 
thought when we quit hearing about their efforts, even after 
the war was over. 
 
“What should we do?” asked Darryl. 
 
“I’d suggest we just sit tight, wait and see. What did you tell 
the kid to do?” 
 
“I told him not to talk to anyone about what he had  
discovered until he heard back from me.” 
 
“Good thinking. Here’s what I’d suggest. Where’d you say he 
was working, again?” 
 
“He’s working as a document evaluator for the National Insti-
tute of Historical Document Evaluation and Preservation, 
Berlin. 
 
“Is that a government sponsored institution, or a private op-
eration?” 
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“It falls somewhere in between public and private. It is 
funded by the German government but the staff is almost en-
tirely non-civil service, like Langley. I helped him get the posi-
tion through my contacts there.” 
 
“That complicates matters a bit,” mused Anderson. “If it was a 
completely private organization, we’d have fewer worries 
about offending the German government. But, if it is funded 
by the government, I am almost certain that it falls under the 
umbrella of national security, and anything the institute does 
or finds is subject to national security prioritization. Hmmm. 
Okay. Here’s what I’d suggest. Tell the kid to get as much in-
formation as he can. He probably shouldn’t try to take out any 
of the files but he can take down some notes or try remem-
bering the salient information in the files. 
 
“I agree,” said Darryl. 
 
“Let me know what William finds out. Call me tomorrow. 
Now go home. You’re becoming as much a workaholic as I am. 
I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” Mitchell hung up. Darryl did the 
same but before he headed home, he dashed off a follow-up 
note to Langley. 
 

Minneapolis, Monday, 5:00 p.m., October 15, 2007 
 

William, 
 

Have talked to my colleague. He suggests you try to ob-
tain as much information as you can before the Insti-
tute removes you from your current cataloging duties. 
They may take the view that your further involvement 
in the cataloging of the project’s file poses a threat to 



61 
 
  

national security. Until then, try to take notes and get 
them to me ASAP. 

 
If this project material can be validated, you may be  
sitting on one of the most timely dissertation topics an-
yone could wish for.  

 
Good luck and write me when you get off work tomor-
row. 

 
     Darryl. 

 
Once the e-mail had been sent, Darryl closed his laptop, 
turned out the lights, locked his office door behind him,  and 
headed for home, his mind still swirling with possibilities 
 

Eden Prairie, Monday, 5:15 p.m., October 15, 2007 
 
Mitchell did not hesitate. He picked up the phone. This was 
too important an opportunity to just ignore. He dialed. “Hello, 
Hank? This is Mitchell. Yes, I know it’s quitting time but I 
need to talk to you about something. As director of research, I 
wanted to keep you in the loop. I received a call from a col-
league of mine at the university. He has this kid working on a 
degree in the history of technology and is currently working 
somewhere in Germany. The kid came across some old Nazi 
files  having to do with an electromagnetic field generator. 
Yeah. It seems to be the same stuff I heard about while I was 
in grad school, only, from all indications, the damn thing was 
actually constructed and field tested. Apparently, the kid did 
not have time to finish the reading of the test results but he 
thought what he had read was important enough to contact 
his supervising professor, my friend, even before he finished 
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the reports. What do you think? Do you think it is worth look-
ing into?" 
 
“I thought so. From what he tells me, the institute has few re-
strictions but you’re right, he can’t take anything out with 
him. I doubt very much that the institute is aware of the doc-
uments’ importance and, until they know what the docu-
ments contain, no national security protocols are likely to be 
invoked. But once they learn about what the files contain, 
however, I am sure Langley will be summarily removed from 
the project, the documents will be whisked off to some gov-
ernment research facility, and we will never hear about them 
again. So, we had better get as much information as we can, 
while the getting is good.” 
 
“I couldn’t agree more,” said Hank. “Keep me posted, okay? 
See you tomorrow.”  
 
Mitchell hung up and immediately dialed again. “George, this 
is Mitchell. Yes, I know it’s after hours. Shut up for a minute, 
would you?! Can you assemble a team for a quick job in Ber-
lin? Okay? I’ll give you the details of the job as soon as I have 
them. It should be a quick in and out job. Picking up some 
files for me. Yes, I'd go in armed but it’s not a full-out military-
style operation. You should not meet opposition but, just in 
case .  .  .  . More like a snatch-and-go. We can talk money after 
I have seen the package. In all likelihood, a second mission 
will be required, so keep the guys on the payroll. I’ll be in 
touch tomorrow. Probably four men. Cindy will take care of 
all your travel arrangements at this end. You can make your 
own arrangements for accommodations and equipment. Call 
her tomorrow afternoon for details. Good night.” 
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Although Mitchell Anderson had begun his career as an aver-
age academic, he soon found that the private sector held 
more opportunities, especially after his work on microwave 
technology had been developed into a new weapon for the 
Department of Defense. He had made a killing. With his new-
found wealth, he started up Anderson Molecular Dynamics 
Corporation (AMDC), based in Eden Prairie, just outside Min-
neapolis. Under his guidance and leadership, AMDC had 
prospered as a cutting edge defense contractor.  
 
Anderson and Darryl had been classmates at MIT, but one 
applied his academic training to modern needs, the other re-
mained the ever-devoted academic. As an entrepreneur and 
businessman, Mitchell did not hesitate to extract every bit of 
profit from his ventures, and he was not above the use of cor-
porate espionage to gain every advantage. Darryl had just 
provided him with some potentially very valuable intelli-
gence.  
 
Mitchell knew about the Nazi field generator project but, as 
he said to Darryl, the stories about the project had simply 
ceased. There had been talk and speculation, but it was fol-
lowed by absolute silence. He always wondered what had 
happened. Something of this magnitude almost always had a 
way of coming out. The silence was finally broken. It had been 
all of forty years since he had heard anything about the old 
Nazi project. He had almost forgotten about it. The silence 
meant only one thing – either it was a Nazi hoax or an at-
tempt at misinformation, it was an experiment that had prov-
en unsuccessful, or, possibly, it was a secret project that did 
not arrive in time to change the outcome of the war and was 
put to some other use. The first two options were the most 
likely explanations. The third option, however, now intrigued 
Mitchell. ‘What if the Nazis had been successful? But, how 
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could they have used an operational field generator to their 
advantage and, at the same time, lose the war?’ He mulled 
these questions. 
 
Hunt looked through his book of ‘business associates’. DC was 
his first choice for the job, if he was available. 
 
DC was an Irish-born mercenary, having spent much of his 
life as an operative for the IRA. Now that that conflict had 
been all but resolved, he was a freelance mercenary. He was 
known for his intelligence, resourcefulness, and restraint. Al-
though Hunt appreciated the first two attributes, DC’s re-
straint was undoubtedly his greatest asset, especially when it 
came to espionage-type operations, where collateral damage 
was preferably kept at a minimum.  
 
Hunt called the only number he had for DC. A woman’s voice 
answered. “Yes." 
 
“This is Hunt. I need to speak to DC. Is he available? 
 
“No. Give me your number and I will have him call you.” 
Hunt gave her a cell phone number that was untraceable and 
could not be linked to him. An hour later, DC called back. 
“This is DC. How can I help you, Mr. Hunt?" 
 
“Where are you currently?" 
 
“Zagreb.” 
 
“How long will it take you to assemble a four-man  
snatch-and-go team and be in Berlin? When Wednesday?   
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If I leave tomorrow, I should be in Berlin sometime on 
Wednesday, probably early afternoon. We can rendezvous 
later on, say 17:30 hours. Minimal weaponry. It’s more a B&E 
than a mil-op. How do I contact you in Berlin? Okay? I’ll use 
the regular contact number. See you Wednesday afternoon.” 
 
DC made four calls, one to Prior, an ex-US Marine currently in 
London, one to Marcel, an ex-French Legionnaire currently in 
Paris, and Taktarov, an ex-Russian special forces, currently in 
Madrid. He had worked with each of these men before and 
knew they could be trusted and they were absolutely reliable, 
and possibly more important, he knew they were available. 
He gave each the same information: “I have a short mission 
for you. Be in Berlin tomorrow afternoon. We will assemble 
at the Luisen-Bräu on Luisenplatz 1. It's in the Charllotenburg 
section of West Berlin, just north of Spandauer Damm. Can 
you find it? We’ll meet there at 17:30 hours for a briefing.” 
They knew DC and did not question either the mission nor 
the timetable. Money was never an issue.  
 
The fourth and final call was made to Herr Mueller, DC's ar-
morer in Berlin. “Herr Mueller, this is DC. I need to outfit four 
troopers for an urban non-mil operation. Light armament, no 
explosives. Silenced Uzis or Mac 10s should suffice plus si-
lenced sidearms. Each guy will have his own  personal prefe-
rences. You’ve worked with each of them before. Any prob-
lem? Good. We will see you Wednesday night.” So far so good. 
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Chapter 4 

 
 
 

Never let your sense of morals get in the way of doing 

what's right. 
Isaac Asimov 

 
 
 
 

Berlin, 6:30 am, Tuesday, October 16, 2007 
 
William awoke at daybreak, his normal routine. He ate a bowl 
of Kellogg’s Corn Flakes. He had been surprised to find them 
in Berlin. After dressing, he checked his e-mail. There was a 
note from Dr. S., which he read through twice. It was appar-
ent that his discovery was important, so important that Dar-
ryl felt it necessary to instruct him not to discuss it with any-
one. He was becoming more excited by the minute. ‘This 
could be really, really big. Dr. S is one of the least excitable 
people I know but he sounds excited about the prospects of 
the generator. Wow!’ He would take his old PDA with him to 
work today. Maybe he would have a chance to jot down some 
notes on what he read. Taking pictures or trying to photocopy 
the documents was out of the question. It would draw too 
much attention. Taking notes would have to suffice.  
 
William had been given his Palm Zire as a Christmas present 
by his mother. At the time, it was cutting-edge technology, 
capable of taking notes, keeping track of his contacts, and 
sending of e-mails and faxes. William had wanted to upgrade 
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to an integrated phone/PDA, a smart-phone, like a Blackber-
ry, but his finances, both in Minneapolis and Berlin, did not 
permit it. So, for the immediate future, he would have to get 
by with his old Palm and the cell phone he had purchased 
when he moved to Berlin. 
 
William tried to calm himself as he parked his car and headed 
into the Institute’s employee entrance. Walking to his work 
area, he noticed everyone busy getting their desks and tables 
prepared for the day’s endeavors. He waved hello to Heli. 
‘What a name. I wonder if it’s a nickname.’ William asked 
himself. She smiled and nodded. He had not really ever no-
ticed her smile before, which he found quite appealing. Since 
his breakup with Debbie, he had slowly reverted to his old 
loner lifestyle. He had not gone out socially with anyone since 
his arrival in Berlin. As he looked at Heli, he began to think 
about Debbie, what they had, what was lost, and his need to 
move on emotionally. He turned away, then turned back. ‘Heli 
is a historian,’ he thought. ‘She might know why Roman 
scripts replaced Fraktur. I’ll ask her.’ It would also be an op-
portunity to finally introduce himself. He walked over to her 
work area. “Entschuldigen Sie mich, bitte [Excuse me].” 
 
“Ja,” she replied as she turned toward William. 
 
“My name is Wil . . . ,” 
 
She cut him off, “I know who you are. You’re the American. 
How are you?” 
 
William was momentarily taken aback by her response. It 
was nearly accent-free English. He regained his composure, 
and continued in English, “I’m good. Thank you. You’re a his-
torian, right? German history? 
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“Ja.” 
 
“I have a question for you. The box I am working on contains 
files that have labels written in Fraktur; then, all of a sudden, 
all the labels are printed in Roman style letters. Do you know 
why the abrupt change in scripts took place?” 
 
“It’s really quite simple. Stupid but simple.” she began. “Frak-
tur, in its various forms, had been in use since the first print-
ing presses were invented. A local printer in Schwabach de-
veloped the first typeface for use in the new presses. The Na-
zis adopted it as their official script. Then in January 1941, 
Martin Bormann, supposedly acting on orders from the 
Führer, issued a decree banning its use. Hitler had gotten it 
into his head that it was somehow Schwabacher Judenlettern 
(Schwabach Jewish letters), so he wanted to cease using Frak-
tur. But even at the time of the ban, Roman lettering was al-
ready in use. Fraktur was used primarily for literary, reli-
gious, and government documents and Roman lettering was 
used for most scientific works. Although replacing Fraktur 
was supposedly prompted for anti-Jewish reasons, in reality, 
it was probably a practical move. I suspect that since most 
printing presses and typewriters throughout much of Europe 
used Roman typefaces, it was easier to use those letter forms 
in occupied territories than try to convert or replace all the 
type and typewriters. At the time, only Germany and some of 
the Slavic countries used non-Roman typefaces. So, there you 
have it. Sorry about being so long-winded.” She gave a sigh of 
relief. She had been waiting for an opportunity to talk to Wil-
liam but the occasion just never seemed to present itself. So, 
she tried to make the best of the present opportunity. She 
was afraid she had been a little over the top with her explana-
tion. ‘Damn. He’s going to think I’m some kind of walking, en-
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cyclopedic, eine Streberleiche [Geek]. I just know it,’ she 
thought. 
 
“No. Don’t be sorry. It was a perfect answer to a stupid ques-
tion.” 
 
“No. No. It was not a stupid question. Not at all. How could 
you have known about the causes of such an absurd and ab-
rupt change? Unfortunately, I get caught up in this kind of 
stuff. I’m working on research that explores the fundamental 
changes in German existential literature as a result of Nazi 
anti-Jewish policies.”  
 
He was about to mention that his former girlfriend had been 
Jewish but even before he had finished that thought, he de-
cided, ‘That fact is probably better left unsaid; as well as any 
mention of my earlier girlfriends, even though the list is ex-
ceedingly short.’ 
 
Heli sensed William’s mental pause, as he started to say 
something but stopped before a sound had left his mouth. 
“Did you have a question?” 
 
“No, not really. It was nothing, please go on.” 
 
“Okay. Some writers seemed to buy into the Nazi propaganda, 
while others tried to fight it through their writings. Some of 
them were not subtle enough to avoid the Nazi’s wrath, and 
they died in concentration camps along with other ‘enemies 
of the state.’” 
 
William wanted to learn more about Heli; he was attracted to 
her. She was athletically built, leggy, had hazel-green eyes, 
and a mop of short cropped natural reddish-blonde hair. 
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When she had worn a well-used pair of Lederhosen to work 
during the summer, William noticed her tan and well defined, 
muscular legs. In the past, Lederhosen had  only been worn by 
men and boys.  But it was becoming fashionable for women to 
wear them as well, mostly as a kind of social statement. With 
Heli, the leather shorts just seemed to fit the image he had of 
her as an outdoorsy kind of woman. 
 
William was aware that his knees were beginning to weaken. 
He’d never experienced that sensation before. “I, I have to get 
back to my files but could we resume this conversation, say, 
over coffee sometime soon?” 
 
“I’d like that very much. Let me give you my phone number.” 
She jotted down her number on a slip of paper and handed it 
to him, accompanied by a sheepish, coy smile. Her hand lin-
gered as she gave him the note. William returned a broad but 
controlled smile. “Thank you.” On the inside, however, he was 
saying, ‘Yeesss!’ Had it been the right time or place, he would 
have done one of Tiger Woods’ air punches. Rather than mak-
ing an absolute fool of himself, William returned to his work 
area. He looked over his shoulder at Heli. She was watching 
him as he walked away. `Focus, focus,` he said to himself. 
‘Don’t get ahead of yourself.’ This thought helped him gain his 
composure. 
 
He pulled his box from its secure resting place under his desk 
and pulled off the cover. Mentally, he took an inventory of the 
folders inside. Everything seemed in order. He counted the 
files, just to be sure. ‘ .  .  . 39, 40.’ They were all there. He 
looked around. No one was looking his way. He slid off his 
overcoat and settled into his work chair. He checked his clip-
board. He had just finished reading File No. 19 the day before. 
He pulled File No. 20 from the box and began reading. Using 
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his Palm, he took shorthand notes, which he e-mailed to him-
self. Then he erased all evidence of the notes as he sent them. 
‘No paper trail,’ he thought to himself. He knew he shouldn’t 
be taking notes. Taking notes was one thing but sending them 
outside the Institute, he was almost certain, was a significant-
ly larger breach of trust. At the same time, he also knew his 
career might well depend on what he discovered. He felt very 
much like an academic spy, if there were such a thing. 
 
Much like the day before, he read almost all day. Just before 
quitting time, he finished the last of the forty files. Before 
leaving, he pushed the box into the knee well of his desk, 
making sure that no one could read the markings on the box, 
unless it was pulled out and turned around. He was sure no 
one would violate his workspace. It was an unspoken rule – 
you did not snoop around other people’s workspaces without 
permission.  He knew he needed to stall to digest the contents 
of the files and try to put their contents into proper context. 
He was sure that the experiments had been a success, but 
why had the Nazis not used the device to turn the tide of the 
war in their favor? Surely it could have. Why had the reports 
stopped abruptly? Was there a second file box? ‘There almost 
has to be a second box.’ He would have to see if there were 
other reports somewhere. Exhausted by the frenetic pace he 
had maintained all day, he dragged himself to his car.   
On the drive home, William thought that it had been a very 
productive day. ‘I finally have broken the ice with Heli and 
the files contained unbelievably important information. All in 
all, a very, very good day!’  
 
Most evenings he would take care of his e-mails before pre-
paring dinner but tonight, he was simply too tired to sit at his 
laptop and compose what he knew would be a very long e-
mail to Dr. S., so dinner would come first. He prepared Bel-
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gian waffles for dinner. He loved waffles, especially if they 
were smothered in butter and topped  with maple syrup. He 
thought, ‘You can take the boy out of North Dakota and trans-
port him half way around the world, but you cannot take 
North Dakota out of the boy.’ He still loved some of the simple 
pleasures of home. He always loved it when his mother made 
waffles, even for dinner, and it was times like these made him 
miss home, his family, and familiar surroundings. 

 
Once finished with his dinner, he felt renewed and restored. 
He decided to write a formal report to attach to an e-mail to 
Dr. S., but first he had to print the e-mails he had sent to him-
self. He opened Outlook. ‘Holy cow. 19 new e-mails!’ He 
pulled up his Inbox and all but three of the newest e-mails 
were from himself to himself. ‘Man, I didn’t realize I had sent 
to so many note-mails.’ He downloaded each of them, cleared 
his mailbox, cleared his use history, and printed them, just so 
he would have a hardcopy to work from. After reviewing the 
notes he began to compose his report for Dr. S.: 
 

Dear Dr. S., 
 

This is going to be a long report. I was able to take de-
tailed notes using my PDA and I sent them to myself to 
use as reference material for this report. 

 
The files indicate that field testing of the field genera-
tor was moved from the SS Secret Projects Division of-
fices in Berlin to a remote location in what is now 
Croatia, on the estate of an influential Nazi sympathiz-
er Vladimir Nazor, near the town of Čakovec. An un-
derground bunker was constructed for Dr. Grossmann. 
The location, in addition to its unique environmental 
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attributes, insured that there was little chance of the 
project’s discovery, as the area was isolated, rugged 
and heavily wooded, which meant prying eyes were 
less likely. It also meant that, if anything went wrong, 
few would know. 

 
After the prototype generator had been delivered and 
all preparations were made, testing began on Decem-
ber 13th 1944. Electrical problems plagued the project 
for the first few days, until a larger and more powerful 
electrical generator could be installed. Once the new 
generator was on-line, testing began in earnest. With 
each shakedown test, adjustments, refinements, or 
modifications were made to the field generator’s cir-
cuitry and components Six days later,  December 19th, 
the first full-power test was undertaken, with unex-
pected consequences.  

 
It had been hoped that a protective force field would be 
created. When the generator was brought to full pow-
er, there was a loud crackling sound inside the bunker 
and small balls of lightening-like bolts of energy shot 
from the generator in almost every direction, some pe-
netrating the bunker’s concrete walls, accompanied by 
what was described as a translucent, water-like cur-
tain of energy. At first, it was believed that both the 
lightning balls and the effects of the force field had 
been confined to the room that housed the device. Oth-
er than the sound, the balls of lightning, and the wa-
tery curtain, nothing else seemed to occur. The device 
was shut down to determine what had gone wrong.  
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The device had been placed on a small, sturdy wooden 
stand or table and set back, across the room from the 
observation room, almost to the back wall of the vault.  
Dr. Grossmann entered the test room from his pro-
tected observation room. As he walked across the 
room, nothing seemed unusual. When he attempted to 
lean on the table supporting the field generator, his 
hands went through the table, throwing him off bal-
ance. He had expected the table to stop and support his 
weight as he leaned toward the generator to examine 
it more closely. There was no resistance. His hands 
simply pushed through the tabletop. The table ap-
peared to be intact but as he waved his hand, it passed 
first through the tabletop and the table’s legs. Yet it 
supported the generator. He attempted to touch the 
generator. Again, his hand simply passed through the 
device without resistance.  

 
The test had been a success but with unanticipated re-
sults. A protective force field had been sought but in-
stead, everything within 3 meters of the generator had 
been put out of phase. Grossmann was able to put his 
hands through the bunker’s reinforced concrete walls. 
He used a pole to probe the walls. The probes did not 
meet resistance for more than 3 meters, then he could 
feel dirt. Everything within a radius of 3 meters of the  
generator, in a hemispherical shape was out of phase. 
The concrete floor below the device remained unaf-
fected by the generators’ force field. 

 
Grossmann ordered the generator restarted. The 
second time the generator appeared to be responding 
exactly as it had during the first test. It was shut down 
again and Dr. Grossmann entered the vault. Again, eve-
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rything appeared unchanged but the table, generator, 
and bunker walls had re-solidified. 
 
Although the experiment did not yield the results that 
had been hoped for, or expected, Grossmann and his 
staff were excited. They had made solid objects resis-
tance-free and returned them to their prior solid state. 
 
They repeated the experiment more than a dozen times 
over the next week, each time placing more and more 
objects in proximity to the generator. Each time the 
solid, inanimate objects went out of phase and were re-
solidified. On several occasions, they introduced new 
solid objects while other objects in the room were out 
of phase. Alternately, these objects could be demateria-
lized and re-solidified independent of the other objects 
in the vault, depending on whether they had been sub-
jected to the same field a first or second time. Each 
time the objects were subjected to the field, the objects’ 
matter states were reversed with no apparent ill effect. 
It was controllable and repeatable. 

 
The second week was a repeat of the first; however, 
toward the end of the second week of experimentation, 
a live subject was placed in the vault. One of the SS sol-
diers volunteered. Everyone was impressed by his bra-
very. He and the researchers all felt that he would 
simply go out of phase and then would be re-solidified. 
This is not what happened. 

 
Just as before, the generator emitted its crackling 
sound and the lightning balls erupted from the device. 
Once the generator had been shut down, the soldier 
appeared to be unaffected. Dr. Grossmann entered the 
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vault. The soldier turned toward him and appeared to 
be talking but no words were heard. Dr. Grossmann 
could not be heard by the soldier. They tried to shake 
hands in congratulation but Dr. Grossmann’s hand 
went through the soldier’s. He could move his arms 
through every part of the soldier. The soldier simply 
looked on in amazement. The soldier could sit in the 
out of phase furniture in the room and could touch the 
out of phase generator, as if it were a solid object. 
Realizing that neither he nor the soldier could hear one 
another, Grossmann had a chalkboard brought into the 
vault. He used  it to tell the soldier that they would now 
reverse the process. 

 
The generator was switched on a second time. The 
sound was the same and the lightning balls emerged 
from the machine. When Grossmann reentered the 
vault, everything in the room that had been out of 
phase had re-solidified, everything except the soldier. 
He remained out of phase.  

 
Time and again, the experiment was repeated. They 
were never able to re-solidify the soldier. He remained 
trapped out of phase. In his out of phase state, he could 
pass through any wall or solid object, inside and out-
side the bunker or generator vault.  

 
After more than a week of being trapped out of phase, 
the soldier, using an out of phase chalkboard, asked 
Grossmann to please kill him. He indicated that he nev-
er slept but he never felt tired and he never felt hungry. 
If they could not get him back in phase, he would ra-
ther be dead. They tried everything to comply with the 
soldier’s wishes. They shot him, tried to use lethal gas, 
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fire, and electrical current. Nothing harmed him in his 
out of phase state.  
 
The soldier did, however, exhibit some interesting 
traits. During the day, the soldier could not interact 
with the corporal world, only at night. Further, he had 
a definite range. he could not move more than 100 me-
ters in any direction from the field generator. Later 
studies suggested that, although the phase altering ef-
fects of the generator had a range of only 3 meters plus 
or minus, a much larger area – up to 100 meters – re-
ceived detectable and persistent but non-lethal radia-
tion. Der labender Tot, or living dead, as one of the re-
searchers began calling the  soldier, was able to oper-
ate only within this residual radiation field. 

 
Later, Grossmann’s team conjectured that somehow, 
der labender Tot was affected by some component of 
the sun's radiation, and it was this radiation that pre-
vented him from being able to interact with the world 
around him. At night, however, he could connect with 
the corporal world. 

 
One morning, he was simply gone. No one had seen him 
leave the facility and there was no sign of him. He had 
simply vanished. His disappearance was never ex-
plained satisfactorily.  

 
Grossmann assumed that original der labender Tot suf-
fered from the effects of isolation. If any further at-
tempts at creating more such soldiers was to be at-
tempted, more men should be used, since they could 
not bring these men back. At least, a group of such sol-
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diers would not succumb to, for lack of a better term, 
loneliness. 

 
They had found their invincible soldier, at least invinc-
ible within the context of the material world everyone 
else lived in. Their findings were communicated to the 
Führer. He was overjoyed.  

 
During January, a number of experiments were per-
formed in an attempt to create Hitler’s perfect soldier. 
Every adjustment possible was made to the generator. 
Nothing seemed to get them closer to their objective. 
before, went out of phase. Those unaffected by the 
force field were able to pass all in-phase objects 
through the body and the table, just as had been ob-
served previously. When the process was reversed, the 
body re-solidified, like any other inanimate object. 

 
Hans Leitner, one of Grossmann’s oldest and closest 
assistants suggested a bizarre experiment. He asked, 
what would happen to a corpse if it were put out of 
phase? One of the bunker guards had died from an in-
fection he had contracted following an accident. 
Grossmann’s staff, more out of curiosity than any-
thing else, placed the soldier’s body on a table in the 
vault. His body was subjected to the generator’s mod-
ified force field. The body and table, as had happened 
so many times Der labender Tot was the perfect sol-
dier. He took commands and followed them implicitly. 
He was invulnerable to modern weaponry. He required 
no food or water. He never tired. He could not die. He 
was Hitler’s perfect weapon. His only limitation was 
that he had an operational area defined by the range 
of the field generator’s residual radiation. 
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These facts were communicated to the Führer. It was 
said that, when he read the report on der labender Tot, 
he was beside himself with excitement. Grossmann had 
done exactly as Hitler had commanded. Possibly, with 
more time, a regiment of der labender Tot could have 
been created and Germany could win the war, but even 
Hitler realized that it was too little too late. He now 
had another project for Grossmann. 

 
Hitler wrote to Grossmann, praising him for his hard 
work and successes, but he wanted him to begin work 
on a new project. This project was possibly even more 
important than the field generator. The project must 
be completed before the Allies took Berlin. It was late 
January. He had, possibly, two months to solve the 
Führer’s problem. The details of the project were not 
included in the files. Hitler named the project Opera-
tion Bettkasten. 

 
The last group of reports, ending with a report dated  
March 25th dealt with small experiments using the 
Grossmann generator and efforts to return live out of 
phase test subjects to normal. Apparently, the problem 
was never solved before the Reich finally fell later that 
month. Colonel von Totenberg, who ran the project af-
ter Grossmann’s departure, apparently created a num-
ber of der labender Toten until the project was termi-
nated, either by design or due to Allied intervention. 
The final report, dated  March 11th  is somewhat con-
fusing. It doesn’t make much sense. It is, essentially, a 
standing order to all German troops. It simply states: 
“Effective immediately. The Nazor bunker is henceforth 
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to be deemed a restricted area and off limits, with no 
additional troops to be committed to its occupation.” 
On the final page of the final report, there is a note to 
the effect that two platoons of the SS’s best had been 
sent to the Nazor installation and were never heard 
from after entering the bunker. I am not sure what to 
make of this. 

 
By this time, Grossmann and his team had been 
whisked away to an unspecified research facility to be-
gin work on a project simply called Bettkasten. Unless 
there is another box of documents among the un-
cataloged boxes in the Institute’s storage area, the fate 
of Grossmann and his subsequent research efforts have 
undoubtedly been lost. I will check to see if there is 
another box related to the Bettkasten project. 

 
At the back of the box is a set of schematic drawings of, 
I believe, the generator. At first I thought they were 
simply packing material but upon examination, they 
were tattered detailed design/construction drawings. 
 
Since the generator was not with the document box, it 
was either destroyed, removed, or abandoned after the 
final experiments were conducted. It would seem to be 
worthwhile at least trying to find Nazor’s estate to see 
if there is anything left of the generator or any other 
documentation. 

 
I hope this information is useful. It almost sounds as if 
we have run into a brick wall. Sorry. 

 
 WAL. 
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William opened his e-mail program, pasted in his report, and 
clicked Send.  He looked at the clock. It was almost 8 o’clock. 
He was tired. He needed some rest but it was still early and 
just maybe, Heli was at home. He dialed the number on the 
slip of paper he had received from her. “Hello, Heli?” 
 
‘No, this is Andrea, Heli’s roommate. I’ll get her for  you. Who 
should I say is calling? 
 
“William, William from the Institute.” 
 
“Oh, you’re the American she spoke about. Just a mo-
ment.”William could hear Andrea calling Heli, then, “Hello 
William. I thought you had forgotten about me already.” 
 
“No. No. Believe me, you’re the last person I want to forget 
about.” He listened to himself. ‘Man, I sound like a lovesick 
teenager.’ And, maybe in his heart, he was. He had to admit, 
living so far from friends and family was much more difficult 
than he had thought possible. His homesickness was made all 
the more difficult because he had essentially isolated himself 
since the break-up with Debbie. “Heli, may I ask you a couple 
of slightly embarrassing questions? 
 
“Ah, how embarrassing?” responded Heli. 
 
“It should not be embarrassing for you, it’s more embarrass-
ing for me. 
 
“How so?” 
 
“First, when your roommate answered the phone, she called 
you Haley? I thought it was  everyone at the institute seems 
to call you Heli? You know, ‘H’ short e, ‘L’ long e or i.” 
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“I know. Most of the time I just let it go but the correct pro-
nunciation of my first name is much like, do you remember 
the actress in The Parent Trap, Haley Mills? That’s how my 
family pronounces my first name. I’m accustomed to both 
pronunciations now but .  .  .  . “ 
 
“Okay. That answers my first question. Second, we have 
worked together for almost six months and I’m embarrassed 
to say, I don’t know your last name. I’ve never heard anyone 
call you anything but Heli.” 
 
She laughed. “My names are a mess, first and last. There is a 
reason no one calls me by my last name. It’s a mouthful. It’s 
Mittenwallenberger. It’s not a very common name here in 
Germany but I am told it is at least a little more common in 
parts of Austria, especially around Linz.” 
 
“You’re right. It is a mouthful. ‘Haley’ is good for me,” said 
William. Heli giggled slightly. 
 
She kept him on the phone for two hours, chatting about eve-
rything and nothing in particular. The more they talked, the 
more they knew they wanted to learn more about one anoth-
er. By 10:00 William had to call an end to the conversation. 
He was tired and needed sleep so he would be fresh for to-
morrow. “Heli, I hate to end this absolutely wonderful con-
versation but I need some sleep. Forgive me. I’ll see you to-
morrow. Good night.” Reluctantly he settled the phone into its 
cradle and trudged off to bed. 
 

Minneapolis, 3:00 p.m., Tuesday, October 16, 2007 
 
Darryl kept checking his e-mail all afternoon, looking for a 
message from William. Finally at 3:00, it arrived. He clicked 
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on the leader and William’s report popped into view in the 
preview window. He read every line and some lines more 
than once. The revelations in the report were staggering. 
Grossmann had done it. He had produced a workable field 
generator. As far as he knew, it was the first and only such 
device. No one had duplicated his results since. His experi-
ments seemed to be repeatable with his machine. If only it 
still existed somewhere. 
 
He called Mitchell. “Mitch. I have William Langley’s report. He 
says that the documents indicate that the machine was built, 
tested, and it worked! He said that there are drawings of the 
generator. Sure. I can forward the report to you. As soon as I 
hang up I will send it to you. I don’t think I’ve been this ex-
cited in years. Okay. Okay. Call me back after you have  a 
chance to digest the report. I am sure William would appre-
ciate some kind of response from us. Call me at home this 
evening, Okay? Great.” 
 
Within moments Mitchell was working his way through Wil-
liam’s report. After finishing his first read he picked up the 
phone. “Hunt, where are you? Okay. Have you arranged for 
your team? Good. Cindy has booked you on KLM, Fight 6056, 
leaving Minneapolis at 9:15. You will have a stopover in Ams-
terdam and arrive in Berlin at 2:30 tomorrow afternoon. You 
can pick up your ticket at the ticket counter in the Lindbergh 
terminal. If you have a minute, could you stop by my office 
before you head home? I’d appreciate it. Thanks.” 
 
Less than an hour later, George Hunt was knocking on Mit-
chell’s door. Mitchell saw George coming down the hall on a 
small monitor concealed in his desk top. When George 
knocked, Mitchell called out, “Come in, George. And close the 
door behind you.” Without asking, Hunt seated himself in the 
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large leather armchair in front of Mitchell’s desk. “George, I 
have a few more details for you. The documents I want are 
located in the cataloging section of the National Institute for 
Historical Document Evaluation and Preservation. A young 
American named William Langley has been going through 
them as part of his job there. I have not made up my mind as 
to whether this Langley is an asset or a potential liability. I 
will let you know what we’re going to do with him. I don’t 
want to kill the goose that  laid the golden egg but .  .  .  .  Call 
me after you have made contact with your crew in Berlin and 
have had an opportunity to assess how best to carry out your 
mission. Of course call me once you have the documents. 
Based on your timetable, I will arrange to send the corporate 
jet to pick you up. I’ll get the details of the pickup to you. Any 
questions?” 
 
“No. Everything seems pretty straight forward. I won’t be in 
contact until after I have done my recon of the Institute. Do 
you want us to look around Langley’s place, just so there are 
no surprises on that end?” 
 
“Yes. Good idea. See what documentation he has that might 
lead back to us in the event of an investigation. If you pull this 
off cleanly, no one will really know what we have taken. Right 
now, William Langley is the only one in Germany who knows 
what the documents in question contain. Use him if you feel 
he could be useful but, if at all possible, I’d like to keep him 
innocent and out of the picture. If we can’t do that, well, I 
guess he is expendable. Understand?” 
 
“Yes sir. I’ll try to keep it clean but if he is even the slightest 
threat, I will eliminate that threat. 
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“Good. Then we understand one another. Have a good flight. 
And good hunting.” Mitchell turned to look out his office win-
dow. Hunt knew that it was his cue to quietly leave. “You can 
leave the door open. Thanks." 
 

Minneapolis, 7:30 p.m., Tuesday, October 16, 2007 
 
After dinner, Darryl went to his study to relax and collect his 
thoughts about the day’s events. William’s report was at the 
top of Darryl’s list of things needing his attention. From all 
indications, the documents William was sitting on were po-
tentially very valuable, especially the design drawings of the 
actual generator. In the hands of someone like Mitch, the 
drawings could easily become the basis for some kind of new 
advanced weapon worth millions of dollars to anyone in-
volved in its development. Darryl was not a man of means 
and he could always use another source of income. Maybe the 
generator could be that source. 
 
Darryl unbuckled the two straps that secured the flap of his 
leather laptop briefcase, flipped the flap back and pulled out 
his computer. His wife had given him the case for Christmas. 
It had been a totally unexpected gift. He had seen it on sale in 
one of the upscale luggage shops in the Mall of America dur-
ing the summer. In passing, he mentioned to his wife how 
much he liked it but at almost $260 it was well beyond their 
budget. So, he had forgotten about it. Hava, his wife, had not. 
She returned to the store a few days later and placed the 
briefcase on lay-away. She robbed Peter to pay Paul, and put 
aside every spare cent she could lay her hands on. It took her 
nearly four months to put aside enough to pay for her pur-
chase. When she gave it to him at Christmas that year, he was 
dumbfounded by her generosity and ability to save. With 
both of their children in college, money was tight.  
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As he pulled the laptop from its pocket inside the briefcase, 
he recalled the entire scenario surrounding Hava’s gift and 
her thoughtfulness. He ran his hand over the flap as he rec-
losed the case. ‘Such a special gift,’ he thought. ‘I wish I could 
repay her somehow.’ 
 
He put the laptop on his desk, plugged in its external power 
cord and the Ethernet cable that led to his high speed internet 
modem. He lifted the lid and the screen lit up. He began pre-
paring a note for William, as his latest e-mails were simulta-
neously being downloaded. He checked to see if there were 
any last minute notes from William. There were none but 
there was a note from his publisher. ‘Not another one,’ he 
thought. ‘I’m working on it, already!’ He returned his though-
ts to William: 
 

William, 
 
Your report was most amazing. It has given us much to 
think about. It would be advantageous if you could lo-
cate any additional material having to do with Gross-
mann’s Bettkasten project. If Hitler was so eager for 
Grossmann to begin this new project, it must have been 
deemed very important, and for that reason, alone, it is 
worth exploring.  
 
It will take us a couple of days to digest everything you  
have written. At this point, it is imperative that we do 
not lose access to the data. We all have much to gain 
by keeping the documents safe and accessible. 
 
Try to stall as much as you can without becoming ob-
vious and without jeopardizing your position with the  
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Institute. We are at a very sensitive juncture now. We 
cannot afford to slip up. 
 
 Darryl. 
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Chapter 5 

 
 

What you need to know about the past is that no matter 

what has happened, it has all worked together to bring you 

to this very moment. And this is the moment you can 

choose to make everything new. 

Author Unknown 
 
 
 
 

Berlin, 6:30 a.m., Wednesday, October 17, 2007 
 
William arose as cheerful as he had ever been since his move 
to Berlin. His long conversation with Heli was still fresh in his 
mind. She was amazing:  intelligent, beautiful, and athletic. 
Keeping up with her might be a challenge but well worth the 
effort. 
 
After breakfast, he drove to the Institute, but was disap-
pointed to see that Heli had not yet arrived. He motioned Joa-
chim over to his work area. “Joachim, were there any other 
boxes that had scientific stuff written on them?” 
 
“I don’t remember seeing any others but I can go back and 
check to see if there are,” said Joachim. 
 
As nonchalantly as he could, Roger said, “No. I can do it. There 
is no reason for you to have to go through the boxes for me. I 
know what I’m looking for. I’ll do it. 
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Thanks.” Joachim shrugged his shoulders and headed back to 
chat with one of the young female Goth sorters he had been 
talking to. 
 
William made his way to the temporary storage area just off 
the document sorting area. There were still more than one 
hundred file boxes stacked three high in five rows, with walk-
ing space between them. The staff had long ago learned not to 
stack file boxes like a pile of bricks – end to end and side to 
side. It was almost impossible to find anything like that. At 
first, he looked for the boxes with box numbers above and 
below the one he had – 243. He quickly found the file box 
numbered 242, it contained staff files. Box 244 was not so 
forthcoming.  He searched box after box. No box 244. He 
found box 245 and 246 but not box 244. ‘It has to be here!’  
 
He reexamined each of the remaining boxes a second time, 
making sure that he simply had not overlooked it. It was not 
there! ‘Well, if it is not here and the boxes above and below it 
are here, where could it be? Either it was never here. Unlike-
ly. Then, someone else must have it but who?’ He made his 
way back into the work area, looking around at each of the 
eleven other work stations besides his. Finally, he found box 
244 on the floor next to Herr Gerber’s work station. Herr 
Gerber was always punctual but today, he was late. William 
looked around. No one was looking his way. He picked up the 
box and headed toward his work area. Just as he set the box 
on his work table, he felt a hand on his shoulder. ‘Oh shit,’ he 
thought to himself. He just knew it was Herr Gerber. Letting 
go of the box, he turned around slowly. 
 
“How are you today?” asked Heli.  
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“You gave me such a start,” said William, relieved that it was 
Heli and not Gerber. 
 
“Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you. What has you so 
preoccupied?” 
 
Not wishing to respond to her direct question, he endeavored 
to redirect the conversation. “Oh nothing, really. I looked for 
you when I came in. I wanted to tell you how I thoroughly en-
joyed our phone conversation last night.” As he talked, he 
edged away from his work table, trying to distance himself 
from both the table and the file box. Trying to ease Heli away 
as well. He glanced, again, toward Herr Gerber’s work space. 
He still hadn’t come in.  
 
“I enjoyed our talk as well. I was thinking, if you are not busy, 
would you like to join Andrea and me at one of the clubs we 
go to on Wednesday nights? It’s not far from where we live. 
They have popular local bands, reasonably good food, and 
cheap beer,” said Heli. 
 
“I’d love to. What time?” 
 
“The club doesn’t really get going until after nine but if we go 
for dinner, say, around 7:30 or 8:00, we’ll be there when 
things start to pick up. If, after work you go home and change 
we can meet at my place and go from there. What do you 
think?” 
 
“That would be perfect. Right now, I need to get to work. Sor-
ry. I’ll talk to you later. What are you doing for lunch?” asked 
William. 
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“I usually go to the cafeteria. I’ll meet you there. See you lat-
er,” said Heli. She made her way back to her work station, 
glancing back toward William several times as she went. 
 
‘Great.’ As she headed for her work area, William returned to 
his work table. Immediately, he began to explore box 244. 
Unlike his previous box, this one had only the box number 
lettered on it, along with the title Ausführung [Operation] 
Bettkasten, and no dates. Now he understood why Joachim 
had not automatically brought it to him. It did not appear to 
be ‘scientific stuff.’ He pulled off the lid. Inside were, maybe a 
dozen very thin Aktenhefter, file folders with clasps that held 
the pages of the file in place through punched holes, with 
packing paper holding the files upright in the center of the 
box. He pulled out the first file. It was dated 24 January 1945, 
and written in Grossmann’s hand. It was a page that appeared 
to have been torn from a journal: 
 

Vienna, 24-1-45 
 
Leitner and I have been attempting to determine what 
the Führer might have planned for us. In all likelihood, 
it has something to do with the work we did near 
Čakovec but even that is pure speculation on our part. 
 
Tomorrow, Leitner and I leave for our special research 
facility outside Berchtesgaden, not far from the 
Führer’s retreat, Berghof. The Führer’s construction 
workers have been working overtime to convert an ex-
isting facility to our needs. I am told the generating 
equipment that we requested will be ready by the  time 
we arrive. 
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On the 26th, the Führer will brief us on Operation Bett-
kasten, providing us with details regarding our re-
search and the objectives of the project. 
 
As soon as the Führer outlines the scope of the new 
project, we will have to assemble our team. It is doubt-
ful that Leitner and I can do this alone. 
 
Based on all the news coming in from the Eastern and 
Western Fronts, the war is not going well. It does not 
appear that we will have much time to bring our work 
to fruition, before the war is lost. I wish there were 
some way I could avert what seems to be an inevitabili-
ty. I will work for the Fatherland until my last breath. I 
only hope it is enough. 

 
The next entry was another page torn from what had proba-
bly been Grossmann’s personal journal. It read 
 

Obersalzberg, Berchtesgaden, 26-1-45 
 
The Führer called for a briefing this evening at Berg-
hof. He introduced each of us to Colonel Andreus Wie-
nert. He was given jurisdiction over the facility but not 
over us. His instructions were clear -- provide us with 
everything we needed to make the project a success. 
 
Tomorrow we begin work on Operation Bettkasten. 
The research facilities are nearly complete and ready 
for our occupation.  

 
The Führer wants us to construct a device capable of  
providing long-term storage for soldiers, unseen, and 
undetectable. He wants to ‘store’ these men and their 
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commanding officers so that his Reich can be reestab-
lished at some later date. He feels that it is his respon-
sibility to save these devoted men-at-arms. He also 
knows that each would die for the Fatherland, rather 
than surrender to the invaders. Therefore, the only way 
to save them, even from themselves, is to store them 
away, where they will not be found and will be unable 
to put up further resistance, for now. 

 
In essence, he wants us to construct a device that will 
dematerialize every man and rematerialize them at 
some later date. Hence, the project’s name, Storage 
Box. We tried to convince the Führer that it was an im-
possibility. His response was, “So was the idea that 
produced der labender Tot. If you were able to do the 
impossible, once, there is no reason you cannot do it 
twice. You will have more people and resources to 
work with here than you had before. Make a list of the 
personnel you would like, and I will insure that they 
are all brought here immediately. Just give the list to 
Wienert. He will make all the arrangements. We will fly 
in everyone you want.” 
 
After the Führer’s  departure, Hans and I drew up a list 
of the people we believe would be essential to the suc-
cess of the proposed project. 
 
The primary list included: 
 

Josef Schwartzberg 
René Papene 
Erik Mandelheim 
Mattes  Gorring 
Pietr Jolly. 
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I gave the list to Colonel Wienert. He indicated that the 
scientists I wanted would arrive by no later than to-
morrow evening.  
 
We were given no choice but to at least to try to ac-
complish the impossible. We each knew that to refuse 
would mean our deaths. If there was anything to be 
gained by this research, we were willing to give it our 
best efforts. 

 
The files went on to document that two days later, the re-
search team assembled in the conference room of the bunker. 
All were bleary-eyed after hasty flights to Obersalzberg the 
night before. Grossman stressed the importance of the 
project and went into detail concerning his field generator 
project. He believed that it could be done, if they could find a 
way to convert mass into energy, store it in a theoretical pa-
rallel dimension, and, then, retrieve and reassemble that 
energy in an organized and coherent manner. He also realized 
that the technology to accomplish this feat had never even 
been contemplated before. They would be breaking new 
ground and opening entirely new fields of research, research 
no one had ever considered, with the exception of possibly 
Einstein.  
 
Grossmann had the nucleus of an idea but he was at a loss as 
to how it could be realized. He sent each of the members of 
the team to their offices to consider the parameters of the 
project before them and ways to achieve the Führer’s vision. 
They would reassemble the next day to compare notes and 
suggest how they might proceed. 
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Berchtesgaden, 28 January, 1945 
 
When they reassembled to compare notes, Leitner was the 
first to speak. “Our research with the field generator, while 
not fully successful, did demonstrate the possibility of placing 
material objects out of phase with the world around it. If 
mass could be transformed into energy, rather than attempt-
ing to store corporal mass, it would not be subject to decay 
and aging.” 
 
“How is the energy stored in its out-of-phase form? What type 
of repository would we have access to for storage purposes?” 
asked Grossmann. 
 
“I haven’t worked that out yet,” said Leitner, showing imme-
diate signs of frustration. 
 
Schwartzberg was the next to volunteer. “Energy is volatile. 
Storage would entail some kind of power source, for lack of a 
better term, a battery. And it doesn't matter whether it is or is 
not in phase with this corporal world. If there are parallel un-
iverses, if we were to transfer the men and machinery to 
another parallel universe, they would still be subject to the 
ravages of time. I think that there is no need to even consider 
the use of the field generator you described. My thought is to 
dematerialize everything, reduce everything to its compo-
nent, elemental, molecular content, and store the molecular 
components coherently in, say, an organized crystal. Let me 
explain." He moved to the chalkboard and began to draw. He 
drew a series of circles stacked in rows and column. Each se-
ries of circles he drew using a different colored chalk.  "Each 
group of like-colored circles, here, represents an individual 
soldier's molecules." 
 



97 
 
  

"Let's imagine we have the ability to eliminate the surplus 
space between molecules and, then, we compact these mole-
cules coherently. Think of the molecules as if they were bil-
liard balls, and each soldier's molecules represented  a cohe-
rent group of a different color. They could, then, be stacked 
and compacted into a crystalline matrix. The molecules 
would be stored as discrete and separable bundles. These 
bundles or building blocks would become the basis of a larger 
crystal, each bundle contributing to and becoming part of the 
larger crystalline matrix.” 
 
“The men would be molecularly and systematically de-
constructed into their individual molecules, kind of like a mo-
lecular-level microtome. During this process the molecules 
become part of a crystalline entity. When the men are re-
quired, the crystal is simply deconstructed and molecularly 
reassembled as the matter it had been.” 
 
“That strategy has merit. Even more important, it is logical,” 
said Grossman. “Any other ideas anyone wants to share?” The 
room became deafeningly silent. “Ja, we have two proposals 
before us, do we want to work on one or the other, or do we 
want to throw our collective energies behind only one of the 
alternatives?” 
 
Mattes Gorringe: “Personally, either process is beyond me but 
for the sake of efficiency and the limited amount of time we 
have to fulfill the Führer’s mandate, I suggest we all work on 
only one of the alternatives, and I would suggest that that be 
Schwartzberg’s proposal.  
 
“When I call your name, let me know if you want to work on 
Herr Doktor Schwartzberg’s concept?” asked Grossman. 
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Jolly, “Yes. 
 
 Mandelheim, “Yes. 
 
 Schwartzberg, “Yes. 
 
 Gorringe, “Yes 
 
Papenek, “Yes. 
 
Leitner, “No.” 
 
Grossman, “Yes. 

 
“The vote is six Yeas and one Nay for Herr Schwartzberg’s 
proposal. “I’m sorry, Hans. Even though we worked on the 
phase generator, I honestly believe Schwartzberg’s proposal 
has fewer intrinsic flaws. Do you want to remain and work on 
the project with us, or do you wish to opt out entirely?” 
 
“Anton, I don’t think it is at all realistic to think we can just 
quit. If that were a real possibility, we would all be home in 
our beds and with our families. So, yes, I will would all be 
home in our beds and with our families. So, yes, I will gladly 
work on Herr Schwartz-berg’s proposal but I will not give up 
thinking about my proposal during off hours.” 
 
“I don’t think any of us would disagree with your assessment 
of the situation.” Grossman looked around the room, to be 
sure he could not be overheard by any of Wienert’s men and 
said, “Come closer.” Almost huddled together, Grossman said 
in almost a whisper, “Gentlemen, none of us was asked if we 
wanted to undertake this project. There was no volunteering. 
We are conscripts pure and simple. I’m sorry for getting you 
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involved. None of us will get out of here alive unless we suc-
ceed. So, we have to succeed.” In his normal voice he said, “So, 
let’s get to work.” 
 
“Josef, what mechanism do you see us using to deconstruct 
the objects we wish to place into the crystalline matrix? 
 
“I haven’t figured that out yet, unfortunately,” said Schwartz-
berg. 
 
“I believe I know,” said Hans. “We could breakdown the mat-
ter into its component molecular parts; and through a series 
of magnetic fields we may, with some adjustments, be able to 
create the crystalline structure Herr Schwartzberg envisions. 
However, I see a problem trying to subject a live human being 
to such a process. Before the war I read an article that de-
scribed a process called cryogenics. Live subjects were quick 
frozen and later thawed out. I think, at least philosophically, I 
would prefer working on a frozen subject, rather than some-
one who is still alive and thinking about what we are about to 
do to him. This would save a considerable amount of time and 
resources,” said Hans. 
 
“Hans. You’re a genius. Cryogenic freezing may be the solu-
tion to our problem,” said Grossman. He was beginning to feel 
a bit more optimistic about the feasibility of the overall goal 
they were attempting to achieve. 
 
“Josef, can you begin work on the magnetic deconstruction 
device and crystal fabricator? Whatever you come up with 
will need to work in both directions – deconstruction and re-
construction. This may mean as little as reversing the poles of 
the magnetic field. Likewise, we will have to be able to revive 
our frozen subjects.” said Grossmann. “Also, just how large a 
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crystal would it take to represent the matter in, say, a human 
body?” 
 
“Obviously, that would depend on the size of the body. Leo-
nard, approximately how many atoms are there in, say, a 70 
kg body?” Erik Mandelheim was the group’s medical special-
ist 
 
“If my memory serves me, the human body consists of  ap-
proximately 7 x 1027 atoms arranged in a highly aperiodic 
physical structure. Although 41 chemical elements are com-
monly found in the body's construction, CHON comprises 
99% of its atoms. Fully 87% of human body atoms are either 
hydrogen or oxygen.” said Mandelheim. 
 
“We’re going to have to ask more difficult questions if you can 
answer all of them that quickly,” said Gorringe, with a smile. 
 
“Ja, Ja.” said Mandelheim, with an even bigger smile. 
 
“That would mean that, on average, everybody consists of .  .  
.,” Papenek took out his pen and paper, scribbling down a few 
equations.” Let’s see, CHON molecules have a collective aver-
age of 8 atoms that would give us roughly 8.75 x 1026 mole-
cules.” 
 
This time Schwartzberg began scribbling in his pocket note-
book. “I would estimate a soldier would take up approximate-
ly 0.083673 cc, more or less in the storage crystal." 
 
“So, let’s say we wanted to put 100 men into a storage crystal, 
how large a crystal would we end up with?”  
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A few moments later, “Roughly speaking, 100 men would 
represent a cube with sides of approximately 2.03015 cm,” 
said Papenek. 
 
“Nice work, gentlemen.” 
 
Over the next month, the team worked tirelessly. Each had 
been surprised by the rapidity with which the initial work on 
the scheme had been achieved. Within the first few days, each 
man knew what needed to be done, and each contributed to 
the design or construction of the system’s component parts. 
Leitner and Mandelheim began researching cryogenics, with 
special emphasis on both the freezing and defrosting 
processes. He and his crew of fabricators were soon building 
a cryogenic emersion tank, a tank that would be filled with 
liquid hydrogen. Schwartzberg’s task was proving more diffi-
cult than anyone had imagined, not for lack of a conceptual 
design but for lack of requisite resources. His electromagnets 
needed to be bigger and stronger than anything anyone had 
seen before. Even so, he was making headway. Papenek was 
working on the calculations for the generation capacity that 
would be needed to power each subcomponent and the over-
all system. Jolly, Gorringe,  and Grossman cycled between 
each of the major component teams, assisting as best they 
could. 
 
Within six weeks, by March 8th, the team was ready to begin 
tests on their component parts. Hans and Mandelheim were 
behind schedule with their cryogenic system. The delays 
caused by the cryogenic components gave Schwartzberg 
more time to perfect his electromagnet gateway. 
 
Initially, each component was tested separately, and as each 
component was tested and proved to function within the pa-



102 
 
 

rameters the group had established for it, it was set up for 
final system testing. First a group of tests involved the freez-
ing of small animals – rats, rabbits, and monkeys, then sub-
jecting them to the field generator and processing them 
through the electro-magnetic deconstructor; more than 100 
animals were processed and crystallized. The true test was 
per-formed on March 20th. The 100 animals that had been 
crystallized were returned to their preprocessed state, alive 
and well. Then a volunteer soldier was processed. He too was 
revived and appeared to be in fine shape. 
 

Berlin, March 21, 1945 
 
Grossman flew to Berlin. Despite the tortured mental state of 
the Führer and the elaborate security measures that had been 
put in place in the Führer’s bunker outside the Reichstag, 
Grossmann was able to com-municate with him and informed 
him that he and his team had built and tested their creation. 
The Führer congratulated Grossman and told him to return to 
Obersalzberg and await further instructions. 
 
Grossman returned to the laboratory, arriving on March 24th. 
The next day a courier arrived with a package for Grossman. 
It contained instructions from the Führer, along with a per-
sonal note: 
 

22 March 
 
Dear Herr Dr. Grossman,  
 
I must again congratulate you on your successes. The 
Fatherland and I are most appreciative. Within three 
days, a battalion consisting of 500 of my best SS troo-
pers will be arriving in Berchtesgaden. You are hereby 
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instructed to crystallize all of them. They have been 
briefed and prepared for the process. 
 
Colonel Wienert has also been provided with instruc-
tions. He will arrange for the storage of the crystal. 
Once you have completed your work at Berchtesgaden, 
you 
 
and your team will be free to return to your homes and 
families, with much gratitude. 
 
To show my appreciation, I have instructed Colonel 
Wienert to present  you and your comrades with der 
Kriegsverdienstkreuzv 1. klasse mit Schwertern, our 
nation’s highest civilian honor. 
 
Time is of the essence. The Russians are closing in on 
Berlin. You do not have much time. I have reviewed my 
options and I am unwilling to surrender to the Rus-
sians. This will be my final communication with you. 
 
The only thing I can do now is to save some of my most 
loyal and trusted troops and their leaders. Sometime in 
the future, they will be revived and will be free to live 
agai 
 
 
Thank you for your dedication and diligence. 
 
 AH 

 
Grossmann could not believe the instructions he had  been 
given. He was to crystallize an entire battalion! It would be an 
impossible task. The system simply was not capable of 
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processing so many subjects in the time that seemed left to 
them. It was a prototype. It was not built or designed for mass 
storage purposes. 
 
Colonel Wienert met with Grossmann. “You have your orders, 
Herr Doctor. I have mine. When can you begin the crystalliza-
tion process? 
 
“I will have to talk this over with my colleagues. We can 
probably begin tomorrow morning.” 
 
“Very good. Also tomorrow, please provide me with a  
detailed set of plans for each of your machines and complete 
operating instructions. If you have any documentation that 
may prove useful to those who will revive the soldiers in the 
future, I will need them as well. Until tomorrow, then.”  
 
Wienert did an abrupt about face and left Grossmann a sha-
ken man. He had, maybe, a month within which to crystallize 
roughly 500 soldiers. Again, he did not see how it could be 
accomplished but he would make every effort to accomplish 
the task. 
 
Grossman realized that the bottleneck in the crystal-lization 
process was not the actual crystallization but the cryogenic 
phase. He would have to have additional cryogenic 
processing vats constructed along with additional supplies of 
liquid hydrogen and nitrogen, which were beginning to be 
difficult to obtain. 
 
Before the process was to begin the following morning, 
Grossmann was almost exhausted, having spent the entire 
night awake and planning, but he needed to brief his team. He 
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explained the instructions he had been given. Everyone 
agreed. It could not be done. 
 
Grossmann provided detailed instructions to each member of 
the team and ordered more cryogenic vats to be constructed 
as quickly as possible. 
 
Mandelheim was in charge of overseeing the construction. He 
could tradeoff with Papenek, Jolly, and Gorringe, who could 
also supervise the construction efforts. If they could speed up 
the cryogenic phase of the process, they might be able to 
process most of the troops. It was a big if but failure was not 
an option. 
 
The processing began as scheduled. Each day, larger numbers 
of troops were processed and became part of a growing crys-
tal that was to be their home for no one  
knew how long. With each passing day the process was re-
fined and made more efficient. Even system breakdowns did 
not slow the process appreciably.  
 
Just before the French and Americans marched into Ber-
chtesgaden, Grossmann and his team had finished the crystal-
lization process. The battalion that had been camped around 
the town now represented a crystal cube only 16.1133 cm in 
length, width, and height. Despite its small size, it weighed 
well over 100 kilos. 
 
Wienert’s instructions were a bit more detailed than  
those given to Grossman. The orders provided for 
 

1) The destruction of all machinery used to crystallize 
the battalion. 
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2) The destruction of all working papers, plans  
and designs, except those to be used by the revival 
team. 
 
3) The destruction of the bunker facility. 
 
4) The removal of the crystal to a secure long-term sto-
rage location. 
 
5) The termination of every member of Gross-mann’s 
team but not before informing them that they would 
receive the War Merit Cross with Swords, with our 
thanks. 

 
With ruthless precision, Wienert carried out his orders. 
Grossman could not believe the efficiency with which Wie-
nert implemented his orders. Grossmann had been briefed by 
Wienert, but he did not disclose his final clean-up task. He 
implemented them just in the order they had been presented 
to him. Once everything had been destroyed, he called for the 
science team to assemble. 
 

03:00, Berchtesgaden, May 3, 1945 
 
“Herr Dr. Grossmann, please have your team of senior scien-
tists assemble outside their billet, prepared to head home in 
half an hour. We will arrange to have you transported to the 
train station and you can travel by rail to wherever your 
homes may be. All the support personnel will follow in a few 
days.” 
 
Wienert had never addressed Grossmann so formally before. 
He always addressed him simply as Grossmann. ‘Why the 
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formality? Maybe it is because we had fulfilled our assign-
ment and the Reich was indeed indebted to us.’ 
 
As instructed, everyone, suitcases and valises in hand, as-
sembled outside their billet. Wienert approached the group. 
“Gentlemen, I must ask if any of you have any papers or doc-
uments relating to your research or the crystallization of the 
troops.” Everyone, except Grossmann, indicated that they did 
not. Grossmann handed his personal journal to Wienert. He 
indicated that it did include references to the project.  
 
A canvas covered truck backed up to the group. The assem-
bled scientists believed it to be their transport to the railway 
station. “I also want to thank you for a job well done. In addi-
tion, the Führer has conferred upon each of you the War Me-
rit Cross, the highest military honor that can be bestowed 
upon a civilian. Your medals will be delivered to your families 
in recognition of the work you have done here. The Führer, 
the Reich, and I thank you. 
 
Leitner turned to Grossmann, “Why would they send our 
medals to our families?” 
 
Before Leitner’s question had had time to register with 
Grossmann and before he could reply, the tarp covering the 
back of the truck was thrown aside. Immediately a machine 
gun became visible. Grossmann realized what was about to 
happen. He began to scream to Wienert. “The Führer prom-
ised we would be free to go .  .  .  .” 
 
The machine gun cut the men down, drowning out their 
screams. None of them heard the Colonel’s words, “I’m sorry 
but these are my orders.”  
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Wienert had developed a fondness and a mild friend-ship 
with Grossmann and other members of the team, but he was 
first and foremost a soldier of the Reich; his mission was to 
save the battalion that now occupied the crystalline cube. If 
the Führer’s attempt to save his loyal followers was to be 
successful, all traces of the project and the cube had to be 
erased from history. These scientists were the last link to that 
history. Once the field surgeon had confirmed that all the 
scientists were, indeed, dead, Wienert and his group of assas-
sins stood at attention and saluted. 
 

May 4, 1945 
 
The U.S. 3rd Infantry Brigade liberated Obersalzberg and 
Berchtesgaden. The ruins of the underground research bunk-
er and the bodies of seven unidentified civilians buried in a 
shallow, hastily dug, mass grave were found. The bodies were 
riddled by bullets, and it appeared that the bodies had been 
burned before they were buried. No attempt was made to 
identify the victims, but they were exhumed and given a 
proper burial in a nearby cemetery. Each of the graves re-
ceived a small stone that read simply, Unknown, 1945. 
 
The 500 men that had made up the special SS battalion had 
been assembled hastily from numerous smaller units. 
Records for these soldiers had been destroyed, as if they had 
never existed. Reports from townspeople in Berchtesgaden 
told of a large number of soldiers streaming into the town 
approximately a month before liberation. No one could tell 
where they had all gone. It was if they had simply disap-
peared. There was evidence of a large concentration of men 
having been billeted around the town but it was believed that 
they had simply dispersed into the mountains with the com-
ing of the American and French troops. No further investiga-
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tions were deemed necessary. The troops were gone and the 
war was over. 
 

Berlin , October 17, 2007 
 
William read in the final file in the box that Colonel Wienert 
had been assigned the responsibility of placing the crystal in 
a secure storage facility, but it did not indicate the wherea-
bouts of that facility. It did, how-ever, describe the crystal: 
smooth and semi-translucent with a definite green hue, much 
like tempered glass. It was cubic with sides of approximately 
17 cm and it weighed over 100 kg. Such a small object would 
be extremely difficult to find, after more than 60 years, espe-
cially since there seemed to be no trail to follow. 
 
As William placed the final file folder back into the box, he 
found the entire story almost too much to be believed. Unless 
the crystal had been destroyed, 500 crack German troops, 
some of Hitler’s most loyal followers, were being stored in a 
glass-like cube somewhere. Could they be revived after 60 
years of imprisonment? Where could they be? Who had the 
crystal now? All these questions seemed to have no answers, 
at least none to be found among the files William had read. He 
was disturbed by the treatment of the seven researchers who 
had given everything they had to satisfy the Führer’s final 
request. For their efforts, they were rewarded with death. It 
seemed monstrous. Had these same men lived today, and de-
veloped the devices described in the files, each would be en-
titled to a Nobel Prize in physics or medicine. Instead, they 
lay in graves simply marked Unknown. 
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Chapter 6 

 
 

Love sought is good, but given unsought, is better. 
 

William Shakespeare 
 
 
 
 
 

Berlin International Airport, Tegel (TXL), 14:30, Wednes-

day October 17th 
 
Hunt arrived in Berlin as scheduled. After picking up his bags, 
he hailed a cab. “Zum Hyatt großartig auf Marlene-Dietrich-
Platz [To the Hyatt Grand on Marlene-Dietrich-Platz.],” he 
said to the cabbie. Thirty minutes  later, the taxi dropped him 
in front of the his hotel.  He had less than three hours to settle 
in before he was to rendezvous with DC and his crew. He had 
time for a much needed shower and some clean clothes. 
 
At 17:00, the doorman hailed a taxi for Mr. Hunt and asked 
that he be taken to "Luisen-Brau auf Luisenplatz, bitte.” He 
found DC sitting squarely in the back of a corner booth, with 
three other men. DC stood and extended his hand to Hunt. 
“Gentlemen, this is our employer, Mr. Hunt.” Hunt shook 
hands with each man in turn, and with each shake, the men 
gave their names – “Prior,” ” Taktarov,” “Marcel.” George sat 
down oppo-site DC and his men. 
 
“What’s your pleasure, Mr. Hunt?” asked DC. 
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“Scotch, neat. Thanks,” said Hunt. DC called the curvy wai-
tress, wearing a most revealing mini-skirt, over and placed 
Hunt’s order. “And, while you’re at it, another round for my 
colleagues.” She went to  the bar to place the order, and as 
she walked away, 8 sets of eyes followed her. After she had 
delivered the drinks, Hunt began to outline the mission. 
 
“There is at least one box of documents that was discovered 
recently. It is currently being held in the National Institute for 
Document Evaluation and Preservation in the evaluation sec-
tion.  The Institute is located on the east side of the city near 
Schulzenhöhe, west of the Berliner Ring on Ernst-Thälmann 
Straßa (L30), just south of the railroad tracks. We need to get 
that box and any others that may be associated with it. I sug-
gest that DC and I case the Institute. He can plan the opera-
tion afterwards and discuss it with all of you. I want to hit the 
Institute tomorrow night. Any problems?” There were none. 
“DC?” 
 
DC replied, “I have a place outside town. We can meet there 
later. Hunt and I will go to recon the Institute. Meet us at 
21:30. We can discuss the mission and afterwards, we can 
meet with Herr Mueller and get geared up. Okay?”  
 
Marcel, “The rest of us can chum another couple of hours or 
so. Just give us the address of your place. Will anyone be 
there?” 
 
 “Anna will be there. Don’t worry. She’s my regular go-
between. If you get there early, she’ll take care of you.” Mar-
cel’s eyebrows raised ever so slightly. “And no, not that way.” 
He wrote down the address and drew a quick map of how to 
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get to Anna’s place. “Here, this should get you there. Hunt, are 
you ready? 
“Yes. Do you have transportation?” asked Hunt. 
 
“Always. Let’s go.” said DC. As the two left, the other three 
men settled in for a few more drinks, and perhaps some con-
versation with the waitress. DC looked at Hunt and said, 
“These guys are incorrigible puss hounds. If it weren’t for the 
occasional mission, they’d be drinking and whoring around 
non-stop, especially Marcel.” Hunt just nodded. He knew the 
type. About all they have in their lives are booze, women, and 
killing. Perhaps in that order. 
 
Forty-five minutes later, DC parked across the street from the 
Institute. They could see the staff parking lot attendant. He 
was already half-asleep. The parking lot was empty and there 
was nothing to disturb the drowsy attendant. “It should be no 
problem breaking into this place but we have no idea where 
to begin to look for your documents. Is there any chance of 
getting some intel on where they are keeping what you need? 
Otherwise, we will have to turn the place upside down, and 
that will mean they will know we were here. If at all, I’d like 
to conclude this little snatch job with no force being used. As 
soon as guns get fired, someone always gets hurt, and there is 
no need for that to happen . Can you get us some additional 
information?” 
 
Hunt agreed with DC’s assessment. If this were to be a clan-
destine operation, they would need to know how to locate the 
docs Hunt wanted. “I’ll see what I can get for you. Let’s head 
back. 
 

Berlin, 6:00 p.m., Wednesday, October 17, 2007 
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William picked up the phone and dialed. “Hello, Heli? This is 
William. I’m just about to leave. When you gave me your ad-
dress, I didn’t take a look at it. I just thought I could find it 
but, I have to admit, I don’t know where Lea-Grundig Straße 
is. Okay. You live between Ahrensfelde and Marzahn, east of 
Märkiashe Allee, and I get to Lea-Grundig Straße off Mehrow-
er Alle. Okay. Once I turn onto  Lea-Grundig Straße, I take a 
right at the first intersection, then you are in the apartment 
complex on the left just past the first intersection after the 
street turns south. Yes, I believe I can find it now. I’m about 
15 kilometers away as the crow flies, which means about half 
an hour driving time. I’ll see you soon.  Thanks for the direc-
tions.” ‘Oh my God! Getting around in this city is murder 
compared to Minneapolis with its streets and avenues, and I 
thought they were a mess compared to getting around in 
Pembina. I’ll be lucky if I find her place in a week’s time,’ 
thought William. 
 
Half an hour later, William was pulling into the visitors’ park-
ing of Heli’s apartment building. From the direc-tory in the 
lobby, he buzzed her apartment number. Andrea answered. 
“Yes, who is it?” 
 
“It’s me, William.” 
 
 The entry door buzzed and William pulled it open. As he en-
tered the elevator and pushed the fourth-floor button, he had 
a chance to look around at the elevator, something most 
people never do. ‘Hmmm, very nice.’ 
 
When he had been a sophomore in college, he had taken 
an English course during which the instructor had given eve-
ryone in the class an assignment, for a week – when you enter 
a room, every room -- look all around, side to side, floor and 
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ceiling. He was amazed by the architectural beauty of ceilings 
and floors. All you had to do was by just look around. The 
ceilings in many of the rooms and halls that he had often fre-
quented, but had never really looked at, were beautiful. He 
realized just how much he was missing by not looking around 
the space he occupied. Elevators were no exception.  
 
He located Heli and Andrea’s apartment and knocked on the 
door.  
 
“Hello, William,” said Heli as she opened the door. Andrea 
was peering over Heli’s shoulder to get her first glimpse of 
the man Heli had been telling her about. She was curious to 
see what this man that had smitten Heli looked like. “William, 
this is my roommate Andrea Hoffer. 
 
“Pleased to finally meet you,” said Andrea. William nodded in 
Andrea’s direction and shook her hand perfunctorily, but his 
eyes kept returning to Heli. The bangs of her short hair swept 
across her forehead just above her right eye. She was wearing 
a slinky black halter top dress, revealing her sculptured, 
beautifully tanned back. Her long sexy legs looked amazing in 
what could only be described as black, high-heeled, wrinkled 
leather swashbuckler or McKenzie boots that came up almost 
to her knees. A sparkling silver necklace plunged into her 
cleavage, finishing off the look. She was the most beautiful 
and desirable woman William had ever seen. 
 
Before tonight, William had only seen Heli in her work 
clothes -- Lederhosen, Levis, and shorts, coupled with con-
servative shirts and blouses. He had to admit, she, as they 
said back home, ‘cleaned up very nicely.’ Actually, she was 
breathtaking. 
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Andrea was, in every sense, as attractive as Heli. However, 
her party clothes were designed more for shock and awe than 
elegance. Even so, William’s eyes kept coming back to Heli. 
“You look absolutely gorgeous and very elegant tonight.” Wil-
liam’s eyes devoured her, and the perfume she wore was al-
most intoxicating. 
 
Heli stole a glance in Andrea’s direction, then turned to Wil-
liam. “When you are single and you go clubbing, well you 
know, you try to look as hot as possible.” Actually, William 
did not know. He had never been to a trendy club before. He 
always seemed preoccupied; and even with Debbie, clubbing 
was just not one of the things they did. They might go to one 
of the local pubs for a beer now and then but that was about 
the extent of their ‘clubbing.’ They actually enjoyed each oth-
er’s company and preferred just being home together. 
 
“Are you two ladies ready to go?” 
 
“Absolutely. We’ll get our jackets, and we can be on our way,” 
said Heli. 
 
“Can I help you with your jackets?” Both pulled waist-length, 
soft leather jackets from the coat closet. Andrea was the first 
to take William up on his offer. She handed him her jacket 
and he helped her slip into it. Then he helped Heli into hers. 
William was surprised by just how light the jackets were. 
“Are you sure these jackets are going to be warm enough? It’s 
pretty cold outside?” 
 
Andrea spoke up, “They aren’t meant to be warm. They're 
meant to look good. That’s what clubbing is all about, silly.” 
Heli smiled and nodded in agreement. All William could do 
was shrug and shake his head. ‘Women.’   
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As they boarded their elevator, Andrea asked, “Speaking of 
weather, how do you like Berlin and its weather?” 
 
“Compared to where I come from in the States, the weather, 
at least during the winters, is much, much better, much less 
snow and nowhere near as much wind. The winds in North 
Dakota are legendary. The springs and summers are about 
the same but the falls here are miserable. Back home, the falls 
are short but they seem to make a pleasant transition be-
tween summer and winter. Here, the falls seem to have a lot 
of overcast skies and a lot of rain. Our falls are usually much 
sunnier and dryer.  
 
“The city, on the other hand, is absolutely great no matter 
what the weather. I must admit, today was spectacular. It was 
sunny with clear skies. For a while I just stood looking toward 
the sky, closed my eyes, and felt the warmth of the sun on my 
face. I remember doing the same back home. I loved the sen-
sation then, and I love it now.” William realized he was bab-
bling. His mouth seemed to have a mind all its own. It had to 
be because of Heli. Normally, he wasn’t that talkative or spon-
taneous, especially about the weather. 
 
As they exited the building, William said, “My car is over 
here,” and he led the way. Andrea got in the back, and Heli, up 
front, with William. Both women were shivering by the time 
they were safely inside the car. 
 
“Can you turn up the heat, it’s a little chilly in here,” said And-
rea.  
 
William just smiled. “Sure.” ‘Women and fashion.’ 
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“Where are we going?” 
“The club we’re going to is called the Havanna. It’s located on 
Hauptstraße in the Schöneberg district. It’s easy to get to. All 
you have to do is get on Raoul-Wallenberg-Straße, south on 
Märkische Allee to .  .  .  . Oh never mind directions. It’s more 
difficult to tell you how to get there than guide you there. It’s 
actually very easy to get to.  
 
“The Havanna is a small, trendy club. It has four dance floors 
and seven bars. On Wednesdays it’s all about salsa. We can 
dance to music played by a DJ, or they have some name bands 
and some local indie groups. They even have some Russian 
hard rock bands from time to time. It is a great place,” said 
Andrea. She was already getting excited, just talking about it. 
“Turn left here. This is Märkische Allee.” 
 
Heli turned to William, “There is always something special 
going on there. Right now, it is one of the in places. In time, 
like any club, its uniqueness will wear off but, for  now, it is 
the place to go and be seen. When we get there, let’s  get a 
table, I’ll show you around, and, then, we can sit down, eat, 
and get ready.” 
 
Half an hour later, they arrived at the Havanna. As they 
walked up to the entrance, the well-dressed security staff 
performed their perfunctory ID checks, stamped the hands of 
the selected patrons, and guided them in. One of the men 
commented, “You’re a little early. Things don’t kick into high 
gear until about 9:00 or 10:00.” 
 
William replied, “That’s okay. We’re going to have some din-
ner first, just to kill some time before things get underway.” 
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“Wise man,” replied the security guard. “Try to get a table in 
one of the back corners. There’s more privacy there and you 
can see what’s going on.” 
 
“Thanks for the tip,” as he slipped the security guard 20 Eu-
ros. 
 
“Thank you sir,” said the guard as he smiled to William. “Have 
a great night.” 
 
Once they found a table and settled in, they were given me-
nus. William was surprised; the prices were exceptionally 
reasonable. Also there was no attempt to comply with the 
‘shee shee poo poo’ gourmet-type restaurants. Presentation 
was not the most important part of the individual meals. In-
stead, the food was plain, wholesome German and continental 
cuisine; and the portions were large enough to satisfy nearly 
any appetite. They was not a dollop of this, a dollop of that, 
with decorations and sprigs of this or that occupying the ma-
jority of the plate area. The chefs seemed genuinely more 
concerned with satisfying their customers’ appetites than 
creating edible works of art. A large, clear glass mug of beer 
accompanied every meal, no white wine or Merlot here. You 
could order them but looking around at other tables, almost 
everyone was drinking beer and not effete wines or wine coo-
lers. For the serious drinkers, there were always the hard liq-
uor bars, with their own clientele. 
 
Right on schedule, the DJ began serving up heart pounding, 
gut thumping music and the dance floor soon filled with gy-
rating bodies. Spotlights began to spray color around the 
room, drenching the hall with atmosphere. Added to the 
sights and sounds, the air became heavy with the musky odor 
of pot. In the darker recesses of the club, where the non-
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dancers tended to congregate, one could see the reddish coals 
of joints flickering from bright red to cooler tones of red and 
orange, and being passed from one smoker to the next. 
 
Heli took William’s hand and asked, “Would you like to 
dance?” 
 
“I’m not really much of a dancer but, yes. I’ve never danced 
Salsa. 
 
“Don’t worry about that. You’ll pick it up, or enough so you 
feel comfortable,” said Heli 
 
“What about Andrea, should we leave her all alone?” asked 
William. 
 
“Believe me, she won’t be alone for long. She always hooks up 
with someone. Look at her. She just oozes something that at-
tracts men.” William had to admit, Andrea was attractive, 
with her raven black hair, deep brown, almost black eyes, and 
she did give off some kind of vibe. She really did ooze a kind 
of sensuality. Sometime between the main course and des-
sert, she seemed to metamorphose from a charming kitten 
into a predatory cat. And Heli was right, they had hardly left 
their seats when the first caller introduced himself to Andrea. 
Andrea simply smiled and gave a token wave to Heli, “Bye." 
 
“Do you think she will be all right?” asked William. 
 
“If I know Andrea, we won’t have to worry about her until 
sometime tomorrow. She’ll find some place to lay her head 
tonight.” Heli gave William a raised eyebrow and a smile as 
she pulled him out onto the crowded dance floor. 
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‘She’ll be all right but I’m not so sure about me, now,’ thought 
William. In his entire life, William had never been to a club 
like Havanna. There was noise, laughter, frenzied dancing, 
and drinking. The Germans definitely knew how to party. He 
had never seen this side of German, or for that matter, Ameri-
can social life before. Everyone here was enjoying themselves 
with an abandon he did not know Germans were capable of. 
 
Poof, there went another stereotype – German staidness. And 
Heli was right there with the best of them. One minute, she 
seemed the quaint, demure, well-adjusted girl next door. 
Then, that persona seemed to be replaced with an insatiable 
desire to dance and enjoy life to its fullest.  
 
By midnight, William was getting tired, and the steins of beer 
he had been drinking were having their effect. Before he got 
to the point where driving was no longer an option, he asked 
Heli if she minded if they went home. She did not put up the 
least resistance. This actually surprised William but he was 
also thankful. “Before we get in the car, would you mind if we 
just walked around outside for a little while, so I can clear my 
head, just a little bit?” 
 
“No, but I’m not really dressed for a walk in this wea-ther.” 
William had to smile. “Instead, if you’d like, I can drive us 
home. I feel fine,” said Heli.  
 
“Maybe that would be a good idea. I didn’t know you drove. 
Don’t you always arrive at work by bus?” William handed her 
the car keys. 
 
“I drive. I just don’t happen to have a car. In fact, I’ve never 
owned a car. So, I take the bus everywhere I go. Buses are just 
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about as convenient here as cars, and I don’t have to pay for 
parking. So, it works out better for me,” said Heli. 
 
“When we get to your place, maybe we can have a cup of cof-
fee and then I’ll head home,” said William. 
 
“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you,” cooed Heli. 
 
Heli helped William to the car. He slumped into the passen-
ger’s seat and immediately his eyes closed. To buckle William 
in, Heli had to lean across him to reach the seatbelt latch, 
putting her left arm on top of William’s seat to steady herself. 
Just as she reached for the latch with her right hand, William 
opened his eyes. Heli’s jacket was open and the neckline of 
her dress fell forward and open, exposing a portion of two 
deeply tanned, ample breasts. Heli noticed the surprised but 
satisfied look on William’s face. She lingered briefly, fumbling 
with the latch. Then she stood, closed the passenger’s side 
door, and walked around the front of the car. William’s eyes 
followed her silhouette against the bright exterior lighting of 
the club. 
 
Heli slid into the driver’s seat, strapped herself in, backed out 
of the parking space, and headed back to her apartment. By 
the time they arrived, William’s mental fog was beginning to 
lift but he did not yet feel he should be driving. After a cup of 
coffee, he was sure that he’d feel better.  
 
In her apartment, Heli settled William on the  sofa in the 
small living room, put on a pot of coffee, and excused herself, 
saying, “I’m just going to slip into something a little more 
comfortable. I need to get out of these heels and nylons.” Wil-
liam’s imagination began working overtime. He knew what 
‘slipping into some-thing more comfortable’ meant. He had 
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seen all the movies. When Heli returned, she was wearing a 
pair of baggy sweatpants and an equally baggy red sweat-
shirt, with Wisconsin emblazoned across the front. 
 
“Ouch, I thought you were going to change into some-thing 
more comfortable?” 
 
“What in the world are you talking about?” asked Heli, feign-
ing confusion. 
 
“I hate to admit it but I thought that more comfortable meant, 
more suggestive. I’m sorry.” William felt embarrassed by the 
whole misunderstanding. 
 
“You are the silly one aren’t you? Are you ready for that cof-
fee now?”  
 
All William could do was nod. It saved him from having to say 
anything that might embarrass himself further. Heli poured 
two large mugs of coffee. “Do you want anything in your cof-
fee -- sugar, cream? I even have a little brandy, if you’d like.”  
 
“A little sugar and cream would be fine, thanks. Again, I'm 
sorry for jumping to conclusions.” William was trying to be as 
repentant as the circumstances would allow.  
 
After putting the sugar and cream in William’s cup, she 
brought the mugs over to the sofa, handed William his and 
settled herself at the opposite end of the sofa, facing William, 
with one leg tucked under her and her free arm over the back 
of the sofa. Her coffee mug rested on her knee. 
 
“Don’t be sorry. It shows that there is more going on inside 
that head of yours than just academic stuff. I will admit, you 
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took your time before introducing yourself. I was beginning 
to think you were, how do you say, ein Schwuler, gay?” 
 
“Gay. Oh God no! I just get so caught up in my  work that I 
tend to close myself off. And being here all alone in Berlin 
simply reinforced that sense of isolation. I don’t mean to iso-
late myself, it just sort of happens. I admit I was very pleased 
when you agreed to have coffee with me. In fact, I was over-
joyed. I guess I just needed the courage to introduce myself. 
Once that had been accomplished, everything else seemed so 
much easier.” 
 
“Well, I’m very glad you found the courage. As you saw to-
night, neither Andrea nor I are wallflowers. We love having 
fun but we both wish we could meet someone we could in-
vest ourselves in. Also, there is something you need to know 
about me. For better or worse, I am generally very direct. 
What you see and what I say is what you get. With that said, 
William, I am very interested in you. I have been since I 
started working at the Institute. I was afraid you somehow 
didn’t find me attractive, or you were involved with someone 
else, or, as I said before, maybe you were gay. You cleared up 
the gay business. You agreed to go out with me, so I’m assum-
ing you find me at least a bit attractive. Now, that leaves, are 
you involved with someone?” 
 
“You really are the direct one, aren’t you? I like that quality in 
a woman. This may be a horrible comparison but .  .  .  I al-
ways knew where I stood with my mother and sisters. They 
never held back. They weren’t shy. I admire that quality in a 
woman. And to answer your question, I was involved with 
someone back in Minneapolis before I came to Berlin. It 
ended more than two years ago. That’s one of the reasons 
why I’ve felt so alone here and why I isolated myself. 
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“It sounds like it was serious.” 
 
“It was, but my work was a problem for her parents, and it 
drove a wedge between us.” Heli could sense a sadness in 
William’s tone. 
 
“If you don’t mind, can you tell me why her parents had a 
problem with your work?” 
 
William’s mind started working overtime. Should he tell Heli 
that Debbie was Jewish? Would that be a problem for her? He 
doubted it, but . . . . He had no idea if she had a problem with 
Jews or not. He was letting a German stereotype confuse the 
issue before him. He finally decided to let the truth speak for 
itself and see what happened. “Her name was Debbie and she 
was Jewish.”  
 
Before he could continue, Heli interrupted. “What does that 
have to do with your work?” 
 
Heli’s simple question seemed to clear the air for William. 
Heli seemed to have no problem with Debbie being Jewish. 
She was more interested in why his work represented a prob-
lem for Debbie’s parents. “Her parents had lost family during 
the Holocaust and anything having to do with the Nazis just 
seemed to cause them anxiety. Debbie didn’t have a problem 
with it but her parents did. Basically, they gave her a choice, 
without stating it – me or them. I know how much my family 
means to me and I couldn’t allow myself to be the cause of 
her alienation. So, when it came time for me to come to Ber-
lin, I told her to go back and work things out with her par-
ents.” 
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“That’s so sweet and chivalrous. Have you kept in touch with 
her since the break-up? 
 
“No. It was a clean break,” said William.  
  
“I don’t think you should drive home tonight in your condi-
tion.” She gave one of her patented Heli smiles. “Would you 
like to stay the night?” 
 
“As a responsible citizen, yes. Yes, I’d like that very much.” 
This put a definite smile on Heli’s face.  
 
Without a word, Heli went to the windows and closed the 
blinds. “In that case, let me slip into something I feel even 
more comfortable in.” Heli first removed her sweatshirt, slip-
ping it over her head and letting it slide down her arm falling 
to the floor. She wore nothing underneath the sweatshirt. She 
paused, giving William time. Then she pushed her sweatpants 
over her hips, letting them slowly slide down her legs, pud-
dling around her feet. She stepped out of the sweatpants and  
stood völlig nackt [completely naked] before him, with her 
hands on her hips. Except for the outline of a bikini bottom, 
there were no other tan lines. “Is this better?  Is this what you 
had in mind earlier?”  
 
“Oh, yes!” He scooped her up into his arms, kissed her gently, 
and carried her into the bedroom. 
 

Berlin, 19:00 hours, Wednesday, 17 October, 2007 
 
DC, I have an idea. We’ve seen the Institute, what say you to 
taking a look at Langley’s place?” asked Hunt. 
 
“Who’s Langley?” 
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“He’s the kid that ran across the documents we need. He has 
written a detailed report to my boss. We think it is worth a 
look-see to determine if he has any pertinent materials at 
home. Let me check my Blackberry for his address. He 
scrolled through his notes. Ah, here it is. Do you know where 
Baumschulenweg is?” asked Hunt. 
 
“No but let me check my Berlin directory. He pulled off to the 
side of the street. Yah, here it is. What’s the address? 
 
“146 Baumschulenstraße, Apartment 507,” said Hunt. 
 
“Here’s Baumschulenstraße. We can be there in about 20 mi-
nutes.  It’s not far.” DC pulled back into traffic and followed 
the directions for William’s place. Once they arrived at the 
apartment complex, DC said, “Sit tight. I’ll be right back. I 
want to see if he’s in. If he’s out, we can stop in now. Okay?” 
 
DC had surprised Hunt with the suggestion that they search 
William’s apartment now. “Well, I guess.” DC entered the lob-
by of the complex and buzzed William’s apartment. There 
was no answer. ‘Either he’s out, on the can, in the shower, or 
with a woman.’ He signaled to Hunt to come in. Hunt walked 
into the lobby. 
 
“The kid seems to be out. Let’s give his place a quick look-see. 
Here come some people now. We’ll slip in after they leave.” 
The couple was involved in an animated discussion. They 
pushed through the glass security door and were oblivious to 
the two men that slipped in behind them and into the build-
ing through the open door. They took the elevator to the fifth 
floor and found Apartment 507. DC knocked on the door. No 
answer. “Keep an eye out while I pick the lock. Here put these 
on.” He put on a pair of latex gloves and handed a pair to 
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Hunt. He pulled a pick gun from his overcoat pocket and had 
the lock turned within seconds. “Hunt, you take his bedroom. 
Try to put everything back where it was originally. If we’re 
lucky, he won’t even know we’ve been here.”  
 
DC stayed in the living room, while Hunt went to the bed-
room. The first thing DC did was power up William's laptop. 
He looked through his e-mails first. ‘There they are.’ He de-
leted all the e-mails William had sent to Darryl and himself. 
He had noticed one had a Word.doc attachment. He looked 
through all the Word files until he found it. He then deleted it. 
He looked through William’s CDs for any reference to the 
project. There were none. That completed, then to cover his 
trail, DC did a quick defrag. He found hardcopies of the e-
mails William had sent to himself. These he slid into his rain-
coat pocket. Also on the table was William’s PDA. This too he 
slid into his pocket. He then went through the kitchen. Noth-
ing. He thought to himself, ‘We are breaking into an institute 
to steal documents, and this kid leaves references lying all 
around. He hasn't even attempted to hide anything. Is he that 
oblivious?’ “Hunt, have you found anything?" 
 
“No. I’m almost done in here. Did you find anything?” 
 
“I found some stuff on his computer and some hardcopies. I 
deleted the computer stuff, I’m almost done defragging his 
computer, and I have the hardcopies and his Palm.” A minute 
later the defragging program finished up. DC closed the lap-
top and said, “Time for us to leave.” They left, being sure to 
lock the door behind them, after giving the apartment one 
last survey to be sure they had not forgotten to put every-
thing back in place. “Let’s go.” When they got back to the car, 
DC handed Hunt the documents and the old PDA. “Here you 
go.” 
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From William’s apartment, Hunt and DC drove directly to An-
na’s suburban home. In actuality, it was DC’s, but Anna was 
usually the only one ever there. DC was always off ‘some-
where.’ When they arrived, the rest of the team pulled into 
the driveway behind them. ‘Perfect timing,’ thought DC. Anna 
greeted the men at the door. 
 
“Anna, this is Hunt, Marcel, Prior, and you already know Tak-
tarov. Gentlemen, this is Anna, our hostess. Every-one, this 
way. He started down to the basement. “Anna could you bring 
us something to drink? Thanks.” 
 
He closed the door to the basement behind him. He indicated 
where the men should sit around the table in the middle of 
the room. DC went to a cabinet and pulled out a laminated 
map of Berlin, and placed it in the center of the table. Anna 
arrived with the vodka and five glasses. She placed the bottle 
and glasses on the table and left without a word. DC gave her 
a slight nod. What the men did and talked about was none of 
her business, and she liked to keep it that way. She climbed 
the stairs, closed the door behind her and went to the living 
room. She turned on the TV and prepared to keep herself oc-
cupied until the meeting was over. 
 
“Gentlemen, this is where the Institute is located.” He pointed 
to a location very near to Schulzenhöhe. “There seems to be 
little security. There is a parking lot attendant but little else. 
By tomorrow, we should have some information on exactly 
where the documents we want are located. We want to be in 
and out as quickly as possible without a trace. Tonight we will 
be heading over to Herr Mueller’s to get armed. All small 
arms for this operation. Everything will be silenced but, 
again, I repeat, we don’t want any casualties unless it is abso-
lutely unavoidable. Understood?” Everyone nodded in ac-
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knowledgement. Each man, then, examined the map in detail 
to orient himself. 
 
“DC, do we have any photos of the Institute?” asked Taktarov. 
 
“Not yet. We will get some in the morning. Before we hit the 
place, we will meet again and have a final briefing. Be here at 
21:00 hours.  I’ll provide transportation to and from the job. 
We may have another op shortly, so stay in touch after to-
morrow night. Okay?” Everyone nodded in acknowledge-
ment. “Drink up and we’ll head to Mueller’s. You three follow 
me when we leave. I’ll bring all your gear back here for safe 
keeping.” 
 
“Sounds good,” said Marcel. All the others looked at DC, and 
without saying a word, gave a slight nod. They, almost in un-
ison, threw back their drinks, and they were ready to move 
out. They climbed the stairs and marched silently to the front 
door, past Anna, who did not even look up. DC, however, 
leaned over the back of the sofa, kissed Anna on the neck, and 
said, “I’ll be back in a while.” She reached up and touched his 
arm but, again, without looking at him or making a sound. 
The door closed quietly behind DC.  
 

Berlin, outside Hohen Neuendorf, 21:00 hours, October 

17th 
 
DC led the men to a small estate just outside Hohen Neuen-
dorf, northwest of the city. This was both Herr Mueller’s 
home and place of business. DC stopped at the gate’s inter-
com and announced his arrival. All he heard in response was, 
“Entré.” The gates opened and DC drove to a small garage-like 
building set apart from the main house. There Meuller met 
and greeted all the men. He looked at Taktarov, “We’ve 
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worked together before. Nice to see you again.” Turning his 
attentions to DC, “Now what can I do for you?” 
 
“We have a little business to attend to and need to gear up for 
it. As I said before, all small arms, silenced. We’ll also need 
standard black BDUs. I think everyone has their own boots.” 
He looked at each of the men. Each indicated they had their 
boots with them. ‘What soldier went anywhere without their 
boots?’ thought Prior. 
 
“Very good. Come in.” He opened the side door of the garage. 
After all the men had entered, Mueller locked the door. “Come 
this way.” He led them to the center of the garage, pulled a 
small lever hidden behind a workbench, and the floor opened 
to a set of stairs, leading to the equipment room. It was lit up 
and looked like a military supermarket. “Small arms and am-
mu-nition are over there. The silencers for each model are 
color coded on the shelf below. Ammunition is on the bottom 
shelf, also color coded.” He pointed to one wall, covered with 
Ingram Mac 10s and 11s, Uzis, Czech VZ-61s, Steyr MPi 81s 
and other machine pistols. 
 
“The small sidearms are over there,” pointing to a series of 
tables with pistols of all types and makes. 
 
“BDUs and body armor are over here. Will you need any ex-
plosives, grenades, or possibly flash-bangs?” 
 
“The flash-bangs might not be a bad idea but we hope we 
don’t have to fire a shot on this mission,” replied DC. 
 
“Sounds more like a bank job.” 
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“Nothing quite that exciting, or that illegal, I hope,” said DC 
with a smile. 
 
“Help yourselves. If you need any assistance, I’ll be over 
here,”  said Mueller, pointing to his office. 
 
“Herr Mueller, where are your night vision goggles?” asked 
Marcel. 
 
“Good thinking, Marcel. I’d forgotten about them,” said DC. 
“They just might come in handy. 
 
“They are over on the shelves next to the AKs. There are US 
and Russian second and third generation sets. Most have IR 
capabilities. Take whatever you need,” said Mueller. 
 
Within an hour, everyone had picked out their gear of choice, 
including headphones and radio sets. DC checked each man, 
as he did not like to leave anything to chance. Chance could 
leave you dead in this line of work. Then each man packed his 
gear into separate duffle bags and marked them for identifi-
cation purposes – no names, just a mark, a logo, if you could 
call it that. 
 
“Herr Mueller, we’re set. Have you got a total for me?” 
 
“Yes, come this way.” He led DC into his office. “That will be 
$65,000 US. If you bring the hardware back undamaged, I’ll 
give you a credit toward your next purchase. Okay?” 
 
“That works for me.” DC reached into his pocket and pulled 
out a bank roll and paid the armorer. 
 
“Danka. Nice doing business with you, as usual.” 
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“Likewise. We may be back in a bit for another larger mission. 
We can discuss what might be needed when I know more.” 
They shook hands, and DC and his men went up the stairs and 
toward the cars. 
 
The men put their gear into DC’s Benz. “The briefing will be at 
21:00 hours tomorrow. We’ll leave shortly thereafter.” With 
that, the men shook hands and returned to their cars. As they 
left Mueller’s compound, DC turned to Hunt. “Is there any 
chance we can get some information on the actual wherea-
bouts of the documents you want us to snatch? It would make 
the entire operation go much more smoothly and there would 
be less likelihood of encountering any resistance.” 
 
“I’ll see what I can find out. I’ll contact my people back in the 
States. If I can get that kind of intel, I’ll get it to you before the 
briefing tomorrow night.” Hunt and DC did not speak again 
until DC dropped Hunt off in front of his hotel. “How did you 
know where I was staying?” 
 
“That’s why you pay me, isn’t it? I need to know these kinds of 
things so I can stay on top of my missions. It’s just good busi-
ness. Do you want me to pick you up for the briefing tomor-
row or do you want to drive yourself?” 
 
“Pick me up. Then I won’t have to waste time on arranging for 
a car and the possibility of getting lost. Until then, thanks,” 
said Hunt. DC drove off into the night. 
 

Berlin, Hyatt Grand Hotel, 01:30, October 18, 2007 
 
Hunt pulled a bug analyzer from his suitcase to check the 
room for unauthorized monitoring devices. He connected his 
laptop to the Ethernet receptacle and logged on. In moments 
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he had sent a note to Mitchell, back in Minneapolis. He looked 
at his watch, which was still set for Minneapolis time -- 8:30 
p.m., October 17th.  
 
The note was cryptic: 
 

Please provide information regarding location of docu-
ments. Will pick them up tomorrow night at about 2:00 
a.m. Please provide instructions regarding passage 
home. 
  
 Hunt. 

 
Mitchell had been monitoring his e-mails all day, although he 
knew he would not hear from Hunt until sometime in the 
evening. The ‘You have mail’ tone sounded and Mitchell im-
mediately checked to see who had sent it. It was from Hunt. 
He downloaded the note and read it thoroughly. As soon as 
he had finished, his hand reached for the phone.  
 
“Hello, Darryl. Sorry to call you so late but I need some infor-
mation. Can you contact your student in Berlin and ask him 
exactly where the document box is being stored? Why, be-
cause, if you have to know, it’s going to disappear tomorrow 
night. Yes. I am aware of the potential consequences but we 
all stand to realize a significant improvement in our financial 
situations, you included. Okay? Contact him and get back to 
me ASAP." 
 
Darryl immediately dropped everything he was doing and 
dashed off a note to William: 
 

William, 
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I need to know exactly where you are storing the docu-
ment box you told me about. I cannot tell you why I 
need this information now, but trust me. It is important 
to all of us. 
 
I am arranging for a friend of mine to look at the docu-
ments. Please cooperate with him. He will identify him-
self as my friend. He should be there in a couple of days. 

 
 Darryl. 

 
As soon as he had sent the e-mail, he realized that he proba-
bly should have called William, instead. He searched through 
his address book, looking for William’s phone number in Ber-
lin. He dialed, but only got the dreaded answering machine. 
He did not leave a message. He checked his book again but  
this time he was searching for William’s cell number. He di-
aled again. 
 

Berlin, 2:00 a.m., Thursday, October 18, 2007 
 
Even under the comforter on Heli’s bed, William could hear 
his cell phone ringing off the end of the bed, on the floor, 
where his pants lay in a heap. He extracted himself from He-
li’s embrace, waking her at the same time, and crawled to the 
end of the bed to retrieve his phone. ‘Damn phone. I should 
have turned it off. Who could be calling at this time of night?’ 
He glanced at the digital clock on his cell phone screen as he 
picked it up – ‘2:00 a.m.!’  
 
“Yes! Who the hell is this?! Oh, I’m so sorry, Sir. What can I do 
for you? Sure. I can do that. Okay. When will he be arriving? 
Okay. I’ll be expecting him. No problem. I’m not home right 
now. At a friend’s. I drank a little too much tonight and we 
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thought it was better that I not drive. I can send a sketch of 
the office before I go to work, showing where the items are. 
Yes. I’m not really 
 
free to discuss this in much more detail at the moment. I will. 
Yes, sir. No problem. I’ll write to you first thing in the morn-
ing. Good night. 
 
“Who was that?” asked Heli. 
 
“My professor. He forgot about the time difference between 
here and there and asked me to e-mail him some information. 
Unfortunately, it’s at home,” covered William. 
 
“You don’t have to go now do you?” asked Heli in her ‘I just 
woke up voice’. 
 
“Not on your life!” William crawled back under the down 
comforter and snuggled up to Heli’s warm, naked body.  He  
nuzzled his face into the area between her neck and shoulder, 
threw his arm around her, his leg crossed over her leg, he 
cupped her breast, and both wriggled ever so slightly toward 
one another. Heli gave a sigh that sounded like a small kitten-
like purr, as William pulled her closer. The contact between 
them gave them both a deep sense of comfort and security, 
and they were, again, soon asleep. 
 
Right on schedule, and without the benefit of an alarm clock, 
William woke at 6:30. Heli arose and brewed a pot of strong 
German coffee. “You need to have at least a cup of coffee be-
fore you leave me,” said Heli in a pouty, teasing voice.  “Come 
back to bed,” purred Heli. 
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“Oh, God. I wish I could but I have to do something for my 
professor before I go to work. I’m really, really sorry. Will you 
forgive me? Can I take the cup with me? 
 
I really, really have to run.” William was definitely torn; he 
pushed himself away from the small table, crossed over to 
Heli and kissed her lightly but passionately. 
 
“I’m sorry too. I’ll see you at work, Okay?”  
 
William felt horrible. ‘Could fate throw any more complica-
tions into his life?’ He found his car and headed home. He was 
sick over having to leave Heli after their first night together, 
and he had to run off to do something for his professor. What 
a lame excuse, even if true. 
 
Once home, he drew a sketch of where his workspace was, 
relative to all the others. He noted that he kept his file boxes 
in the knee well of his desk. He began thinking, ‘Why does he 
need all this information? It won’t do him any good.’ And 
since he had not had a chance to write to Dr. Smith about his 
latest findings, he thought he should tell him about Operation 
Bettkasten. 
 
He opened his laptop and his scanning program. He scanned 
his drawing and saved the file. It would become an attach-
ment to the report. That done, he opened his e-mail program, 
clicked on Create Mail and began to type: 
 

Dear Dr. Smith, 
 
I am sorry about not being home last night. I thought it 
better to not endanger anyone by driving impaired.  
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Attached is a sketch of my work area and all the other 
work areas in the documents evaluation lab. 
 
Yesterday, I finished reading through the second box of 
files, the ones for Operation Bettkasten. There were on-
ly a few files but from all indications, Grossman and a 
number of others were successful in deconstructing 
500 German soldiers and placing them in some kind of 
crystalline structure at their research bunker in Ober-
salzberg. Assuming the  crystal still exists, these sol-
diers have been in a form of stasis for more than 60 
years.  
 
This is absolutely unbelievable stuff. A Colonel Wienert 
took the crystal and stored it away in some undisclosed 
location.  
 
All the scientists that worked on the project were as-
sassinated by Wienert’s troops but not before telling 
them they had been awarded the highest war decora-
tion for a civilian. How bizarre is that? The bunker, the 
equipment, and all the documentation regarding the 
project were either destroyed or taken by Wienert. 
 
I only wish I could find the crystal. Can you believe 
what a find that would be? 
 
Take care and, again, I am sorry for not being home 
yesterday. It was unavoidable. I hope the enclosed in-
formation is useful. Please let me know if there is any-
thing else I can do? 
 
I will wait for your friend’s arrival. 
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William had just enough time to take a much needed shower, 
change his clothes, and get to work on time. At least he would 
get to see Heli once he got there. 
 

Minneapolis, 2:00 am, Thursday, October 18, 2007 
 
Darryl could not sleep. One of the biggest opportunities  
in his life was occurring and he seemed to have no control 
over it. Why was William out drinking? He wasn’t a drinker! It 
just didn’t make sense. The e-mail warning chimed on his 
computer. Darryl was not expecting anything this early in the 
morning. Even so, he would check to see what it was. It was a 
note from William. He could not believe what he was reading. 
Grossmann had actually placed 500 German soldiers in per-
petual molecular hibernation. Impossible. He had to talk to 
Mitchell. 
 
“Mitchell? I know it is late, but this information simply cannot 
wait. I just got an e-mail from William. He found a second box, 
the one that contained reports on Hitler’s Bettkasten project. 
His scientists did it. They stored 500 troops in some kind of 
crystal. Apparently a Col-onel Wienert took the crystal and all 
the documen-tation regarding the design and construction of 
the equipment used. Then he destroyed all the research facili-
ties and the equipment. Along with that, they killed all the 
scientists that were involved in the project. No wonder no 
one ever heard about it. The only lead we have to the whe-
reabouts of the crystal containing the troops or the paper-
work associated with the equipment used to accomplish this 
feat is a Colonel Wienert. Oh, William also provided me with a 
sketch of the evaluation lab at the Institute and where he is 
storing the two file boxes. Yes, I can forward the e-mail 
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and the sketch to you. Now? Sure. It’s late and I need some 
sleep. I’ll talk to you tomorrow. There are some things we 
need to discuss but they can wait until tomorrow. Good 
night.” 
 
Mitchell immediately dialed Hunt. “George, I have the infor-
mation you requested. Believe me, this is a much bigger op-
portunity than any of us could have ever imagined. I’ll send 
you the sketch of the evaluation lab and where you can find 
the boxes. There are two boxes. Get both of them to me ASAP. 
I am dispatching the corporate jet to pick you up at Temple-
hof Airport, general aviation, in Berlin. It will be there to pick 
you up by 6:00 am Friday morning. Be there! And get the 
documents back to me as fast as you can. It is absolutely im-
perative." 
 
He hung up and called his pilot. “Alex, fuel up the jet  
and get to Berlin as fast as you can. Pick up George Hunt and 
get him back here as fast as feasibly possible.  
It is of the utmost urgency.” Half an hour later, Alex Robinson 
and his co-pilot were at the Minneapolis-St. Paul Internation-
al Airport’s general aviation hangers having the Gulfstream 
G650 fueled and ready for takeoff. By 03:30 am they had filed 
their flight plan with EDDI Templehof Airport as their desti-
nation. Ten minutes later, they were rolling down the run-
way. 
 

Berlin, NIHDEP, 9:00 am, October 18, 2007 
 
William felt like he was running late but when he looked at 
the time clock, he realized he was right on schedule. On the 
drive to the Institute, William’s thoughts kept coming back to 
his professor’s need to 
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know where he kept the file boxes he had been working on all 
week. He did realize, however, that keeping them safe, at least 
for the time being, might well be the difference between hav-
ing a sensational dissertation topic or one that was just run of 
the mill. He would do whatever it took to preserve his trea-
sures. His career may well depend on the information in the 
boxes.  
 
As he entered the lab, he saw Heli standing by her work table. 
She looked fresh and full of life. She appeared to be especially 
animated. He walked up to her and whispered in her ear, 
“Good morning beautiful." 
 
She turned, looked him squarely in the eye and said, “Do I 
know you, sir." 
 
“Well, if you don’t remember me, my name is William Lang-
ley. I saw you dancing with a dashingly handsome man last 
night at a local club, and I thought I would like to take you to 
lunch. Would you be available?” 
 
“I’d love to join you. That cad took advantage of me and just 
walked out this morning with almost no explanation. He even 
tried to blame it on his professor. I can never excuse such 
beastly behavior.” She gave him a huge grin and began laugh-
ing.  “Did you get the information to your professor? 
 
He nodded. “Yes. Now I just have to wait to hear back from 
him. Did Andrea show up?" 
 
“No. She almost never gets home from our Wednesday nights 
out until late Thursday afternoons. She’s such a party girl. I 
don’t know how she does it. She parties at the drop of a hat 
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and still does well in school. She absolutely amazes me. I have 
to work hard at my studies." 
 
“Does that mean you’re a good little girl and you get all the 
sleep you need every night?” 
 
“If you’re asking if I make a habit of getting my dates drunk 
and taking advantage of them, like I did you, the answer is no. 
In fact, you’re the first one to share my bed in a very long 
time. I’m really very selective. And like I said before, I am very 
frank. I enjoyed everything about last night, and I hope we 
can make it happen again. I just know when I click with 
someone and I feel like I click with you. I hope that you share 
that feeling, as well." 
 
“I do. Last night was spectacular, right from the begin-ning. 
Everything was perfect. I have to admit I was embarrassed 
and unhappy about having to run out on you this morning. I 
would have much preferred sitting and talking over a cup of 
coffee. I enjoy being with you. And I’d like to get into the habit 
of sipping morning coffee with you,” confessed William. Wil-
liam noticed other coworkers beginning to stare in their di-
rection. “We had better get to work. Sorry.” 
 
“I’ll see you later,” said Heli as she turned her attention to the 
stack of documents she had on her work table. 
 
Over lunch, William asked Heli if she would like to come over 
to his apartment for dinner. She did not hesitate. “Yes.” He 
suggested that they just head for his place after work. There 
was no need for her to go all the way home first. And since 
she did not have a car, he would save her a long bus ride. He 
could take her home after dinner, if she wanted. 
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Chapter 7 

 
 

The truth is rarely pure and never simple. 

Oscar Wilde 
 
 
 
 
 

Berlin, 06:30 hours, Thursday, October 18, 2007 
 
DC gently shook Anna’s shoulder, “Anna. Wake up. Where is 
my camera with the telephoto lens, the digital one?” 
 
As Anna raised herself in bed, the percale sheet slid off her 
bare breast. She instinctively grabbed the sheet and pulled it 
up over herself. In a groggy voice, she said, “I think it’s in the 
camera case in the back of your closet, behind the boots. Ho-
nestly, you’d lose your head if it wasn’t attached.” She 
slumped back into her pillow and was almost instantaneously 
asleep. 
 
DC simply smiled at her comment. He knew he was  virtually 
incompetent in a conventional domestic situation, but  in 
charge of a group of men and under fire was when he was at 
his very best. Bullets whizzing overhead and he was fully 
functional, organized, and focused. Here at home, all that 
seemed to disappear. DC was  just like so many other men: on 
the job, in his element; at home, hopeless. “I found it. Thanks.” 
There was no response. 
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Anna had been DC’s girlfriend for more than ten years and 
had come to understand him, and he sometimes amazed her. 
He was a man of two worlds. At work, he was all business, 
even if that business came home with him from time to time, 
like last night’s meeting. The rest of the time, he was a gentle 
soul. She often found it difficult to reconcile that the man she 
loved was, by trade, a mercenary. Long ago she had agreed 
not to ask about what he did when he was away. No war sto-
ries were shared. It was a matter of compartmentalizing his 
life. If he didn’t he, himself, could not come to grips with the 
incompatibility of his work and his ‘normal’ home life. 
 
Separating his work from his domestic home life also 
shielded Anna. If she knew nothing about what he did, she 
could never be placed in a position to reveal details that 
would endanger either or both of them.  
 
“I have to go take some photos. I’ll be back in a couple of 
hours. Is there anything you want while I’m out?” asked DC. 
 
She raised herself to her elbow, having been awakened for a 
second time. “No. Nothing I can think of. Don’t forget, we’re 
supposed to have lunch together. Do you want to meet me at 
the restaurant or do you want to pick me up?” 
 
“I’ll be back in time. We can go together. We’re going to that 
little Vietnamese place, right?” 
 
“Yes. I’ll see you when you get back. I promise to be all 
dressed and ready to go.” 
 
DC blew her a little kiss. “I’ll be back. I love you.” He headed 
down the stairs and Anna heard the door close behind him. 
She melted back onto her pillow. 
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Berlin, 09:00 hours, Thursday, October 18, 2007 
 
DC sat outside the Institute, taking photos of the building’s 
exterior, but he knew that he had to see the inside layout. He 
entered the Institute and asked directions to the evaluations 
lab. The receptionist asked if he had an appointment. “No. Do 
I need one?” 
 
“No. Not really.” 
 
“Can I ask what business do you have here?” 
 
“I’m a freelance writer. A friend of mine told me about the 
Institute and that old documents were being restored here. 
He suggested I talk to, ah.  .  .  .” He pulled a small notepad 
from his jacket pocket and flipped through the pages. As if 
reading from the page DC said, “a William Langley. He works 
here, I believe.” 
 
“Yes, Mr. Langley works here. Let me call him for you,” said 
the receptionist. She called William and he came to the recep-
tion area. “This gentleman would like to speak to you.” 
 
“Thank you, Theresa.” Turning to DC, “Hello. My name is Wil-
liam. How can I help you?” 
 
“Is there some place where we can talk a little more private-
ly?” asked DC. 
 
“Sure, right this way.” William led DC to a small conference 
room off the main lobby. “Again, how can I help you?” 
 
“A mutual friend in Minnesota has sent me and would like me 
to talk to you about your work. Apparently, you have found 
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some interesting historical documents. Our friend would like 
me to verify your find. Do you think that could be arranged?” 
 
William whispered, so no one could overhear him, “Is our mu-
tual friend Dr. Smith?” 
 
“Yes. Yes it is.” DC had learned long ago, if you listen carefully, 
people will provide you with valuable information without 
much prodding. He had never heard the name Dr. Smith but it 
seemed to be the key he needed to gain the kid’s trust and 
cooperation. “He asked me to verify what you have found. He 
is concerned that you may be looking at counterfeit docu-
ments. This could be embarrassing for all parties concerned, 
especially you.”  
 
“I thought you couldn’t get here for a couple of days?” 
 
“Dr. Smith seemed very concerned for you; so, I dropped eve-
rything after his call this morning and came right over,” said 
DC. 
 
“Yeah, he called me too.” 
 
“I have been at this job long enough to know a counterfeit 
when I see it. Nonetheless, to satisfy Dr. Smith’s curiosity, I 
will take you in to see them. Come 
 
this way.” William led DC out of the conference room, by the 
receptionist, and toward the lab. As they passed the recep-
tionist, William said, “Theresa, I want to show this gentleman 
some papers I have in my desk. It’s Okay. We won’t be long. 
 
Theresa responded, “He will still have to sign in.” 
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“Very well.” Turning to DC, William said, “Would you please 
sign our visitors’ log. Theresa will issue you a visitor’s ID tag.” 
 
“Not a problem.” DC looked down at the register book. He 
signed the register, Aaron Brewster. “It doesn’t look like you 
have a lot of visitors if this registry is any indication.” 
 
William gave one of those ‘What can I say’ type of shrugs. 
 
Theresa asked, “Could I please see some identification?” 
 
“By all means.” DC reached into his pocket and withdrew a 
German identification card and driver’s license. He always 
carried more than one or more sets of ID. He never knew 
when being someone else would be useful 
 
“Danka, Herr Brewster.” Theresa had done her duty. 
 
“This way,” said William. 
 
As they walked toward the lab, DC thought to himself, 
 
‘This is way too easy. This kid is gullible beyond belief.’ DC 
committed every turn and possible landmark to memory, as 
they walked down the corridor and into the lab.  
 
“My work area is right over here.” He passed by Heli, and 
brushed her hand. This little gesture was not missed by DC. 
‘He has a girlfriend.’ Once at the work area, he pulled one of 
the boxes from under his desk. “This is the first box I discov-
ered.” 
 
“May I look at one of the files?” William opened the lid of the 
box and randomly withdrew one of the first files. DC ex-
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amined the Aktenhefter’s exterior, then opened it to the first 
page. After thumbing through a few more pages he said, “Eve-
rything looks genuine to me. I’ll let Dr. Smith know. He will be 
very glad to hear that they are the real thing. Is this where 
you usually keep the files?” 
 
“Dr. Smith told me not to let anyone get their hands on the 
documents, so, in an attempt to keep them safe from prying 
eyes, I keep them, more or less, hidden under my desk. I don’t 
have anywhere else to put them that would be more secure 
or wouldn’t draw attention. I don’t know if I can stall any 
longer. I’ve been working on these two boxes all this week. If 
I keep them much longer, my superiors or some of the other 
evaluators will become suspicious.” 
 
“If you can take care of them for just one more day, you won’t 
have to worry about anyone getting suspicious. The need for 
secrecy will no longer be an issue,” said DC, but to himself he 
was thinking, ‘This kid is either a dimwit or just extremely 
naive. He couldn’t keep a secret if his life depended on it.’ He 
just shook his head in amazement. 
 
“I’ll walk you out. When you speak to Dr. Smith, please tell 
him again that I’m sorry about not being home last night to 
receive his call.” 
 
“Oh, don’t worry about it. I am sure Dr. Smith understood. I’m 
sure he is very happy with all the information you provided 
to me.”  ‘What you gave me today and what I took from you 
last night.’ DC said to himself. “Thanks for the tour and peek.” 
Once he got to his car DC began scribbling down notes and 
drawing sketches of the building – there were no surveillance 
cameras, he noted the placement of doors, corridors, and 
every single landmark that would assist he and his team find 
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William’s workspace and desk later on that night. ‘Damn, that 
was easy. I wish all my jobs went this smoothly.' 
 

Berlin, NIHDEP, 4:55 p.m., Thursday, October 18, 2007 
 
William had cleaned up his work area and secreted his trea-
sured boxes under his desk. That done, he walked over to He-
li’s workspace. “Are you ready to go?” 
 
“Just a few more minutes. I have to put away the files I was 
working on today. There was this SS officer, a Colonel Wie-
nert, who was assigned by Himmler and Kaltenbrunner to 
oversee a special project in Berchtesgaden toward the end of 
the war. It must have been a very high priority project. Ap-
parently, a lot of men and resources were devoted to it. I ha-
ven’t been able to figure out what was going on. I can’t wait to 
dig into it more deeply tomorrow. The only thing that bothers 
me is, if my memory serves me, the SS did not have the rank 
of colonel during the war. I wonder what’s with that?” 
 
The name Wienert hit William like a lightning bolt. 
 
“Who did you say was in charge of the project? 
 
“A Colonel Andreus Wienert.” 
 
“That’s what I thought you said.” ‘Shit! This has to be the 
same Wienert mentioned in my files. What are the chances of 
there being two Andreus Wienerts in the SS? Slim to none, 
unfortunately. And what are the chances that Heli would run 
across the file that mentioned him. Shit!’ “That is the strang-
est thing. In the files I’ve been working on, there was a men-
tion of a Wienert. I wonder if they are one and the same? Af-
ter you find out more, can you let me know what it was all 
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about? I’d be especially interested in knowing what happened 
to him. I wonder if he made it through the war?” William in-
quired with feigned innocence. 
 
“Sure. I can let you know. Just think about it. We could be 
working on the same project. That would be great, wouldn’t 
it?” said Heli, excitement shown on her face and a twinkle in 
her eye. 
 
As upbeat as he could be, William said, “Oh yeah .  .  .  . Are 
you coming over to my place with me or do you want to go 
home first?” 
 
“If it wouldn’t be too much of an imposition, could you 
 
take me home first, so I can change and get clothes for tomor-
row, too? I’d also like to make sure that Andrea got home 
safely.  Even though she always gets home safely, I still wor-
ry.” 
 
“That’s not a problem. I fully understand. And, can I assume 
you want to spend the night at my place tonight? 
 
“Yes, if that’s all right with you.” 
 
“Believe me. It’s more than all right with me,” said William. 
“Let’s go.” As they drove out of the parking lot, Helmut, the lot 
attendant, smiled and waved to William. 
 
Helmut’s only thoughts were, ‘Lucky guy. She’s beautiful.’  
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Baumschulenweg, 7:30, Thursday, October 18, 2008 
 
As they settled themselves on the sofa, William said, “Heli, 
where did you learn to cook like that? That was superb. That 
was the best schnitzel I’ve ever had. It was even better than 
my mother’s.” 
 
“In that case, I will take that as a great big complement. Be-
fore I became interested in historical literature, I thought I 
wanted to be a chef, and my mother supported my cooking. 
She was a fabulous cook. She was always experimenting. I 
don’t think we ever had the exact same meal twice in a year, 
honest. Her love of cooking just seemed to rub off on me.” 
 
“This is the first time I’ve heard you mention either of your 
parents. Just from what you said, it sounds like you and your 
mother were close. Did something happen?” asked William, 
taking her hand. 
 
“No. Nothing happened. Well, yes. About the time that I grad-
uated from the gymnasium, my parents moved back to the 
States.” 
 
“What?! They’re in the States. And what do you mean, moved 
back to the States? I’m seriously confused,” said William. 
 
“When I was young, my father took a job in the States. He 
taught mathematics at the University of Michigan for a num-
ber of years. I grew up in Ann Arbor. Just before I was to start 
high school, my parents decided to move back to Germany, 
even though they had become American citizens. This was in 
1998. By this time, the two Germanys were being reunited. 
They wanted to be part of the reunification process. I went to 
a gymnasium here in Berlin, where I received my diploma. 
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Then I matriculated at Heidelberg. At the same time, my fa-
ther received another offer to teach in the States. Since I was 
in university, no longer living at home, he took the job. I’ve 
been here, alone since they left, except for my short visits to 
Madison during the summers. They haven’t been back at all. 
I’ve been here in Berlin for the last two years working on my 
PhD. Six months ago, I got my position with the NIHDEP. And 
now, I’ve met you. So, that’s my life story in, as they say, a 
nutshell.” 
 
“That explains why your English is almost accent free. 
 
Wow! Now everything about you makes so much more sense. 
One of the things that struck me from the beginning was just 
how American your English is. I mean you know all the 
idioms and nuances. Did you take American citizenship too, 
or were you too young?” inquired William. 
 
“Yes, like my parents, I have dual citizenship – German and 
U.S. Tell me about you and your life. You haven’t given me 
your life story.” 
 
“Before I start, may I ask you a simple question?” 
 
“Sure. What is it?” 
 
“The other day, I was doing some research on the internet, 
and the name Uwe Mittenwallenberger came up, a mathema-
tician, now at Wisconsin. He’s involved in theoretical physics, 
black holes, and such. Is that your father?” 
 
“Yes. Why?” asked Heli, innocently. 
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“He’s one of the leading cosmologists in the world, right up 
there with Hawking, Einstein, Preskill, Sengupta, Thorne, 
Smolin, and Townsend.” 
 
“Yup. That’s daddy.” 
 
“Jesus! You’re famous by association,” exclaimed William. 
“You have one hell of a pedigree! You have scientific blue-
blood running through those veins or yours.” 
 
In as jaded a tone as she could muster, Heli replied, “Yeah. 
Yeah. But, back to my question. Let’s hear about your growing 
up.”  
 
William was overwhelmed. He was dating the daughter of an 
icon. Once he regained his composure, he began describing 
his personal history. 
 
Over the next two hours the two exchanged details of their 
life histories. Very quickly, both realized that when they were 
young, they had grown up only a few hundred miles apart, 
and though they were largely the products of American edu-
cation, their lives had been very different. They began com-
paring their lives. Heli said, “When I was younger, before I 
entered Heidelberg, I used to be quite active.” As she detailed 
her life, William began making a mental list of what Heli had 
done during her life, comparing it with what he had done. 
When she was done, William thought, ‘No wonder she is so 
damn fit. How in the hell did she make the time to do all those 
things and still end up in graduate school?’ “You’re a super-
woman! You know that?” 
 



154 
 
 

“No. I just enjoy being outside and in the sun whenever I can. 
It feels so liberating to have the sun just shining on you. And I 
had lots of friends who felt the same way.” 
With a sly grin on his face, William said, “I guess that explains 
why you have so few tan lines?” 
 
As she stretched out her arms, looking at them, “My tan is be-
ginning to fade now.” It’s been too cold to sunbathe for the 
last month or so. All summer long, Andrea and I would sneak 
up to the roof of our building and sun-bathe, every afternoon. 
Usually no one goes up there, so we took advantage of the 
privacy. 
 
“I see." 
 

Berlin, 20:00 hours, Thursday, October 18, 2007 
 
As the men began arriving at DC and Anna’s house, Anna 
showed them to the basement. Each man’s gear was set out in 
front of a personal locker. Quickly they began dressing for the 
night’s mission. They inspected and tested every piece of 
equipment. Equipment that did not function properly was not 
permissible. It could mean the difference between success 
and failure, or worse. 
 
DC arrived shortly after his men. He was already wearing his 
black BDUs. Hunt was still in civilian clothes. His only partici-
pation in the mission was to be the van driver. 
 
DC began, “Gentlemen, listen up. We should encounter no op-
position tonight. I have been to the Institute and have made 
some sketches of the Institute’s interior. I have seen the doc-
ument boxes we are to bring out and I know their exact loca-
tion. 
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Hunt was the first to speak. “DC, may I have a private word 
with you?” 
 
“Sure. I’ll be right back and we can finish up the briefing.” He 
moved out of earshot of his comrades. 
 
In an almost explosive whisper, “How in the hell did you get 
into the Institute? And how do you know exactly where the 
boxes are?” asked Hunt. He was about to explode. 
 
“To be honest, when I went to take the pictures of the Insti-
tute this morning, I decided to take a look around inside. I 
just walked in and asked for Langley. I told him I was a friend 
of his professor. He showed me around and even showed me 
one of the files from the boxes,” said DC. 
 
“You mean to tell me you just walked in and talked to Lang-
ley? You have probably blown our operation with your cow-
boy behavior. I’m sure they have video surveillance and now 
you’re on tape. Do you know how stupid a stunt that was? 
That was bonehead behavior!” 
 
DC had had enough. “Now listen, Hunt. This is my operation. I 
call the shots. You gave me a job to do. It is my job to get it 
done and keep my men as safe as possible. You keep your  
fucking mouth shut and follow orders as long as you’re with 
us or you can remain right here until we get back with your 
God damn papers. Do I make myself clear!? There are no vid-
eo cams. There is no security. Even the doors to the lab do not 
have locks. If you want to lead this op, go ahead. Just see how 
many of these men are willing to follow you. I doubt a single 
man will follow you anywhere, let alone into an unknown 
building. They will follow me, I guarantee it. Why? Because 
I’ve led them before and they know I do not go anywhere un-
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prepared. They follow my instructions to the letter. I don’t 
care what your fucking background is but you have no cre-
dentials when it comes to these men. You may be the most 
decorated son-of-a-bitch in the world but to these men you 
aren’t qualified to shine their boots. Now go sit down and 
shut the fuck up, or you can simply leave. I will not have my 
leadership questioned. Do you understand? Do you?!” 
 
Hunt was not easily intimidated but DC made it clear who 
was in charge and that he did not brook interference nor did 
he recognize any chain of command except his own. Hunt did 
not say a word. All he could do was nod his acquiesce but in-
side he was seething. No one talked to him that way. For now, 
however, he had no other choice. 
 
“Gentlemen, back to business.” The men gathered around the 
table. Here are some photos I took this morning. Also, here 
are some sketches I made of the building’s interior. There is 
only one unarmed security presence, the parking lot atten-
dant, and he may be off duty by the time we get to the build-
ing. There may be local on-site security guards but they are 
probably unarmed and have timed beats. Again, I did not see 
any evidence of turn-key boxes. If we are in and out as quick-
ly as I think we should be, they will never discover us. No 
lights. We’ll use the night vision goggles from the time we 
leave this room until we get back here.  Mr. Hunt will be our 
driver. This is where he will wait.” He pointed to a back cor-
ner of the lot. “The lab we want is off the main corridor and 
the doors to the lab are unlocked. 
 
 Sketch two shows the location of the boxes we are after. I 
have seen them, so I can identify them if there is any ques-
tion. I will pick the main doors. Once inside, Prior, you will 
cover the main entrance from the inside. Taktarov, you  will 
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cover the entrance to the main corridor. Marcel and I will en-
ter the lab and pick up the boxes. Taktarov will tail us out, 
followed by Prior. We will need to lock the front door on the 
way out. If all goes as planned, the op should take no more 
than 10 minutes, van to van. Gloves and black balaclavas at all 
times. Check your com headsets and channel settings. No un-
necessary communications. Hand signals when-ever possible. 
Finally, no force is to be used unless an unforeseen tactical 
threat presents itself. Avoid lethal force if at all possible. Any-
one we encounter is more than likely a civilian. Silencers at 
all times. Are there any questions?”  
 
DC looked at each man individually. Each shook his head. 
Nothing was said. “Look over the photos and sketches. Let’s 
not botch this up with any Spartan behavior, Okay?” Again, 
silent acknowledgements from everyone. “We’ll move out at 
01:30. Relax until then.” DC checked his gear and loaded the 
magazines for his silenced Mini Uzi and Beretta M9. 
 

Baumschulenweg, 10:30, Thursday, October 18, 2007 
 
William dimmed the lights in the living room, sat down be-
side Heli on the sofa, and soon lay his head in her lap. She be-
gan caressing his hair, then running her fingers through it. He 
looked up into her limpid hazel-green eyes. “Have I told you 
just how beautiful you are? 
 
“There was a rumor going around.” She giggled ever so 
slightly. 
 
“Actually, it’s more than that. I don’t know how to explain it 
but I feel very comfortable with you. No pressures. No ob-
vious expectations, which, I suppose, makes it easier to say 
what I have to say: I love you.” 
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“And I love you too. I can’t believe I’m actually saying the 
words. I suppose I fell in love with you when I first walked 
into the lab. You were absorbed in your work and you didn’t 
even notice me. Usually, people at least notice me when I en-
ter a room, but not you. Even though it took six months for us 
to actually connect, I somehow felt a connection long before 
that. I can’t explain it. When you came over to ask your ques-
tion about Fraktur, I just knew something good would come 
out of that exchange.” 
 
“I can’t deny it. I had been trying to build up my courage to 
introduce myself. And, yes, I noticed you the moment you 
walked through the doors to the lab with Ingrid. Who could 
miss you? And you are right, people do notice you when you 
walk into a room. 
 
“That’s sweet of you to say. Thank you,” said Heli innocently. 
 
“I suppose, the reason I didn’t come forward sooner was that 
I was absolutely certain that you were involved already. In 
my mind, I couldn’t see how someone as attractive as you 
could not be involved. Any man in his right mind would kill to 
have you on his arm,” said William. 
 
"You’re making me blush.” She took his head and pulled it to 
her. “You’re really a very sweet man. I have a small confes-
sion. I really enjoyed last night. The sex was great but even 
more satisfying was your willingness to just cuddle. I loved 
the way you put your arms around me, pulled me toward you, 
and just held me in your embrace. It almost felt like we were 
melting together. That was so reassuring and comforting. 
That simple act of closeness is, and I hate to admit it, almost 
more satisfying than sex. I don’t know if you, as a man, can 
relate to the feeling. Sex is enjoyable but it doesn’t linger like 
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the unity I felt with you long after the sex was over. I’m be-
ginning to embarrass myself.” 
 
“There’s nothing to be embarrassed about. It’s refreshing. 
Most people never get over their inhibitions or their inability 
to share their feelings. I love it that you feel comfortable 
enough with me to talk about such intimate feelings. That 
alone says something about our relationship. It shows that, 
no matter how new it might be, our relationship is based on 
honesty and not just sexual tension. Don’t get me wrong, I 
love the sex, but we already have so much more to build on,” 
confessed William. As he said it, he realized that he had not 
been honest with Heli. Yes, he was being honest about how he 
felt for her but he was already keeping secrets. That thought 
began to gnaw at him. He began debating with himself. 
‘Should or shouldn’t I tell her about my real interest in Wie-
nert?’ He decided that he could not keep his secret any longer. 
He had to trust her. 
 
William sat up, “Sweetie, I have to tell you something.” 
 
Heli could see that William’s mood had changed. The change 
was almost scary. ‘One minute he is talking of love and ten-
derness, then, the next moment his mood changes and he 
needs to tell me something. This can’t be good. Oh shit! Here 
it comes. I knew it was too good to be true.’ She swallowed. 
“Okay. Out with it.” 
 
“It has to do with work.” That statement alone eased some of 
her apprehension. “When you mentioned Wienert I was star-
tled. He is a key figure in the materials I have been reading 
through. Before I get to him, let me go back to the beginning. 
The details are not important but what happened is this. Back 
in the late ‘30s a Nazi scientist developed a machine that was 
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supposed to create a force field, kind of like they talk about in 
sci-fi books and TV series. You know, shields. Well, it didn’t 
work like they had hoped. But something did happen and I’m 
not sure what that really was. Later, the scientists who 
worked on the original force field project were transferred to 
another project by Hitler himself. Apparently, that project 
was a success. Wienert was the officer in charge of that 
project. Once the scientists had fulfilled their mission, all their 
equipment, labs, and documentation were destroyed by Wie-
nert. Then he killed all the scientists. He kept copies of the 
documentation and the end product of the project, and disap-
peared with everything." 
 
“What was the end product?” asked Heli. 
 
“Before I tell you, you have to promise me that you won’t tell 
anyone about any of this, at least not for a little while. Not 
until I sort it out for myself. Okay?” 
 
“Okay. You almost seem frightened just talking about it.  
What’s going on?” she asked. She was becoming genuinely 
concerned. 
 
“Well, what Wienert took was a crystalline cube that the 
scientists had created. The cube contained the deconstructed 
bodies of 500 German SS soldiers.” 
 
Heli burst out laughing. “You actually had me believing you, 
then you start in with all this crystal stuff and decomposed 
soldiers. Do you seriously want me to believe this? You’re 
confusing Stargate with reality. Quit pulling my leg." 
 
“No, really. There’s more." 
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“Okay. Go on.” She was smiling broadly. 
 
“I told my professor about what I had been reading in the 
files. He believes the reports. A friend of his also believes the 
files are authentic. He sent a guy named Brewster to take a 
look at the files. You saw him at my workstation today. He 
thinks they are real. Apparently, my professor’s friend had 
heard about the first force field project some time after the 
war. He is so convinced that the files are real that he asked 
me to not let anyone see them until he could look into the 
stories. The other side of the coin is that this could be a fan-
tastic topic for my dissertation, whether or not it is real. So, 
I’ve been trying to keep everything away from Ingrid and the 
others until things can be verified. If they are real this is an 
important scientific find. And I realize that everything be-
longs to the German government but as soon as I say some-
thing, everything will become classified, and I won’t be able 
to write about it. I’ve gotten myself into a terribly difficult 
position, all the way around.” 
 
Heli’s mood was no longer one of amusement. “If what you 
say is true, you are in a difficult position. What do you want to 
do, now?” she asked, now seriously concerned for William. 
“This may sound just as bizarre as your story but .  .  .  What if 
we try to follow up on this Colonel Wienert? He seems to be 
the key to proving your story one way or the other, if there 
ever was a crystal. If we could track him down, you might just 
have your dissertation topic and the government might be 
able to get their hands on technology that is still only the stuff 
of science fiction.” 
 
“Don’t you think that trying to track down Wienert might be 
dangerous? After all, he is supposed to be the caretaker of a 
battalion of SS soldiers, and if I am reading the files correctly, 
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the intent was to bring them back from hibernation, if you 
can call it that, for the purposes of perpetuating the Reich. 
Remember, Wienert was SS and he did not hesitate to kill 
everyone associated with the project. There are probably 
people out there who have a vested interest in keeping the 
existence of the crystal secret and safe. And you know there 
are still a lot of Nazi sympathizers and neo-Nazis out there, 
even today. Finding Wienert may prove very difficult. But just 
for the sake of argument, let’s say Wienert was 40 years-old 
in 1945. It’s been 63 years since the end of the war. That 
would make him 103 years old. It is extremely unlikely that 
he is still alive. Now, if he is dead, he must have entrusted the 
crystal and the documents to someone else. How do we find 
this ‘someone else’? 
 
“I hadn’t given that that much thought but, yes, I think it is 
important that we try to track down this Wienert character 
and anyone who might be involved in this thing, if for no oth-
er reason than to prove that your project was real or just an 
elaborate hoax. And you know it could be just that. The Nazis 
were famous for that kind of crap toward the end of the war,” 
said Heli.  
 
“Are you seriously telling me we have an obligation to un-
earth the truth?  
 
“Let me put it this way. Your dissertation may well depend on 
whether or not either project was a hoax. Your career and 
future may also depend on being able to say you uncovered 
an elaborate hoax or a scientific find of the century. Besides, 
you’ll have me by your side. What more could you ask for? I 
think we would make a fantastic team. You know, brains and 
brawn.” 
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“Which are you?” asked William jokingly. Heli immed-iately 
pushed him away. 
 
“You really are the cruel one aren’t you? You know you're the 
brains.” She was beaming ear to ear. “You didn’t expect that 
answer did you?” 
 
“I have to admit, I expected you to take the frail flower posi-
tion,” said William. 
 
“Not on your life." 
 
“There is one other thing to consider,” said William. 
 
“What’s that?” 
 
“If I don’t disclose the importance of the boxes to our supe-
riors, especially in light of their potential national defense 
implications, it could mean that I would be fired from the In-
stitute and I’d be stripped of my security clearances. That 
would just about end my academic career and it could have 
an impact on yours as well. There is also the issue of your al-
legiance to Germany,” confessed William. 
 
“Man, you’re reaching now. It almost sounds like you are 
grasping at straws here. Trying to find reasons not to pursue 
Wienert and the crystal? What happened to that inquisitive 
academic mind of yours? Are we doing a little back peddling 
just because it might be a little dangerous?” Heli was right. He 
was looking for excuses, not because it wouldn’t be an inter-
esting quest but because it could be genuinely dangerous. 
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“Okay. Let’s table this discussion for now. It’s getting late and 
we both need some sack time. But first, I need to write a 
quick note to my professor.” 
 
“You have to be kidding me!? I’ll wait for you in bed. Don’t be 
long or I could be asleep when you come in. And, you know 
how grumpy I get when I’m awakened,” purred Heli. 
 
“Yeah. Right.”  
 
William opened his computer and began composing his note: 
 

Dear Dr. Smith, 
 
I was surprised today when your friend, Aaron Brew-
ster, arrived at the institute. I had thought you said it 
would be a couple of days before he would be able to 
make it. I showed him around and he indicated that it 
is his belief that the documents are, in fact, genuine. 
 
I was not personally worried but I have a better feeling 
knowing that someone else has independently con-
firmed my assessment. 
 
 WAL. 

 
When William crawled under the comforter, Heli feigned be-
ing asleep. He nuzzled her neck and nibbled on her ear. She 
rolled toward him and said, “You sure took your time getting 
in here.” She kissed him gently and they both slid deeper un-
der the covers. 
 
“If this is grumpy, I like it." 
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Minneapolis, 7:30 p.m.., Thursday, October 18, 2007 
 
Darryl was just about to settle in to do some last minute re-
search but before he began scouring the books he had picked 
up at the library, he thought he would check his e-mail. It was 
more out of habit, than expecting anything important from 
anyone. He opened his e-mail program and there was a re-
cently received note from William. 
 
He read William’s note. All he could say to himself was, 
“What? Aaron Brewster? Who the hell is he? I don’t know any 
Brewster!” Darryl was beginning to have a panic attack. He 
took a deep breath and sent back a reply: 
 

William, 
 
I did not send anyone by the name of Brewster!! I do 
not know anyone by that name. I have not been able to 
make arrangements with my friend, Max Bender, to 
meet with you. Brewster has to be an imposter. 
 
I would suggest, tomorrow, when you finish with work 
that you find someplace to hide your boxes for safe 
keeping over the weekend. 
 
Somehow, someone else has discovered our secret. 
Please be careful with your materials. 
 
 Darryl. 

 

Berlin, 01:30, Friday, October 19, 2007 
 
“Boys, are you ready?” Everyone gave thumbs up. DC turned 
out the lights. “NV on.” DC climbed the stairs and knocked on 
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the door. Anna turned out all the lights. The men passed 
through the house and out to the van like ghosts. They were 
almost silent. When DC opened the van’s rear doors, the inte-
rior lights did not come on. He had disabled them earlier. The 
men climbed in and settled themselves in the back of the van. 
DC took shotgun. “NV off. Okay Hunt, drive. Can you find the 
institute or should I direct you?” 
 
“No problem. I can find it from here.” Within twenty minutes 
the van pulled up outside the institute. DC 
 
directed Hunt to park in a shielded part of the employee 
parking lot. Little to no light reached the corner. “NV on.” He 
signaled for the men to exit the vehicle. The doors opened 
silently and were only partially closed. Leaving left Hunt 
alone, DC led the group to the front door following the sha-
dows. There he pulled out his lock pick and triggered it. With-
in moments, the door was open and the men slipped inside. 
Prior took up his position just inside the doors. He could see 
out and cover the reception area. The rest of the men made 
for the main corridor across the reception area. Taktarov 
peeled off and set up at the entrance to the hallway. Marcel 
and DC proceeded to the lab. Once inside, they slung their 
weapons and headed directly to William’s work area and 
desk. DC pointed to the boxes in the knee well of the desk and 
signaled for Marcel to take one. He picked up the other and 
they were on their way out. They picked up Taktarov as they 
left the hallway and headed across the reception area. Takta-
rov covered their withdrawal. Once at the doors, they picked 
up Prior, who led the group out. DC handed his box to Takta-
rov and proceeded to relock the door. Then he followed his 
men to the waiting van. The boxes were loaded in, followed 
by the men. As the doors were closed, only the click of the 
latch could be heard. Hunt guided the van out of the darkness, 
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turning on the lights only when they were back on Ernst-
Thälmann Straße, heading for home in less than nine mi-
nutes. 
 
When they arrived back at Anna’s, Hunt flashed the lights 
twice. All the lights inside and outside the  house went dark. 
The van doors opened and closed silently. Anna opened the 
door and the men entered the house 
 
and headed to the basement, closing the basement door be-
hind them. Then she turned on the lights again. Everyone was 
home safe and sound. 
 
“NV off.” DC then turned on the lights again. Sitting in the 
middle of the table were two old file storage boxes. “Nicely 
done, men. Change and we can conclude our business for 
now.”  
 
Each man returned his gear to his personal locker, unloaded 
the weapons, placing them in storage boxes, and packed the 
NV goggles in their protective cases. When they were 
changed into their civilian clothes, DC handed each member 
of the team an envelope containing $25,000 US and offered a 
round of drinks.  
 
“Are you all staying in town? Depending on what Mr. Hunt 
finds in the boxes, we may have a second mission. Can I de-
pend on your availability?” Everyone nodded. “I will be in 
touch.” After downing their vodka, each shook DC’s hand and 
left, leaving DC and Hunt alone. 
 
“Well, are these the boxes you wanted.” Hunt had already 
been rummaging through the boxes. 
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“Yes. From all indications, this is what my employer wants. I 
have to be at Templehof civilian airport by 06:00. Can you 
take me there?" 
 
“Not a problem. Before you leave, there is a little business you 
and I must take care of." 
 
“What are the damages so far?” asked Hunt. 
 
“To date, I am out roughly $200 K.” 
 
“You take checks, right? Hunt laughed. “Just kidding.” He 
opened his suitcase and pulled out a money satchel and with-
drew 20 bundles of US $100 bills. “That should cover it." 
 
DC thumbed through each of the bundles. “Everything  
looks good. Thank you.” 
 
“DC, despite the riff we had earlier this evening, I want to 
congratulate you on a mission well done. It went just 
as you said it would. Yeah, I was pissed off by what you  
had to say and how you said it, but you got the job done with-
out a hitch. I now understand why these men respect you. 
You’re willing to take chances to insure their safety and the 
success of the mission. That is an admirable quality. Job well 
done. Thank  you.” 
 
“Let’s have another drink. In a while I’ll have Anna prepare 
some breakfast for us and we can leave for the airport. I don’t 
want you to miss your flight.” 
 
By 06:00, DC approached the private hangar at Temple-hof. 
He honked and the doors to the hangar opened. He drove in 
and the doors closed behind him. Hunt stepped from the Benz 
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and was greeted by Alex Robinson, Anderson’s private pilot. 
“Good to see you again, Mr. Hunt. We’ve refueled and we’ll be 
ready for takeoff in less than half an hour. We’ve already filed 
our flight plan for Minneapolis. Do you have any luggage that 
you would like us to stow aboard?" 
 
“There are two document boxes in the trunk of the car and I 
have one small bag as well. I’d appreciate it if you would load 
them into the main cabin, please.” He  turned to DC. “Again, a 
job well done. In the future I will follow your lead. Sorry 
about the pyrotechnics earlier. If these documents are as im-
portant as my employer seems to think they are, there will be 
a second mission, probably within the week. I will keep you 
posted. If you require a retainer, that can be arranged.” 
 
“No retainer necessary. And it was a pleasure working with 
you once we understood one another. For me, my men come 
first. They depend on me and I depend on them. That’s just 
what our business is all about, trust. I need a little time off, so 
there is no hurry about the next mission. If it is going to be 
over a month, however, let me know. The domestic life is 
great but after a few weeks of no action, I get a little antsy. 
Have a good flight home.” He returned to his car and left the 
hangar, driving off into the first light of morning. 
 
Hunt climbed aboard the Gulfstream and strapped himself in, 
just as the idling engines were beginning to rev up and the 
plane began to roll out of the hangar. A few minutes later, the 
plane was rolling down the runway, it rotated, and they were 
soon airborne on their way to Minneapolis, approximately 
4,400 miles and nearly 9 hours away. Their great circle route 
would take them over Greenland and Canada. Hunt settled in 
and quickly fell asleep. It had been a long night 
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Somewhere over the North Atlantic, 08:30, October 19, 

2007 
 
Hunt awakened and picked up the plane’s air phone. He di-
aled Mitchell Anderson’s private cell number. “Hello  
Mitchell. This is George. I have the package. We will be land-
ing in Minneapolis around 09:30 local time. What would you 
like me to do with it? Okay. No problems whatsoever. I’ll see 
you then. Bye. Thanks." 
 
Hunt settled back into the leather upholstery of the seat and 
was immediately sound asleep. 
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Chapter 8 

 
 

In the middle of difficulty lies opportunity. 

Albert Einstein 

 
 
 
 
 
Baumschulenweg, 7:30 am, Friday October 19, 2007 
 
“Come on, sweetie. It’s time to get up. We’ve overslept as it 
is.”  
 
“Let’s just call in sick today. We can just stay under the covers 
for a while longer,” pined Heli. 
 
“I’d love to just crawl back under the comforter with you but 
you know we both have things to do. So, come on, drag your 
lazy bones out of there. I’ll make the coffee. If you come out 
soon, I’ll even make us breakfast,” coaxed William. 
 
“Oh all right.” She poked her head out from under the covers, 
looked at William, and just smiled. 
 
“Now get up. While you’re getting up, I’ll check my mail to see 
if Dr. Smith responded to the note I wrote to him last night.” 
All he heard was an almost inaudible groaning noise coming 
from the bedroom as he walked toward the kitchen. 
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The coffee had begun to brew, William began checking for 
new mail and saw there was a note from Dr. Smith. As he 
read, he could feel the blood draining from his head. He was 
feeling almost nauseous. ‘No Brewster!? Oh shit!’ “Heli, get 
dressed! We have to go. There is no time for breakfast or any-
thing. Please hurry!” 
 
She stood in the doorway to the bedroom, partially dressed. 
“What’s wrong?” 
 
“Get your clothes on, please! The guy that came to the insti-
tute yesterday. I thought he had been sent by my professor. 
He wasn’t. My professor thinks he is some kind of imposter. 
That means someone else knows about my files. I need to 
move them as soon as we get to the institute. I need to hide 
them somewhere, where no one can find them. Oh shit, shit, 
shit!” He deleted the message and closed his laptop. William 
was almost dancing around. He was having an adrenaline 
rush.  “Please hurry. We don’t have time to worry about 
breakfast. We need to get to the institute, now! Please.” She 
was making for the door. She grabbed her coat as they dashed 
out the door. She could put on her shoes in the car. 
 
The drive to the Institute seemed to take forever. They 
sprinted from the parking lot. They were early but the front 
door was already unlocked. They clocked in and quickly made  
for their work areas, trying to act as normal as possible. As 
soon as he entered the work area, William realized that his 
treasured boxes were gone! William spied Joachim coming in 
from the time clock room. “Joachim, did you take my file box-
es? 
 
“No, Herr Langley. Where did you have them?” 
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“When I left last night, they were right here.” He pointed to 
the knee well of his desk. ‘Now where in the hell could they 
have gone? Who could have taken them? No one could have 
gotten in last night. Everything was locked up. They have to 
be here somewhere.’ William checked with everyone in the 
lab. No one had seen his boxes. He stopped by Heli’s work 
station last. “We were the last to leave last night. I know I put 
the boxes in the knee well. Someone took them last night af-
ter we left. I hate to say this but I should probably tell Ingrid.” 
Ingrid Schmidt was the lab supervisor. 
 
“Under the circumstances, I don’t think you should tell her. 
The less she knows the better. Or, you can tell her that a file 
box is missing and leave it at that. It’s important that you not 
mention the second box, at least for now. She can perform a 
search and, if necessary, she can call in the authorities. You 
and I know you didn’t have anything to do with the disap-
pearance. We were together all night.” Even with all the tur-
moil, she smiled at the thought of the night they had shared 
together. 
 
“But what if they ask what was in the box?” 
 
“Tell them enough that they will do an investigation but not 
enough to get you into trouble. I wouldn’t mention anything 
about Wienert or the crystal. You can tell them about the first 
machine. You wouldn’t be lying but neither would you be 
stirring up the really higher ups. Don’t lie, at least not overtly. 
Lying by omission is probably in your best interests. If you 
mention the crystal, all hell will break loose, for obvious rea-
sons. In the meantime, we can start working on tracking 
down Wienert or his heirs. If you find the crystal and return it 
to the government, you’ll not only be a hero, you will be part 
of making history. How does that sound?” 
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“You make it sound plausible. Not only are you beautiful but 
you’re smart and sneaky at the same time. I like it! You’re 
pretty proud of yourself, aren’t you?” 
 
Heli had a furtive smile plastered on her face and nodded, 
“Ja!” 
 

NIHDEP, 11:00 am, Friday, October 19, 2007 
 
William had to think about what he was going to say to Ingrid 
as he walked into her office. He decided not to mention Brew-
ster. “Can I talk to you about something?” 
 
“Of course. What is it?” asked Frau Schmidt. 
 
“All this week I have been working on a box of documents 
unearthed near Cottbus. The documents were in an old bunk-
er and were discovered by a construction crew there.” 
 
“Ah. Yes. I remember that find. There were more than a hun-
dred file boxes as I recall.” 
 
“Yes. I finished up the last of the files in the box just before 
quitting last night. I have been keeping the box at my 
workstation, just as I have done routinely since I began work-
ing here. This morning, I discovered that the box is missing. 
The files in the box mention the construction and operation 
of a force field generator in a secret bunker somewhere in 
Croatia. Apparently, the device was able to put inanimate and 
animate articles out of phase, which meant that they could 
not be destroyed using conventional weapons at the time. 
Since I only finished my evaluations just before quitting time 
yesterday, I was going to prepare my final report and give it 
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to you this morning, but when I went to retrieve files for ref-
erence purposes the file box was gone. I have checked with 
everyone, thinking that someone might have moved it or put 
it back in storage by mistake. Apparently, it is simply gone. 
The information in the files is far too important to just forget 
about. We don’t currently have any technology which ap-
proaches that described in the reports. We need to find the 
files so we can turn them over to the defense people.” 
 
“You are making a joke, right?” 
 
“No M’am. I wish I were,” said William. 
 
“William, consider yourself suspended pursuant to a full in-
vestigation. Go to the conference room and remain there until 
I call for you.” 
 
“Yes, M’am.” William did exactly as he had been instructed. 
Within an hour two internal security agents entered the con-
ference room. “I am Agent Brandt and this is my partner 
Agent Steiner. We have a few questions for you. Can you tell 
us the circumstances under which the documents in question 
vanished?”  
 
William repeated the story he had told to Schmidt. 
 
“Is there anyone who can verify your whereabouts for last 
night?” asked Steiner. 
 
“Yes. I recently began dating one of my coworkers, Heli Mit-
tenwallenberger. We had our first date on Wed-nesday even-
ing. We went to the Havanna together with her roommate. 
She and I had dinner at my apartment last night. I believe she 
saw me place the file box under my desk. We left together 
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around 5:00, normal quitting time. You will see our timecards 
were punched only seconds apart. After punching out, we 
drove to my apartment. We remained there until we came to 
work this morning. You can verify this with her.” 
 
Steiner, the older of the two investigators just shook his head, 
‘Kids these days. In bed with one another on the first date. I 
didn’t get to bed Katarina until after we were married! Times 
sure have changed.’ 
 
“What did this file box contain?” asked Brandt. 
 
“It was a series of reports that dealt with the construction of a 
field generator that, when operated, placed things out of 
phase with the regular world and made them invulnerable. I 
thought it was important enough that I was going to prepare 
a report and turn the files and report over to Frau Schmidt for 
transport to the defense department. There is no known 
technology of its kind even today.” 
 
“Why are you here at the NIHDEP? You’re an American, aren’t 
you?” 
 
“Yes. I am an American graduate student specializing in the 
history of technology. All the science related documents are 
given to me as the so-called ‘science guy.’ I have been work-
ing here for two years without incident. I have never lost so 
much as a single page from any of the documents I have re-
viewed in that time. I keep detailed logs of my findings. If you 
would like, I can get it for you.” 
 
“By all means.” William went to his workspace and retrieved 
his document log sheets. Whoever had taken the files over-
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looked the log sheets. He returned to the conference room 
with the sheets. 
“Here they are,” handing the clipboard containing the log 
sheets to Brandt. He began skimming through the pages. 
There was one page per file, minimum. On each page William 
had detailed the contents of each file. Brandt stopped during 
his reading of the final file page. 
“It states here that the scientists from the Croatian bunker 
complex were transferred to another project, a project 
known as Operation Bettkasten. What is this all about?” asked 
Brandt. 
 
“I was curious about this operation as well. I attempted to 
find any other reference to the project. I looked for other file 
boxes but I found none. It is my belief that the project either 
did not produce any concrete results, the records of the 
project did not accompany the boxes we discovered, or it was 
just a propaganda tool used by the Nazis at the end of the 
war.” William’s comments and assessment seemed to be rea-
sonable; at least Brandt seemed to accept them. Even though 
he was supposed to be detached and aloof, William could see 
him nodding slightly in apparent acceptance of his state-
ments. 
 
“Did you discuss your findings with any of your colleagues 
here at the Institute?” asked Steiner. 
 
“No. I may have mentioned, in general terms, what I was 
reading about to Ms. Mittenwallenberger but I never divulged 
any pertinent details regarding the contents of the files. That 
would have been a breach of confidence.” 
 
“Are you always so security conscious when it comes to your 
work here?” asked Brandt. 
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“Yes. It doesn’t happen very often but we do find sensitive or 
important files from time to time, and it is our responsibility 
to protect both the documents and the information. Some of 
these documents are national treasures. They represent an 
important period in German history.” 
 
“Are you aware that the loss of government property en-
trusted to you could result in prosecution and imprison-
ment?” asked Steiner 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“Is there anything in your statement that you would like to 
change? 
 
“No. I can’t think of anything.” 
 
“Thank you for your time and cooperation. You can go now. 
We may want to speak with you again. It is our understanding 
that you have been placed on administrative suspension. 
Please do not leave Berlin until this investigation has been 
completed.” 
 
“Not a problem. May I have my log notes back? I want to 
make sure they are safely stored away,” said William. 
 
“I see no reason you can’t hold them. They aren’t of any fur-
ther use to us or the investigation.” Brandt handed the clip-
board back to William. At the same time, Brandt thought, 
‘This kid can’t keep track of file boxes, how is he going to keep 
a sheaf of papers safe?’  
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Next, the investigators interviewed Heli. Except for minor 
differences, she told the investigators the same story. She and 
William had begun dating on Wednesday and had spent the 
night together both Wednesday and Thursday. They had been 
coworkers in the lab for the last six months but it was not un-
til Monday or Tuesday that they had had their first conversa-
tion. She informed the investigators that William was known 
for his meticulous attention to detail. Yes, she had seen the 
file box under his desk before they left together last night. 
They had come to work together and shortly after their arriv-
al, William reported the missing file box. She was careful not 
to mention anything about a second box or that she had any 
knowledge about its contents. Like William, she too was a 
PhD candidate. She was studying historical literature at Hei-
delberg. And she knew nothing about his research interests 
and if it had anything to do with science, she was lost. After 
an hour she was released from questioning. 
 
The investigators returned to Frau Schmidt’s office to report. 
Based on their questioning, they were fairly sure that Langley 
was telling the truth and his story had been corroborated by 
Ms. Mittenwallenberger. They would continue to investigate 
but there simply was no evidence that there had ever been a 
box or that it had been stolen. The only evidence that sug-
gested that there had been a box was Langley’s document 
logs, nothing else. “Do you think that Langley is manufactur-
ing a hoax regarding the contents of the files and their impor-
tance?” asked Schmidt. 
 
“I can’t see how a claim of theft would benefit Langley,” said 
Steiner. “He was cooperative and provided us with his logs. 
Other than those papers, there is little evidence that the files 
even existed. We will do a search of his apartment just to see 
if he has anything that would suggest he stole the files him-
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self. If not, we are pretty much at a dead end. Langley believes 
that the files were stolen. We can’t be sure there ever were 
any files, and from the sounds of his document logs, it is all 
pretty farfetched. He admits that we don’t even have the 
technology mentioned in the files today. It may be that the 
files are a creation of an overactive imagination, nothing 
more. Unless we find something at his apartment, I don’t see 
how or why he should remain on suspension. He has done 
everything that a valued employee could be expected to do. I 
wish more people were as forthcoming as he has been. He did 
the right thing to report the incident to you. It is only that we 
cannot verify that anything was in fact stolen.” With that, the 
investigators left. They had one more stop in their investiga-
tion – William’s apartment. 
 

Baumschulenweg, 2:30 p.m., Friday October 19, 2007 
 
After collecting his coat from the lab and saying goodbye to 
Heli, William drove straight back to his apartment to meet 
with the investigators. While he waited, he had time to brood 
over the loss of the files and his suspension. In all likelihood, 
he would lose his job and security clearance over the whole 
mess. And, without the files, he also had no dissertation topic. 
He was about to write to Dr. Smith, when the investigators 
knocked on his door. 
 
“Mr. Langley, we are here for a consensual search of  your 
apartment. May we come in?” 
 
“Of course.” It was only after he had given his consent that he 
remembered the hardcopies of his e-mailed notes and the 
files and e-mails he had sent to his professor.  
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Steiner began his search by going through William’s laptop, 
checking for files and e-mails having to do with the purported 
stolen files. First he checked for deleted files. Then he 
checked his e-mail history. Nothing. Once done with the com-
puter, Steiner began looking through William’s papers. 
Brandt was busy searching the bed-room. After more than a 
half hour of searching, Steiner called to Brandt. “Have you 
found anything in there?” 
 
From the bedroom, Brandt reported, “Nothing incriminating. 
The girl was here. She left her clothes, panties, bra and all. It 
would seem that she changed before going to work this 
morning. And the bed looks like it had been slept in by two 
people. Their stories check out.” As he returned to the living 
room, Brandt continued his analysis of the situation, “Unless 
she is involved, which I doubt she is – they only began dating 
a few days ago – I am of the opinion the kids are telling the 
truth.” 
 
“Agreed,” said Steiner. “Mr. Langley, we can find no evidence 
that you are lying about anything and your story has been 
corroborated by your girlfriend. Our problem is that while we 
don’t think you are lying, we also cannot find any evidence 
supporting your allegations. In the absence of any kind of 
evidence, other than your logs, we cannot assume that a 
crime has been committed by anyone. Therefore, we will re-
port back to Frau Schmidt that you should be reinstated at 
the lab at the earliest possible opportunity with all privileges. 
Thanks for your cooperation.” 
 
“Thank you gentlemen.” William was overjoyed. It didn't look 
like he was going to be fired or that his security status would 
be changed. ‘Fantastic.’ 
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‘Now, where did all my files and copies go? For that matter, 
where is my PDA? I’d forgotten all about it. Where the hell 
could it be?’ He began searching the apartment top to bottom. 
It simply wasn’t there. ‘Where could I have lost it? The last 
time I had it was when I was preparing the report for Dr. 
Smith, and that was right here.’ “Damn! 
 

Baumschulenweg, 5:45 p.m., Friday October 19, 2007 
 
The intercom buzzer sounded. “Who is it? 
 
“It’s me, Heli. Can I come up? 
 
“Certainly. I’ll buzz you in. Wait a second.” He pressed the en-
try button on the intercom panel. A few minutes later, Heli 
was knocking on his door. He opened the door and Heli em-
braced him and kissed him, almost urgently. 
 
“So, tell me what happened. You didn’t say much when you 
came in and got your coat. You just left.” 
 
“Surprising as it may sound, the investigation is over. The in-
vestigators gave me a visit and searched the whole place. 
They didn’t find anything, except the clothes you left here this 
morning.” 
 
“Sorry about that. I forgot them, I guess.” 
 
“Don’t be sorry. It just proved that what we said was true. 
They said that there was no evidence that a crime had been 
committed, even though I said there had been. No evidence of 
a crime, no charges. I think that they believe my notes were 
fabricated. The investigators are recommending that I be ex-
onerated and reinstated ASAP.” 



183 
 
  

 
“That’s fabulous. Now what are we going to do about Wie-
nert?” 
“I think we need to do some on-line research and try to find 
out what happened to him after the war. He’s got to be dead 
by now, though. He may be near impossible to find after so 
long. I’d still like to know where the files went. You know, 
yesterday, a guy by the name of Aaron Brewster came to see 
me at the Institute. I’ve never heard of him but he seemed to 
know my supervising professor." 
 

Minneapolis, 09:45, Friday, October 19, 2007 
 
The G650 touched down at Minneapolis-St. Paul Inter-
national Airport at 9:45 am, CT. Captain Robinson had ra-
dioed ahead and made arrangements for Customs and Immi-
gration inspections. Only recently Robinson learned that Cus-
toms and Border Protection (CBP) had implemented a pilot 
program to scan all internationally arriving general aviation 
aircraft for illicit radiological and nuclear materials. Part of 
the procedure required that operators shut down the aircraft 
engines, auxiliary power units and all electronic systems. At 
the discretion of the CBP officer, passengers and crew could 
be required to disembark the aircraft prior to screening. Dur-
ing the five- to 15-minute procedure, the CBP officers would 
scan both the exterior and interior of the aircraft using RIID, 
the Radiation Isotope Identification Device system.  
 
Robinson followed instructions from the tower, taxied to the 
designated scanning area, and complied with the inspection 
protocol. Customs and Immigration officers boarded the 
plane, checking the crew and George Hunt's papers and pass-
ports. The Customs officers asked if they had anything to dec-
lare. None did. They asked about the purpose of their trip – 
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business. The officers disembarked and the scanning process 
began. The scan, as had been expected, proved there were 
neither illicit drugs nor radiological materials on board. The 
plane was clean and  released. Robinson restarted the plane’s 
engines and taxied to the company’s private hangar. 
 
The plane came to a stop outside the hangar, just as a black 
limousine drove up. Mitchell Anderson exited from the rear 
when the chauffeur opened the door, and greeted George 
coming down the gangway. “Welcome home, George. It 
sounds like you had a very productive trip.” Simultaneously 
shaking his hand and placing his other hand on George’s 
shoulder, Mitchell said, “Thank you. Where are the boxes? 
 
“I had them stowed in the first coat closet.” 
 
Turning to his driver, Mitchell said, “Anthony, would you 
please fetch the two file boxes, in the first coat closet,  and Mr. 
Hunt’s luggage, and put them in the trunk?” 
 
With a simple nod of acknowledgement, Antony climb-ed the 
gangway stairs and disappeared inside the jet. He returned 
moments later, carrying one of the file boxes, which he placed 
in the truck of the limousine. He returned for the second box, 
which he also placed in the car’s cavernous trunk. A third trip 
was needed to retrieve Mr. Hunt’s garment bag, which he 
placed in the trunk alongside the file boxes. Then he closed 
the trunk lid, checking that it was securely latched. 
 
That done, Anthony opened the car door and both men slid in. 
All the way back to the company’s corporate offices, the men 
in the back of the limousine chatted animatedly, but Anthony 
heard nothing – the privacy glass had been raised. Conversa-
tions between his passengers normally bored him. They only 
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talked about science that was well above his interest level or 
comprehension of business and finance. All of it was boring 
but he did wish he would someday hear some insider infor-
mation that would permit him to make a small killing in the 
stock market, which, at the time, was languishing in the dol-
drums. His small investments could use a boost, and insider 
information might just jump start his little portfolio, but no 
such information was forthcoming this time. 
 
As they pulled to a stop in the corporate underground park-
ing facility, two of Mitchell’s assistants approached the car. 
Anthony triggered the remote trunk latch. Without a word, 
they each picked up one of the file boxes and carried them to 
the waiting elevator, which they held for Anderson and Hunt. 
Anthony retrieved Hunt’s bag from the trunk, and joined eve-
ryone in the elevator for the ride to the building’s top floor 
and Anderson’s private offices. On the way up, there was one 
stop. Anthony exited, taking Mr. Hunt’s garment bag to his 
office. Then he returned to the limo and had it cleaned and 
prepared for the next trip. 
 
The assistants placed the boxes on the table in the small con-
ference room. “Thank you, gentlemen. That will be all for 
now.” They left, pursuant to Anderson’s instructions. “George, 
tell me more about the mission.” 
 
George continued his story of the mission. Anderson seemed 
impressed by the precision with which it had been planned 
and executed. “I have to give the leader of the crew credit for 
the success of the mission. He had the balls to actually get the 
kid, Langley, to show him exactly where the file boxes were 
being stored at the Institute. All we had to do was walk in, 
pick them up, and we were gone. The whole process took less 
than 10 minutes to execute. If we had not obtained the inside 
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intel, we could have been there for hours searching. I can only 
imagine Langley’s surprise when he went to work this morn-
ing and found the boxes missing. I would have loved to see 
the expression on his face. I’m sure it was absolutely price-
less.” 
 
“Job well done, George. Now, let me get down to read-ing 
through the files. You go home, clean up, and get some rest. 
Check back with me later in the afternoon. By that time I 
should have an idea about what our next move should be. 
Again, thanks. Would you like Anthony to drive you home?” 
 
“No. That won’t be necessary. My car’s here. I want to first 
stop by my office, and then I’ll go home to shower and 
change, if you don’t need me any further.” Once Hunt had said 
no, Mitchell’s attention shifted to the file box and he did not 
hear another word. 
 
Mitchell lifted the lid from box 243, pulled out the first file, 
sat down in the only armchair around the conference table, 
and began reading. He did not say another word.  
 
George first went to his office to check his messages. There 
was nothing that required his immediate attention. He picked 
up his garment bag and headed for his car in the parking lot 
and home. 
 

Baumschulenweg, 6:30 p.m., Friday October 19, 2007 
 
Dinner was over and Heli decided to clear the table and do 
the dishes. William volunteered to help but Heli responded, 
“You go do whatever you need to do. I can get the dishes in 
the dishwasher alone.”  
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She opened the dishwasher. “When was the last time you ac-
tually turned on this machine? It’s almost completely full. Had 
I known it was this full after dinner last night, I would have 
started it. You men.” She filled the soap cup, closed the door 
to the machine, made her cycle selections, and turned it on. 
 
Almost as an automatic response, William said, without much 
conviction in his voice, he was already thinking about some-
thing else, “Sorry.” 
 
“Yeah. Sure you are,” said Heli. “Over dinner you mentioned 
that you wanted to check with your professor and let him 
know the files had been stolen. Why don’t you do that now?” 
 
The last part of Heli’s comment struck home in William's 
brain. “Good idea. I’ll do it right now.” He sat on the edge of 
this sofa, pulled the laptop closer, open-ed it, and began the 
process of sending a message to Dr. Smith: 
 

Dear Dr. Smith, 
 
I have some terrible news. Both of the file boxes I have 
been working on were stolen last night. Everything is 
gone!  
 
Also, someone broke into my apartment and cleaned 
out my computer and stole the hardcopies of the files I 
had sent to myself with the notes I had taken. My PDA 
is also gone. As it turns out, when the security investi-
gators came by my apartment to search it for evidence, 
they didn’t find anything. 
 
You’re the only one who knew about the files. Did you 
happen to have anything to do with their disappear-
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ance? If you did, great, that means that the documents 
are not lost to us. I still have a dissertation topic. If not, 
I’m screwed. 
An investigation was ordered by my supervisor. It 
didn’t take long and I was exonerated. I think they 
don’t think the files ever really existed.  
 
I’m sure Brewster, whoever he is, had something to do 
with the theft of the files. I did not tell the security in-
vestigators, about him. I thought I should keep that be-
tween us. 
 
I could really use some assurances from you. Please get 
back to me ASAP. 
 
 WAL. 

 
“That’s done. What should we do now?” asked William. 
 
“I’d suggest we begin working on finding Wienert. We can 
start with on-line searches. The first thing is to identify him. 
My security clearance permits me to access non-current per-
sonnel files. We can go back to the Nazi period and see if we 
can find him. If we can identity him, maybe we can track 
down where he lives or lived. Then, we can try to make a vis-
it. What do you think? Let me in there. I’m familiar with some 
of the databases you probably have never had reason to 
access,” said Heli. 
 
“Good idea.” He slid out of the way, making a place for Heli in 
front of the computer. 
 
She began typing, accessing archived German personnel files 
for the years 1938 through 1945. Then she refined her search 
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to the military personnel. There was only one reference to an 
Andreus Wienert. He had been transferred from the Wehr-
macht to the Schutzstaffel in 1936. She refined her search to 
the Schutzstaffel's personnel files. There she found a brief 
note regarding his rapid rise within the organization. Then, a 
dialog box appeared on the screen, ‘File deleted.’ “This must 
be our man. Someone has already begun the process of ex-
punging his record. But there is no indication whether the file 
was deleted during the war or more recently. I have an idea. I 
have a friend who is a computer geek and a hacker. She might 
be able to track down more information than currently ap-
pears here." 
 
“If you think you can trust her, go ahead.” 
 
Heli pulled her cell phone from a pocket of the backpack she 
took almost everywhere with her.  
 
“Hello, Gretchen? This is Heli. I need your help. I am trying to 
track down a Colonel Andreus Wienert, who had been in the 
SS during WW II. The last reference I have for him is early 
May, 1945. I have checked his personnel file and there is this 
notice that most of it has been deleted. Can you get around 
any of this stuff and find out more? I know he is probably 
dead now but I need to talk to his relatives or friends. It’s im-
portant, honest. His personnel number, just a second. It’s 
6888321-SS. Okay. Give me a call if you find anything that 
might be useful. Thanks. Bye.” She turned to William, “She’s 
going to see what she can do. At least it’s a start. It may take 
her a while. Let’s just relax for a while. I have an idea. Would 
you like to take in a movie? There are a couple of new ones I’d 
like to see." 
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“That might be a nice distraction. Are any of them comedies? I 
could use a good mindless laugh right about now." 
 
“A comedy it is. Do you have a copy of today’s newspaper?” 
“No but we can pick one up on the way out and find where 
the movie we want is playing. Get your coat and let’s get 
going,” said William. Moments later, William pulled to the 
side of the street and Heli jumped out to grab a paper from 
the roadside newsstand. Once back in the car, they both 
scoured the entertainment section. Finally, they decided on a 
movie – The Simpsons Movie. 
 
“It's playing at the Spreehöfe Kino Betreiber-gesellschaft on 
Wilhelminenhofstraße not far from here. We can make the 8 
o’clock show if we hurry,” said Heli. They could not ask for 
anything with more mindless humor. It was the perfect 
choice. 
 
On the way home from the movie, they could not stop re-
counting the parts of the movie each found most hilarious. 
They could not stop laughing, all the way to the apartment 
door. As William unlocked the door and opened it for Heli, 
Heli’s phone began to chime and vibrate. She flipped the 
phone open, the caller ID was Gretchen’s. “Hello. Gretchen? 
What did you find out? Okay. Just a moment. William, what is 
your e-mail address? Gretchen, it’s mntechboy@gmail.com. 
Okay. We’ll look for your note. Thanks a lot.” 
 
As they shed their coats, Heli explained. “Gretchen says she 
has been able to get into some of the files that were deleted 
from the on-line database we were unable to access. She’s 
sending an e-mail to your address. 
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William also wanted to check his e-mail, to see if he had any 
word back from Dr. Smith. Together they both crouched over 
William’s computer. He brought up his e-mail program.  The 
third item on his list of new mail was a note from Dr. Smith: 
 

William, 
 
I received your note. I am absolutely shocked by the 
news. I personally have no knowledge regarding the 
theft of the files. I will check to see if my friend had an-
ything to do with their disappearance. As soon as I 
have any word on the matter, I will get back to you. 
 
As I said previously, I have never heard of  Aaron Brew-
ster. I have no idea who he is or why he would have in-
timated that I had sent him to validate or authenticate 
your files. 
 
I am also pleased that you have been acquitted of any 
responsibility having to do with the missing files. This 
is, obviously, good news. 
 
I must go now. I will be back in contact with you as 
quickly as possible.  
  
  Darryl. 

 
The fourth e-mail on the list of new mail in his Inbox was 
from NightProwler. “I don’t know any Night-Prowler,” said 
William. 
 
“That’s Gretchen. That’s, what does she calls, ah, her ‘handle.’ 
She even has an avatar. See, there it is.’ She pointed to some-
thing that looked like a computer drawn graphic that was a 
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mixture of Batman and the Crypt Keeper. “Click on the Night-
Prowler leader,” instructed Heli. 
 
He highlighted the leader and, in the preview pane, Gret-
chen’s note appeared: 

Heli, 
 
I have researched your Colonel Andreus Wienert. Had 
to use his SS personnel number to track him down. He 
was an SS Brigadeführer [Brigade leader, a Major Gen-
eral], not a Colonel. There was no rank of colonel in the 
SS after 1932. He may have used the lesser rank as a  
Wehrmacht cover rank. This was done often as a de-
ception, when the SS did not want people to know they 
were involved in something.  

 
“See. Do you remember me saying that I didn’t think the SS 
had a rank of colonel during the war,” said Heli very self-
satisfied with herself. Then they continued reading: 

 
He joined the SS in 1936. He rose from Unters-
turmführer [Junior Storm Leader] because he had been 
an exemplary leader and dedicated follower of Himm-
ler. 
 
His last known posting was Obersalzberg but there is 
no indication as to what his assignment at the time 
was. It must have been important for a Brigadeführer 
to be assigned so far from Berlin so late in the war. 
There is no record concerning his whereabouts after 
the war. It is as if he simply disappeared following his 
last posting. At the time of his disappearance, he was, 
roughly, 36 to 37 years-old. Today, he would be ap-
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proximately 98. The likelihood he is still alive is proba-
bly very small. 
 
All indications are that he was raised near Atzesberg, a 
town in the district of  Rohrbach in Upper Austria. If 
you are looking for him or his relatives, I would start 
there. 
 
That’s about all I could uncover. There may be other 
sources but the files I hacked into tend to be the most 
complete. So, I am assuming this is your man and he 
was using an alias rank for some unknown purpose.  
 
Sorry I couldn’t find more,  
 

NightProwler. 
 
“That was quite a dossier. She’s good. What do you think we 
should do now?” asked William. 
 
“We can both sit on our asses and wait for Wienert to come to 
us or possibly a more proactive response would be to try to 
find Wienert ourselves. If I have a vote, I say we pack first 
thing in the morning and take a drive to Atzesberg. What 
would you like to do?” asked Heli. 
 
“You're really up for this aren't you?" Not waiting for a re-
sponse to his question, he asked, "Do you know just how dan-
gerous what you are pro-posing could be? Remember, this is 
a former Nazi SS officer and it is clear that he didn’t want to 
leave a trail. It should be obvious that he doesn’t want to be 
found. Sure, if he is still alive, he’s old but I am guessing that 
he has handed his responsibilities off to someone who in-
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tends on keeping Wienert’s secret a secret. Are you getting 
the drift of where I’m going with this?” asked William. 
 
“Yes. I am. All I’m hearing are reasons why we shouldn’t try to 
find Wienert. I would agree, that is the safe and prudent thing 
to do. Is that what you want to do? Where is your sense of 
adventure? Aren’t you curious? Do you want to be Indiana 
Jones or die Bibliothekmaus [a library mouse]? 
 
“When you put it that way, what choice do I have? Let me get 
my Indiana Jones wanna-be hat before we leave,” said Wil-
liam 
 
“Now you’re talking. You really have a Fedora!?”  
 
“Doesn't everyone? No, but I have a very nice Minnesota foot-
ball cap,” said William with a smile.  
 
Heli was excited by the adventure that lay before them. Wil-
liam was still thinking about the potential dangers, but if Heli 
was game, he was at least willing to try. He once again 
thought how well Heli complemented him. He was overly 
grounded and cautious in almost everything he did. She was a 
much freer spirit and often just seemed to throw caution to 
the wind. They made a great team. They compensated and 
balanced one another. “Tomorrow, Austria here we come.” 
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Chapter 9 

 
 

Lack of money is the root of all evil. 

George Bernard Shaw 
 
 
 
 
 

Minneapolis, 4:30 p.m., Friday, October 19, 2007 
 
Darryl had just finished sending his reply to William. He 
knew William had not absconded with the files. Mitchell An-
derson had to have engineered the heist. He had said they 
were going to disappear but at that moment, the comment 
simply had not registered with Darryl. Besides, Mitchell had 
the financial means to make something like this happen. 
 
Darryl phoned Mitchell and asked his private secretary, 
“Would you tell Mitchell I need to speak with him about an 
urgent matter? This is Darryl Saumarez-Smith. Thank you.” 
Mitchell came on the line. 
 
“Hello, Darryl. What’s up?” 
 
“Someone has stolen the boxes of files William has been 
working on all this week. He is devastated. He has been inter-
rogated by the security police and his job and career have 
been placed in jeopardy. I know you said you were going to 
make the files disappear but I will confess, I’m surprised by 
how quickly and cleanly you were able to pull it off. Appar-
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ently, the investigators honestly believe William’s files never 
existed.” 
 
“That’s good, for us, isn’t it? Darryl, I will not and cannot dis-
cuss this over the phone. If you want to talk about this fur-
ther, come to my offices. That’s all I’m going to say for now.” 
Mitchell hung up on his friend and colleague. 
 
Darryl immediately got in his car and navigated his way to 
Eden Prairie. As he pulled onto Flying Cloud Drive, he could 
see Mitchell’s office building, ahead on the left. He pulled into 
the visitor parking lot and strode into the building. After 
passing through security, he was led to Mitchell’s private of-
fices and the conference room in which Mitchell sat reading. 
 
“Okay. What do we do now?” 
 
Mitchell slowly put down the file he was reading and began, 
“These files are unbelievably interesting. I know you are an-
gry about their theft. That is the teacher in you. I’m not an 
academic any longer. I don’t really give a rat’s ass about what 
happens to some PhD student under your tutelage. I’m in the 
business of defense contracting and weapons development. 
I’m in the business of making money based on technology. 
You told me about certain information that was connected to 
an amazing piece of technology. I have a responsibility to my 
company, my shareholders, and myself to come up with new 
weapons. Before anyone else got to the information, I ar-
ranged to steal it. Langley had no right to discuss his find with 
you. He violated his fiduciary obligation to the German gov-
ernment. You, in turn, violated your fiduciary responsibility 
to the German Government and young Langley by sharing 
that information with me. Yes, I stole the documents for the 
benefit of my company and the United States. Both will bene-
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fit immeasurably. I am the final link in a long chain of breach-
es of trust. You’re the academic. I’m not.” 
 
“Now, if it will make you feel any better, I have already had 
my attorney prepare an agreement between you, Langley, 
and AMDC. I have already signed the agreement. Here are two 
copies of the signed agreement. One for you and one for Lang-
ley.”  
 
He handed Darryl two sealed envelopes, one was addressed 
to William Langley, one to Darryl “The agreement provides 
for you and Langley, individually, to receive 5 percent of the 
net profits from any and all defense products realized as a 
result of the information contained in these files. This will 
make both of you multimillionaires. You knew, going in, that 
you could benefit monetarily from Langley’s find. And, some-
where inside that brain of yours, that is exactly what you 
were hoping for.”  
 
Darryl knew that what Mitchell said was true. He had to ad-
mit that the thought of millions of dollars had made it possi-
ble for him to compromise his ethics. Darryl Saumarez-Smith 
also had to face the fact that he could be bought. Molière had 
been right: 
 

Things only have the value that we give them. 
 
It really did not matter that his friend had used him or out 
maneuvered him. It no longer seemed to matter that William 
would, in all probability, never see these files again and 
would never use them as the basis for his dissertation.  
 
Darryl also had to accept the fact that he was willing to sell 
his soul and reputation for his own 13 pieces of silver. The 
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reality of the situation weighed heavily on him. Intellectually, 
he realized he had compromised his core values, all for the 
sake of money. He had check-mated himself. 
 
‘I will have to contact William and let him know what has 
happened. It is the least I can do. He needs to know what 
happened to his dissertation research materials.’ At the mo-
ment, however, he did not have the heart to break the news 
to William. He was not even sure he really could. 
 
Darryl turned and walked silently out the door, with the two 
envelopes in his hand. He felt like a beaten man.  
 

Eden Prairie, 20:00 hours, Friday, October 19, 2007 
 
“George, I hope I didn’t wake you but I have another mission 
for you. This one may take more men and more planning. Can 
you meet me at the office tomorrow morning? We can discuss 
the mission in detail. I would prefer not to discuss it over the 
phone. Can you be here by, say, 9:00? Very good. I’ll see you 
tomorrow morning. 
 

Eden Prairie, 09:00 hours, Saturday, October 20, 2007 
 
“Thanks for coming in, George. I have finished the first box of 
files. The reports contained in the box talk about a field gene-
rator. This generator was built and tested around 1944-45. 
From all indications, it was successfully tested with some 
amazing results. I want that device. I don’t care how you get 
it, just get it and bring it back here. Make this operation your 
number one priority.” 
 
“Do you have any idea where the device might be?” asked 
Hunt. 
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 “The files mention the estate of a Vladimir Nazor near the 
town of Čakovec in what is now northeastern Croatia. Some-
where on the estate the Germans built a research bunker. 
From all indications, the device was never removed. In fact, it 
appears that the Germans simply abandoned the site and 
made it off limits to everyone. For now, we have to assume 
that it has not been discovered. If it had been discovered, we 
wouldn’t be sitting here talking about an unknown piece of 
technology. Someone would already be using it. I would sug-
gest we send someone to the town and find out where the 
estate is or was. A lot of time has passed since the war. It may 
be necessary to locate and obtain the services of one of the 
locals to serve as a guide." 
 
"Sometimes, these German bunkers remain untouched, even 
if people know about them. With all the political, cultural, and 
ethnic upheaval that has gone on in Croatia over the last dec-
ade, who knows what you will find there. I would suggest at 
least a 10-man team this time. One last thing. This has to be a 
daylight operation. Under no circumstances are you to enter 
or remain in the bunker after dark. Is that clear? 
 
“Yes but, can I ask why? 
 
“Let’s just say it is a safety precaution,” responded Anderson. 
 
“Very well. Concerning the crew, we already have the nucleus 
of a team. The one I put together for the Berlin job. I can add 
additional men to that team. The Berlin team did an amazing 
job of getting in and out of the Institute. I can honestly say, I 
have never seen as smooth an operation. Admittedly, we did 
not encounter any resistance, but those guys were prepared 
for almost every eventuality. It was a good group of guys. 
How will I know the device? 
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“Oh, you’ll know it when you see it, if it’s still there. I have no 
idea how big it is, but your job is to get it at all costs. Here is 
the schematic of the device. Familiarize yourself with it. 
When can you leave?” 
 
Hunt, “It will take three or four days to get all the men lined 
up and assembled and another couple of days to get them 
outfitted. I can be on my way no later than, say, Thursday or 
Friday of next week, and we can be in Croatia by Saturday. 
We may encounter some resistance in an operation of this 
size and in Croatia. This will not be an inexpensive op.” 
 
Mitchell, “Right now, I am not concerned with the cost of the 
operation. Use the contingency account for any upfront fund-
ing you need. All I am concerned with is getting my hands on 
that generator. Your job is to get it and get it back here as 
soon as possible. No slip ups, no delays. Understood? We can 
extract you and the generator using the corporate jet again. 
All I will need to know is when and where. I’ll take care of the 
rest from here." 
 
“Yes, sir.” 
 
Hunt thought to himself, ‘That didn’t take long,’ as he navi-
gated his way through the halls of the company’s offices, 
which were all a bustle with engineers, researchers, and of-
fice staff, even on a Saturday He looked at his watch and 
computed the time difference between Minnesota and Berlin. 
It was 09:30 here, so it would be 14:30 in Berlin. He picked 
up his headset and microphone and adjusted it. He dialed 
DC’s contact number. Anna answered. “Anna, this is George 
Hunt. We met earlier in the week.” 
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“I know who you are, Mr. Hunt. Would you like to speak to 
DC?” Not waiting for a reply, she called to DC, “It’s Hunt for 
you.” DC was on the phone immediately. 
 
“Good day, Mr. Hunt. What can I do for you?” 
 
“I have another job for you and your crew. It will be a much 
bigger operation and will require a well-armed crew of, say, 
10 men. This will not, in all likelihood, be a cake-walk like the 
Berlin job. We could encounter local or government resis-
tance. We’ll be going into northern Croatia. I will provide you 
with the details of the operation once I get to Berlin. Can you 
have your crew together and be ready to get into Croatia by 
Friday or Saturday of next week, at the latest? 
 
DC, “That should not be a problem, but solely based on what 
you have given me so far, I will require some upfront money 
for equipment and palm grease. Two-fifty should be enough 
to get this show on the road. I am assuming you can wire the 
funds to me. Give me your e-mail address and I can send you 
the details for the transfer. Can you have the funds trans-
ferred on Monday?” 
 
“Monday should not be a problem. My e-mail is: 
GHunt@gmail.com. This is my private address. Unless you 
hear otherwise, I will be in Berlin Wednesday. I will contact 
you once I’ve landed, so we can get together then and discuss 
the operation in more detail. Afterward you can brief the 
men. We might need a point man in Croatia before we arrive. 
Do you have anyone you can trust in the area? Okay. When I 
get in we can dispatch him to lay some of the groundwork for 
the job, like getting transportation set up and maybe locating 
our objective. See you Wednesday. Enjoy your weekend. Bye.” 
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DC immediately began calling each of the men who had been 
part of the Berlin job. To each he gave simple instructions: 
“We have another job. This time somewhere in northern 
Croatia. Battle gear this time. No squirt guns. We’ll need a 10-
man crew. Do you have any contacts that might be available 
on short notice? Contact them, find out their location and the 
earliest ETA Berlin. We will want to be ready to go in on Fri-
day next week. We’ll gear up Thursday. I don’t have any de-
tails but it should be no more than a two-day mission. Get 
back to me.” 
 
DC devoted the rest of the day to Anna. She wanted to go 
shopping and wanted DC to join her. For him, it was about as 
exciting as cutting his toenails but it made her happy and it 
was a small price to pay for her happiness. Not many women 
would be as willing to put up with his trips out of town and 
his secrecy. When he was home and not preoccupied with his 
next trip, he was attentive and loving. What woman could ask 
for more? There was always the possibility, in his line of 
work, that he might not come home one day, so he was pre-
pared to indulge her.  
 

Berlin, 11:00 hours, Wednesday, October 24, 2007 
 
Hunt’s flight was just touching down. An hour later, he was 
settled in his room at the Hyatt and calling DC, “I’m in. Can we 
get together and discuss the details of the mission? Do you 
want to meet at the same bar we used last time? Okay. Say 
14:30 hours. See you then.” 
 
When DC entered Luisen-Bräu, Hunt was occupying the same 
seat DC had used during their previous visit to the bar. They 
greeted one another, shaking hands.  
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“Good to see you again,” said DC.  
 
“Likewise,” replied Hunt. “I assume you received the deposit I 
sent you.” DC simply nodded. The barmaid approached, ask-
ing for DC’s order.  
 
“Just a glass of tomato juice for me, it’s still a bit early.” 
 
She nodded. Once she had delivered his drink and had de-
parted, the two men began discussing the mission.  
 
“Okay. What do you have for me this time?” 
 
“The hairs on the back of my neck,” said Hunt, “seem to be 
telling me that this is not going to be a run-of-the-mill pick up. 
Over the years, I’ve learned to trust my intuition. I’d rather go 
in over-prepared than under-prepared. Although I don’t an-
ticipate any resistance, I want to be prepared for any contin-
gency. What we’re after is a piece of machinery built by the 
Nazis toward the end of the war. I’ve seen schematics of the 
device and as best I can tell, it should be the size of a  truck 
engine, probably less than 300 kilos. We need to be prepared 
to extract it from an underground bunker and transport it to 
a yet unidentified airport. So, we’ll need some moving equip-
ment and a truck.” 
 
“Are you trying to tell me I’ve assembled a 9-man combat 
team to move some kind of machine!? 
 
“Yes. Apparently, this is no typical piece of equipment.” 
 
DC was finding himself frustrated.  “We could accomplish the 
mission you have described with half that number of men. 
You know the rules, the smallest team possible to accomplish 
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the mission. This seems like overkill. The bigger the unit, the 
more difficult to conceal our presence. Shit.” 
 
Hunt leaned closer and said, “I know but, like I said,  I just 
have this feeling there is going to be trouble. I hope there isn’t 
any but .  .  .  ." 
 
“Okay. Since we’re going into an unknown area, I suggest we 
get some field intelligence before we get there. I have a relia-
ble contact in Zagreb. He can do the preliminary recon, letting 
us know if it’s a hot zone or not, and he might be able to pin-
point the location of the bunker. Where are we supposed to 
find this piece of machinery?” 
 
Hunt, “During the war there was an estate somewhere near 
Čakovec. The estate was owned by a Vladimir Nazor. The Na-
zis built an underground bunker there. The machine we are 
after is supposed to be in that bunker.” 
 
“Let me make one thing clear, right here and now. Whether 
the machine is or is not in that fucking bunker, my men get 
paid. If we have to go off hunting for it, consider that another 
mission. Clear?” asked DC. 
 
“Understood.” 
 
DC, “I’ll make contact with Rahijia, and get him started check-
ing things out. We can meet him in Čakovec just before we go 
in. He can brief us on the bunker then.” 
 
“There is one more thing I feel I need to share with you. Dur-
ing my last briefing with my employer, he made it very clear 
that we were not stay in or anywhere around the bunker af-
ter dark. He was very emphatic about this. I don’t know why. 
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All he said is that it was a precaution. So, let’s get in and get 
out as quickly as possible, and at the same time, maintain se-
curity." 
 
DC, “Is there something you’re not telling me about this mis-
sion? 
 
“You know as much as I do. Honest. I suppose it is because 
there are so many unknowns, that I’m a little spooked about 
the whole job.” 
 
DC finished his juice. “Let’s get together later on tonight. Can 
you find my place again? 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“We will all assemble there at 21:00 hours. I can introduce 
you to the team then. We can also begin briefing everyone. I 
will contact Rahijia as soon as I get home. The check is yours. 
See you tonight.” DC stood and left without another word, but 
his mind was racing. ‘There is something either Hunt is not 
telling me or his boss is not telling him. I don’t like unknowns 
or loose ends. Hopefully Rahijia can clear up some of the un-
knowns. I’ll have to get him on board ASAP.” 
 
“Anna, I have to make a call.” That was her signal to find 
someplace to go. She put on her coat, kissed DC on the top of 
the head as he sat on the sofa, and left. She had learned long 
ago, DC was only thinking about her safety, and if it meant 
she had to go shopping from time to time, she could put up 
with that. 
 
 “Rahijia. This is DC. I need your help. Recon for now. There 
used to be an estate owned by Vladimir Nazor during the war. 
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It’s supposed to be somewhere around Čakovec. I don’t have 
topos yet but I should by later on today. Can you run up there 
and find out as much as you can about the estate and any-
thing the locals know about an old German bunker there? Let 
me know if there is any insurgency action going on around 
Čakovec, or if there are any sizeable domestic troop deploy-
ments in the area. Thanks. Give me a call when you have any-
thing.” 
 
DC made another call. “Herr Mueller, that second mission is a 
go. Do you have time to equip a 10-man team tonight? I’ll be 
returning the weapons and NV goggles we got last time. Nev-
er fired a shot. Just the way I like things. The new op will re-
quire battle gear. A real field operation. Yeah. Camo BDUs this 
time. Helmets, optional. Yes, we’ll probably need some C4 and 
detonators. Probably AKs and side arms. Some of the guys 
have special weapon needs. I’m sure you’ll have what they 
require. No silencers this time. I’ll bring back the ones I got 
last time. We’ll also need some additional headsets and ra-
dios. What time? Any time before midnight is good for me. 
See you then. I’ll call when we’re on the way .” 
 
And then  a third call. “Heinrich. Do you have any topos of the 
Čakovec area of Croatia? Okay. I’ll hold on. What scale? Eng-
lish if you have them. Russian otherwise. Can you have four 
sets ready for me? I’ll pick them up in about an hour. Thanks. 
See you then. Oh, would you have any aerial reconnaissance 
photos of the area? No. Okay. Google Earth, that’s a good idea. 
Between CNN and Google, who needs intelligence agencies 
anymore? Thanks.” He had covered his bases. He was ready 
for the briefing. He would have all the information he needed 
until he was able to make contact with his in-country source, 
Rahijia Visnjic, when they arrived in Čakovec. 
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Berlin, 21:00 hours, Wednesday, October 24, 2007 
 
The team selected for DC’s newest mission began arriving. 
Like all good soldiers, most arrived ahead of schedule. Hunt 
was the last to arrive. DC greeted each and sent them directly 
to the basement. Anna, from her seat on the sofa, did not even 
acknowledge their arrival. They assembled in the basement, 
just as before. 
 
“Gentlemen, and lady, let me make some introductions. This 
is Mr. Hunt, our employer. George, these three mongrels,” 
pointing to Marcel, Taktarov, and Prior, “you already know.” 
Then DC began introducing the new members of the crew. 
“This is Jordan, Cotter, McKay, Julian, Tatiana, and Ariel.”  
 
Each in turn shook Hunt’s hand. “Pleased to see some of you 
again, and some of you for the first time. DC will fill you in on 
our mission. DC.” 
 
“Have a seat. Since we have a larger group, pouring over to-
pos and photos is probably not as convenient as looking at a 
big screen. I’ve taken the liberty of digitizing some of the 
maps and Google images I was able to download today. The 
first slide shows a Google Earth image of the area around 
Čakovec, the largest town in the area. Until we get on the 
ground, all I have is some general information.  
 
Slide two shows the general area of the old Nazor estate. The 
original estate was located somewhere in the area between 
Badličan, Macinec, and slightly north-west of Čakovec.” DC 
drew a line around the area where the estate was believed to 
be. 
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“According to an internet source, since the war and following 
the civil wars fought in the area recently, the estate has been 
broken up into several smaller units. We are looking for an 
old German bunker. I have been unable to locate it using 
Google. I have arranged with a contact in the area to locate it 
and pinpoint its location for us. By the time we rendezvous in 
Čakovec, he should have the information we require.” 
 
“Mr. Hunt is looking for a piece of Nazi-made machinery, 
which we believe is still located in the bunker. We are unsure 
of its size or shape but it is estimated that it weighs roughly 
300 kilos. It is our job to secure the bunker and, at the same 
time, remove the machine.’ 
 
“My contact is trying to determine the existence of insurgents 
and paramilitary groups in the area, as well as government 
police and military units. These are potentially our only ad-
versaries but we will need to be ready for anything. Any ques-
tions so far?” There were none. 
 
“Mr. Hunt’s employer has indicated that our operation must 
be carried out during daylight only. Neither Mr. Hunt nor I 
understand this directive but obviously, there is a reason be-
hind it. For the time being, we will comply with the instruc-
tions of our employer, even if they conflict with standard op-
erating procedures.  
 
 “Once we get geared up, I’m having everything shipped to 
Graz. We can pick it all up there, along with the truck we are 
going to use. Be sure to pick up your tickets to Graz before 
you leave Mueller’s tonight." 
 
“Take a look at the slides. If you have any questions regarding 
the mission, as we know it at present, let fly.” He checked his 
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watch – 21:45. “Would any of you like a drink? In a while, 
we’ll be heading to the armorer’s to pick up our gear.” Almost 
every hand was raised. DC went up stairs. “Anna, where are 
the bottles I bought yesterday, the Russian Standards?”  
 
“I swear. I put it with all the rest of  the crap you buy for your 
little get-togethers. It’s right here in the wine cooler, bottom 
shelf.” She opened the glass door to the wine cooler there, 
sure enough, were three bottles of Russia’s finest. “Is that 
stuff any good?" 
 
“It better be. It set me back nearly 20 Euros a bottle. Where 
are the glasses?” 
 
“I already put them on the shelves against the back wall, so 
they would be ready when you needed them. Anything else?”  
 
“No. Not for the time being. We’ll be leaving in a little while. I 
should be back by, let’s say, 1:00. Are you going to bed before 
I get home?" 
 
“No. I’ll wait up for you. Have fun.” 
 
DC grabbed the vodka and descended to the basement.. As 
soon as he arrived at the bottom of the stairs, he announced, 
“The glasses are over there,” he motioned toward the back 
wall with his head. Both hands were filled with the bottles. 
The men each grabbed a glass and gathered around. After a 
couple of drinks, everyone was ready to go. DC made a quick 
call. “We’re on our way.” He hung up. 
 
 The men climbed the stairs and walked through the house. 
No one said a word. Anna did not turn around from her loca-
tion on the sofa and did not take her eyes off the TV. She 
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would never be able to describe anyone who had entered her 
house with DC that night, if asked. 
 
On the way to Mueller’s, DC and Hunt chatted. “This daylight 
directive bothers me. Nighttime ops are so much safer for my 
men. Are you sure you don’t know why your boss wants us to 
hit the bunker in broad daylight?” 
 
“DC, I really don’t know. I am sure he has his reasons but he 
hasn’t shared them with me. He was emphatic about it, how-
ever.” 
 
They arrived at Mueller’s a little after 22:50. Mueller opened 
the gates and all the men parked around the garage, entered, 
and descended to the basement armory. Only McKay made 
any comment, “Quite impressive. I feel like a kid in a candy 
store.” 
 
DC gave the men instructions, “Get whatever weaponry you 
think you might need for the mission.” Every man had his 
own personal preferences in weapons. Prior was especially 
fond of the Benelli M4 Super 90 shotgun, a 12 gauge, gas op-
erated weapon with a folding stock, 
 
but only for close quarters fighting. The rest of the time he 
liked the AK47. It was rugged and almost never jammed. 
McKay’s weapon of choice was Mikor’s M32, six-shot 40 mm 
grenade launcher. It took the fight out of the enemy very 
quickly. Many of DC’s crew, as well as DC himself, had been 
won over by the German G36 assault rifle. It was a fairly new 
design, when compared to the older AK47. It fired the NATO 
5.56 x 45 mm cartridge, which was second only to the Rus-
sian 7.62 x 39 mm cartridge in terms of availability. Tatiana, 
the only woman of the team, was an explosives expert. When 
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she was not rigging C4 devices, she preferred the German HK 
416 carbine. It was lightweight, small, and packed a punch. In 
more open field operations, Tatiana was also an expert sniper 
but this mission would be mostly close quarters action and 
she agreed that gearing up for sniper work would only have 
meant additional gear weight, and they were planning on 
moving quickly. Weight and compactness were the primary 
determinants in the selection of gear this time. 
Everyone liked the Beretta M9 as their sidearm. Everyone 
had headsets and communications radios. M81 Woodland 
camo BDUs were the preferred uniform. No one elected to 
wear a helmet. Instead, berets or camo Boonie hats were 
worn. No one opted for any type of flak jacket. Each man had 
learned long ago that they were hot and cumbersome and, 
when your number was up, it was simply up, and no amount 
of body armor was going to save you. 
 
All-Purpose Lightweight Individual Carrying Equipment, or 
ALICE, pack-systems were worn by everyone. This provided a 
means of carrying all the essentials on missions. As part of 
the system was the Existence Pack, which was used to carry 
all the equipment, food, and other essentials needed to main-
tain a soldier in the field. On a short mission, like the one they 
were gearing up for, their packs would be dominated by extra 
ammo, snacks, and MREs (meals ready to eat). 
 
DC packed away a few dozen grenades and a good supply of 
C4 explosive, detonators, and  detonator caps. 
 
Every team member also had personal gear that they carried 
with them, from toothpicks to fighting knives. In general, eve-
ryone was a self-contained killing machine. There might be 
differences in how they dressed or outfitted themselves, but 
once they were in the field, they became a single-minded 
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fighting unit. Three things motivated this team – the success-
ful completion of the mission, never leaving a comrade be-
hind, and the money. For some, the money was the primary 
motivator but there was also the adrenaline rush that each of 
them experienced in the field and, for many, that rush was all 
they really wanted or needed. The money was just a bonus. 
 
Once everyone had stowed their gear in their duffel bags, 
they were ready to go. “Herr Mueller will make arrangements 
to have our gear delivered to a small warehouse in Graz.  This 
will eliminate having to travel with it in tow or deal with cus-
toms. So, when you are ready to head out, just leave your gear 
here. Mark your duffel. It will save time once we get to Graz. 
Check in with me before you leave and I will give you your 
plane  ticket. Any questions?” 
 
Hunt was the only member of the expedition that was going 
unarmed. He had the rest of the team to protect him. His job 
was to get the machine home, not fight to get it. All he needed 
was a set of BDUs, Alice pack, boots, and a hat. He preferred 
the billed fatigue cap. 
 
As the team ascended the stairs, DC handed out their tickets. 
Then he joined Herr Mueller to settle accounts. “Oh, wait a 
minute. I have the gear from the last mission in my car. Let 
me get it. You can credit it against today’s purchases. 
 
“By all means. Go get it,” said Mueller. 
 
DC dashed up the stairs, out to his car, and picked up the box-
es containing the submachine guns, pistols, silencers, ammu-
nition, and night vision goggles. He put the night vision gog-
gles back in the trunk of the car. 
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‘These just might come in handy for the first guys going into 
the bunker. It probably won’t have any light. And I'll take the 
Czech VZ-61 as a backup for myself.’ He returned to the 
basement and Herr Mueller. 
 
“Okay. Here are the guns, silencers and ammo. I decided to 
keep the four sets of night vision goggles. They could come in 
handy.” Mueller looked through the boxes, taking a mental 
inventory. He had already prepared a preliminary invoice. All 
he had to do was apply the credit for the equipment DC was 
returning. He completed his tallies.  “I will let you know 
where the merchandise will be before you leave on your mis-
sion. Call me tomorrow and I’ll have all the details.” 
 
“Well, what do I owe you this time?" 
 
“Oh, just a little more than last time. $176 US. Delivery 
charges are extra, of course." 
 
“Of course. So, how much do I owe you?" 
 
“What if we make it an even $180. That way we don’t have to 
worry about making change.”  
 
DC had learned that you never negotiated with Mueller. He 
had always been fair, or as fair as an illegal arms seller ever 
is. From under his coat he pulled a money cache. He with-
drew $180,000 in cash and pushed it across the desk to Muel-
ler. Mueller simply grabbed up the bundles and placed them 
in the small safe behind him. 
 
“Aren’t you going to count it?” asked DC. 
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“Two things. First, I only had to count the bundles as you 
pulled them from you cache. Second, and more importantly, 
mutual trust is more important than money. The first couple 
of times we did business, I did not know you. I counted the 
money. Over the years, that has changed. You are a man of 
your word and you can be relied on. Both very valuable quali-
ties, especially in our business. Just like your men depend on 
you, you depend on me. It is a mutually beneficial relation-
ship. No one should take any relationship lightly, and to cheat 
one you rely upon only results in disaster. So, I don’t worry 
any more, when we do business. Okay?” 
 
“Okay,” said DC as he climbed the stairs and joined Hunt in 
the car. “We’re all set for now. I’ll take you back to the house 
so you can pick up your car. I see some of the guys have de-
parted already. The rest will follow me home. Ready?" 
 
“Let’s go,” said Hunt. “What are we going to use for transpor-
tation when we get to Graz?” 
 
“I’ve arranged to pick up a used Russian GAZ 66. We’ll have to 
drive it from Graz to Čakovec. It’s less than 150 kms. The 
drive should take us, probably, a little under three hours. It 
won’t be that bad,” said DC. 
 
“Yeah. Right. I’ve ridden in one of those bastards before. It 
was the roughest riding son-of-a-bitch in the world. I thought 
my ass had died by the time I’d finished that trip. 
 
“You wait and see. It will be like riding in your grandmother’s 
rocking chair.” 
 
Hunt, with a smile, “You lying sack of shit.” They both began 
to laugh. They had begun to form the nucleus of a friendship, 
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despite their rough beginning. Hunt had come to respect DC’s 
decisions, and he did seem to get results, both from his men 
and through his meticulous planning approach to each mis-
sion. 
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Chapter 10 

 
 

The best laid schemes o' mice an' men gang aft a-gley. 

Robert Burns 
 
 
 
 
 

Čakovec, 11:30 hours, October 26, 2007 
 
Rahijia Visnjic, DC’s in-country contact in Croatia, was waiting 
for him and Hunt in the dining room of the Hotel Park in 
Čakovec. “How was your trip, gentlemen?” 
 
Hunt spoke first. “I’ve had better. We drove in. Trucks are just 
not the most comfortable means of conveyance for long dis-
tance travel but we’re here.” 
 
”What do you have for us?” asked DC. Hunt sat back. He was 
simply an observer for now. “Rahijia, would you like a drink 
before we begin?” 
 
“It’s a little early but sure, why not.” 
 
“What’s your pleasure?” 
 
“Vodka, what else?” DC called the server over and ordered 
three vodkas. As soon as their drinks arrived, they toasted 
one another and began. 
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“Nazor’s estate has been subdivided over the years. Original-
ly, it was a huge princely estate but no longer. It is less than 
16 km west of  here by road. Yesterday, I nosed around the 
estate. In general, the folks are pretty tight lipped. I ran into a 
couple of the locals who were willing to cough up information 
for a price. When I mentioned the bunker, they knew all 
about it. Apparently, there has been no attempt made to ca-
mouflage it. They said that no one ever, ever goes there. They 
had been there only once and said they would never go back 
again. The bunker is in the middle of a small clearing in the 
forest. The entrance is clear and visible. They said that the 
area around the bunker looks like it is used regularly up to 
the surrounding tree line but they reiterated that no one goes 
there, and never at night.” 
 
“Huh.” said Hunt. “We were given instructions by my employ-
er saying the same thing. Don’t go into the bunker after dark. 
What’s with that?” 
 
“I have no idea. All I know is that they would not elaborate. I 
had a topo with me and they pin-pointed the location of the 
clearing and the bunker entrance. They also said that the lo-
cal and national military and police, likewise, refuse to ap-
proach the area. I asked if they would take me to the bunker. 
When I said that, they said ‘Good bye,’ they left without so 
much as a thank you.” He pulled a topo from his jacket pocket. 
“Here, I’ve marked the location of the bunker. I haven’t veri-
fied the location, but I feel comfortable in saying that that is 
where you’ll find it. From all indications, you should not en-
counter any resistance. Also, I have arranged for a place 
where you and your men can regroup and prepare for your 
mission. I’ve marked it on the topo as well. Here.” He pointed 
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to a second “X” on the map. “You have the barn for three 
days.” 
“Thank you. Everything sounds good. Here.” DC slid an 
envelope across the table to Rahijia. “You’ve done a great job. 
I will be in touch with you after our mission is over. Again, 
thanks for the intel and making the arrangements for the 
rendezvous site.” 
 
“Glad to be of service. Goodbye.” Rahijia, envelope in hand, 
was gone. 
 
“It’s almost noon. There is still a lot of daylight. It won’t get 
dark for at least five more hours. Do you want to do some re-
connaissance, or, we could all go out there now instead of 
waiting for tomorrow. What do you think?” asked DC. 
 
“I’m torn. On the one hand, I don’t want to lose a whole day 
waiting. On the other, everyone seems spooked about being 
around the bunker after dark. It may be just folk tales and 
their way to keep strangers away. I don’t know. But, Ander-
son seems to be a subscriber to the folklore, as well. I’ll leave 
it up to you. What do you want to do?” 
 
“The sooner we get going, the sooner we can all be home safe 
and sound. I think we should go now. There is nothing gained 
by waiting.” DC called Marcel. “Are you ready to rock and roll? 
Where is everyone? Great. Get everyone together and meet 
me and Hunt in the parking lot behind the Park Hotel in half 
an hour. We have a rendezvous site and we can gear up there. 
We’re going in this afternoon. Bye.” He turned to Hunt. “Eve-
ryone will be here in half an hour. We’ll gear up and head out 
ASAP.” 
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“Sounds good to me. I’ll get us a couple rooms to store our 
bags in. We can use them when the mission is over to clean 
up before we head home. I’ll be right back.” He went to the 
check-in counter. A few minutes later, he was back. “All set. 
Here’s your key. By the time we get and stow our bags in the 
rooms, it should be time to meet the guys. Ready?" 
 
“Yup. Just let me finish the last of my drink.” 
 
DC had parked his GAZ-66 transport truck behind the hotel. It 
was used but in excellent running condition. It was big, mili-
tary green, and ugly but it was a workhorse. It had easily 
transported DC’s entire crew and their gear to Čakovec. For 
those that rode in the back, it was drafty, since the side panels 
and the roof that covered the rear of the truck were only can-
vas and the bench seats afforded them very little cushioning.  
 
The members of DC’s team, some walking and some jogging, 
came from all directions and converged on the transport. DC 
thought to himself, as he climbed into the cab, opposite Mar-
cel, who was driving, ‘I bet every one of these bastards was 
either involved with a woman somewhere, or had their hand 
wrapped around a shot glass, all except Tatiana. I wonder 
what she does for fun. I can’t take my eyes off them a second. 
I have to watch over them like they were little kids. But, get 
them into the field, and I’d put my life in the hands of any one 
of them.’ He smiled to himself. Hunt had followed him to the 
truck. DC said, “Hunt, sorry, but you’re still going to have to 
ride in the back with the rest. No room up here.” Hunt, with-
out a word, climbed in beside McKay in the back of the truck, 
pulled down the canvas back flap and secured it. Prior 
thumped on the cab – the signal that everyone was in and ac-
counted for. Marcel made his way out of the parking lot and 
toward Zrinsko-Frankopanska and the go-around west of 
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town, heading toward Highway 20. As Marcel guided the 
truck through the settlement of Nedelišće, Highway 20 turned 
into Highway 208, which would take them toward the Nazor 
Estate and the barn they would use to gear up.  
 
The barn was east of the village of Trnovec Barto-lovečki. Ra-
hijia’s directions to the barn had been very detailed. Marcel 
made his way to the barn and backed up to the main door. 
Marcel and DC went to the back of the truck, opened the barn 
doors, and everyone dismounted, each grabbing his own duf-
fel bag containing his gear. One additional case was brought 
in. It contained their communication equipment. Within 
twenty minutes, everyone was dressed in their BDUs and had 
checked their weapons, their ALICE packs,  headsets, and ra-
dios. “Are you ready,” asked DC. Everyone gave him the 
thumbs up. “Mount up.” Everyone climbed back into the truck 
for the last part of their trip to the Nazor Estate and the 
bunker. They would be back to pick up their personal belong-
ings after the mission was over, when they would change 
back into their civilian clothes. 
 
Half an hour later, Marcel pulled off the road to the village of 
Gornji Mihaljevec onto a small trail that ran into the woods. 
After driving far enough off the road to be sure that the truck 
could not be seen, Marcel came to a stop. DC descended from 
the truck and slapped the canvas side panel of the truck, the 
signal for everyone to dismount. Once everyone was on the 
ground, DC opened the C4 box, and handed the small bricks of 
explosive to Marcel, Prior, Tatiana, and Ariel, which they 
stuffed into their packs. They had more explosives experience 
than anyone else in the group. DC took point along with Hunt. 
He gave the signal for everyone to keep an eye out and spread 
out. With practiced precision, the team spread out and fol-
lowed DC. 
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Although they did not anticipate any opposition, every-one 
was on high alert. It was always wise to be overly cautious 
rather than be lulled into a false sense of security. Within half 
an hour, the team came out of the woodland and found them-
selves looking across a clearing approximately 200 meters in 
diameter. In the center, blocks of concrete surrounded what 
looked to be a set of steel bulkhead doors.  
 

Nazor’s Bunker, 14:35 hours, Saturday, October 26, 2007 
 
DC pulled back the leather cover over his wristwatch. “It’s 
14:35. There are still probably almost three hours of light 
left,” said DC speaking to no one in particular. ‘We should 
have enough time to at least check this place out.’ DC signaled 
for Prior and Ariel to approach the bunker entrance. The rest 
of the men spread out and took up defensive positions within 
the tree line. The two advance guards approached the bunker 
entrance. They signaled, all clear. The rest of the team con-
verged on the entrance. 
 
DC gave the sign to open the doors. Prior and McKay each 
grabbed a handle on the doors. The rest of the team stepped 
back a few paces, training their weapons on the entrance. The 
doors gave way as the two men pulled. The bunker was open. 
DC gave the signal for Julian and Cotter to descend the con-
crete stairs and check out the interior of the bunker. DC gave 
the hand signal for NV. Each man slipped on night vision gog-
gles.  
 
Cotter was to follow Julian. The two men turned on the lights 
attached to the top rail of their weapons, and started down 
the stairway, safeties off, fingers safely located on the outside 
of the trigger guards of their rifles, panning their lights back 
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and forth as they descended deeper and deeper into the 
bunker. Everyone listened intently for voices from the two 
men. All was quiet. In a few minutes, Cotter returned part 
way up the stairs. He whispered into his microphone, “All 
clear.” 
 
DC gave the order for everyone to enter the bunker, but Prior 
and Jordan were to stand watch at the entrance, keeping out 
of sight. They took their positions as the rest of the team des-
cended into the darkness of the bunker. They watched every-
one descend; the darkness seemed to swallow each member 
of the team and their lights, soon after reaching the bottom of 
the stairs. Try as they might, they could not discern either 
movement or lights in the bunker. 
 
Inside, the team members spread out, checking every hallway 
and room. Hunt followed DC down the central corridor. At the 
end of the corridor was a large steel door. DC pushed it open 
and directed his light around in the darkness of the room. 
Compared with all the other rooms, this was by far the largest 
they had seen. Once DC had determined there was no poten-
tial threat, he allowed Hunt to explore the room. It looked like 
it could be a conference room. Just after Hunt had entered the 
room, McKay’s voice was heard on everyone’s headset: “I’ve 
found the generator room. The generator looks serviceable. It 
isn’t even dusty or dirty. It looks new or well maintained.”  
 
DC called to Hunt, “Come with me. We’ll see if we can get the 
damn generator up and running and get some lights on in 
here.” Hunt followed DC. “McKay, direct us to your location. 
We’re at the end of the main corridor.” Within a couple of mi-
nutes, DC, Hunt, and McKay each trained their lights on the 
generator. It definitely had the look of being maintained by 
someone. The stories about no one ever coming to the bunker 
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were, obviously a cover. “Prior, Jordan. Keep a sharp eye out. 
There have been visitors here, unlike what Rahijia told us.” 
 
McKay was their mechanic. If anyone could get the diesel ge-
nerator running, it was McKay. “The batteries are probably 
long dead but I’ll give them a try. Everything else in here 
seems operable.” He primed the engine and hit the start but-
ton. Amazingly, the engine turned over, sputtered, and began 
to run. “There is no way in hell that this engine should have 
started up. But, it did!” As the generator ran, the lights 
throughout the bunker began to flicker; eventually every bulb 
was fully lit. “That’s fucking impossible!” said McKay.  
 
“Now that we have lights, let’s explore this facility from top to 
bottom. We need to find the equipment Hunt is after and get 
it out of here ASAP. Roll call.” Each member of the team had 
been given a number. Soon DC heard over his headset, “One 
here.” “Two here.” .  .  . until everyone was accounted for. 
 
Hunt was returning to what he believed to be the main labor-
atory. DC followed in pursuit. When he caught up to Hunt, 
“Don’t ever go anywhere without cover. We don’t know what 
or who has been, or is down here. Understand?” 
 
“Understood.” He continued down the corridor in search of 
the laboratory, DC on his tail. 
 
The lights had not come on in what they believed to be a con-
ference room. Hunt searched and found the wall switch. He 
moved the small lever to the on position. Almost immediately, 
the lights were all ablaze. The room contained a large projec-
tion screen; on the other walls were Nazi propaganda post-
ers, shelves with, what looked like film cans, and dominating 
one wall was a flag suspended from a flagpole, bearing the 
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Nazi’s infamous Swastika. In the center of the room, sur-
rounded by neatly aligned chairs was a movie projector, with 
a reel of film still in it. Everything looked as if the occupants 
of the bunker had simply gotten up and walked out. Nothing 
seemed to show any signs of aging. DC said to Hunt, “This 
place is still being used. It looks like some Neo Nazi cell is op-
erating out of here. Look at all the stuff they just left lying 
around. But, why weren’t the doors secured? Anyone could 
walk in here, just like we did. There is something wrong here. 
Rahijia definitely got his information wrong. Maybe the ru-
mors about this place are strong enough to keep the locals 
out and from snooping around. There is definitely something 
wrong with this picture. Hunt, be careful.” 
 
Hunt, “This is definitely a conference room. Let’s see if we can 
find the lab.”  
 
To the left of the projection screen was another set of double 
doors. Hunt strode over to them. He had put his hand on the 
door handle, when DC grabbed his arm. “Me first.” Hunt 
backed away, giving DC room. He opened the door into an 
even larger room. DC reached for the light switch and flipped 
it. The lights came on. Toward the back of the room was a 
machine sitting on a heavy wooden support – the machine, 
DC was sure of it. Surrounding the machine were other small-
er tables, with a broad range of objects. Among them was a 
bouquet of fresh flowers and fruit. Hunt walked toward the 
machine. DC made his way toward the observation room that 
overlooked the lab. Before entering the observation room, DC 
called to Hunt, “Don’t touch anything until I get back. I want 
to check out the observation room.” Hunt nodded. As soon as 
DC entered the observation room door and he could be heard 
going up the steps, Hunt moved toward the table with the 
flowers and fruit on it. He reached for one of the oranges that 
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lay on the table. His fingers closed until they became a fist. 
His hand had met no resistance from the orange. He tried to 
grab the flower vase. Like the orange, his hand simply passed 
through it.  
 
“DC, get your ass down here and look at this!” 
 
Hunt could hear DC bounding down the stairs, bouncing off 
the wall and running into the room. “What is it!?” 
 
“Look at this.” Hunt tried to grab the vase again. Again, his 
hand closed on nothing. “Can you believe this shit? 
 
“What the fuck?” was all DC could say. 
 
“These flowers and all the fruit seem to exist but they have no 
substance. I don’t know how they did it but the flowers and 
fruit look like they’re fresh. They’re probably over sixty years 
old. I can’t believe it. I’ve never seen anything like it. What did 
you find in the observation room?”  
 
“Nothing much. A control panel, some papers strewn about, 
and some chairs. That’s about it.” 
 
Hunt leaned forward to examine the flowers more closely, 
intending to use the table for support. When his hands met 
the table there was no resistance from the table, he lost his 
balance and fell through the table and all the objects that lay 
on it. Nothing moved. Hunt jumped to his feet. “Did you see 
that!? Everything looks like it’s here and solid but it’s all an 
illusion. It isn’t really here. I’ve never seen anything like it. It’s 
like a hologram but I’ve seen holograms and this is different. 
Besides, holograms require technology that just wasn’t avail-
able during the war. The machine must have done this, I’m 
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sure. This is big. If everything else in the place is working, I 
can almost bet the machine is working too. If Anderson were 
here, he’d get his rocks off over this thing.” He started to 
laugh out loud, the image of Anderson coming was unbeliev-
ably hilarious somehow. Even though DC had never met An-
derson, he knew the type, big shot businessman. He had to 
smile as well. 
 
“Okay, what do you want to do now?” asked DC. 
 
“What time is it? 
 
DC looked at his watch. “16:30, why?” 
 
‘Man, we’ve been down here almost two hours. Hard to be-
lieve.’ “There’s no way we can get this out of here now; and 
I’d really like to fire it up before we try to move it. Based on 
everything we’ve seen so far, I’m almost sure it’s operational 
but I just want to see for myself. Also, it will give us a chance 
to gather some information that might be useful to Anderson, 
once I get it home. Did you see any operation manuals up in 
the observation room?” 
 
“There are papers all over the place up there. I didn’t take the 
time to look them over before you called. You’ll have to take a 
look to see what’s important. If we can’t cart this out, it looks 
like we’re here for the night. I’ll let everyone know we’re here 
overnight. Everyone’s got rations so that’s not a problem. But, 
we didn’t bring any bedding. There must be some kind of bar-
racks around here somewhere. I’ll check with the team. 
Heads up. Has anyone found what looks like barracks?” 
 
“Ariel here. I just passed what I assume were barracks. I’m in 
a second room with bunks in it. One looks like troop quarters 



228 
 
 

and the room I’m in looks like it was for either officers or dig-
nitaries. Really a nice setup.” 
 
DC, “Meet us in the main corridor and show us where the bar-
racks are.” Before he and Hunt headed for the corridor, DC 
made his announcement. “Guys, we’re here for the night. 
We’re checking on sleeping accommodations. Have a bite to 
eat whenever you get hungry. We’ll head out in the morning. 
We found the device we were looking for. Out.” 
 
“Prior here. Chief, it’s starting to get dark and a little chilly up 
here. What do you want us to do?” 
 
“Prior. Sit tight. We need sentries. I’ll send up someone to re-
lieve you in a little while. If you’re really cold, build a small 
fire to keep yourself warm. Forage for firewood in the sur-
rounding woods. 
 
“10 – 4. Jordan, did you hear the orders?” 
 
“Yes. Are you going for the wood or do you want me to go?” 
 
Prior, “I’ll go. You can go later. I’ll be back.” Jordan nodded in 
acknowledgement. 
 
A few minutes later, Prior returned with an armful of dry 
wood, twigs and small limbs. “Here, this should get us started. 
It’s really cooling off, now that the sun has gone down. You 
know, I got the feeling that I was being watched when I was 
in the woods. Never saw or heard anything, just the hairs on 
the back of my neck began to stand up. In fact, it was almost 
too quiet out there. Not even the sound of a bird or squirrel. It 
was kind of spooky. I’ll get the fire going.” He pulled out a 
small fire-making kit he carried with him and started a fire. 
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They settled in around the fire, all the while keeping an eye 
on the tree line for movement. 
 
Meanwhile, DC, Hunt and Ariel looked over the barracks. “You 
were right. The larger of the two rooms must have been for 
the enlisted men. Did you notice the gear belts hanging over 
the bed posts and on the hooks along the walls?” asked DC. 
 
“Yeah. They look like they were recently used. I would have 
expected them to have deteriorated down here after all these 
years. In fact, everything looks like whoever was here left on-
ly a day or so ago. There is no accumulation of dirt and dust. 
Everything looks in good repair. And why wasn’t this place 
secured? There was no lock on the main doors.” observed 
Ariel. 
 
“That’s got me puzzled too,” said DC. “But, on the plus  side, 
there’s no one here now. Get out of your gear and make your-
self comfortable. Everyone, heads up. Like I said, we’re here 
for the night. Ariel has found the barracks. Everything looks 
clean and serviceable. We’re going to maintain a watch at the 
entrance. From all indications, that is the only way in or out. 
Marcel, you and Julian relieve Prior and Jordan in an hour. 
Any problem?” 
 
One after the other, two voices acknowledged the orders. 
 
They paid special attention on the tree line almost 100 me-
ters from their position, in every direction. It was a clear 
night above but a fog seemed to be building up in the woods 
and extending tentatively out into the clearing.  
 
Near the end of their watch, “Prior, look at this.” All around 
them the fog had stopped just outside the tree line and, inside 
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the woods, an eerie glow was beginning to build up, almost 
like headlights reflecting off the fog but not so intensely. 
“Take a look over there.” Jordan pointed to his 9 o’clock posi-
tion. “See that shadow in the fog, it almost looks like someone 
is standing there motionless.” 
 
Prior, “Don’t be ridiculous. It’s just a shadow of a bush or 
something. I will admit, however, it does look like someone 
wearing a long coat and hat.” The image seemed to fade into 
nothingness. During the rest of their watch, they kept seeing 
what they believed to be the imprecise outlines of people 
standing just inside the tree line. 
 

Nazor’s Bunker, 18:00 hours, October 27, 2007 
 
Marcel, “Julian and I are heading up to relieve Prior and Jor-
dan. We’re on our way guys 
 
“10 – 4.” 
 
Marcel and Julian relieved the two chilled soldiers but before 
leaving, Jordan said, “Keep an eye on the tree line. We think 
we keep seeing figures in the fog, blacklit by some kind of 
glow. Nothing has happened yet. Just be careful, Okay?” 
 
“No prob,” said Julian. 
 
Prior and Jordan worked their way down the stairs. When 
they met Cotter coming along the main corridor Jordan asked, 
“Which way to the bunks?” 
 
Cotter, “Just down the first hallway to your left. Three doors 
down on the left. I just stowed my gear. They’re really nice 
bunks. I was surprised. You’ll see my gear. Any of the other 
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bunks are yours for the taking. There are, maybe, 20 bunks to 
choose from.” 
 
Prior, “Thanks. Both of us are a little bushed, maybe more 
bored, so we’re going to get a little shut-eye. See you later.” 
 
Within an hour, everyone had checked out the barracks and 
selected their bunk for the night. DC came in to see if every-
one had been situated. “Here is a sentry duty schedule 
 
Marcel and Julian, 18:00 – 20:0 
Tatiana and Taktarov, 22:00 – 24:0 
Cotter and McKay, 0:00 – 02:0 
Ariel and DC, 02:00 – 04:00 
Prior and Jordan, 04:00 – 06:00. 
 
"Each watch will be for two hours. Beginning at 04:00 hours, 
the cycle will be repeated until we leave. This will give each of 
you, at least, eight hours off watch. Any questions?” 
 
“No sir,” was their only response. Sentry duty was usually a 
bore but a necessity, even on a bonehead mission like this 
one. If things kept up, this was going to be the easiest money 
most of them had ever made. Do nothing, get paid. 
 

Nazor’s Bunker, 23:00 hours, October 27, 2007 
 
Tatiana and Taktarov were halfway through their watch. “T, I 
have to take a whiz. I’m going over behind one of the concrete 
blocks over there,” said Tak.  
 
Tatiana nodded her acknowledgement. ‘Men. They just have 
to announce their going to take a piss, as if anyone really gave 
a shit. Pathetic.’ 
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A few moments later, Tatiana heard struggling. “Are you 
fighting with it? When you’re done let me know who won.” 
She smiled. Taktarov screamed, “Help me!”  
 
Tatiana ran toward the block Taktarov had disappeared be-
hind only moments before. As she ran, she turned on the 
flashlight mounted under her rifle barrel. She swung her 
weapon and trained it on the two men – Taktarov, who was 
laying flat on the ground, on his back, and another man 
dressed in WW II German battle gear, with his back to her. He 
was stabbing Taktarov with what looked like a dagger, over 
and over. Tatiana instinctively fired at the assailant. He did 
not stop, he only shuddered as the bullets struck him. She ran 
off another three-round burst. Still he did not stop. Then, he 
stood, turned his head and looked at Tatiana, over his shoul-
der, stepped over Taktarov and disappeared into the dark-
ness. 
 
“May day! I need some help up here. Taktarov is down!”  Even 
before the last words had left her lips, she could hear her 
comrades running up the stairs. “They got Taktarov.” 
 
“Who are they? Where are they?” asked Marcel, the first on 
the scene. Everyone that followed spread out in a defensive 
circle around Tatiana and the body of Taktarov. 
 
“I have no fucking idea where he came from. I never saw him 
coming and I didn’t hear a thing. Tak had to take a piss and 
went behind the block. The next thing I hear is a skirmish, 
then he yelled out. I rushed over to where he was and I saw 
this guy, dressed in a World War II uniform stabbing Tak. I 
fired two bursts; he did little more than flinch. Then, he stood, 
took one step and disappeared. I know I hit him! He just 
wouldn’t go down.” 
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DC had arrived on the scene. “T, let me see your knife.” She 
unsheathed her knife, flipped it over, and put the handle in 
DC’s outstretched hand. He examined it. It was clean. “Here. 
Put it away.” Speaking to no one in particular, “Give me a 
torch.” Cotter handed him a large flashlight. He scanned Tak-
tarov’s lifeless body. It had multiple stab wounds in the chest 
and his pants were unzipped and his flaccid penis was still 
hanging out. There was blood everywhere. He passed the 
light over Tatiana. Again, there was no blood. 
 
“You can’t believe I did this, can you?!” exploded Tatiana.  
 
“No, but I have to eliminate the obvious first. You’re clean. But 
how could you have missed this son-of-a-bitch? He was point 
blank?” asked DC, searching for an explanation. Somehow the 
pieces just weren’t fitting together. Nothing added up. Every 
killing had a beginning and an end. There was no logical se-
quence here. No one sneaks up on two well-trained and expe-
rienced soldiers, stabs one to death, and then just walks away 
after being shot. It is very unlikely that someone would be 
able to approach Tak unheard in the open. Things just we-
ren’t making any sense.  
 
Everyone had heard the two bursts. There was no doubt that 
she had fired but at what? DC began looking for spent car-
tridges from Tatiana’s 416. He found them spread out in a 
pattern that suggested she had shot in the direction of the 
assailant. “Cotter, take this torch and look around for slug im-
pacts on the ground beyond Tak’s body.” Cotter soon re-
turned.  
 
“There are, at least six divots where her bullets struck the 
ground. The angle suggests that she was firing from about 
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where she’s standing now and her target was somewhere in 
between. 
 
DC, “Was the assailant standing or kneeling?” 
 
Tatiana, “He was down on one knee stabbing Tak, with his 
back to me. Like I said, I know I hit him both times but he 
hardly responded. He just stood up, turned slightly toward 
me, stepped over Tak, and disappeared into the darkness.” 
 
“Okay. What did he look like?” 
 
“He was just a little shorter than you. Maybe, just under 2 me-
ters. He was wearing a gray long coat with a leather battle 
harness over it, short boots, and he wore an SS battle helmet. 
He had an old style dagger in one hand. The knife looked dif-
ferent. It was long and the color was strange, kind of copper-
ish. I’m pretty sure it wasn’t steel.” 
 
“Two of you pick up Tak’s body and take him down into the 
bunker. I don’t want him lying out here. T, you come with me. 
Who’s up next for sentry duty?” 
 
“Cotter and me,” said McKay. 
 
“I want you two to take over, now. Finish out Taktarov and 
Tatiana’s time and wait for your replacements. Ariel and I will 
replace you at 02:00. Be alert. I don’t want any repeats. Any 
problem?” 
 
“No boss.” Marcel and Jordan picked up Taktarov’s body and 
carried it down into the bunker. Prior picked up Taktarov’s 
weapon. Cotter and McKay took over the sentry duties. Al-
ready, their adrenaline was at work.  
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“Tatiana, come with me,” said DC. “Leave your weapon with 
Prior. 
 
“Why should I leave my weapon with Prior? 
  
In as unathoritative a tone as he could muster, “Because I 
asked you to. You’ll get it back after we have had a little talk.” 
She thrust the HK toward Prior, who took it. 
 
“I’ll take care of your pop gun, sweetie,” said Prior tauntingly.  
 
“You’d better or I’ll come back here and kick your sorry ass."  
 
Prior just laughed, even though he knew it was not the time 
for laughter but it somehow took the edge off the situation. 
Everyone was nervous. 
 
DC escorted Tatiana into one of the empty office areas. “Okay. 
Let’s go over what happened one more time. Take your time 
and don’t leave out anything. First, I have one question. I have 
to ask, could you have fallen asleep?” 
 
“Boss, you and I haven’t worked together all that often but 
the times we have, have I ever shirked my duties? And you 
can ask Prior and Ariel about me. I’ve worked with them be-
fore, too. The answer to your question is no. I did not fall as-
leep on duty!” 
 
“Did you and Taktarov have a personal relationship? Or did 
he put a move on you up there?” 
 
“No. Nothing like that. We have never been involved. He 
treated me like an equal, more than I can say for some of 
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these other sorry bastards. Tak was too much of a playboy for 
my tastes. I need someone more grounded." 
 
“Can I assume that you’re involved with someone?” 
 
“Yes. But that’s my private life and has nothing to do with 
Tak’s death. I did everything I should have to save him. It was 
virtually over by the time I reached him. I just can’t believe 
this guy snuck up on Tak and stabbed him in the chest. No 
one could have gotten that close to Tak like that. He was a 
good hand-to-hand combatant. It just doesn’t make any sense. 
He simply shouldn’t be dead. 
 
“I agree. Okay. With that out of the way, tell me exactly what 
happened.” Again she gave him her account of the events that 
ended with Taktarov’s death.  
 
“Everything you said seems to be consistent with the existing 
evidence.” Just then, there were screams coming from the di-
rection of the barracks and a shotgun blast. DC and Tatiana 
instinctively ran to find out what was going on. There in the 
main corridor lay Prior, shotgun still smoking. Down the hall 
walked a man dressed in a long coat and helmet, dagger in 
hand. He disappeared into the shadows at the end of the 
hallway.  
 
DC, “Tatiana, stay with Prior. The rest of you come with me.” 
He ran down the hall and, as he ran, he swept up Prior’s shot-
gun. It was the ideal weapon for close quarters situations. DC 
led the team on the run down the corridor in pursuit of the 
man in the long coat. They searched every room but found no 
one. Where had he gone? The group returned to where Prior 
and Tatiana were. Prior, like Taktarov lay dead in a pool of 
blood, with multiple stab wounds in his chest and neck.  
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“I can’t fucking believe this! Prior is one of my most seasoned 
fighters. How did that bastard get down here? How did he get 
past Cotter and McKay?” DC ran up the stairs and into the 
night, calling for Cotter and McKay. “Where the fuck are you 
guys? Answer me!!” There was no answer. DC yelled down 
into the bunker. “Get me a torch up here, fast.” 
 
Ariel, flashlight in hand, was first to emerge from the bunk-
er’s entrance. “Here you go, Boss. What’s the problem?” 
 
“Cotter and McKay aren’t responding.” He turned on the 
flashlight and began searching around and among the con-
crete blocks for his comrades. He found both of them only a 
few steps away. Both had had their throats cut, almost to the 
neck vertebra. Cotter still had a lit cigarette dangling from his 
lips. ’What the hell is going on here? Four of my men dead in 
less than half an hour. All of these men were the cream of the 
crop. How in the hell could they be dead?’ He’d never lost this 
many men in any of his previous missions, even when he was 
outnumbered. They always got out. Sure there were casual-
ties, that was to be expected in their line of work, but men 
just weren’t killed without firing a shot. These guys were on 
alert. No one could have snuck up on them. Impossible. Eve-
ryone but Tatiana had joined DC and Ariel just outside the 
bunker.  
 
“Everyone back inside. Leave Cotter and McKay where they 
lay. We’ll come back for them later. We have to set up a de-
fensive perimeter. We have to figure out what the hell is 
going on here. Move! Everyone into the conference room, 
now!” As they walked down the hallway, DC called to Tatiana. 
“Everyone in the conference room. Get your rifle and come 
on, and grab Prior’s shotgun ammo.” She picked up her wea-
pon and 
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stripped the ammo belt from around Prior’s waist. She joined 
the rest of the group in the conference room. “T, close the 
doors and secure them. Here.” He tossed the stockless, short 
barreled shotgun toward her. She closed and bolted the doors 
as ordered. 
 
“I have no idea what the hell is going on here. We’ve lost four 
men so far. I don’t want to lose any more. Understood?!” For a 
group of trained mercenaries, when DC looked around the 
room, all he saw was fear and puzzlement written on each 
face.  
 
“Okay, I don’t want anyone leaving this room. This is our de-
fensive stronghold for the time being. There is only one door 
in and out. We control that door, we’re safe. Until we’re ready 
to leave, relax. Hunt, come with me.” DC took Hunt aside. “Un-
less we get this situation under control, there is no way we’re 
going to get the machine out of here. My first responsibility is 
to save my men. The machine is a second priority right now. 
If we can deal with this threat, and neutralize these assassins, 
we’ll work on getting the machine out for you. It’s my job to 
get us all home alive, first.” 
 
Hunt began to object but he realized that, if they got out alive, 
they could always come back for the machine. Hunt also 
thought about reminding DC of Anderson’s warning about not 
being in the bunker at night. Why had they not listened? ‘I 
guess we were just too impatient to wait. Now we’re paying 
for it.' 
 
“Boss, take a look at this. This film is dated early in 1945. Like 
everything else around the place, it should all be rotted but 
isn’t. The projector should have rusted into a mass of cor-
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roded metal long ago but I will bet you anything that it works 
perfectly. Try it.” Jordan switched on the projector.  
 
There was Nazi propaganda, then came images that looked 
familiar. They were images of the bunker. There were sol-
diers marching down the corridors, dressed in long coats, 
boots, and helmets. It showed soldiers passing through doors 
and walls at will. “Jordan, what is the title of the film,” asked 
DC. 
 
“Just a second.” Jordan picked up the film can lid and read it 
more completely. “It reads, Der labender Tot. What does that 
mean?” 
 
DC said, “I know. It means ‘the living dead’ and that’s what 
we’re up against. Dead but undead soldiers from 1945.” 
 
“You mean fucking zombies!?” asked Jordan. “You’ve got to be 
kidding?” 
 
DC snapped back, “I suppose you could call them that but 
these guys are noting like that shit you see in the movies. 
These are the real thing. These guys don’t eat you up. They 
just kill you. And they seem very good at it! They’re like the 
stuff we found in the lab. It’s there but, at the same time, it’s 
not. Somehow these guys are here and somewhere else at the 
same time. That’s why our weapons seem to be useless 
against them. I don’t know how they can be killing us when 
we can’t harm them. Their daggers are real enough, however. 
It doesn't make sense. 
 
“What are we going to do?” asked Marcel, almost frantically.  
 



240 
 
 

“To be quite honest, I have absolutely no fucking idea,” said 
DC. After a few minutes of thought, “About the only 
thing we can do is try to get out of here. Okay. Tatiana, I have 
a mission for you. If we get out of here, I want to seal this 
place up. We’ll use C4 to collapse the entrance. 
 
 Can you take care of that?” 
 
“No problem. I have some C4 in my pack and that’s in the bar-
racks. Where is the rest of the C4, and the detonators and 
caps?" 
 
“I have some, said Marcel. 
 
“Me too,” said Ariel. “And I think Prior had some as well.” 
 
“So, that means all our C4 is in the barracks. Right?” asked DC. 
 
“I suppose so,” said Marcel.  
 
“If we’re going to blow this place, we’re going to have to go 
get it. Who’s coming with me?” asked Tatiana. Everyone just 
looked around. “If I have to go alone, I will." 
 
“I’ll go with you,” said Ariel. “Are you ready?” 
 
“Just have to load up Prior’s shotgun. I don’t know why I’m 
taking it, it doesn’t seem to have any effect on these bastards 
but it makes me feel a little better.” She finished loading the 
magazine of the shotgun. She chambered a round. “Ready." 
 
“About as ready as I’m ever going to be,” said Ariel.  
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“DC, open the door and Ariel and I will run to the barracks 
and retrieve the C4.” DC wasn’t happy by what was being 
proposed but their didn’t seem to be any less dangerous al-
ternatives, and Ariel and Tatiana knew where their packs 
were. It would save some time. 
 
“Okay. On three. 1, 2, 3” and he opened the door. The two ran 
down the corridor and turned down the side hallway that 
lead to the barracks. As soon as they had turned the corner 
and were out of sight, DC closed and locked the door. 
 
Tatiana and Ariel entered the barracks on a dead run, each 
heading for the bunk they had earlier chosen as their own. 
Tatiana grabbed her pack and was heading for the door; Ariel 
had just grabbed his pack and was heading toward the door 
to join Tatiana, when from the shadows at the end of the bar-
racks came a soldier, armed with a dagger. “Ariel, behind 
you!” She leveled her shotgun. “Duck.” Ariel instantly crou-
ched, just as Tatiana fired. The blast was deafening in the 
concrete walled room. The blast caught the soldier squarely 
in the chest but he continued toward Ariel, sinking his dagger 
into the crouched soldier’s back. Ariel gave a grunt, slumped 
to the floor, tossing his pack to Tatiana. She grabbed the pack 
and ran down the hall, back to the conference room. She be-
gan hammering on the door, yelling frantically, “Open up. 
Open up. Please.” 
 
They’re coming.” She sounded genuinely scared, an emotion 
no one had ever seen her express before. 
 
The door swung open. DC could see two soldiers marching 
down the hallway toward them. They were only steps away 
when Tatiana slipped inside and he closed the door behind 
her. “They got Ariel. I’ve got his C4. The guy that got Ariel 
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came out of nowhere.” DC expected the soldiers to just come 
into the conference room but they could not hear a sound 
coming from the hall and they did not come into the room. DC 
backed away from the door nonetheless. 
 
Hunt was feeling relieved that the soldiers had not come 
storming into the room. “DC, we’re not likely to get out of 
here with the machine but we can try to escape with as much 
documentation as possible. I’m going to the observation room 
to sort through the papers in there. I won’t be gone long. 
 
DC, “Be careful. These guys can move anywhere they want. 
 
“Okay.” He went into the lab and climbed the stairs to the ob-
servation room.  
 
Twenty minutes had passed and DC was beginning to worry 
about Hunt. “I’m going to check on Hunt. I’ll be right back 
Keep an eye on the door.” He looked around and everyone 
seemed tense. No. They weren’t tense. They were scared, an 
emotion he had never seen on their faces before.  
 
Tatiana was busily putting together an explosives package, C4 
and detonator caps. She was connecting the detonator cap’s 
wires to a timer. It was her intention to seal all these bastards 
in the bunker, once and for all. 
 
DC entered the lab and climbed the stairs to the observation 
room. Hunt was slumped over the control panel. Blood was 
everywhere. It was pooling under him on the control panel 
and dripping off onto the floor. DC could see a massive gash 
across Hunt’s neck, almost severing his head from his body. 
There was no one in the observation room and there was no 
way out of the lab but through the conference room. They 
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must have come in after Hunt had seated himself at the con-
trol panel, reading and sorting through documents. There 
was little or no evidence he had put up a fight. They had just 
come up behind him and cut his throat and left. He could nev-
er have called out for help, even if he wanted to. DC retreated, 
working his way down the stairs, through the lab, and back 
into the conference room. 
 
“They got Hunt. I don’t know why they haven’t stormed this 
room yet. It doesn’t make sense. They seem able to go any-
where they want, whenever they please. We need to get out 
of here, and I mean now! There are five of us left. I don’t know 
how to defeat these bastards. Our weapons seem useless 
against them. Marcel, how far is it to the generator room? I 
have an idea. We haven’t tried fire on these guys, yet. Do you 
remember seeing any reserve cans of diesel in the gen room?” 
 
“To be honest, I wasn’t looking for surplus fuel. McKay would 
have been your man. He was in there more often than the rest 
of us. He’d know but he’s gone. What are you thinking?” 
 
“I’m thinking Molotovs. I’d rather have gasoline but we may 
have to get by with diesel, unless there is some alcohol in the 
lab. I’ll check,” said DC. “Marcel, watch my back from the 
doorway. Don’t come into the lab. We seem to be safe in the 
conference room for some reason.” 
 
“You got it, boss.” DC entered the room and raced around it 
looking for alcohol. He found none. As he began walking back 
toward the door, Marcel yelled, “They’re coming through the 
wall behind you. Run!” DC ran as fast as he could and jumped 
through the open door, which closed as soon as he cleared 
the opening. Again, no one followed him into the conference 
room. 
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“What is it about this room? They could enter here any time 
they wanted. Why are they waiting, or is there something 
we’re overlooking, something we could use to get out of here 
in one piece?” asked DC. “What’s in here that is stopping them 
from coming in? I don’t have a clue. Unless we figure out 
what’s in here, we’re going to have to make a run for it. If you 
move quickly, they don’t seem able to catch you. They only 
seem to be taking people who are immobile or just walking. 
Maybe that is our key to escaping.” 
 
“You may have something there, boss. Every one of the guys 
they have taken, so far, were just standing around or sitting. 
Tak was taking a piss. Ariel was walking. I don’t know what 
Prior was doing, in the hall. Cotter and McKay were on watch, 
probably just standing around. They seem slow and sluggish 
when they move,” said Tatiana. “And for what it’s worth, the 
guy who killed Tak, looked at me but just walked off. He nev-
er came toward me. I wonder if it could be because I’m a 
woman, and they don’t perceive me as a threat? 
 
“Could be,” said DC. In the back of his mind, he wanted to say 
something that wasn’t especially politically correct and 
would have sounded humorous, if circum-stances were not so 
damn serious. Better forget about it. Besides, she had killed 
enough men in combat to qualify herself as a very serious 
threat. Whether face to face or at long range, she was capable 
of killing most of her adversaries, maybe just because they 
under-estimated her lethality. Maybe it would be worth 
thinking about using der labender Tot’s misperception, if that 
was what it was.  
"Julian, do you and Marcel think you can make it to the gen 
room and get a jerry can of diesel and get it back here? asked 
DC. 
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“If you’re right about them not being able to catch you if 
you’re running, I don’t see why not. Besides, when I’m scared, 
I’m the fastest son-of-a-bitch in the world,” said Julian. “Mar-
cel, are you with me?” 
 
“It’s better than just sitting here waiting to die. Let’s get rid of 
anything that would slow us down. Our belts, weapons, and 
side arms seem to be useless, no reason to be dragging them 
around.” He threw most of his gear in a pile on the floor. Ju-
lian did the same.  
 
“Okay. Here goes. Open the door.” DC opened the door and 
the two men sped down the hall and disappeared down the 
hall that led to the generator room. Moments later, although 
it felt like hours, the two men reappeared and were running 
as fast as possible, slowed by the weight of the Jerry cans full 
of diesel fuel. DC could see soldiers following but they were 
unable to catch Julian and Marcel. They dashed through the 
open doorway and the door was closed behind them. 
 
Julian continued, “These guys are slow but relentless. Also, 
they don’t seem to be able to anticipate what we're doing. 
They only seem to react to what we do. The more we learn 
how these bastards behave, I think our chances of getting out 
of here just get better and better. I remember reading some-
thing by an old Chinese general. He said something like, know 
your enemy and know yourself and you will live to fight a 
hundred battles. I kind of always liked that one.” 
 
“You’re absolutely right. The more we know the better off 
we’ll be. I’m almost starting to become optimistic about our 
chances,” said Marcel. 
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Tatiana, “Marcel, you’re never optimistic about anything.” 
Both had to smile. It felt good to be able to smile, even if for 
only an instant. 
 
DC, “Okay, look around and see if you can find some old bot-
tles. I’ll go back into the lab. I’m sure there are some in there. 
Marcel, watch my back again? 
 
“Gotcha, boss.” 
 
This time DC did not slow down once. He kept moving, jog-
ging, only stopping long enough to pick up the individual bot-
tles. The soldiers did not reappear. He brought back half a 
dozen bottles. “These should work fine for the Molotovs.” 
They began filling the bottles with the diesel. 
 
“We still need wicks. What can we use?” Julian said, “How 
about this damn Nazi flag. We should be able to make wicks 
out of it.” 
 
“Good thinking.” Jordan began to cut strips from the red field 
of the flag, leaving it in tatters. Once they were through, each 
soldier had two Molotovs. “Okay, who’s willing to test them 
on our friends out there?" 
 
“I’ll do it,” volunteered Marcel. 
 
“How are you going to do it?” asked Tatiana. 
 
“I’m just going to walk down the corridor toward the en-
trance. If any of those bastards show their ugly faces, I’ll let 
them have it.” 
 
“Are you sure you want to do this?” asked DC. “I can go first.” 
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“No. I want to do this. Ready? Here light the wick for me.” DC 
pulled a lighter from his vest pocket. He kept it there as a re-
minder that he no longer smoked. He hadn't flicked the Zippo 
open to use it in years, although he regularly refilled it with 
fuel, just in case he ever needed it. Now he did. He flicked 
back the top, rolled the igniter wheel against the flint and the 
sparks ignited the wick. DC put the flame to the crimson strip 
of cloth that hung from the bottle. It began to burn.  
 
“You’re good to go. Good luck. See you on the other side,” said 
DC. He opened the door and Marcel started down the corri-
dor. Everyone watched from the open door as he walked de-
terminedly down the center of the corridor. Half way down, 
two enemy soldiers appeared in front of him. He threw his 
diesel-fueled incendiary bomb at their feet. It exploded, diesel 
splashed all over the floor, walls, and ceiling and ignited. The 
soldiers walked directly through the fire, daggers at the 
ready. Marcel turned in retreat. Two more soldiers emerged 
from the walls, cutting off this retreat. He began to run to-
ward the conference room. The two soldiers that blocked his 
path drove their daggers into his chest. From behind the oth-
ers steadily approached and drove their daggers, up to the 
hilt, into his back. Marcel gave a gurgling groan, slumped, and 
looked apologetically at his comrades inside the conference 
room. 
 
Julian burst through the door in a futile attempt to assist his 
friend. He too was cut down by the gray clad soldiers. He fell 
on top of Marcel – comrades in arms. 
 
DC immediately closed the door to protect the rest of his crew 
in the conference room and to prevent the fumes of the burn-
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ing diesel from getting into the room. Even so, the sickening 
sweet smell of diesel permeated the room. 
 
“What the fuck are we going to do now? The Molotovs didn’t 
even slow them down. They seem immune to everything we 
throw at them,” said DC. I’m beginning to think we’re not 
going to get out of here. He was starting to feel sorry for him-
self and he had to admit that very few times during his mili-
tary career, both in the IRA and as an independent operative, 
had he ever felt truly frightened. Now he was genuinely 
scared. These were uncharted waters for him. Confidence, 
bravado, and ingenuity had always seen him through in the 
past. He was beginning to feel that the past, present, and fu-
ture were quickly coming to an end. 
 
Jordan spoke up first. “Why are they doing this? What have 
we done to deserve this?” These simple questions helped DC 
refocus his thoughts. 
 
DC, “I don’t think it is anything specific that we’ve done. Their 
actions don’t seem to be personally motivated. They just 
seem to be going through the motions. They seem almost 
mindless. They were probably trained to do one thing: kill. If 
their orders were to protect the bunker, that is exactly what 
they are doing. No emotion. No questions. Have you looked 
into their faces? There is nothing there. No shred of hate. No 
compassion. Just a blankness about them. In a sense, they’re 
the perfect soldier. They are invulnerable and follow orders 
mindlessly." 
 
“Tatiana, you’ve been exceedingly quiet. What are you think-
ing?” 
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“Well, we’ve tried weapons. We’ve tried fire. We haven't tried 
explosives. From all indications, they are, as you said, invul-
nerable. Added to this, we know that they can appear from 
almost anywhere. They don’t seem to come out of thin air. 
They seem to come out of 
 
solid objects, like walls. They don’t seem to anticipate our 
movements. And they are slow to respond. The only thing we 
have going for us is that they simply can’t or just don’t move 
quickly. We can. Let’s use that to our advantage. I think we 
should make a break for it. You two take the lead. Run inter-
ference. I’ll follow with my C4 and drop it at the entrance, at 
the foot of the stairs, with a delayed detonator. We can head 
for the woods once we’ve cleared the stairway. We should be 
safe as long as we keep moving. If we have to run all the way 
to the truck, so be it. What do you think? 
 
“In the absence of any alternative, let’s go for it,” said DC. 
“Finish up your bomb. We should strip down to the essen-
tials. We’ll be able to move more quickly if we aren’t carrying 
anything. T, are you ready?” 
 
“All set. I’ll set the timer for 1 minute. That should give us 
enough time to get clear of the entrance before it blows. Once 
I start the timer, no one will be able to disarm it, not even me. 
It’s a done deal. So, don’t stop moving once I set it, Okay?” Ta-
tiana looked at her two remaining comrades. They nodded. 
 
The three remaining soldiers gathered behind the door. DC,  
“Before we head out, I want to tell both of you it has been a 
pleasure and a privilege working with you. Thanks. When I 
open the door, Jordan and I will go first, you stay on our six, 
Tatiana. Don’t stop for anything. If either of us go down, get 
that bomb to the entrance at all costs. 
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“Yes, sir. Understood.” 
 
The men shook hands, and they both hugged Tatiana. “Okay. 
Here goes. Set the timer, mark.” With that DC threw open the 
door. He headed down the hall on the run, followed by Jor-
dan, then Tatiana. They hurdled their dead comrades lying in 
the middle of the corridor. As Jordan cleared Marcel’s body, 
an arm came out of the wall and tripped him. Tatiana, not 
stopping, hurdled Jordan, and never looked back. DC was part 
way up the stairs, when he looked back for the first time. Ta-
tiana had just dropped the bomb and was beginning her as-
cent. DC refocused on the dark sky ahead of him. He noticed 
pink fingers of light just beginning to pierce the black of the 
night sky. He had only two more steps and he would be out of 
the bunker.  
 
Tatiana was now only three steps behind him. He burst out of 
the bunker, “Come on T, we’re almost there.” Those were the 
last words DC spoke. Two gray clad soldiers pulled him down 
and began stabbing him. Tatiana sprinted past her comrade. 
It was already too late to help him. She had to make it to the 
tree line. Her lungs were already burning. She knew she had 
to keep going. She looked over her shoulder. There behind 
her were more than a dozen soldiers standing, watching, as 
she approached the woods. She thought to herself, ‘I’ve made 
it.’ When she turned her attention back to her path, she felt 
the point of the flag pole enter her abdomen. The bronze 
point protruded from her back. Her only thought was a plain-
tive, ‘But I made it!’ She looked up, and standing before her 
was a German officer, smiling, and holding the other end of 
the lance-like flag pole. The lance had the Nazi flag attached 
to it. As she slumped over the pole, she noticed that part of 
the flag was missing and in tatters. No, it could not be. 
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It was the flag that had been in the conference room. Before 
she took her last breath, she heard a tremendous explosion. 
She smiled. She had done her duty and had done her com-
rades proud. 
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Chapter 11 

 
 

The mere formulation of a problem is far more essential 

than its solution .  .  .  . To raise new questions, new possi-

bilities, to regard old problems from a new angle requires 

creative imagination and marks real advances in science. 

Albert Einstein 
 
 
 

Baumschulenweg, 6:30 am, Saturday, October 20, 2007 
 
“Wake up lazy bones. We have to get going.” 
 
“William, are you out of your mind?” Heli peeked from under 
the comforter and looked at the clock. “It’s only 6:30. It’s Sat-
urday. It’s too early to think about going anywhere, even Aus-
tria. I don’t give a damn how beautiful it might be. Come back 
to bed for a little while longer.” 
 
“Okay, but just for a little while.” He crawled back under the 
comforter, and lay down facing away from Heli.  
 
“What are you doing? Snuggle up to me,” said Heli in a pouty, 
little girl voice. 
 
“No. You snuggle up to me,” insisted William. 
 
She rolled over and squirmed her way over to him, wrapping 
herself around him. Her flat stomach pressed against the 
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curve of his derrière. Her legs came up under his with her 
knees touching the backs of his. She threw her arm over him 
and pulled herself forward until her firm breasts were press-
ing into his back. “How is that?” 
 
“That is absolutely wonderful. I love the feel of your body 
against mine.” 
 
They snuggled and dozed for another hour. Finally, William 
said, “If we’re going to get on with our search for Wienert and 
the crystal, we really need to get going. Besides, we need to 
get you home so you can pack. Do you realize that you haven’t 
been home in three days? Andrea is probably worried sick. 
She probably thinks I’ve kidnapped you or something.” 
 
“Oh, don’t worry about Andrea. I’ve texted her at least once a 
day. She knows I’m just fine. Better than fine, as a matter of 
fact. She’s very happy for me, and you too. You’re right. We 
probably should get going. You go put the coffee on and I’ll 
get up and get dressed.” William slipped out from under the 
comforter for the second time.  
 
“You know, it’s damn cold out here,” he said. He quickly 
dressed, then headed for the kitchen. A few moments later he 
announced, “Coffee’s on.” 
 
She joined him at the small table and they sipped their coffee. 
“Would you like a bagel with some cream cheese or do you 
want me to prepare breakfast?” asked Heli. 
 
“The bagel sounds great. I’m not really all that hungry. What 
about you?” 
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“A bagel is all I need for now. You know, we should let Ingrid 
know we won’t be in Monday. We can either e-mail her or we 
can leave a message on her voice mail,” suggested Heli. 
 
“Good idea.” 
 
After cleaning up the breakfast dishes, William packed for a 
few days. Then they went to Heli’s apartment, where she 
packed a small bag for their trip to Austria. Andrea wasn’t 
home, so Heli left her a short note. She would be out of town 
for a few days with William. They were going to Austria in 
search of crystals. 
 
William pulled into a petrol station, filled the car, and picked 
up a travel map to begin planning their route to Atzesberg, 
Colonel Wienert’s hometown. The best route would be south 
on Highway 9 to Leipzig, on to Nurnberg, then to Passau via E 
56. Then on to Putzleinsdorf; from there it was just a short 
drive to Atzesberg. The route would be circuitous but there 
was no more direct route. As close as they could figure, it was 
more than 700 km, and would take them more than a day to 
get to the little village because of the mountains. 
 
Although the scenery throughout the trip was beautiful, the 
snow had already begun to accumulate on some of the moun-
tainsides. Even all the beauty around them did not distracted 
from the adventure before them. In the back of their minds, 
they both realized that there could be danger associated with 
their endeavor. They were going to be dredging up some sen-
sitive Nazi history that some may not want brought back to 
life, let alone into the light of day. There was too much that 
could embarrass families and even more events that were 
still well kept secrets. This applied especially to Wienert, the 
role he played during the last days of the Reich, and the se-
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crets he had undoubtedly kept since that fateful day in May, 
1945. What had Wienert done since his disappearance? Why 
had he not reactivated the crystallized SS troops? Had he kept 
the crystal and the plans, or had he passed them to others to 
activate or hold? What if the crystal was now in the hands of 
Neo Nazis or had been passed on to the next generation of 
loyal supporters of Hitler’s Reich? There were so many un-
answered questions. Atzesberg could be either the end or just 
the beginning of their venture. It was difficult to say just how 
their adventure might or would unfold. 
 

Putzleinsdorf, 10:30 p.m., Saturday, October 21, 2007 
 
Putzleinsdorf was a small mountain village not far from At-
zesberg. The travelers were tired and needed to sleep. Even  
taking turns driving, they were both exhausted. It was late 
and most businesses, even the local pub, had already closed. 
William saw a police car parked outside the village and asked 
if the officers  knew of a place to get a room. The officers at 
first were suspicious; people just did not approach the police. 
Once William convinced them that he was a genuine tourist, 
they directed him to Frau Blücher’s Gasthaus, the only bed 
and breakfast in Putzleinsdorf. William thought to himself, 
‘Frau Blücher, now where have I heard that name before?’ 
 
There were commercial chalets but most were already fully 
booked. The ski season was already upon them. Based on di-
rections received from the officers, William drove to the gas-
thaus. Frau Blücher personally greeted them and showed 
them to their room. Even though it was night, lights from cha-
lets dappled the mountainsides and slopes and reflected off 
the snow that had already fallen. 
 



257 
 
  

Like many such small hotels, Heli and William had to share a 
hall bath with the other guests. Breakfast was served 
promptly at 8:00, lunch at 12:30, and dinner was at 6:00. If 
you were late, like any family member, you got whatever was 
left over, making it a good idea to be punctual. 
 
While the spirit was amorous, their bodies were not, so they 
just snuggled up to one another and quickly fell fast asleep in 
each other’s arms. In the morning, when the sunlight 
streamed into their room, they both woke still a bit bleary-
eyed. “What time is it?” asked Heli. 
 
William fumbled for his watch, and through sleep filled eyes, 
which refused to focus fully, he could make out 7:45. “If we 
want breakfast, we will need to get up now. It’s 7:45. Break-
fast is at 8:00.” 
 
“I want to sleep some more but I’m famished. We didn’t get to 
have dinner last night. Let’s see if we can get up and get down 
to breakfast before it’s all gone,” moaned Heli. 
 
“As Madame wishes.” William was the first on his feet. Heli 
quickly followed. They dressed and went down-stairs to the 
family dining room. There were only two chairs left. Frau 
Blücher had a full house. The breakfast, compared to their 
regular morning fare, was sumptuous. There were fruits, juic-
es, eggs, breakfast meats, kippers and pickled herring, pota-
toes, and strudels. It was a veritable feast. William leaned 
over and whispered in Heli’s ear: “I could get used to this.” 
 
“Me too, but who’s going to get up and prepare it for us once 
we get home?” 
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“Point well made. I guess it’s back to toast and bagels when 
we get home,” said William. 
 
“Pretty much. Sorry.” 
 
“There’s nothing to be sorry about. At home, my mother used 
to call people like us -- people who like to stay in bed in the 
mornings -- slug-a-beds. I always assumed the comment to be 
pejorative. After all, she was a farmer’s daughter. Now, I ra-
ther like the idea, especially since I met you. You know, you’re 
a terrible influence on me,” said William. 
 
“Me?! I was always up bright and early and out doing some-
thing until I met YOU.”  
 
“I guess we’re very bad influences on one another. I like it.” 
 
“Me too,” replied Heli.  
 
They finished their breakfast and sought out Frau Blücher. 
“We have to go up to Atzesberg. Do you know if there is a gas-
thaus there?” 
 
“There is a very small place, but it is usually full. I can call 
ahead and see if they have a vacancy.” 
 
“That would be perfect. Thank you.” William listened in on 
Frau Blücher’s conversation with the gasthaus owner in At-
zesberg.  
 
“This is Frau Blücher in Putzleinsdorf. Is Juanita available? 
Juanita, I have a young couple here that are heading for At-
zesberg. Do you have any vacancies? Excellent. Please save a 
room for them. When I’m up your way, I will stop in. I prom-
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ise.” Turning to William and Heli, “The owner of the gasthaus 
in Atzesberg is an old friend of mine. I took the liberty of mak-
ing a reservation for you. She will be expecting you. Her name 
is Frau Richter.” 
 
“Oh, thank you. That was most kind and thoughtful. We must 
really be on our way, sorry to say. Could you prepare our bill 
while we finish packing?” 
 
“Of course,” replied Frau Blücher. “It will be all ready for you 
when you come down. 
 

Atzesberg, 10:00 am, Sunday, October 21, 2007 
 
Thirty minutes after checking out of Frau Blücher’s gasthaus, 
they arrived in Atzesberg. They found the Mountainside Gas-
thaus easily. From the outside it appeared picture perfect. 
Just as promised, their room was waiting for them. After set-
tling in, William and Heli  returned to the front desk. “Frau 
Richter we are looking for a gentleman named Andreus Wie-
nert. Do  you happen to know where we could find him?” 
 
“Please, call me Juanita and, Ja, I know Herr Wienert. He was 
the watchmaker here in the village.  .  .  .” 
 
“Was?” 
 
 “Andreus died some time ago. It’s been at least ten years. His 
son, Albert took over the family business. He died two years 
ago; and now his son, Klaus, has taken over the shop. He 
builds coo-coo clocks and even larger timepieces. He’s much 
more of an artist than either his grandfather or father. 
 
“Where could we find Herr Wienert? 
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“Oh, that’s easy. He’s in the dining room. 
 
“What?!” 
 
“Ja, he comes in here every morning for coffee and my stru-
del. Sometimes he comes here to escape from work. Some-
times he comes to just think. But, most of the time, he comes 
here to escape from Maria, his wife. Today it’s Maria.” Juanita 
smiled ever so slyly. “Would you like to meet him? 
 
“Well, yes, please.” 
 
“Come with me.” She guided them into the small dining room. 
“Klaus, this young couple would like to speak to you.” 
 
Klaus was probably well into his forties but he actually 
looked and acted much older. He almost looked frail. He rose 
from his seat and extended his hand, first to William then He-
li. “Of course. What can I do for you?” 
 
“My name is William Langley and this is my girl friend, Heli, 
Heli Mittenwallenberger. .  .  .”  
 
“Mittenwallenberger.” Klaus’ glum face began to show signs 
of life. “Are you from around here? There are a number of 
Mittenwallenbergers in this part of the country. Please have a 
seat.” He moved his well-worn green, peaked felt hat from the 
seat and motioned for Heli to take it. 
 
 As Heli slid into the seat, “What a beautiful hat.”  
 
“It was given to me by my father before his death. My grand-
father had given it to him before his death. Unfortunately, I 
don’t have a son and so, I suppose, the tradition ends with 
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me,” said Klaus. A look of remorse seemed to veil his face but 
only briefly. A smile soon returned to the lined face. 
 
“I’m sorry to hear that. To answer your question, I’m not from 
around here. I was born outside Berlin. My father said that 
our ancestors came from somewhere around Linz. Apparent-
ly, he was correct.” 
 
William began again, “As I was about to say, I’m doing re-
search and your grandfather’s name came up. Were you 
aware that your grandfather had served during the War? 
 
“Oh, yes. Everyone served during the war.” William was 
pleased. Klaus did not instinctively recoil at the mere mention 
of the war or that his grandfather had been in the army. ‘Good 
start,’ thought William. 
 
“Do you know what your grandfather did during the war?” 
William was sure that Klaus would become defensive. Surely 
he could have phrased his question more subtly but it was 
out there now. 
 
“Ja. He worked with scientists near Obersalzberg. My grand-
father was very proud of the work they did there. It was for 
the Führer himself, grandfather would say. He had nothing to 
do with the camps.” A hint of defensiveness began to show in 
his tone as he mentioned the concentration camps. 
 
“I know. My interest in your grandfather has nothing to do 
with what went on in the camps. “I’m more interested in the 
work he did with the scientists at Obersalzberg. Did he talk 
about what he was working on while there?” 
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“Oh, yes. Toward the end of his life, all he seemed to talk 
about was some machine he and the scientists had developed. 
He had a trunk of old papers and this green cube of glass. He 
seemed to place a lot of importance on that cube. He would 
show it to anyone who would take a look. He said he was re-
sponsible for its creation. Everyone humored him. They knew 
he was no scientist. He was a watchmaker. He became ob-
sessed with the cube toward the end of his life. He said that 
someday it would save the world. You know how some old 
people begin to think. Now, they call it dementia or Alzhei-
mer's. Grandfather had it, I’m sure." 
 
“Why do you say that?” 
 
“He kept trying to convince everyone that there were soldiers 
trapped inside that cube. He kept it in a wooden box in his 
basement. He’d say, some day they will be let out. Like I said, 
everyone humored him. If you didn’t play along with him, he 
would become cantankerous. So, it was easier for everyone to 
just pretend he knew what he was talking about, no matter 
how crazy it sounded.” 
 
William was going to take a long shot. “Do you know whatev-
er happened to the cube?” 
 
“Oh yes. It’s still sitting in its case, along with all the drawings 
and reports that Grandfather said he needed when he let the 
soldiers out. It’s still in the basement in Grandfather’s house. 
My house now. I inherited it when my father died. Just as my 
father had before me. Would you like to see it?” 
 
“What?!” ‘Holy shit! He still has the crystal and all the papers 
and he wants to know if I want to see it.’ Trying to be as ca-
sual as possible, he turned to Heli and asked, “Would you like 
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to see Herr Wienert’s glass cube?” Like William, Heli could 
not believe her ears. They had anticipated a clandestine cov-
er-up with ominous implications, and here was this guy just 
offering to show it to them. Unbelievable! 
 
“Yes. We’d love to see it. I’ve heard about it. Thank you,” said 
Heli. 
 
“Then come this way. I don’t live far from here. In fact, in At-
zesberg, you’re never far from any place in the village.” A wry 
smile came to his otherwise serious face. “Before we leave, let 
me take care of my bill with Frau Richter.”  He picked up his 
pin festooned hat, with its feather and cord wrapped around 
the base of the crown, and left the room, leaving William and 
Heli alone. 
 
As they put on their coats, William’s imagination began to run 
wild. ‘What if Herr Wienert is making a call to his Nazi 
friends? What if he was luring us into a trap? We’ve been ask-
ing questions about the past and secret Nazi projects. What if 
he is going to have us killed? He seems almost overly helpful 
and cooperative. Oh Christ! What have I gotten us into?’ Nev-
ertheless, he was prepared to go through with it. He needed 
to see the cube. He was intrigued by the science and personal-
ly committed to seeing for himself that it was not all just an 
elaborate hoax. His only real fear was for Heli’s welfare. He 
leaned over to Heli and whispered, “Are you sure about this? 
What if it’s a trap of some kind?” 
 
“You’ve got to be kidding me! You’re letting your imagination 
run away with you. I think Klaus is very sweet and just 
thrilled by the thought of someone showing interest in his 
crazy grandfather and his cube. I think he’s just excited. 
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“Okay then." 
 
Klaus returned. “Come along. My house is just down the 
street.” A few minutes later, “Here it is. Come in.” He opened 
the door and called to his wife. “Maria, we have guests. 
 
“Who is it?” she replied. 
 
“Heli Mittenwallenberger and William Langley. They’re from 
Berlin. They would like to see grandfather’s cube,” exclaimed 
Klaus. 
 
“What?” Maria came scurrying down the stairs. 
 
“You heard me correctly. William is a historian and Grandfa-
ther’s name came up during his researches. They’re interest-
ed in the cube. 
 
“That’s unbelievable,” said Maria. 
 
“Come this way.” Klaus led them down into the basement. 
Maria followed the procession. Klaus led them to a dark and 
dank back corner of the basement. Maria remained on the 
bottom step, as if perching on the step would protect her 
from the rats she envisioned roamed freely in her basement. 
 
 “Here is the box.” Klaus removed a stack of old newspapers 
and the body of a clock, then lifted off the top of the box. Once 
the box was open he pushed aside the excelsior that covered 
the cube. "There it is. It was just as it had been described in 
the reports. It was a translucent green and it almost seemed 
to have a slight glow to it. 
 
“Could I take a picture of it?” asked William. 
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“By all means. Take as many as you like.” 
 
From her position on the step, she called to Klaus, “Klaus, 
come over here. I want to speak with you.” In a low whisper 
she continued, “Klaus, I’ve wanted to get that damn box out of 
the house for years. See if these kids want it. If you can’t sell it 
to them, give it to them. We have absolutely no use for it, and 
who wants a 100 kilo block of green glass? Go. Go!" 
 
“But .  .  .  It was Grandfather’s. It’s a family heirloom.” 
 
Maria’s voice became increasing strident, although she was 
still whispering, “I don’t really give a damn. Now get rid of it if 
you can. Do it NOW!" 
 
“But.” 
 
“No buts about it,” said Maria. Klaus shrugged his shoulders. 
He knew better than to antagonize Maria any further. It was 
futile trying to reason with her. She had made up her mind. 
That was it. 
 
“William, would you like the cube?” 
 
“What!?” 
  
“We have been meaning to dispose of it for some time. What 
is it worth to you?” 
 
“I’m sorry? I’m a student and I don’t have much spare cash. 
We’ve spent a large portion of our spare cash just getting 
here. Let me see what we have between us.” Turning to Heli,  
with an expectant and  excited look, he asked, “How much 
cash do you have with you?  



266 
 
 

Heli opened the little purse she always carried with her. At 
the same time, William pulled out his wallet. “I have about 
100 Euros, said William. 
 
“I’ve got, maybe, 125,” said Heli. 
 
 William gave Heli a glance. His eyes were like those of a kid 
in a candy store, with no parents around. She could see his 
excitement and anticipation. Heli nodded. He was going to go 
for it.  
 
“We’ll need some money for gas to get home, say, a 100 or so. 
What if we give you 125 for the cube and all the papers your 
grandfather had?” 
 
Klaus did not so much as hesitate. “It’s all yours. When can 
you get it out of here?” 
 
“I’ll need to get some help to haul it up the stairs and get it 
into my car. We can come back later on this afternoon. Would 
that be acceptable and convenient?” 
 
“By all means. The sooner it’s out of here the better,” said Ma-
ria. Klaus just looked on with a slightly forlorn expression. 
His grandfather’s cube was no longer his. William handed 
Klaus the money he had pulled from his wallet and the differ-
ence he needed, Heli handed him.  
 
“Could you give me some kind of bill of sale or receipt for it? 
I’ll need it at the border. I probably won’t need it but it is bet-
ter to be prepared than caught without it.“Gladly,” said Maria. 
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Atzesberg, 3:00 p.m., October 21, 2007 
 
William, Heli, and two other men arrived at the Wienert 
home. Even before they were able to knock, Maria opened the 
door. “Come in. Come in. We’re all ready for you. I’ve cleaned 
a path for you, so you don’t have to stumble over furniture 
getting the box out of the house. Would you like a cup of cof-
fee before you begin moving the crate?" 
 
“No. No, thank you. These men agreed to help us move the 
box and I don’t want to detain them any longer than neces-
sary. After all, it is Sunday,” said William. 
 
“Very well, then.”  
 
Maria led them down to the basement. Klaus was standing 
over the box. He had his hand on it. William heard him say in 
almost a whisper, “I’m sorry, Grandpa.” When the party ga-
thered around the box, Klaus appeared ready to cry. “It’s all 
ready for you, William. Take good care of it. If it proves useful 
to you, please give my grandfather credit.” He put his hand on 
the box almost reverently for a moment, then backed away, 
making room for the workmen. 
 
“Herr Wienert, if anything comes of this, I can assure you that 
both you and your grandfather will be recognized. Are all the 
papers inside with the cube?” 
 
“Yes, and thank you.” Turning to the movers, “Hello, Jean-
Claude. How is your mother? I heard she was ill.”“Oh. Thank 
you for asking, she’s doing much better now.” 
 
“How are you, Rickard? 
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“About as well as a working man can be these days. 
 
“How have you been, Herr Wienert?” 
 
“Well, I suppose.”  
 
Klaus turned to William. “I’m sorry for detaining you. I’ve 
known these two lads since they were youngsters. I don’t get 
to see them much anymore. Like most young people, they are 
always busy.” The two men smiled sheepishly.  
 
“Okay, men. I want to move it out and put it in the trunk of my 
car.” The men tested the weight. It was heavier than one 
would have expected of a box little more than half a meter 
square. Each of the men had a harness over their shoulder. 
They slipped the leather straps under the corners of the box, 
adjusted the length of the straps that were over their shoul-
ders, and lifted in unison. The box was suspended between 
them and securely held in place by the straps under it. Wil-
liam thought to himself, ‘What an ingenious system. They 
don’t need to lift with their arms. They use their legs, saving 
their backs.’ 
 
The two men could not climb the stairs side by side, so the 
shorter of the two lengthened his shoulder straps and started 
up the stairs. At the same time, the taller man shortened his 
straps. This had the effect of leveling the box, even while the 
men were on different steps. Once they reached the first floor, 
the men reversed their strap adjustments, and the box was, 
again, level. Once at the car, William opened the trunk and 
they, almost effortlessly, swung the box up and over the lip of 
the trunk and gently settled it into the trunk. They slid the 
straps from under the box, each lifting his side of the box, 
while his partner pulled the straps out from under it. The en-
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tire process had taken less than 10 minutes. William gave 
each man 20 € for his time and effort. “Thank you,” and they 
were gone. 
 
Klaus had watched the entire process. William could see the 
sadness in his face, while Maria’s face was literally beaming 
with joy. The box was gone and she had 125 € in her coin 
purse. For everyone, except Klaus, it had been a good day. 
 
“Thank you, Herr Wienert and thank you, Frau Wienert. I will 
take good care of the crystal for you. Could you give me your 
address and I will keep in touch? I promise.” Klaus wrote 
down his address. 
 
“I know your generation uses the Internet to write to every-
one but we still use the post. It’s good and fast enough for us. 
Have a safe trip home.” William and Heli got into the car, 
waved to the Wienerts, and returned to the Richter gasthaus. 
 
“Can you believe it? We came here hoping to track down Co-
lonel Wienert, not really expecting ever to see the crystal. 
Now, we have the crystal and all the documentation related 
to the project. In addition, we found it all on our own. We 
make a fabulous team, if I say so myself,” confessed William. 
William raised his hand and Heli gave him a high five, along 
with an infectious grin. 
 
“I’d second that. This has been an absolutely fantastic trip. 
What are we going to do now?” asked Heli. 
 
“My brain tells me to get out of town with the crystal, now. I 
don’t want Klaus or Maria to change their minds and demand 
the crystal back. Another part of me says, they’re good people 
and will honor our deal. So, rather than give in to paranoia, I 
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suggest we enjoy the evening. Have a good dinner, get to bed 
early, and start back to Berlin  in the morning. Or, if you 
would like to do something else, just let me know. I’m at your 
service,”  said William. “What’s your pleasure?” 
 
“I kind of like your plan. We can spend some quiet time alone 
in our very nice room and head home tomorrow, prize in 
hand. We don’t have to rush since we have already told Ingrid 
we would be gone for a couple of days. That reminds me, 
what are you going to do about Ingrid, NIHDEP, the crystal, 
and all the documentation?” inquired Heli. 
 
“I think that is something we need to decide together. The 
success of this trip is as much yours as mine. If it had not 
been for your determination to embark on what I believed to 
be a dangerous and fruitless adventure, we would still be sit-
ting in my apartment talking over what could have been. In-
stead, you pushed me into making a decision and acting on it. 
And here we are. We have had an unbelievable run of luck. If I 
were a gambler, and there was a casino around here some-
where, I would be tempted to see just how lucky we really 
are, even though I’m not much of a gambler.” 
 
“You know, I agree. For not being a gambler, you have had 
quite a run of luck. You have your crystal and all the docu-
mentation. Now you have a dissertation topic and the data 
that goes along with it. And, to top it all off, you have me. Now 
that is luck,” said Heli, with a huge grin on her face. 
 
“I couldn’t agree more!”  
 
She leaned over kissed him gently on the cheek and put her 
head on his shoulder. “I don’t ever want to lose you. Some-
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how, I think we just complement one another. I don’t want to 
lose that connection.” 
 
They found a parking space on the street, right in front of the 
gasthaus. As they got out of the car, a random thought ran 
through William’s head. ‘What if someone steals the car to-
night?’ He shared that thought with Heli. 
 
“Sometimes you are genuinely silly. Just how many car theft 
rings do you think are operating in Atzesberg? There are, 
what, maybe, 500 people in the entire village? Everyone ob-
viously, knows everyone else. Put your paranoia to rest. If it 
will make you feel any more secure, you can talk to Frau Rich-
ter and ask her opinion.” 
 
“You’re right. My imagination is combining with a dose of pa-
ranoia, as you so eloquently put it. Even so, I just know I’m 
going to get up in the middle of the night and peek out the 
window to make sure the car is still there.” 
  
“I wouldn’t have it any other way. You are such a dear sweet 
man. Come on. Let’s go in. It’s a little early for dinner. Even so, 
we can shower, maybe together, change, and cuddle before 
dinner but not necessarily in that order.” She gave William a 
come hither smile and even used her finger to coax him along. 
“Come on.” 
 
After dinner, hand in hand, they took a walk around the vil-
lage. “You know, this place is really very nice. It’s quaint, cozy, 
and really very beautiful, post card beautiful. You know, the 
ones that say ‘Greetings from Austria.’ Maybe someday we 
could live and work in a place like this. What do you think?” 
asked William. 
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“We’ve known each other less than a week, and you’re al-
ready planning our future together.”  
 
“I suppose I am. I’m sure you have your flaws but so far, I ha-
ven’t found any. And, I see no reason not to assume we won’t 
be together in the future. So, yes, I guess I am projecting into 
the future. Is there something intrinsically wrong with that?” 
asked William. 
 
“Absolutely not.” She stopped and kissed William. “I think we 
will do just fine together. We seem to make a great team. I 
know, we could be Indiana Langley and Heli Croft, Crystal 
Raiders. It’s not as lyrical as the originals but it does have a 
ring to it." 
 
Now, it was William’s turn to smile. 
 

Baumschulenweg, 9:00 am, Tuesday, October 23, 2007 
 
Since they no longer felt the press of time, Heli and William 
drove back in a much more leisurely fashion than they had on 
their trip to Atzesberg.  Even though they had taken it easy, 
they arrived in Berlin late Monday night and realized that the 
weekend’s events had taken their toll on them. They col-
lapsed into bed. It was 9:00 before they awoke. Even then, 
they were still feeling the effects of the hours on the road and 
the stress of weekend’s events. 
 
After a simple breakfast, William settled himself on the sofa, 
patted the seat next to him and said, “Heli. C’mon over, we 
need to talk.” 
 
Her intuition instantly kicked into high gear. She knew what 
‘we need to talk’ meant. She had used that exact phrase every 
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time she had broken up with one boyfriend or another over 
the years. ‘No. It can’t be. I thought everything had been going 
so well. He’s going to dump me!’ Even so, she sat down on the 
sofa but left a conspicuous space between them, a buffer 
zone. 
 
“All the way home I’ve been thinking, .  .  .  .” 
 
She interrupted, “I know I can be a little over the top at times. 
A little too pushy. And sometimes a little too demanding. I’m 
sorry.” 
 
“Why in God’s name are you apologizing? Those are the traits 
I love about you. That’s why I feel you complement me so 
well. I know I’m overly reserved and I lack spontaneity. You, 
on the other hand, are all I'm not. I analyze things too much. 
You do a quick think and go with it. That’s what makes you so 
adorable.” 
 
“I thought you were beginning the dreaded ‘we need to talk’ 
breakup monologue.” 
 
“Oh, God, no! Actually, I was headed in the other direction. 
Rather than continuing to extol your virtues, I’ll just come out 
and say it: Would you consider moving in with me? I can give 
you a list of the practical reasons why you should but there is 
really only one bottom line reason – I love you and want to be 
with you all the time." 
 
Heli slid closer. “I’d love to. I’ll have to talk to Andrea and let 
her know. She’ll understand. But I won’t be able to pay my 
share of the rent until she finds a new roommate. Then I can 
pick up the slack.” 
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“What in the world are you talking about, rent? I’m not asking 
you to move in here to share expenses. I just want you here. I 
wouldn’t care if you never paid a single pfennig. Are we clear 
on that issue?” 
 
“Yes. But I can contribute once Andrea finds someone to take 
my place.” 
 
“Again. Let me make this absolutely clear. Money is not even 
an issue. You’re the issue, pure and simple.” She threw her 
arms around his neck and nuzzled him. 
 
“Do you realize just how special you are and how happy you 
make me feel?” asked Heli. 
 
“Actually, yes.” 
 
“That was meant more as a rhetorical question. We’re rather 
full of our self right now, aren’t we? 
 
“Not really. I feel like the luckiest guy on Earth. Do you re-
member the movie, Jerry Maguire. 
 
“Yeah,” said Heli. 
 
“Just like Renée Zellweger’s character, Dorothy, in Jerry Ma-
guire, you had me at hello. Or, just maybe, at Fraktur. 
 
“Oh. That’s so sweet.” 
 
“Now, let me get back to what I really wanted to talk to you 
about.” William just smiled broadly. 
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“You really know how to cut the heart out of a special mo-
ment, don’t you? Okay. Go ahead and tell me ‘what you really 
wanted to talk about,’” said Heli with mock sarcasm. 
 
“All the way home, in addition to thinking about asking you to 
move in, I’ve been thinking about what to do with the crystal. 
.  .  .” Heli cut him off. 
 
“The little bit about thinking about me, was a nice save. Go 
on.” William just smiled. 
 
“There are the obvious benefits. I have my dissertation topic, 
and I have the data to back up my claims. Even more impor-
tant, I have the cube. It’s a complete package. I get my degree. 
But, there are some other considerations.” 
 
“Like what? I thought it was all about your degree and career. 
In fact, it should be. You’ll be able to vindicate yourself and 
your research. What else could you ask for?” 
 
“It’s complicated. All the way home, I was thinking, and this 
sounds a little too philosophical, even for me. The crystal is 
way more important than my degree. If the process actually 
worked, there are potentially 500 people locked up in that 
crystal. 500! What rights do they have? Who is going to speak 
for them? Right now, you and I are the only ones. Do I have a 
responsibility to bring them back? Can they be brought back 
safely? Can they be used for good, rather than the continua-
tion of evil? I guess, what I’m saying is, how can the idea of a 
mad man be turned into something good? Do you see where 
I’m going with this?” 
 
“My God, you have been thinking. Those are some truly hea-
dy, moral and philosophical concerns. I have to admit my 
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thinking has been comparatively much more myopic. All I’ve 
been considering is your degree and what it will mean for 
you. The other stuff, I hadn’t even gotten around to thinking 
about. But, you are absolutely right. Those issues may well be 
even more important in the long run, sorry to say. Maybe you 
should consult with your supervisor. I know you have a lot of 
respect for what he thinks. Yes, write him. Do it today. No. Do 
it now while the ideas are still fresh in your mind. I’ll shut 
up.” 
 
“Sweetie, I value what you have to say, maybe more than 
what I think. You have a genuineness about you that is re-
freshing. I like your ideas. I’ll sit down right now and knock 
out a note to Dr. Smith." 
 

Dear Dr. Smith, 
 
Heli and I have just gotten back from Austria. We went 
there over the weekend to see if we could track down 
Andreus Wienert, the SS officer who was in charge of 
 
Operation Bettkasten. He was the one who took the 
plans and the cube and disappeared at the end of the 
war. The story, as far as I can determine, was entirely 
true. 
 
I have all the plans and the cube that is supposed to 
contain the 500 SS officers and troops!!  
 
I met the grandson, and only living heir, of Andreus 
Wienert. I bought the documentation and the cube 
from him. I even have a bill of sale for it. This means 
that whatever I do with them is entirely up to me. The 
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NIHDEP does not believe that the files even existed and 
I have my file notes -- the only file notes. 
 
So, first off, I believe I have my dissertation topic and 
all the documentation and evidence I need to write it. 
 
Secondly, I have been thinking about the crystal and 
what it really represents – 500 human beings locked 
up in a kind of time capsule prison. I believe they have 
the right to be freed to live out their lives. However, I 
am not sure exactly how to achieve this in such a way 
that their release will be a benefit to all Mankind. They 
were the product of evil intent. Is there some way to 
turn that original intent around, so that they can have 
a positive consequence? I need your input on this mat-
ter. Your guidance would be very much appreciated. 
 
Don’t worry about what happened with your colleague. 
This is much bigger than the generator ever could be. 
 
 WAL. 

 
“Heli, would you like to read this before I send it off to Dr. S.?” 
 
“Sure.” She read through the note, twice. “It is short and to the 
point. I wouldn’t change anything. Let’s just see what he has 
to say. Then we can make what, I hope, is an informed deci-
sion. You are right, this is a big decision.” 
 
“Thanks for your input." 
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Chapter 12 

 
 

.  .  .  we continue to be saved by brave people who risk ri-

dicule and rejection but end up turning huge tides of public 

opinion in the direction of righteousness. We owe them 

enormous debts of gratitude. It is not easy to stand up for 

what is right, especially when everyone else is afraid to 

leave the comfortable path of conformity. 

Michael Moore 
 
 
 
 

Minneapolis, 7:00 a.m., October 23, 2007 
 
As was his habit, Darryl checked his e-mail after breakfast 
and before he left for the university. William’s most recent 
note generated an uncharacteristic out-burst, “Holy crap,” 
was all he could say. William had tracked down Wienert, and 
he had all the Bettkasten documentation and the crystal that 
Grossmann and the others had produced. ‘Absolutely unbe-
lievable!’ William had done it. He had secured everything he 
would need for his dissertation. Even more interesting were 
his questions regarding the fate of the soldiers trapped in the 
crystal and what should be done with them. William’s ques-
tions were genuinely thought provoking. 
 
Even though a weekend had passed since his meeting with 
Mitchell, Darryl had grown increasingly uneasy. Try as he 
might, he could not reconcile what had happened. He had 
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been manipulated by a friend, if he could still use that word to 
describe his relationship with Mitchell. Possibly more perso-
nally devastating was the realization that he had allowed ava-
rice to preempt his sense of right and wrong. Although, he 
told himself that if he had known what Mitchell was up to, he 
would have objected, but now he questioned even that con-
viction, as well. He had to accept the fact that he was no bet-
ter than Mitchell, and in all likelihood, Mitchell could claim 
the ethical high ground. He was a predator and he was willing 
to admit it. Darryl was not. He was more like a parasite. He 
had allowed himself to become a Judas.  
 
At the same time, he had to smile to himself. Both he and Mit-
chell had been out-maneuvered by William and his girlfriend. 
‘Well done, William.’ Before he contacted Mitchell again, he 
had to warn William and confess his part in the loss of Wil-
liam’s files. He had just been unable to compose his note to 
William after his last meeting with Mitchell, but he had to do 
it now. 
 

Dear William, 
 
Congratulations. I am overjoyed by your news. Your 
dissertation is virtually guaranteed.  
 
I have been meaning to write to you but with one thing 
and another, you know. There have been some devel-
opments here that I must share with you, for the sake 
of information and your safety.  
 
First, Mitchell Anderson is the one who hired the mer-
cenaries that stole your files from the NIHDEP. No one 
seems to know who Aaron Brewster is or was. I knew 
Mitchell wanted the files but I only learned that he had 
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stolen them after the fact. However, I must accept re-
sponsibility for your loss. I should never have confided 
in him. 

 
Second, Anderson has had a document drawn up that 
gives both of us a percentage of the profits from any 
defense technologies that he is able to develop or adapt 
from the technologies described in the files. I have sent 
your copy of the agreement to you by registered post. I 
suppose, it is somehow his attempt at contrition. He re-
cognizes that he breached the trust we had as col-
leagues and he also recognizes that his theft of the files 
could very well have caused you to lose your employ-
ment at NIHDEP, and cost you your degree. 
 
On the other hand, the agreement may well be his way 
of buying our silence over the whole matter. This could 
work to our mutual benefit. In effect, we have some le-
verage over him, especially now that you have the 
cube. 
 
Third, he has sent a group of mercenaries to the Croa-
tian bunker you wrote about. They should be on-site in 
a few days. It is their mission to retrieve the field gene-
rator produced by Dr. Grossman and his team. 
 
Fourth, eventually, he will attempt to steal the docu-
mentation and the cube you currently have in your 
possession. I will not, however, reveal to him that you 
have it. I am sure he will pursue the same information 
you had regarding the trail of Wienert, which will 
mean he will ultimately interrogate your contacts in 
Austria. Eventually, he will discover that you are in 
possession of everything. You must, somehow, protect 
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yourself. I am powerless to do anything to protect you 
from here. The more I get involved, the more I open 
myself to possible prosecution.  
 
Finally, I fully understand your feelings regarding the 
cube and what it represents, potentially, the lives of 
500 human beings, even if they are or were hard core 
SS. I would also agree that they should be freed from 
their captivity, especially if they could be redirected 
toward some useful purpose. I am, however, at a loss as 
to how or if this can be done. 
 
If anyone as unscrupulous as Mitchell gets his hands on 
the cube or the technology, it will be subverted to per-
sonal  purposes, and this will, ultimately, mean to the 
creation of corporate profits. I wish I knew how or 
what could be done with everything you have discov-
ered and channel it to humanitarian purposes. Again, I 
am at a loss. I am a scholar, not a politician or capital-
ist. 

 
I am confident that, not until Mitchell has exhausted 
his interests in the field generator technology, will he 
begin his campaign to secure the information and the 
cube you currently possess. This gives  you some time 
to work out what to do. 
 
I am sorry I cannot help you more. I am in a difficult 
position. Mitchell has effectively compromised and co-
opted me. I felt it important that you be made aware of 
what was done and what is likely to happen. Believe 
me, Mitchell will be relentless in his pursuit of you, un-
less you can devise a way to protect yourself. 
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I’m sorry and good luck. 
 

  Darryl. 
 
Now, in addition to his growing list of frailties, Darryl had to 
add cowardice. He found he was unable and unwilling to be 
more proactive in his efforts to protect William. 'How could 
things get any worse,' thought Darryl. 
 

Baumschulenweg, 12:30 p.m., Tuesday, October 23, 2007 
 
With the help of the building superintendent, William  was 
able to transport the crate containing the cube and documen-
tation up to his apartment. Wiping his brow with an old rag, 
the superintendent, asked William, “What do you have in the 
crate? It is deceptively heavy for its size.” 
 
“My girlfriend and I picked up a piece of glass art created by 
someone in Austria, on our trip there over the weekend. 
Thank you for helping me get it up here. I could never have 
gotten it out of the car without your help. Thanks.” The super 
seemed to be lingering. “Oh, I almost forgot. Here is 20 €. It’s 
just a token of my appreciation and gratitude.” The super put 
his hand to the brim of his cap, nodded, grabbed his two-
wheeled dolly, and left.  
 
Heli was catching up on her own e-mail, when the “You've got 
mail” alert sounded. “William, something has come in for you. 
 
“I’ll be right there. Thanks.” He pushed the crate into the cor-
ner of the living room, out of the way for now. “Let’s see who 
has written this time. It’s from Dr. Smith.” He opened the note 
and began to read. “Heli. Look at this!” She slid over beside 
him and began reading. 



284 
 
 

“You have to be kidding me. Your professor sold you out! 
When we started to track down Wienert, we were afraid of 
Neo Nazis. Instead we should have been worrying about 
people closer to you. What can we do now?” She was genuine-
ly concerned. “If  this Mitchell character was willing to hire 
mercenaries to break into the NIHDEP, and has sent still 
more to the bunker in Croatia, he could come after you here.” 
She was truly frightened. 
 
“From the sounds of it, we have a little time, probably very 
little time, to come up with a defense. What can we do that 
would neutralize him? Maybe we can slow Anderson down a 
bit. Your friend, Gretchen, was able to track down Wienert 
using the Internet, the same source Anderson is likely to be-
gin with. Do you think she would, or could, sabotage the in-
formation she accessed for us? If she could delete the files she 
accessed, it would become much more difficult for Anderson 
to track down Klaus. What do you think?” asked William. 
 
“It’s worth a try. She is a very creative hacker.” She picked up 
the phone and dialed. “Gretchen, Heli. I have a big, big favor to 
ask of you. Remember the information you got for us on An-
dreus Wienert? We really, really need for that information to 
disappear. William and I have gotten ourselves into a mess 
that could result in either or both of us getting seriously hurt 
or worse. Wienert’s relatives could get hurt as well. You can? 
Fantastic! I owe you one. Love you.” Heli turned to William, 
“She’ll do it. She thinks it should be no problem. She’ll call us 
if she runs into any problems.” 
 
“That’s the best news I could have asked for. We owe it to 
Klaus and Maria to protect them and their identities.”  
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“Agreed,” said Heli. “Getting back to our options, we could get 
rid of the documents and the cube. But who could we give it 
to that would not be equally vulnerable? If we destroy every-
thing, everyone loses.” 
 
“I think I may have a solution. We’ll need to get to the U.S. 
Embassy as quickly as possible. I need to talk to the military 
attaché or the CIA bureau chief there. Before we go, I have to 
ask you, do you mind if I end up giving this knowledge to the 
U.S. government, or would you rather have me give it to your 
government?” 
 
“I don’t think it matters which of them gets it, as long as we 
can get them to use it properly. I mean, they would have to 
agree to free the crystallized soldiers for one thing. That 
alone would mean that all the machinery necessary to revive 
the soldiers would have to be rebuilt. That will, undoubtedly, 
take a tremendous amount of money. It sounds like the U.S. 
will be the initial recipient of the technology but can we agree 
to give it to Germany as well at some point? After all, it was 
originally German ingenuity that created it. You also are for-
getting, I’m as much an American as I am German. Remember, 
I have dual citizenship. 
 
“Well put. Before we go to the Embassy, we need to take all 
the papers, reports, drawings, and other stuff and put them in 
a safe place. You don’t have a safety deposit box somewhere 
do you?” asked William. 
 
“And what would I be doing with a safety deposit box?” 
 
“I had to ask. Then, our first stop is a bank. There are two just 
up the street – Sparda-Bank and the Berliner Volksbank. Do 
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you have a preference? I want to open up a joint account and 
get a safety deposit box in both of our names,” said William 
 
“You really want to open a joint account?” 
 
“Yes. We’re in this together. And I want both of us to have 
access to everything. Okay? 
 
“Then, I choose the Berliner Volksbank.” 
 
“Done. Let’s get the papers out of the crate and get going.” 
They gathered all the papers together. William grabbed his 
digital camera and took several pictures of the cube. He 
wanted to show it to the embassy people as proof. He would 
also take a few random pages from the files. “The people at 
the embassy will think we’re nuts without some kind of 
proof.”  
 
Within minutes, Heli and William were seated before the new 
accounts manager of Berliner Volksbank on Baumschulen-
straße. The accounts manger, Fraulien Proctor, opened the 
account, depositing 100 Euros. They arranged for a large 
safety deposit box, and they paid the annual rental fee. Once 
all the paperwork had been completed, Heli and William were 
issued their keys. They were then escorted into the safety de-
posit box vault, and together with Fraulien Proctor, who held 
the bank’s key that was necessary to open every box, they 
extracted their box. They returned to the customers’ privacy 
room and placed all their papers in the box, except those few 
pages they were taking to the embassy. They returned the 
box to its locker and Fraulien Proctor simultaneously double 
locked the box. With that task completed, they drove to the 
American Embassy on Neustädtische Kirchstraße, not far 
from Humboldt University, near the center of the city. 
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When they reached the embassy, they were greeted by a U.S. 
Marine, who checked their IDs and passports. They were then 
sent to a receptionist who would, they hoped, direct them to 
the military attaché.  
 
“We need to talk to the military attaché as soon as possible. I 
have some defense related information that I believe would 
be of interest to the attaché,” said William.  
 
“It would be impossible to see Colonel Carmadie without an 
appointment. Would you like to make an appointment now?” 
 
“To be very honest, we don’t have time to wait for an ap-
pointment. It is entirely possible that, because of the informa-
tion we have in our possession, we could be in jeopardy.” 
 
“Yes, I’m sure you are in imminent danger.” Her tone left 
them with the impression, she could care less. It was appar-
ent that they were going to find it difficult to get to see any-
one in a position of power. Even so, she continued, “The best I 
can do is have you talk with Colonel Carmadie’s assistant, Lt. 
Balfor. I’ll see if he is in.” She picked up the phone and dialed 
an extension number. “Lt. Balfor, this is Julia at the front desk. 
I have a couple here, an American citizen and a German citi-
zen, who say they are in possession of highly sensitive de-
fense related documents. They want to see Colonel Carmadie 
but I told them they would have to go through you first. They 
seem to believe their lives are in danger. Very well. I will have 
them escorted to your office.” She called security, and they 
were taken to Lt. Balfor’s second floor office. 
 
Their escort, a young Marine corporal, led them to the office. 
Once inside, the marine closed the door and occupied a posi-
tion inside, assuming a parade rest. “I’m Lt. Balfor. How can I 
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help you?” He came around his desk and extended his hand to 
both of them. 
 
“My name is William Langley; and this is Heli Mittenwallen-
berger. I’m a graduate student at the University of Minnesota 
and Ms. Mittenwallenberger is a graduate student at Heidel-
berg. We are both American citizens, PhD candidates in histo-
ry, and we both work at the National Institute for Document 
Evaluation and Preservation. Recently I came across some 
World War II documents that detailed a project sponsored by 
Adolf Hitler at the end of the war. My specialty is the history 
of technology, so I became very interested in this project. 
Subsequently, I was able to purchase some materials that 
have been unavailable to anyone for more than 60 years.” 
 
“Okay. But why would the U.S. Government be interested in a 
project that is over 60 years old?” William could clearly see 
Balfor was humoring him. 
 
“Because no one currently has the technology that was devel-
oped in Obersalzberg by a team of German scientists. The 
project was led by Dr. Anton Grossmann. At the time, he was 
an eminent German physicist.” ‘This is no time for the whole 
story,’ thought William. ”Let me cut to the chase. Grossman’s 
team of scientists developed a process that allowed him to 
demolecularize human bodies and place them in a crystalline 
matrix for storage purposes.” 
 
Balfor began to laugh out loud. Behind them, Heli and William 
could hear the marine chuckling. “Mr. Langley, I‘m sorry but 
this is just too bizarre for words. Corporal, will you show our 
guests out?” 
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The marine approached and placed his hand on William’s 
shoulder. “Wait. I have proof of what I am talking about. Here 
are several documents that describe the experiments that 
were performed. And here are digital photos I just took of the 
crystal.” He handed his digital camera to Balfor.  
 
Balfor looked at the pictures. “This looks like a glass block in 
a crate.” He picked up the pages William had laid on the desk. 
He began reading. “These documents do address some kind of 
machine, but they are only individual pages. Are there more?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“I’d like to think I have an open mind but this is just a little 
too much for me to swallow. I’m sorry.” Balfor began to back 
away. 
 
William felt he was losing all credibility. He had to do some-
thing to shift the momentum of the meeting “My supervising 
professor, Dr. Darryl Saumarez-Smith at the University of 
Minnesota can vouch for me and my discovery. If you’d like to 
call him, here is his office phone number.” He handed Balfor 
the phone number. “You can have the documents authenti-
cated if you would like.” 
 
“Corporal. Wait just a minute.” He held up his hand indicating 
to the Marine that he should wait before removing William. 
Balfor picked up the phone and dialed. “Peter, can you come 
into my office for a minute?” He hung up and, then, dialed 
again. “Phil, this is Bob. Could you come into my office? I have 
some papers that were just handed to me and I’d like your 
opinion on them. Thanks.” 
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Moments later, Peter Cranston and Phillip Winfield came into 
Balfor’s office. “Gentlemen, this is Mr. Langley and Ms. Mit-
tenwallenberger.” Turning to Heli he asked, “Did I pronounce 
your name correctly. 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“They have come here telling me an absolutely unbelievable 
tale about a secret Nazi experiment performed at the end of 
the war. The project was, supposedly, authorized by Adolf 
Hitler, himself. And, if I understand it correctly, the Germans 
developed a machine that could demolecularize human bo-
dies and place them in a crystalline state for storage.”  
 
Winfield and Cranston, both began to snicker and had to cov-
er their mouths to save themselves from breaking out into 
full laughter. “They have shown me pictures of a crystalline 
cube that  they claim represents demolecularize soldiers. Fur-
ther, they provided me with pages from the project’s docu-
mentation package. Bob, would you take a look at the photos 
and the documents and let me know what you think." 
 
“Sure.” Balfor handed Winfield the camera and the pages. 
Winfield was still smiling broadly. 
 
William interrupted Winfield. “If you push the red button on 
the back of the camera, you will be able to see some other 
photos of the cube.” 
 
“The photos are genuinely interesting. The documents de-
scribe a machine but the most interesting part of these pages 
lies in the mathematical formulae on the second page. It 
would take some time to validate them but, based on a first 
read, they appear genuine and provocative. I’m not saying 
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they necessarily support Mr. Langley’s contention but this is 
first-rate physics. I personally have never seen anything quite 
like them.” Then he called Balfor aside and spoke softly, so as 
not to be overheard by their guests. “I hate to stick my neck 
out and say that these people are telling the truth but I've 
never seen an enclosed crystal that glows like the one in 
these photos, and there don’t seem to be any sources of illu-
mination. The pages represent some serious stuff, really. 
We’d need to get some more qualified experts in here to au-
thenticate them. Don’t just blow them off, at least not yet." 
 
“Mr. Langley, I think I will take you up on your offer to have 
me call Dr., what’s his name again?” 
 
“Dr. Darryl Saumarez-Smith. You can also look him up on the 
internet,” said William. 
 
“Just give me a minute, please.” Balfor dialed the number on 
the slip of paper William had given him. After a few rings, Dr. 
Smith answered the phone. 
 
“This is Professor Smith. How can I help you?” 
 
“Sir, this is Lt. Balfor with the U.S. Embassy in Berlin. I have 
one William Langley here with me and he suggested I contact 
you to verify a rather bizarre story.” 
 
“Lt. Balfor, if William is telling you about the Bettkasten 
Project, listen to him. He knows what he’s talking about. It is, 
in fact, true. If you doubt his credentials, just look in my latest 
edited work, The Future of Technological History: The Rise of 
the Machine. He contributed to that collection of papers. In 
fact, his paper was one of the more seminal papers in the vo-
lume, eclipsing many of the papers by well-established aca-
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demics from around the world. I’d take whatever he says se-
riously." 
 
“Thank you sir. Sorry to have disturbed you." 
 
Talking directly to William, “Dr. Smith seems to hold you in 
very high regard. If you’ll excuse me for a moment, I would 
like to check one more thing.”  
 
Heli was looking at William and smiling profusely. 
 
Balfor turned to his computer and Googled Darryl Saumarez-
Smith. Page after page of references popped up. Smith was, 
obviously, an important figure in his field. Then Balfor 
searched for the future of technological history. It came up as 
a ‘Google Books Result,’ which was a digitized version of the 
book, with restricted access. He scrolled to the table of con-
tents. There he found a paper that had been prepared by one 
William A. Langley, BSc., MSc., University of Minnesota. Smith 
had been telling the truth.  
 
“Mr. Langley, I am the first to admit when I am mistaken. 
Your story sounds, to say the least, a bit farfetched. However, 
from all indications, it behooves me to take what you have to 
say a little more seriously. So, with that said, what can I do for 
you? 
 
“This is no reflection on you but I would like to speak to your 
superior, Colonel Carmadie, the Military Attaché.” 
 
“I believe that can be arranged. Corporal, you are excused. 
Peter, you had better stick around. You will need to be part of 
this.” Balfor dialed Carmadie’s office. 
 



293 
 
  

“Sir, I have a Mr. Langley and Ms. Mittenwallenberger in my 
office. They have something they wish to share with you. I 
have already checked them out and from all indications, they 
are the real deal. Would you have time to see them today? I 
mean, now?” A sense of urgency had crept into Balfor’s tone 
without appearing disrespectful of a senior officer. “Very 
well. Thank you sir.” 
 
“Mr. Langley and Ms. Mittenwallenberger, if you would follow 
me, I will take you to see Colonel Carmadie.” William noticed 
a distinct change in Balfor’s tone and demeanor. His incredul-
ity and disrespect had been replaced by a more officious 
manner. William was pleased but not as pleased as Heli. Wil-
liam had done it. She was so proud of him. He had played the 
only cards he held with finesse. 
 
After Balfor introduced William and Heli to the colonel, they 
began to provide the colonel with an account of the Bettkas-
ten Project. Peter Cranston, a member of the Embassy’s CIA 
contingency listened in on the tale. During the conversation, 
his skepticism gradually gave way to acceptance. It was a dif-
ficult story to accept but Langley was convincing.  
 
“Colonel, as bizarre as this story sounds, it is all true. I have 
all the drawings, reports, and papers related to the construc-
tion and operation of the machines used to demolecularize an 
entire SS battalion, 500 soldiers. I also have the cube that con-
tains these men. The reason we are here is that, because we 
were able to track down these papers and the cube, our lives 
may well be in jeopardy. There is a defense contractor that is 
privy to the summary reports surrounding this experiment. 
He would give anything to get his hands on this technology. 
By getting this information to the Defense Department, we 
will have, essentially, neutralized him. This is, in essence, a 
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defensive maneuver on our part. Also, we would like to see 
the soldiers freed from the matrix and have them become a 
functioning part of society. 
 
“Potentially, there is a lot to be gained. The U.S. gains access 
to new technology, the men are freed, and society benefits. 
This would represent the best of all possible worlds, as far as 
we see it. I can personally see the technology having an im-
pact on how troops and material are deployed. Moving a large 
number of troops in a much more compact form would result 
in faster deployment and insertion. Likewise, during their 
internment, and I hate to use this term, in the cube, there 
would be no day-to-day maintenance requirements, like food, 
water, etc. The savings would be phenomenal. They could be 
revived in the condition they were stored. No need for conti-
nuous physical training in between missions. Finally, from my 
reading of the documents, it would seem possible to with-
draw stored troops in increments, not all of them, all at one 
time. If you needed, say, 10, 100, or 1,000 men, you could 
withdraw only the number you required, leaving the rest in 
storage." 
 
“Use of this technology will require some major adjust-ments 
in how troops are trained but more importantly, the troops 
will need to be conditioned to the fact that they will be in sto-
rage when not being used. I have to admit, that may be the 
biggest obstacle to the effective use of this technology.”  
 
“Obviously, you have given this a lot of thought. I can also 
guarantee you, that nothing will be simple if this technology 
is actually adopted. And you are correct, when you say that 
dealing with the individuals will be much more difficult than 
the implementation of the technology itself. I have to admit, I 
would be reluctant about being ‘stored’ and brought out only 
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when needed. That just seems, what do the kids say, oh yeah, 
spooky,” replied the colonel. 
 
“You are offering a great deal to the Department of Defense. 
What do you want in return?” asked the colonel. 
 
“Heli, it’s your call,” said William. 
 
“What?!” 
 
“Heli, tell the man what you think the technology is worth.” 
 
“But we haven’t talked about its value to us. We’ve been so 
occupied with preserving it that we haven’t given any 
thought to what it could mean to us. Are you sure you want 
me to put a price on it?” 
 
“Go on. Tell the man what you want. I trust you and your 
judgment,” said William. 
 
“Okay. William and I are first and foremost academics. I per-
sonally don’t see that changing. Or, at least, I don’t think we 
want that to change. So, financial gain is not a primary con-
sideration, but that does not mean that what we have to offer 
is going to be given without cost. What I would like is . . .” she 
sat for a moment, thinking. Then she began: 
 
“First, a non-military, civilian board to have a legitimate over-
sight role in the use of the technology. 
 
“Second, you agree to build whatever equipment is deemed 
necessary to retrieve the German troops currently in the 
crystal. They will be freed and rehabilitated, becoming an as-
set, rather than a liability. 
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“Third, one percent of the savings that results from the use of 
the technology, in all its forms, will be given to a foundation 
of our choosing for the promotion of scholarship. 
 
“Fourth, the German Government will have access to the 
technology under the same terms and conditions. 
 
“Fifth, William and I will remain anonymous. 
 
“Finally, William will retain the right and access to the tech-
nology’s documentation for the purposes of his dissertation. 
 
I think that’s it.” 
 
Carmadie, “Are you trying to tell me, that’s all  you want for 
the use of this technology? 
 
“That’s it. Do you agree, William?” asked Heli. 
 
“How could I object to that proposal? So, yes, I concur with 
Heli’s requests.” 
 
“For obvious reasons, I cannot simply accept your proposal 
but, I would have no problem trying to sell it to my colleagues 
and superiors. It is fair, even more than fair. In many respects, 
this technology could revolutionize the way the military op-
erates.” 
 
“As soon as you can draw up an agreement that includes the 
basic tenets as outlined, we will endorse it. Once that is done, 
we will turn all our documentation over to you, along with 
the cube. It is not our wish to interfere in the legitimate oper-
ation of the military or national defense but we must insist on 
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a civilian oversight board, at least with regard to the use of 
the technology.” 
 
William and Heli left the embassy for their apartment. Wil-
liam had one more piece of business to take care of. He called 
Dr. Smith.  
 
“Dr. Smith. This is William. I have just returned from a meet-
ing with the military attaché at the U.S. Embassy. Heli and I 
made an offer that they will find difficult to refuse. I need to 
write to your friend, Mitchell Anderson. I would appreciate it 
if you could give me his e-mail address. Thank you. I will send 
you a carbon copy of my note to him. Thank you. Please say 
hello to your family from me. 
 

To: Mitchell@MolecDynCorp.co 
 
BCC: ds-smith144@umn.ed 
 
Dear Dr. Anderson, 
 
We have not had the pleasure of meeting. Maybe some-
day we will. For now, however, it is important that you 
know what I have done regarding the Bettkasten tech-
nologies. 
 
First, Dr. Smith has informed me that you have agreed 
to relinquish a percentage of the profits resulting from 
any products your company might develop that are at-
tributable to the information you had stolen from the 
NIHDEP recently. Dr. Smith and I thank you for your 
generosity. We will hold you to this bargain. 

 



298 
 
 

I do not intend to inform either the U.S. or German 
governments of your complicity in the theft of the 
NIHDEP files. For obvious reasons, I hope the field ge-
nerator technologies become extremely profitable for 
you. 
 
Second, I do not condone nor advocate surreptitious 
corporate espionage. However, it seems to be part of 
your stock and trade. Legitimate inventiveness seems 
much less important than creative theft.  
 
I applaud your hired thieves. They accomplished two 
things. They were able to obtain information about the 
field generator and Operation Bettkasten, and I hope 
that that information proves abundantly profitable for 
you. Also, your theft of my files freed me of my obliga-
tions to the NIHDEP. The theft removed all evidence of 
the existence of an even greater technology. Subse-
quently, I was able to obtain, through purchase, all the 
documentation and the crystal referred to in the Bett-
kasten files. These I have turned over to the U.S. gov-
ernment.  
 
Third, I find your methods and your treatment of Dr. 
Smith completely reprehensible. It is because of this 
reprehensible behavior that I elected to turn over the 
Bettkasten technologies to the government. You may 
gain access to some of the information, eventually, but 
it will be coming from the government and not through 
illegal and illegitimate sources. Sorry to have disrupted 
an otherwise impressively implemented espionage 
strategy. 
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Finally, it will serve no useful purpose trying to obtain 
any information regarding Bettkasten from the rela-
tives of Colonel Wienert. As I said, I now, legitimately 
own the rights to everything  they had possessed since 
Colonel Wienert’s death; and they genuinely do not 
know anything. 
 
I have made peace with my sins, I hope you can say the 
same for yourself some day. I have tried to do the right 
thing. Can you say as much? Profit is not the be all and 
end all in life. 
 
Also, I want to wish your men all the success in the 
world during their raid on the Croatian bunker. Based 
on my readings of the files, they will need it. 
 
Thank  you for helping me make changes in my life and 
reinforcing my belief that ethics are important. From 
all indications, you are willing to sacrifice your friends, 
colleagues, and ethics all in the name of corporate 
profit. Some day, I hope you choke on it. 
 
Sincerely yours 
 
William A. Langley. 

 
“Heli. Would you like to read my note to Mr. Anderson?” 
 
“Absolutely.” When she was finished reading, “I love it. You 
know, I honestly believe we did the right thing. I realize we 
could have become wealthy had we sold what we know and 
what we have to the government or someone like Anderson. 
But wealth would have changed us. And I rather like the 
people we are now. I can’t speak for you, but I look forward to 
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someday earning my degree and making a name for myself as 
a bona fide scholar.” 
 
“I agree completely.” 
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Chapter 13 

 
 

You ask, what is our aim? I can answer in one word. It is 

victory. Victory at all costs. Victory in spite of all terrors. 

Victory, however long and hard the road may be, for with-

out victory there is no survival. 

 Winston Churchill 
 
 
 
 

Baumschulenweg, 5:30 p.m., Tuesday, October 30, 2007 
 
William and Heli arrived at William’s apartment after another 
day at the NIHDEP. Both were tired. It was difficult maintain-
ing the charade. Both had lost all interest in their jobs as doc-
ument evaluators. Their jobs had become unadulterated 
drudgery. Their minds were preoccupied with the negotia-
tions with the embassy staff, which had to be done after work 
hours, just so that they could maintain appearances. They still 
were not in a position where they could quit their jobs with-
out raising suspicions or having to answer unnecessary ques-
tions. If everything stayed on schedule, they would be able to 
quit their NIHDEP jobs sometime in November. The agree-
ment would be signed and sealed by all parties. At least, that 
was the plan. 
 
As they walked through the lobby of their apartment build-
ing, William checked his mailbox. He could see a thick 
envelope through the window of the box. He unlocked the 
box and withdrew the letter. It was from Dr. Smith. “I think 
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this is the letter Dr. Smith mentioned in his note to me last 
week. We can open it once we get upstairs.” 
 
Once inside their apartment, William and Heli settled them-
selves on the sofa. William kept turning the letter over and 
over in his hands. “For some reason, I feel uncomfortable 
about opening it. I don’t know why.” 
 
“Give it to me and I’ll open it. Curiosity has the best of me. I 
want to see what an agreement for corporate blood money 
looks like,” said Heli. William handed the envelope to her. 
 
“Go ahead, open it.” 
 
She opened the letter and began to read, turning page after 
page, in silence. 
 
“Well, what does it say?” asked William with a sense of ur-
gency in his voice. 
 
“Basically, it says that Anderson’s company, Molecular Dy-
namics Corporation, agrees to pay you 5 percent of the net 
profits from any and all products that the company develops 
based on the information obtained from the files Anderson 
stole from the NIHDEP.” She continued reading, until she had 
reached the end of the document. “All you have to do is sign 
on the last page and return it to Anderson. Anderson has al-
ready signed and sealed it.” 
 
“That’s it? Does it say what the anticipated profits might be?” 
 
“Nope. It just says 5 percent of the net profits, whatever they 
might be. Remember, we’re talking about defense related 
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products. That stuff doesn’t come cheaply but I have no idea 
what kind of money might be involved,” said Heli. 
 
“I’ll sign it and send it back but, at the same time, I’m just 
going to put it away. If something comes out of it, all well and 
good but, if not, well, I’m prepared for that too. I’m not going 
to hold my breath.” 
 
“I think that is a wise decision,” said Heli. “Here you go.” She 
handed the agreement to William.  
 
“I’ll sign and send it tomorrow. Oh, are there any messages 
from the embassy?” 
 
“Let me check.” Heli reached over to the answering machine 
and pushed the playback button. Immediately she heard And-
rea’s voice. Once Andrea’s message ended there was another 
tone and another message.  
 

William and Heli, this is Colonel Carmadie at the U.S. 
Embassy. I believe everything we have agreed to has 
been approved by Washington. It will take a little time 
to have the documents drawn up in their final form 
and couriered here. If you can make yourselves availa-
ble on November 21st at 11:00 a.m., I believe we can 
conclude our business. If you have problems with the 
time please let me know as soon as possible. My secre-
tary will telephone you a few days prior to the day of 
signing to confirm everything with you. If you would 
like, we can send an embassy limousine to pick you up. 
Please let us know if that is something you’d like.  
 
Take care. 
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“Now, that is good news!” exclaimed William. 
 
“Does this mean we can give notice at the Institute?” asked 
Heli. 
 
“It sure does. We can give notice tomorrow if you’d like. What 
do you think? 
 
“That would be fantastic! What about the limousine?” 
 
“I don’t think so. I think we should keep all this as low key as 
possible. We can drive ourselves. Is that okay with you?” 
asked William. 
 
“Absolutely!” Heli threw her arms  around William and kissed 
him, saying, “I’m glad that it’s all over and we can get on with 
our lives. I’m kind of looking forward to getting back to my 
dissertation research, and not having to work sure will speed 
things up.” 
 
“You’re absolutely right."  
 

Berlin, The U.S. Embassy, 11:00 am,  November 21, 2007 
 
William and Heli arrived at the U.S. Embassy without pomp 
and circumstance. They appeared no different than any of the 
other citizens seeking assistance from the U.S. ambassadorial 
staff, but  they were shown extreme deference. Once out of 
sight of the general population, they were greeted personally 
by the Ambassador to Germany, William Timkin, along with 
Admiral Michael Glenn Mullen, the Chairman of the Joint 
Chiefs of Staff.  
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Everyone was seated at the conference table in the Ambassa-
dor’s private conference room, each in their pre-designated 
spot. Hovering around them were numerous other embassy 
functionaries. In front of the Ambassador were four leather 
bound document files. Inside were four identical agreements, 
one for each of the signatories to the agreement. The Ambas-
sador and Admiral Mullen were signing on behalf of the Unit-
ed States. Heli Mittenwallenberger and William A. Langley 
represented themselves. 
 
It was agreed among the parties that the U.S. Govern-ment 
would receive all available documentation regarding the ex-
periments and machines involved in the so-called Bettkasten 
Project. In return, the U.S. Government agreed to rebuild all 
the machines needed to restore the German troops entombed 
in the crystal matrix, commonly referred to as simply ‘The 
Cube,’ and rehabilitate them. It also agreed to establish a civi-
lian oversight board to watch over the uses of the Bettkasten 
technologies; one percent of all the savings realized by the 
U.S. Government as a result or consequence of the Bettkasten 
technologies, would be donated to a foundation of the two 
civilians’ choice, ad infinitum; within five years, the Govern-
ment of Germany would be given access to the Bettkasten 
technologies; William A. Langley would receive free and full 
access to all documentation regarding Bettkasten for the pur-
poses of academic publication, but could not divulge the exact 
nature of the technologies involved, past, present, and future; 
and each of the civilian signatories would receive an annual 
stipend of $100,000 for life.  
 
Once the signing ceremony was over, William and Heli 
slipped out of the embassy and returned to their small 
apartment in Baumschulenweg. Heli, too, now called Wil-
liam’s apartment home. 
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Upon the execution of the agreement, all documentation hav-
ing to do with the original Bettkasten Project was to be 
handed over to the U.S. Government. William and Heli had 
arranged for the documents to be delivered accordingly, 
along with the Cube. 
 

Nazor Estate, Croatia, 4:45 p.m., November 26, 2007 
 
During his monthly rounds, the gamekeeper for the Nazor 
family stumbled upon an abandoned army surplus truck in 
the woods off the road to the village of Gornji Mihaljevec. The 
gamekeeper followed what appeared to be a trail to the clear-
ing. He did not advance further. From his vantage point with-
in the tree line, he saw no evidence of anyone having been to 
the bunker. It would be nightfall soon. He did not want to be 
anywhere near the clearing at night. Everyone knew it was 
unsafe and  possibly haunted. 
 
The gamekeeper reported the abandoned truck to the local 
police. Based on the license and registration, the truck be-
longed to an equipment exporter in Graz. When they checked 
further, there was no such exporter. No one had reported a 
GAZ-66 truck as stolen or missing, and there was no one to 
claim it. Finally, the local police commandeered the truck for 
their own purposes. 
 
A local farmer east of Trnovec Bartolovečki had also reported 
that a month earlier he had rented his barn to a businessman 
from Zagreb for three days. He had visited the barn recently, 
and there were nearly a dozen sets of clothing piled neatly 
around on the floor of the barn and eleven empty duffle bags. 
He had inquired whether or not he could keep the clothes he 
found. He did not mention the money clips, wallets, and cash 
he had also found. There were no IDs. 
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Washington, D.C., The Pentagon, 06:30 hours, April 14, 

2008 
 
Lt. General Stafford Moore Johnson had called the meeting to 
discuss the progress of the Bettkasten research project. His 
new command had been given all the documentation that had 
been provided by Langley and Mittenwallenberger, almost 
five months earlier. Everything had gone as planned, and the 
new equipment was ready for testing. Advancements in com-
puter technology had replaced many of the comparatively 
crude control devices that had been part of the original 
equipment configurations. The new computers would speed 
up recycle times by an order of magnitude of three. 
 
“Are we ready to begin field testing?” asked Johnson.  
 
Colonel Maxwell Eppley had been in charge of equipment fa-
brication and assembly. “Yes sir. I believe we’re ready any 
time you are.” 
 
“Is Wellington ready to begin the testing?” asked Johnson. 
 
“Wellington is prepared to initiate the testing procedures, 
sir,” said Eppley. 
 
“In that case, we will begin testing the integrated system. 
Once that has been accomplished, and everything looks like it 
is running smoothly, we will move everything to its perma-
nent home at Crystal Cove, which is situated within the Neva-
da Test and Training Range of Area 51. 
 
“Sir, I’ve never heard of Crystal Cove,” said Eppley. 
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“No one has, son. It’s brand new. Hopefully, it will remain un-
known for a long time to come. A lot depends on your equip-
ment. We’ll transfer Bettkasten to Crystal Cove and once we 
have reassembled everything, our first order of business will 
be to begin the process of resurrecting the soldiers trapped in 
the Cube.” 
 
“Testing will officially begin at 07:00 hours at Andrews,” said 
Johnson. 
 

Andrews Air Force Base, 10:00 hours, April 15, 2008  
 
By 10:00 hours, a chilled and groggy Jōhannēs Schumpeter 
lay blinking under a warming blanket on the thawing table, 
recovering from his release from The Cube,  having been 
cryogenically frozen for nearly six decades. 
 

Crystal Cove, 07:30, Friday, July 11, 2008 
 
“Okay gentlemen. It’s time we earned our keep. Let’s begin 
dismantling The Cube. Are you ready, Max?” Eppley gave the 
general a thumbs up. “Frank, are you ready?” 
 
“As ready as I can be. Keep your fingers crossed,” said Wel-
lington. “Initiate the demolecularizer. Once we get our first 
remolecularization, we will shut the machine down and fol-
low the subject through the reverse cryogenic process. If the 
first goes as well as it did at Andrews, we will speed up the 
process and do two more. Each time we are successful, we 
will speed up the process, until the equipment reaches its 
maximum capacity.” The portable magnetic probe began 
making its way back and forth across the face of the Cube, 
slowly pulling the coherently bundled molecules from the 
Cube and reassembling them on a small raised platform. Fif-
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teen minutes later, the body of a German soldier lay on the 
platform. He was cold and inanimate. “Okay, start the cryo-
genic reversal process.” Within two hours, a very groggy, 
cold, tired, and disoriented German soldier lay before a large 
contingency of amazed American military. 
 
The head of the team’s medical staff, Captain Zöe Stanhope, 
reached over, read the soldier’s dog tags and put her stethos-
cope to his chest. “The subject’s name is Wilhelm B. G. Keitel, 
the second. Heartbeat sounds fine. His eyes are open. Nurse, 
check his other vitals. We should get Schumpeter in here to 
start talking to this kid.”  
 
The team’s data coordinator entered the soldier’s name into 
the newly created database. His serial number was 
GS20090002. Number GS20090001 belonged to one Schum-
peter, Jōhannēs B. “Doctor, can you remove one of the tags 
and give it to me? I’ll get the rest of the information we need 
directly from the tags. Thank you, sir,” said the young data-
entry operator. 
 
Each time the process was successful it was sped up, until 
they were processing 30 individual soldiers per day, around 
the clock. As one set of soldiers was revived, the revival 
process was begun for the next set of two. The bottleneck in 
the process was the cryogenic reversal process. If they could 
find a way to reverse the effects of the cryogenesis more 
quickly, they could increase their recovery rate. It had been 
comparatively simple to freeze the soldiers but it was a much 
longer process thawing them out. Recently developments in 
reverse cryogenics techniques were making it much more 
rapid and almost a routine affair.  
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Working night and day the Cube was becoming smaller and 
smaller. At the same time, the barracks that had been con-
structed at Crystal Cove began filling, at first slowly, then 
more rapidly. By the time of the Presidential elections in 
2008, nearly 75 percent of the cube had been dismantled. 
There had been few fatalities but this was to be expected. So 
far, losses were below 1 percent. 
 
Jōhannēs Schumpeter had been the first to be released from 
The Cube nearly three months earlier at Andrews Air Force 
Base. Now the rest of his comrades were being revived by the 
recovery team at Crystal Cove. When he had awakened, he 
had felt drained and disoriented. Try as he might, and despite 
the best translators the military had to offer, Jōhannēs simply 
could not comprehend where he was, how he had gotten 
there, or why. The translators tried to tell him that he had 
been ‘frozen’ for more than 60 years. It was 2008. When he 
had been ‘stored away’ he had been 27 years old and had 
never been outside German territory.  
 
Now, he was still 27 but he was in the year 2008 and on a U.S. 
military installation, and he was not a prisoner of war. Noth-
ing seemed to make sense to him. If the people around him 
were right, in all likelihood, all his friends were now old, his 
parents were, undoubtedly, dead. His younger sisters would 
be preparing to retire. Did they have families? Had they even 
survived the war? There were so many unanswered ques-
tions and so few comprehensible answers. 
 
He remembered the war. He remembered his hatred for the 
Americans and English, who wanted to destroy him and his 
homeland. The Führer knew what would happen if the Allies 
won. His loyal SS troops also knew they would have to make 
sacrifices if the Fatherland was to survive. They had put their 
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trust in the Führer and his vision. They had put their lives in 
the Führer’s hands. They would be saved.  
 
Following his revival, Jōhannēs’s identity could not be ascer-
tained. There was a record of there having been a Jōhannēs 
Schumpeter, a sergeant in the Wehrmacht and, later a SS-
Scharführer [Platoon Sergeant Major], but he was reported 
killed in action. His remains had never been recovered, ac-
cording to the available records.  
 
Similar records were found for every soldier revived by the 
resurrection team. Every record ended with, killed in action, 
no remains. Many had been given burials with military hon-
ors. Empty coffins had been used for the ceremonies. Parents 
and relatives came to their graves to pay their respects for a 
brave soldier killed in the service of the Fatherland. People 
continued to come to the graves until there were none who 
had known the slain soldier. The soldiers were forgotten and 
their graves unattended. This reality became a pivotal factor 
in each soldier’s recovery and ability to adapt. They were 
supposed to be dead, and for all intents and purposes, they 
had been. The Americans had raised them from the dead.  
 
The world Jōhannēs found himself in was nothing like it was 
in 1945. The Americans had freed him. He was not a prisoner, 
either of the crystal or the Americans. He could not leave, just 
yet, but he had been promised his freedom once he had ad-
justed to the new world around him. This could not be. He 
had been taught and convinced, that the Americans were his 
mortal enemy, and yet, it was they who had released him, 
promising him complete freedom. The conditions of his re-
lease included his willingness to become functionally literate 
in English, if he wanted to remain in the U.S., and a level of 
psychological preparedness that would permit him to reenter 
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and become integrated into modern society, in either the U.S. 
or Germany. 
 
It was easier to reconcile the idea that he would be released, 
that he was not a prisoner of war, than it was to accept that 
he owed his life to the Americans. His entire adult life had 
been defined by his loyalty to the Fatherland and the Führer. 
For him, the Schutzstaffel was the very essence of Germany, of 
Nazism, and he had worn his SS insignia with pride. For him 
the SS was the Nazi Party, composed of the most dedicated 
adherents to the Nazi cause, pledged to blind devotion to Nazi 
principles, and prepared to carry them out without question 
and at any cost. It was because of these qualities  and beliefs 
that he had been permitted to join the SS. His duties included 
the deportation and Germanization of inhabitants of con-
quered territories, enslavement of foreign labor and the use 
of prisoners of war for any purpose, concentration camps, 
and planning and waging aggressive war. It was his belief that 
through the SS, the face of Germany would be changed forev-
er, and for the better.  
 
Coming to grips with the new realities of the 21st century 
was a daunting task.  There was no Führer. And the dreaded 
American soldiers, both the enlisted men and officers, alike, 
were genuinely kind. Unlike what he had been told, they did 
not mean him any harm. All they wanted to do was return 
him to the Fatherland but the images he had in his head did 
not correspond with the images of the Germany he saw on 
the box they called a television, or in the magazines he read. 
His Germany was long, long gone. The psychology that had 
permitted him to survive and advance within the SS was no 
longer appreciated nor condoned. Today, civilians and mili-
tary personnel were expected to think for themselves, an idea 
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that was almost incomprehensible for Jōhannēs. Blind loyalty 
and obedience was no longer the mark of a good soldier. 
 
His months of being embedded with American soldiers and 
personnel rapidly began to reshape both his psychology and 
demeanor. But learning the new rules of American life were 
difficult. He had no point of reference. His old life was literally 
gone in almost every way. Once he had accepted that his past 
ideologies no longer held any value in modern society, his 
assimilation, and transition began to proceed more rapidly. 
His experiences, he felt, could help his comrades, once they 
were released from their imprisonment. In fact, he was be-
ginning to regret his blind faith and belief in the Führer. The 
Führer had been wrong, a thought that had never even oc-
curred to him before his release. For a while, he felt like he 
was being traitorous but that gave way to acceptance. He had  
come to the conclusion that the Führer was a megalomaniac 
and madman. How else could he explain a regime that had 
cost so many people their lives, a regime he had once been 
proud to be a part? In time he became ashamed and repen-
tant for having shared the ideology of Nazism and his blind 
devotion to the Schutzstaffel. 
 
Jōhannēs’ revival, months earlier, had taught the resurrection 
team much. His survival had proven the effectiveness of the 
reconstructed equipment. More importantly, the support ser-
vices personnel had gained insight into the problems they 
might experience or expect with subsequent revivals. In the 
meantime, they had redesigned and adjusted their counseling 
techniques, tailoring them to the needs of men who needed 
 
to make the psychological transition from being people of the 
20th Century to being citizens of the 21st Century. But they 
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had to be treated as time travelers, moving from one century 
to another.  
 
Jōhannēs also very quickly became a much valued liaison be-
tween the military and the men that were being removed 
from the crystal. He had already made the transition from 
being an imprisoned Nazi SS to that of a civilian. He had 
learned that the U. S. military was not his enemy any longer. 
They were here to help his comrades adjust to a new life and 
times. Having been the first to be returned, he made his com-
rades’ transition much less difficult but not without stress. 
Every man had to adjust at his own pace and in his own way. 
Some made the transition easily. Some took more time to ad-
just. Some simply never made a satisfactory transition. 
 
Some of those who were freed quickly qualified for release. 
Most elected to remain in the U.S., a very few wished to be 
returned to Germany. None were provided with retraining or 
occupational counseling. They were given bus or airline tick-
ets to the destinations of their own choosing. They were also 
given sufficient cash to begin rebuilding their lives. On aver-
age, within a month of their release, most of those released 
simply began reappearing at the gates of the Nevada Test and 
Training Range. They wanted to come home. They missed 
their comrades. They missed their identities. Soon it was ap-
parent that, unless something was done to better prepare the 
troops for socio-economic integration, they would simply not 
survive, mentally or physically. 
 

Washington, D.C., The Pentagon, September 12, 2008 
 
General Johnson was the first to officially suggest a solution 
to the problem. “These men were well trained soldiers. They 
had developed a comradeship, espirit de corps. By sending 
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them out into the world alone, as individuals, in a new world, 
we have effectively stripped them of everything that meant 
anything to most of them. They are socially naked. They en-
tered the Cube as soldiers. They should be given the option to 
remain soldiers.” 
 
Johnson’s assessment of the situation was clinically accurate 
and found a cadre of supporters. He would say, “If we cannot 
adequately repair these souls, why not place them in an envi-
ronment where they feel whole and where they can survive 
emotionally?” He suggested the creation of a battalion within 
the U. S. Army for use as special operations operatives. “If 
these boys are only going to become relief recipients in the 
outside world, let’s put them to use in the only area in which 
they were trained to survive, the military." 
 
Shortly before his inauguration, the, President-elect met with 
Admiral Mullen, and was informed of the existence of Bett-
kasten and the Cube’s offspring – roughly 490 trained Ger-
man SS soldiers. It was explained to him that, individually and 
collectively, they were finding it difficult to integrate into the 
21st Century’s social milieu. Mullen echoed General Johnson's 
suggestion – the creation of a military battalion consisting of 
US officers and German enlisted men to be used as a special 
forces command. 
 
The President-elect had a number of questions for Mullen and 
Johnson. Together, they had satisfactory answers. Under the 
aegis of the President-elect, a clandestine military battalion 
was created, named the Black Watch, but known as simply, 
The Watch.   
 
Johnson’s assessment of the situation was clinically accurate 
and found a cadre of supporters. He would say, “If we cannot 
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adequately repair these souls, why not place them in an envi-
ronment where they feel whole and where they can survive 
emotionally?” He suggested the creation of a battalion within 
the U. S. Army for use as special operations operatives. “If 
these boys are only going to become relief recipients in the 
outside world, let’s put them to use in the only area in which 
they were trained to survive, the military.” 
 
They were classified as a black operations unit, which meant 
that their existence was on a need to know basis only. The 
battalion had its own logistics, delivery, insertion, and recov-
ery support systems, including aircraft and personnel. The 
Watch’s dedicated cargo and jump planes were painted with 
stealth black paint and bore no national or identification 
markings and no identifying transponders. These planes used 
the runways of Groom Lake for operations. Training was spe-
cialized and patterned after the Israeli Special Forces’ coun-
ter-insurgency units. The irony of this fact was not lost on 
anyone associated with the Watch. The Watch was extensive-
ly trained in aggressive counter-insurgency techniques, in-
cluding the use of assassination squads to be used against 
guerrilla, terrorist, 
 
and insurgency leaders.  They were trained in Krav Maga,  an 
eclectic hand-to-hand combat  system developed in Israel.  
 
The Israeli advisors participation in the training initially 
caused problems among the German soldiers. Those that 
could not or would not accept the Israeli involvement were 
soon winnowed out. Those that remained, more than 480, 
swore allegiance to their commanders and the Commander-
in-Chief. Soon, where possible, the Watch’s commanders and 
officers were drawn from the Watch itself. Command and or-
ders were all in German. If a soldier never learned English, 
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that was absolutely no problem. The original requirement 
that the soldiers become functionally literate in English was 
eliminated. In fact, English was actively discouraged, for it 
gave support to the U. S. government’s claim of non-
involvement.  
 
For security purposes, the unit operated under the banner of 
plausible deniability. The key to the Watch’s use and effec-
tiveness lay in the government’s ability to issue official blan-
ket denials of and for any action or involvement, especially 
since the Watch was instructed to destroy or cover up all evi-
dence after the fact. With the exception of biological or nuc-
lear weapons, every type of weapon was made available to 
the Watch during its missions. Likewise, the use of any asset 
or leverage that insured the success of the mission was not 
only tolerated but condoned and encouraged. Essentially, 
every member of every mission was encouraged to do any-
thing that guaranteed the success, although, there was an un-
spoken directive to contain collateral damage, but if collateral 
damage was unavoidable .  .  .  No one was to be left behind, 
dead or alive. 
 
The U.S.  had created its own mercenary force; and as such, it 
did not have to comply with the standard rules of engage-
ment, which governed the treatment of non-combatants and 
prisoners of war. An unspoken axiom of the unit was ‘take no 
prisoners’ unless they demonstrated the potential for being a 
useful source of information. In which case, they were kept 
alive only as long as they were deemed useful. There was no 
‘catch and release’ directive among interrogators. 
 
All complaints regarding the use of excessive force were filed 
in the local circular file. The successful completion of the mis-
sion, with the fewest number of Watch casualties, was the 
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only guideline recognized by the team members and leaders. 
Combativeness among the team members was not tolerated. 
They lived and fought as a  unit, as a single-minded force. Co-
wardice was not tolerated. Claims of cowardice and derelic-
tion of duty were dealt with at the squad or company level 
and were not subject to review by the chain of command. The 
group was self-policing. 
 
When not on a mission or in training, the soldiers were free 
to do as they pleased. Passes were not necessary for ab-
sences. Barracks living was optional. There was no tolerance 
for absences if one had been assigned to a mission, although 
requests for mission relief were routinely processed. A man 
had better be dead or dying to miss a mission, or he  would 
be. One never heard, ‘cut me some slack.’ Slack was not tole-
rated. The Watch was essentially the modern equivalent of 
the ancient Greek Spartan Army. Recognizing the similarity 
between themselves and the Spartans, they would frequently 
refer to one another as hoplites, the same name that had been 
used by the Spartan infantry. One fought for the glory of the 
group and individual sacrifice was expected not hoped for. 
 

Crystal Cove, 13:00 hours, January 9, 2009 
 
As the last soldier was revived, the cryogenic equipment was 
shut down. For the foreseeable future, there was no further 
need for it. There were no plans to ‘store’ existing troops;  
perhaps in the future, but for the time being, it was more im-
portant to determine the long term effects of the process on 
The Watch soldiers.  
 
It was initially believed that the demolecularizer and remole-
cularizer could be miniaturized and used effectively on in-
animate material and supplies. By reducing the volume of 
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equipment, food, supplies, and munitions, these items could 
be stored and transported much more easily and, in the case 
of munitions, more safely. Once delivered, these materials 
could be reconstituted, using the miniaturized remoleculariz-
er. Nothing decayed, aged, or suffered from deterioration, as 
long as it was maintained in a matrix. Immediately, the Quar-
termaster Corps began the process of demolecularizing their 
stores. The monetary savings, due to reduced storage and 
transport costs, alone, as proposed, were staggering -- esti-
mated to be in the millions of dollars annually. 
 
It was soon discovered, however, that large bulky metallic 
equipment, for example tanks and airplanes, could not be re-
duced as effectively as non-metallic objects. The space saving 
attributes of the Bettkasten technology worked best with ob-
jects that were either alive, formerly alive, or molecularly less 
dense than metals or minerals. Plants, animals, tissue-like 
mater-ials, and non-metallic manufactures were the most 
susceptible to the technology because of their lower density 
and compaction coefficients, i. e., the interstices between the 
molecules of these materials was the attribute that made the 
compaction process work. Thus, the less dense a material 
was, the greater the compaction coefficient. Gases, when 
compressed, force molecules closer together. The greater the 
pressure exerted, the greater the compaction. The problem 
with such compaction was that it required large expenditures 
of energy to effect the compaction. Bettkasten, by compari-
son, required much less energy to achieve even higher levels 
of compaction. 
 
Bettkasten was, therefore, used for the compaction of other-
wise bulky materials, like food, construction materials, uni-
forms and battle gear, but was not deemed practical for the 
military’s hardware. While there was some space-savings to 
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be realized by placing hardware in matrices, the savings were 
not deemed sufficient to justify its use. Hardware would con-
tinue to be transported to theaters of conflict, using existing 
transport technologies. 
 
The only drawback to the military’s rapid deployment strate-
gies typically lies with the personnel who were needed to op-
erate the hardware or execute campaigns. Human beings 
were becoming the only serious bottleneck to the effective 
utilization of the Bettkasten 
 
technologies. The military planners remained unwilling to 
explore the efficacy of placing troops in matrices, for either 
storage or transport.   
 
Since it was recognized that personnel could be processed 
without cryonization, the entire process could become as 
quick and effective for living personnel as it was for inani-
mate objects. The biggest obstacle was psychological – how 
would the troops and support personnel respond to the idea 
of being deconstructed and stored in a crystal matrix? The 
consensus was that  the idea was either morbid or macabre. 
Although the military planners were normally unwilling to go 
on the record, most genuinely believed it might work on the 
grunts that fought on the ground, but it would be almost im-
possible to convince officers, pilots, and other ‘thinking’ per-
sonnel to allow them-selves to become a part of a crystal, no 
matter how much sense it might make to the upper echelons. 
The ramifications of such an idea were impossible to con-
template. Soon, the concept of political correctness crept into 
the debate: One could not use the technology on one group of 
servicemen and not on others. For the time being, the idea of 
using the Bettkasten technology on living human beings was 
shelved but in the future .  .  .  . 
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Even so, NASA planners quickly saw applications for Bettkas-
ten. Entire crews could be placed in matrices, indefinitely, 
requiring no air, food or water and no waste disposal sys-
tems. At the end of their interstellar journey, they could be 
reanimated. They could be reanimated automatically by pre-
programmed equip-ment. They would not have aged or suf-
fered from long 
 
periods of weightlessness. Likewise, high volume pro-visions, 
like air and food could be placed in matrices.  This would re-
duce both the size and cost of spacecraft, and propellant/fuel 
requirements. Every cubic foot saved could represent mil-
lions of dollars saved on each mission. 
 

Badakshān Province, 21:00 hours, January 21, 2009 
 
Pursuant to a directive from the President, signed only hours 
after his swearing in ceremony, the Black Watch was dis-
patched to Badakshān Province in Afghanistan. Badakshān 
remained one of the Taliban’s, Osama bin  Laden’s, and Al-
Qaeda’s strongholds. Their mission was  to track down and 
assassinate the leaders of Al Qaeda, including Osama bin La-
den, Dr. Ayman al-Zawahiri, and any other persons associated 
with Al-Qaeda and the Taliban or their sympathizers. Their 
orders also included a directive not to engage the Pakistani  
or Afghan troops, if at all possible. The key language in the 
order being, ‘if at all possible.’  
 
The Watch’s fleet of C-130s ferried the 200 man para-
contingency group to the valley of the Kunar River, east of 
Eshkashem, where they would drop and begin their infiltra-
tion into the mountainous areas of Pakistan’s North-West 
Frontier Province and Hindu Kush mountains. Recent intelli-
gence suggested that bin Laden and his subordinates were 
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hiding somewhere near Chitral, north of the villages of Mogh 
and Darband. If, within three days time, they had not found or 
eliminated their targets, they were to return to Afghanistan 
for extraction. Such missions would continue until the terror-
ist and Taliban threats had been eliminated. 
 
Further, the Watch was being dispatched to Iraq for special 
insurgency eradication. These operations assisted the Presi-
dent in the fulfillment of his campaign promises to withdraw 
American troops from Afghan-istan and Iraq. In reality, he 
was simply substituting Watch units for regular Army and 
Marine troops. However, because they were not subject to the 
same rules of engagement that governed the country’s na-
tional armed services, the number of Watch troops could be 
reduced. This saved both lives and money, at least in terms of 
publically reviewed military budgets. It was a practical solu-
tion to a delicate problem.  
 
The Watch filled a genuine need. They could undertake oper-
ations that could not be undertaken by regular Army soldiers. 
The key to the success of the Watch was that, much like their 
adversaries, they did not have to ‘play nice’ or ‘by the rules.’ 
International borders were no longer barriers to the pursuit 
of the enemy. The enemy had nowhere to hide.  There would 
be no more 38th Parallels, DMZs, or lines of demarcation, 
which had hamstrung regular army planning. The world was 
the Watch’s battlefield, from full-scale military operations to 
the extraction and return of kidnapped citizens.  
 
A hijacked air liner represented no problem for the airliner’s 
country of origin, or the government of the country where the 
plane was being held. The Watch’s hostage rescue team could 
be sent in, remove the hijacker threat and disappear. Colla-



323 
 
  

teral damage could not be blamed on any country. The basic 
policy of the Watch was simply neutralize the hijacker threat.  
 
Countries no longer felt the need to capitulate to the demands 
of hijackers or terrorists. They simply eliminated the threat, 
no questions asked or answered. In effect, the Watch was an 
anonymous international police force, when it came to terror-
ists and acts of terrorism. They did not participate in conflicts 
between nations, other than enemies of the United States. 
Their uniforms were all black, bearing no insignia. They were 
like ninjas – in and out without being seen. And like profes-
sional mercenaries, they were paid well for their services. 
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Chapter 14 

 
 

But with the word the time will bring on summer .When 

briers shall have leaves as well as thorns, And be as sweet 

as sharp. We must away; Our wagon is prepared, and time 

revives us: All's well that ends well; still the fine's the-

crown; Whate'er the course, the end is the renown. 

William Shakespeare 
 
 
 
 

Baumschulenweg, 9:30 a.m., December 15, 2007 
 
Shortly after the signing of the agreement with the U.S. mili-
tary, Heli began refocusing her attention on her dissertation 
research in earnest, however, each time she sat down to read, 
her mind began to wander.  
 
She had thought that the holidays would revive and improve 
her interest level. It would be their first Christmas and New 
Year together. Both had agreed to remain in Berlin. No visits 
home to be with families. They both had too much to do. 
 

Baumschulenweg, 2:30 p.m., January  5, 2008 
 
Once the holidays were over, she would devote all her spare 
time to her research. The holidays had been delightful, and 
she had enjoyed the revelry and partying associated with the 
them but, as much as she tried once they were over, she just 
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no longer found German existentialist writers and literature 
interesting. Finally, she knew she could not avoid discussing 
her problem with William. “William, do you have some time 
to talk with me? It’s kind of important.”  
 
William had been devoting all his time to the organization 
and writing of his dissertation, and Heli tried not to interrupt 
him when he was busy. He was making better progress than 
he had anticipated. Everything seemed to be falling into place. 
William said, “I’ll make time. What’s up?” He closed the book 
he had been reading and looked up. The face he saw was not 
the happy face he was used to seeing. “What’s wrong?!” He 
took her hand and led her to the sofa. “Here. Sit down. Now, 
what’s got you so bummed out?” 
 
“It’s my research. I simply don’t find it interesting any- more, 
and I don’t know what to do. I thought the holidays would 
help but they didn’t. Don’t get me wrong, I thoroughly en-
joyed them, and especially being with you, but they didn’t 
make me feel any better about my work. In fact, they made 
me realize that my research just doesn’t make me happy an-
ymore. I used to be genuinely excited about what I was doing, 
but not now.” She hesitated. 
 
“Go on. I’m listening,” comforted William. 
 
“The last day or so, I’ve been toying with the idea of chucking 
everything. I think, maybe, I’d like to start over.” 
 
“With another topic?” asked William, a bit surprised. 
 
“No. “I’m thinking on a much larger scale." 
 
“What do you mean?” 
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“I’m seriously thinking about an entirely different field. It will 
still be history, kind of,” said Heli, with a hint of mystery in 
her voice. 
 
“Wha. . . ?” 
 
“When I was in the gymnasium, the last two years, history 
was my major and anthropology was my minor. When I 
enrolled at Heidelberg, they accepted me into their doctoral 
program right off, based on my gymnasium performance. I’m 
thinking seriously about getting my degree in anthropology. 
What do you think?” asked Heli. 
 
“Well. I really don’t know what to say. But, if that is what you 
want to do, I support your decision. Yeah, why not? What 
would you specialize in?” asked William. 
 
“To be very honest, I’m not sure, but that can wait until we’re 
back in the States.” 
 
“What are you talking about?” 
 
“Let’s face it. You have to go back to defend your dissertation, 
right?” 
 
“Right. . . .” 
 
“And where do you think you will end up teaching after you 
get your degree? Back here in Germany or somewhere in the 
States? Or more precisely, where would you prefer teaching? 
Here or there?” Even before William answered, she knew 
what his answer would be. 
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“Well, if I had my druthers, I would like to teach at one of the 
Big Ten schools. At heart, I guess, I’m still a Midwestern farm 
boy.” 
 
“Except for your inclusion of wanting to be a Big Ten profes-
sor, I knew you would prefer going home to teach. So, here’s a 
proposal for you. You get your degree, and when you get your 
first teaching position, wherever that might be, that is where 
I’ll begin my work on my degree in anthropology. There real-
ly is no rush, is there?” 
 
“No.” 
 
“Then it’s settled. When we move back home – remember, the 
States is my home too – that’s when I will begin working on 
my degree. Until then, I have the foundation and I can help 
you with your research until then. Okay?” asked Heli. 
 
“That would be fantastic! I thought you might want to remain 
here and I suppose that is why I had put off even thinking 
about where I wanted to teach after I got my degree. It makes 
everything so much easier now. Thank you.” 
 
“It’s always my pleasure to help you Indiana Langley,” said 
Heli with a grin. 
 
“You know. You’re the best,” and William picked her up, 
swung her around, and gave her a huge bear hug. “I love you. 
You’re the greatest and you somehow always know what I’m 
thinking, even before I do. God. I love you. 
 
“I know." 
 
"And, one day, I might just get that Fedora." 
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Baumschulenweg, 9:30 p.m., March 21, 2008 
 
William was just finishing up the last chapter of his disserta-
tion, which summarized scientific and techno-logical ad-
vances during World War II under the Nazi regime. Darryl 
had already read and approved all the preceding chapters 
and was anticipating William’s dissertation defense; gradua-
tion and the conferring of his doctorate which, in all likelih-
ood,  would occur sometime during the summer. Darryl knew 
that William’s defense would be unlike any other defense an-
yone had experienced before. After all, every reading member 
of William’s dissertation defense committee had been ap-
proached by a representative of the Pentagon before they 
were even permitted to read the document. Those that re-
fused to comply with the security guidelines, for either philo-
sophical or practical reasons, were summarily removed from 
the committee. 
 
William had already agreed to co-author a volume dealing 
with academic versus corporate ethics in the area of technol-
ogical advances. His co-author would be Dr. Darryl Saumarez-
Smith. Both felt that they were in a position to discuss the 
topic based on personal experiences. 
 
In the meantime, demands of the foundation were mounting 
and it began to monopolize Heli’s time. The foundation had 
received an unanticipated advance endowment of 10 million 
US dollars. It was taking more of her time than she could have 
ever anticipated. Heli coaxed Andrea into becoming her assis-
tant, and when Heli was not in Berlin, Andrea could serve as 
her representative. Gretchen, the NightProwler, had agreed to 
become the foundation’s computer systems analyst. William 
would be able to help with the foundation, once he was fi-
nished with his degree. At least that is what he told her. 
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Minneapolis, History Department, 1:30 p.m., June 18, 

2008 
 
“Gentlemen, my name is Admiral Michael Glenn Mullen. I am 
the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff.” Everyone in the 
room was slack jawed and just looked around at one another. 
Not even a whisper escaped their lips. “You are undoubtedly 
asking yourselves, ‘What in God’s name is an admiral and the 
Chairman of the Joint Chiefs doing at a doctoral dissertation 
defense?’ Right?” Everyone in the room, except Darryl Sau-
marez-Smith and William A. Langley, simply nodded their 
heads in acknowledgement of the admiral’s question.  
 
“Gentlemen, even before you were provided with Mr. Lang-
ley’s dissertation, each of you was required to sign a non-
disclosure agreement with the Pentagon. If you will remem-
ber, you agreed not to discuss or divulge anything that you 
read under penalty of law. I am here today to reaffirm the 
importance of that agreement. The information contained in 
Mr. Langley’s dissertation is, until further notice, deemed Top 
Secret for reasons of national security. If you have any ques-
tions, I would be more than pleased to answer them, if I can.” 
There were none. Everyone just sat dumbfounded. “If there 
are no questions, I must excuse myself. I must return to 
Washington.” Before leaving, he shook William’s hand, leaned 
over, and whispered in his ear, “Good luck.”  
 
“Thank you, sir. Probably, not too many doctoral defenses 
start with an admiral as a keynote speaker,” William replied 
with a grin on his face. 
 
“You’re almost certainly right about that.” As he left, the ad-
miral gave a wave to all in the room. Only one of the faculty 
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members was even able to summon a half-hearted return 
wave. 
 
Darryl broke the silence that still hung in the room after the 
admiral’s departure. “William, please take a seat at the end of 
the conference table.” Twelve sets of eyes followed him as he 
made his way down the length of the table and took his seat. 
“Gentlemen,  this will be, in all likelihood, the most memora-
ble dissertation defense in the history of this department, this 
university or any other university, for the simple reason that 
Mr. Langley’s dissertation does, in fact, concern itself with 
topics that have current national defense and security impli-
cations. These facts, however, should have no bearing on 
what is otherwise simply a dissertation defense. You have all 
read the dissertation, so let’s begin. Who would like to start 
the questioning? David?” 
 
“William, when you asked me to introduce you to Dr. Smith, 
more than five years ago, and you returned only minutes later 
saying that he had accepted you as an advisee, I was sur-
prised. I suppose, I should not be surprised by what you have 
accomplished but I have to say, having the Chairman of the 
Joint Chiefs of Staff running interference for you has to be one 
for the record books. I read your dissertation. In fact, I read it 
twice because I could not believe what I had read. It read like 
a science fiction novel but in light of all the security measures 
imposed on us as readers, I must assume that it is all true. 
Under the circumstances, all I can really say is, job well done!”  
 
“Thank you Dr. Carmichael,” said William. 
 
For the next two hours, William answered every question the 
faculty members put to him. During the course of the defense, 
Dr. Melinda Alpert of the Physics Department asked, “I, for 
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one, have a difficult time even conceptualizing the physical 
principles that are reported here. Do you have any proof?” 
Before William could begin to answer, she continued, “Pro-
fessor Carmichael was entirely correct in his initial assess-
ment of your work. It does, in fact, sound like a well-
documented sci-fi story. I, personally, have my doubts con-
cerning the veracity of your work. Would you like to com-
ment?” 
 
Darryl began to object, raising his hand, but William stopped 
him. 
 
“Dr. Smith, I can answer the good doctor’s question. Dr. Al-
pert, you make a good point; and I agree, it does sound like 
science fiction rubbish. One of the icons of physics, Albert 
Einstein once said, and I quote: ‘If at first, an idea does not 
sound absurd, there is no hope for it.’ With that in mind, I do, 
in fact, have proof to back-up the statements I have made. If I 
may .  .  .  .” 
 
 William leaned over, opened a small leather portfolio he had 
brought with him, and pulled out a thick file folder. “I had an-
ticipated your incredulity. Here are three classified docu-
ments and two photos.” He began passing them down both 
sides of the conference table. 
 
“Please take one of each and pass the rest down.” Once eve-
ryone had a copy of the handouts, he began, “The documents 
are summary reports by General Stafford Moore, indicating 
that a German soldier has been successfully recovered, in 
good health, from the crystal. These tests were run at An-
drews Air Force Base earlier this year. Since then, the Bett-
kasten technologies have been moved to an undisclosed se-
cret base, where the remainder of the soldiers will be re-
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leased from The Cube. Even I do not know its whereabouts. 
The first photo is one I took shortly after acquiring the cube 
from the descendants of Colonel Wienert. The cube, even in 
its box and surrounded by packing material has an eerie 
greenish glow. I might add that it was cool to the touch, no 
matter what the temperature is in the surrounding area. The 
second is a photo of Jōhannēs Schumpeter, the first soldier 
retrieved from the cube last May. From all indications, he is 
fully recovered from his retrieval and he is attempting to ad-
just to the world around him. At this time, that is all I am 
permitted to disclose to you pursuant to instructions from 
the Pentagon. I hope these documents qualify as proof.” 
 
“Anyone can come up with ‘official looking documents and 
photos’,” said Alpert. 
 
“Again, I would have to agree with you. However, in rebuttal, 
how would you explain the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs’ be-
ing here if what I am proposing was purely fiction?” Alpert 
raised both hands, indicating William had made his point. She 
had no further questions. Darryl, leaning back in his chair, sat 
comfortably with a half smile on his face, his hands together 
at the fingertips and lightly pressed to his lips. ‘Well played, 
William,’ he thought. ‘Well played.’ 
 
Finally, Darryl, as the chairman of dissertation defense com-
mittee, asked William to go wait in his office.  He handed him 
the keys as he left. William closed the door behind him. The 
next half hour was agony for William. On the one hand, he 
knew the dissertation was well written; after all, Darryl had 
signed off on it. If Darryl was satisfied with it, how could any 
of the other faculty members find fault? But, why was it tak-
ing them so long to make a decision? William started second-
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guessing himself. Maybe the admiral’s appearance was a bit 
of overkill but he had had no say in it whatsoever. 
 
At last, Darryl came into the room. His face was grim. William 
noticed his mentor’s demeanor immediately. This was not a 
good omen. “William, I have good news and I have bad news 
for you. Which do you want first? 
 
“Good news is always good, so give me the bad news.” 
 
Darryl’s face changed immediately. “There is no bad news. 
You passed with flying colors. Congratulations.” 
 
“Why then did it take so long for the committee to come to a 
decision?” 
 
“It didn’t. The vote was taken five minutes after you left, and 
it was unanimous and without reservation. The delay is just 
part of your rite of passage. Make’m sweat. Did you honestly 
believe you would not pass?” asked Darryl. 
 
“To be honest, when it took you so long to come back to the 
office, well, yes, I started second-guessing myself.” 
 
“William that is something you should never do. Never 
second guess yourself. You have great instincts and your 
scholarship is first rate. Great job. There is one thing, howev-
er. In talking with Admiral Mullen, your dissertation will be-
come classified and for this reason, it cannot be reproduced 
or placed in the normal dissertation repositories or distri-
buted. In fact, the copies given to each of the faculty members 
are being collected by military security for disposal. Your dis-
sertation will be unavailable for viewing, indefinitely.” 
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“When I apply for academic positions, what do I do if pros-
pective schools want to see my dissertation during the inter-
view and evaluation process?” asked William. 
   
“I think that if you tell them that it is currently classified by 
the government, they might understand. Otherwise, just have 
them call me or Mullen. Either of us can clear it all up for 
them. I doubt very much that that will be a problem for you. 
Don’t worry, you’ll find a job. Congratulations on a job very 
well done. Now, let’s get back to the committee and do a little 
hand shaking and schmoozing. 
 
“Can I call Heli first?” 
 
“Of course. Use my phone. By the way, where is she? I thought 
she would be here, too.” 
 
“She’s visiting her parents in Madison.” He picked up the 
phone and dialed, “Heli, I passed . . . . 
 

Baumschulenweg, 3:30 p.m., July 7, 2008 
 
When William entered their apartment, Heli was standing in 
front of the windows, holding a large envelope, which she 
rocked back and forth in a tantalizing manner. “Guess what 
came in the mail today." 
 
“What?” 
 
In a childlike, playful tone, Heli said, “It’s from the University 
of Wisconsin’s History Department and it’s addressed to 
yoou.” 
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“Really?! Let me see it.” He took the letter from her, held it for 
a moment, staring at the return address and his name on the 
front. His mind went back to the day Mr. Svendsen had deli-
vered his acceptance to Minnesota. He felt much the same, as 
he looked at the letter from Wisconsin. Like the earlier letter, 
this letter could change his life. 
 
Heli stood beside him with a smile on her face that could only 
be characterized as being from ear to ear, as he finally, so-
lemnly opened the envelope and withdrew the letter. He be-
gan to read. After a few moments he jumped in the air, and 
yelled, “Yes! I’ve been offered a tenure-track position in the 
History of Science Department. 
 
“That’s good, right?” 
 
“Absolutely. It’s a great school, a great department and we 
would be close to your parents. I can’t think of any way of 
making it more perfect.” 
 
“Based solely on you level of excitement, I’m assuming that 
you are going to accept their offer. Right?” 
 
“I’ll write an e-mail acceptance and send it back to Dr. McDo-
nald right away; and sign and get this contract back in the 
mail tomorrow. Now, you can apply to the anthro depart-
ment,” said William. 
 
“Do you think I’d really have a chance of getting accepted?”  
 
William replied, “Well, considering that you will have two fa-
culty members who are willing to write you letters of rec-
ommendation, I think you might have a better than even 



337 
 
  

chance of getting in.” That brought a smile to both of their 
faces. 
 
“I’m so proud of you Dr. Langley. You’ll make a great profes-
sor. Right after you write to your department, I’ll send off an 
e-mail to the anthropology department, asking for an admis-
sions application. When do you have to report?” 
 
William scanned the contract. “They want me on campus two 
weeks before my contract begins, and that's August 24th. 
Whoa. That doesn’t give us much time. We have approximate-
ly a month before we have to be there. We’d better get crack-
ing. We have a lot to do between now and then. 
 

Eden Prairie, 3:00 p.m., April 10, 2009 
 
Mitchell Anderson knew it was coming but, until it arrived, 
there was always the possibility, no matter now remote, that 
the Defense Department might terminate its tender to pur-
chase Molecular Dynamic’s newest military protection sys-
tem – the Golden Shield, a defensive electromagnetic con-
tainment force field generator. At 3:00, the couriered package 
arrived. Mitchell opened it. It was not a matter of if they 
would approve the purchase of the Golden Shield system but 
how many units they would tender for. He read through the 
contract. The answer he sought was provided on page 3. The 
government had approved the purchase of 100 small, trans-
portable units, at a cost of $5 million each, 25 large portable 
units at $10 million each, and 5 large, stationary units at $35 
million each, over the next three years. The value of the con-
tract to Molecular Dynamics was $925 million, with an option 
for additional units, as needed. 
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The small transportable units were destined to be used in 
military aircraft, which would make them invulnerable to 
missiles and gunfire. The large scale  portable units were in-
tended to protect the Navy’s aircraft carriers and Boomer 
submarines (ballistic missile submarines). The large statio-
nary units were intended to protect the Capitol and White 
House, and other selected military commands. 
 
Molecular Dynamics’s current technology did not permit the 
launching of planes, air-to-air, air-to-ground or ICBMs or the 
firing of conventional machine guns or Vulcan cannons while 
the shield was operating. How-ever, the shield could be au-
tomatically disabled during the firing of missiles and guns, 
after which it would automatically be re-enabled. In effect, 
planes and ships would be vulnerable to attack only during 
the window of time when weapons were actually being 
launched or fired.  
 
The company had also demonstrated that the small shield 
generators could be installed in other combat vehicles – 
tanks, personnel carriers, and transports. However, at the 
time, it was deemed unnecessary and more cost effective to 
protect the military’s larger and more expensive assets. Al-
though, at a cost of just under $4-8 million per unit for the 
military’s main battle tank, the Abrams M1A2, or $9-13 mil-
lion for a shield protected version, the shield system did 
represent a reasonable long-term investment strategy. 
 
Anderson’s engineers had adapted Grossmann’s original de-
sign to achieve the goal that Hitler had originally envisioned, 
when he had initially supported the work of von Sempler 
back in 1938. The documents contained in the file boxes he 
had purloined from Langley and the NIHDEP had provided 
the nucleus for his staff’s subsequent breakthroughs. The 
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most important improvement made to the original generator 
was the elimination of its negative impact on living matter. 
 
Anderson could still find humor in what he had done. He did, 
however, resent being upstaged by Langley and his condem-
nation of the methods he had used to obtain the original 
technology. Even so, he was, as they say, laughing all the way 
to the bank. Anderson also resented the fact that that little 
weasel Langley would, in all likelihood, receive more than 
$25 million dollars pursuant to their agreement. On the other 
hand, Langley had kept his mouth shut. Had he elected to 
stand on his moral high ground, and become a whistle blow-
er, Anderson would now be languishing in prison and for a 
very long time.  
 
All in all, things had worked out financially for ever-yone con-
cerned, even his old friend and colleague, Darryl. He had not 
spoken to Darryl since their last meeting, almost two years 
ago. He would call him and congratulate him on his windfall. 
 
Anderson was remorseful about only one thing. He had lost 
George Hunt. George and his band of mercenaries had simply 
disappeared. He learned later that the truck the mercenaries 
had used had been found near the bunker, but there was no 
evidence of what had happened to Hunt and the men with 
him on that mission.  
 

Nazor Estate, Coratia, May 15, 2009 
 
No one had ventured into the bunker, although, the Croatian 
Government had been called in and had investigated. Like the 
local law enforcement officials, they concluded there had 
been no foul play involved in the possible disappearance of 
the group of multi-nationals who had supposedly entered the 
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bunker. Their investigation was undoubtedly hampered by 
the fact that they had remained more than 100 meters from 
the bunker, well within the tree line, and the entrance to the 
bunker appeared completely sealed. The probable cause was 
deemed to have been an explosion. From their vantage point, 
they did not see any bodies; there obviously was no further 
need  to continue the  investigation. 
 

Madison, History Department, 3:30 p.m.,  June 5, 2009 
 
Rachel Harrison, the department secretary, slipped into the 
conference room and walked silently up to Professor Langley 
and whispered, “Sir, you have a phone call from a Dr. Sauma-
rez-Smith. Would you like me to take a message or will you be 
taking it?” 
 
“I’ll take it. I’ll be right out. Thank you.” He slid from his chair 
and as quietly as possible closed the door behind him. ‘Thank 
God for the phone call. That has to be the worst dissertation 
defense I have ever had the misfortune of sitting in on.’  He 
went to his office and picked up the phone. “Rachel, transfer 
the call to my office, please. Thank you.” A few moments later, 
“Hello Darryl. Good to hear your voice. Did you get the revi-
sions I sent you? Oh. Okay. What can I do for you then? You 
heard from Anderson? What has it been, almost two years, 
right? Did you call him or did he call you? No kidding. What 
did he have to say? So he finally worked out the kinks in the 
field generator. Fantastic. As a human being, I find him abso-
lutely reprehensible but as a scientist and businessman, he is 
quite com-petent. No. I haven’t heard from him. He sold his 
perfected generator to the Defense Department? Great. What? 
He’s sending you your first profit-sharing check? How much?! 
No kidding. Congratulations. I’m sure you can use it. Again, 
congratulations. How are Hava and the girls? Mary is getting 
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married, when? Give her my best wishes. Oh, Heli? She’s 
doing great. The foundation and the move here were murder 
but she survived. I will. Give my best to all. Let me know what 
more you want me to do for the book. Like I said, I’ve already 
sent my revisions back to you. Very good. Take care, bye.” Re-
luctantly, William returned to the conference room for yet 
another dose of mind numbing inanity. 
 

Madison, 2188  Bascom Place, 5:25 p.m., June 5, 2009 
 
William entered the kitchen through the side door. Once in-
side, he called to Heli. “I’m home. Where are you?” 
 
He heard Heli’s voice, “In the study. Come here and save me 
before I kill myself. I’ve been reading about the Mayans for 
my summer course with Sebastian. I’m not entirely sure why 
I allowed him to talk me into taking it. It’s fascinating but .  .  .  
.” As William entered the study, Heli closed her laptop. “How 
was your day? 
 
“I had to sit in on a dissertation defense. I have seldom seen a 
less inspiring piece of scholarship, and the student was simp-
ly unprepared to defend it. He’ll get through but both he and 
the dissertation need polishing. The high point of the day 
came when Darryl called. 
 
“Did he receive your chapters?” 
 
“No, not yet. But guess who called him? Anderson. Apparent-
ly, Anderson has sold his field generator to the Defense De-
partment. He called Darryl to tell him that he was going to 
receive his first profit-sharing check, based on the agreement 
we received from Anderson and Molecular Dynamics. The 
check will be for a little over 5 million. If he honors our 
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agreement, I should be receiving an equal amount. The total 
amount we are likely to receive will be, probably, in excess of 
25 million.” 
 
“Shut up! Really? That’s fabulous.” 
 
“Oh, one of Darryl’s daughters, Mary, is getting married some-
time in September. He’s really happy, and the money will 
make the wedding so much easier. I was thinking on the way 
home, if you don’t mind, I’d like to send Klaus and Maria 
something. They deserve it. What do you think?” 
 
“I’ve never said anything before, but I have always felt a little 
guilty about what we did. We virtually stole the papers and 
crystal from them. Yes, I know they would probably have 
simply given it to us, just to get it out of their basement but, 
after all, Klaus was emotionally attached to it. To him it was a 
family heirloom, a symbol of his grandfather’s dedication to 
duty. I can appreciate that. So, I agree. How much do you 
want to give them?” 
 
“I’ve done some calculations. I would say they are in their 
mid-forties. That means they will be retiring in, say, 20 years. 
Considering the benefits we have received as a consequence 
of their willingness to part with the cube, and I agree, we 
stole it, I’d like to make them comfortable. So, I’d like to send 
them 2.5 million in anonymous installments of $125,000 a 
year. Too much? Too little?” asked William. 
 
Heli thought for a moment. “I agree with the anonymous part, 
and I agree with the 2.5 million, but I think we should send it 
in one lump sum. Why the need for installments?” 
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“I don’t know. There is really no reason for instal-lments, I 
guess. Okay. One lump sum. One other thing, I think we 
should pay the income taxes on it for them. We’ll have to get a 
tax attorney in Austria to work out the details. And we can 
have him deliver the money to them, saying it’s some kind of 
inheritance,” said William. 
 
“Nice touch. I like it. Oh. Before I forget, I have to go to Berlin 
next week. We have a board of directors meeting for the 
foundation. There are a number of grant pro-posals that have 
been submitted and we need to make decisions on them. 
Andrea e-mailed me and let me know this morning. Is that 
going to be a problem for you? 
 
“Hmmm. I’m all caught up at school. My chapters are com-
plete. And I don’t really have any new irons in the fire. I’m all 
yours. Have Andrea make two reservations. It will be good to 
see her and Berlin again. If you can spare the time, we could 
fly down to Vienna and make the arrangements for the ‘inhe-
ritance’ for Klaus and Maria.” 
 
“That would be great,” said Heli. “Oh, I had one other thought. 
Do you remember telling me that Grossmann and his asso-
ciates, before they were murdered, had been awarded der 
Kriegsverdienstkreuzv, and the Americans had buried them in 
graves marked with stones that said only ‘Unknown 1945’? 
 
“Yah?” 
 
“Well, those scientists gave their lives for Germany, they were 
heroes; and Hitler recognized that fact by decorating them 
just before they died. I wonder if their families ever received 
those medals? I kind of doubt it. So, here’s what I was think-
ing. I’d like to see that their relatives receive either the War 
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Merit medal they should have received or an equivalent from 
the German government. Also, I would like to locate those 
men’s graves and construct a memorial to them. Since no one 
knows which man is in which grave, the monument could 
have all their names inscribed on it and indicate that they 
were the recipients of der Kriegsverdienstkreuzv for military 
service to Germany. What do you think?” asked Heli 
 
“I think that is a fabulous idea! There is only one small prob-
lem.” 
 
“What’s that?” She had not anticipated any rebuttal. 
 
William was thinking how best to phrase his comments. 
“Well, I think it would be difficult, considering the current 
social and political climate, to give these men’s relatives an 
award that they earned for service to the Third Reich, 60 
years ago. Besides, the medal was in recognition of military 
contributions. It’s not a humanitarian award. 
 
“Do you think that their relatives would not want to acknowl-
edge the sacrifice these men made?” inquired Heli. 
 
“No. No.  I’m not saying that, but we can’t tell them or the 
German government what they did until the Bettkasten tech-
nologies are given to the government, and that’s not for 
another three years or so.” 
 
Heli had to admit that would represent a problem.  
 
“Okay. What if we see if we can find the documentation that 
indicated that these scientists should have received the War 
Merit Medal, duplicate those records, have the medals repli-



345 
 
  

cated, and deliver them to the relatives? The German gov-
ernment would not even need to know.” 
 
“I think that would be a little tricky, too. First, I am almost 
sure the actual paperwork was never processed. Hitler and 
his minions had more pressing matters on their minds. At the 
time, survival was probably a much bigger concern for most 
of them. It was, in all likelihood, simply a token gesture to 
men who served the Reich faithfully and were martyred. So, 
other than the notes I found, there is probably no official 
record of the medals ever having been awarded. In the end, 
the German government would almost certainly find out. 
Someone will want to announce that his relative was 
awarded a high state honor, even posthumously. If we could 
negotiate with the German government and obtain its bless-
ing .  .  . but we’re back where we were before. The govern-
ment would want to know why they had received the honors, 
assuming we can find the original documentation.” William 
had to admit, secrecy was getting in the way of doing the 
right thing by these men. They had accomplished something 
amazing, and they should be recognized for it. “I think, for 
now, we may have to limit our recognition of these men to 
your memorial monument idea. The medals, no matter who 
issues them, will have to come after the technology is given to 
the German government.” 
 
Heli was visibly disappointed. She was not hearing what she 
wanted to hear but, as much as she hated to admit it. “I sup-
pose you’re right. Would you mind if I arrange for the me-
morial monument while we are in Berlin or Vienna?” 
 
“No. Not at all. In fact, if you don’t mind, I’d like to be actively 
involved,” said William. “You know, this has been one hell of a 
year or so, hasn’t it? We uncover some 60-year-old docu-
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ments, we become involved in, I guess there is no polite way 
to say, spying, we’re duplicous in corporate, defense espio-
nage, we solve a decades old mystery, we recovered a piece of 
human history in the form of the cube, we are responsible for 
freeing 500 human beings from captivity, we go from poor 
library mice to wealthy academics, and we’re planning war 
memorials. Yes, this has been quite a year.” 
 
“You can say that again!” 
 
“But, you know what was the most amazing thing about the 
whole year?” William appeared visibly emotional as he asked 
the question. 
 
“No, What?” 
 
“I met you. You’re the most amazing thing of all. I love you.” 
The tone of William’s voice changed. He reached out for Heli’s 
hands, pulled her close to him, put his arms around her, gazed 
into her hazel-green eyes, and gently kissed her. 
 
Heli said, “You’re such a mush. I would have to agree. It has 
been quite a year. But, you left out one of the most important 
things that happened. 
 
“What’s that?” He couldn’t think of anything.  
 
“You are the epitome of an academic. You’re supposed to be a 
historian. You’re supposed to remember dates and events. 
Can you think of anything that might have taken place shortly 
after you received your degree, in Berlin, my parents were 
there?" 
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“Oh. Uh. Yah. Didn’t we get married or something along those 
lines?" 
 
“Sometimes you drive me crazy! I must confess, of all the 
things we have done together, getting married was, for me, 
the high point. I love being Mrs. Langley. I love you. And I love 
our life.”  
 
“And I love you, too.” Heli had to smile. She had had a difficult 
time coming to grips with coordinating and processing every-
thing that had happened since Fraktur but, somehow, they 
had gotten through it all. As they separated, Heli said, “Oh. 
One more thing. Mom and Daddy would like us to come over 
for a bar-b-que tonight. Are you up to it? I have to forewarn  
you. Mom told me that Daddy and Stephen and Ramdas .  .  . 
 
“Stephen and Ramdas?” 
 
“Stephen Hawking and Ramdas Sengupta, you know, daddy’s 
physicist friends .  .  .  have been talking again. They’re having 
another one of their ‘differences of opinion’ about something 
to do with black hole morphology, branes, and event hori-
zons. I don’t know what the hell it’s all about but Mom said 
Daddy was absolutely fuming. Hopefully, he will have calmed 
down by dinner time.” 
 
“I’m sure they will all work it out. They always do. Sure din-
ner is fine. When we get back from Europe, we really should 
make some time to go visit Sam and the rest of the family. It’s 
been a while since we’ve seen them all,” said William. 
 
“It would be nice to see your family. I bet the kids have grown 
a lot in the last year.” The thought of family and having a 
family of her own seemed intriguing. ‘It’s something to think 
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about.’ She could just imagine little athletic nerds running all 
around the house .  .  .  . What an image! She could just see 
herself driving a van and being a ‘soccer mom.’ She began to 
smile, then she burst into uncontrollable laughter. 
 
“What’s so funny,” asked William. 
 
“I don’t think you’d understand, even if I told you!”  
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Chapter 15 

 
 

It's the lure of easy money. It's got a very strong appeal. 

Glenn Frey 

 
 
 
 

Pozo Colorado, Paraguay, June 13, 2009 
 
“Ibbie, come down here!” Ricardo, yelled to his wife. Ricardo 
was the grandson of Obergruppenführe Hans von Stuben, who 
had successfully fled Germany just before the end of the war 
and had made his way clandestinely, first to Rio de Janerio, 
and then to Paraguay, and finally to the small town of Pozo 
Colorado, with his wife and young son. There he had settled, 
never talking about the war or his participation in the 
Schutzstaffel.  
 
Here, using the funds provided by the Führer, he had settled, 
first buying a small estancia and gradually enlarged  it until it 
was recognized as one of the largest rancho ganaderos in cen-
tral Paraguay. He had been a trusted SS officer. It was to him 
that Hitler had given instructions concerning Bettkasten. His 
instructions were clear: Ten years following the Führer's 
death, Hans was to find a fellow SS officer, Brigadeführer An-
dreus Wienert, retrieve the Bettkasten crystal, and revive the 
men entombed in the crystal. These men were the Führer’s 
legacy and would become the nucleus of a new Nazi order. 
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Patrón Stuben, as he was called by the locals, was a respected 
cattle rancher. In part, the respect he received from the 
people was based on his ability and willingness to learn both 
Spanish and Guarani, as well as his generosity to his com-
pañeros and their families. Everyone loved and admired 
Señor Stuben. No one ever heard about his former life as an 
officer in the SS nor about the atrocities he committed in the 
name of the Reich. In Paraguay, he was, literally, a completely 
different person. No one knew of his desire to resurrect his 
beloved Führer’s Nazi party in rural Paraguay. He only had to 
bide his time. 
 
He had not even confided his mission to his wife or young 
son. He communicated rarely with anyone from his former 
life. He and his family lived comfortably and peacefully, 
though, when they were alone, he and his wife, Greta, would 
talk about the old days before the end of the war and they 
would share their tales with their son Johan, who was now 
known as Juan. Juan was young but he listened intently to 
every word his father uttered. Hans had not told his wife or 
son of his mission on behalf of the Führer. Until he was sure 
his son was ready and old enough to participate in his plans, 
he would have to keep everything to himself. 
 
 In early 1953, Hans was supervising the branding and castra-
tion of several young bulls that had been brought in from the 
Bajo Chaco, the humid Chaco, an open savanna with many 
palm trees, quebracho trees, and tropical high grasses. Every-
one knew the work needed to be done but the insects were 
swarming, making it difficult. In their haste, after Hans had 
personally branded one of the young bulls, his compañeros 
released the bull before Hans was ready. He was still 
crouched and was unable to distance himself from the 
enraged bull. The bull wheeled around on Hans, burying his 
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horn into Hans’ neck, breaking it. Hans was returned to his 
hacienda and the doctor was called. There was nothing that 
could be done. Two days later, Hans died, never having 
shared his secret with either his son or wife. His secret re-
mained locked in a strong box, long hidden in the back of an 
old, seldom used root cellar. 
 
The years passed. When Greta died in 1973, the rancho 
passed to Juan, who ran it until arthritis forced  him to give 
up the day-to-day management of the ranch. Juan had wanted 
to turn the reins over to Ricardo earlier but his son was at-
tending school in the U.S. His return was further delayed by 
his admittance to the Wharton School of Business, where he 
received his MBA. Finally, in 2005, Ricardo returned home 
and became the patrón of the ranch.  
 
Shortly after assuming the stewardship of the ranch, Ricardo 
became intrigued by the possibility of converting some of the 
ranch’s vast landholdings into vineyards. He had fallen in love 
with the great variety of wines that were available from the 
Napa Valley, not far from his alma mater, in Berkeley, and he 
saw no reason why wines of similar quality and variety could 
not be produced domestically in Paraguay. After planting the 
nucleus of his vineyards and several years of studying the 
wine industry, he felt he was ready to begin building his own 
vineyard and winery. Like any good businessman, he elected 
to start slowly. Until it was necessary to build wine cellars on 
a commercial scale, he could convert the family’s old root cel-
lar into a wine cellar, where he could experiment with the 
various grape varieties he had already planted, fermentation, 
and the blending process. 
 
Ricardo instructed his house staff to clean out the old root 
cellar. After some modifications were made the root cellar 
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would become his temporary wine cellar. As the staff cleared 
away the years of accumulated debris, they discovered the 
long forgotten strong box. Alejandro called his patrón down 
to see what they had found. Ricardo had the old lock removed 
and he searched through the papers that lay neatly folded in 
the box. On top of the papers was a file folder. Inside were 
what Ricardo believed to be orders from Adolf Hitler to SS 
Obergruppenführe Hans von Stuben, Ricardo’s grandfather. 
The orders were hand written. This is when he called to his 
wife, Ibbie.  
 
Ibbie descended into the dark and dank cellar to see what 
Ricardo had discovered. “What is it? What is so important 
that you would call me down into this mess?” She was ge-
nuinely irritated. Ricardo pointed to the strongbox. “If you 
want me to look at some old box full of papers, at least bring 
it upstairs where we can see better. There is almost no light 
down here.” She stalked back up the stairs, dusting herself off 
as she went and silently cursing Ricardo to herself. 
 
Ricardo had Alejandro bring the box upstairs and instructed 
him to take it into his study. Alejandro set it gently in the cen-
ter of one of the large mahogany tables in Ricardo’s study. He 
opened the box again, and withdrew the folder. “Ibbie, look at 
this. They’re handwritten orders from Adolf Hitler to my 
grandfather. My German is rusty, I wonder if father can read 
them. Do you know what they could be worth at auction?” 
Ibbie glanced at the box and the file folder Ricardo was hold-
ing, but it was clear that she was not interested in some old 
papers.  
 
“Do what you want with them. Be sure to have the mess 
you’re making with the box cleaned up. There is dust going 
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everywhere.” Ibbie was having nothing to do with old dusty 
boxes and papers from WW II. Who cared anymore? 
 
Ricardo sent Alejandro to find his father. Juan was no longer a 
healthy man and it took time for him to make it from his suite 
of rooms on the second floor to the study. “What is all the 
commotion about down here? Alejandro seems to think 
you’ve found something important. Let’s take a look.” Ricardo 
handed his father the folder. Juan began to read. “Do you have 
any idea what these say? They’re from the Führer to my fa-
ther, your grandfather. Let me sit down.” Arthritis in Juan’s 
knees was working overtime today and he needed to get off 
his feet. 
 
Juan read through a number of pages. “Your grand-father was 
given the responsibility of tracking down a fellow SS officer, a 
Brigadeführer by the name of Andreus Wienert. Apparently, 
your grandfather was a Obergruppenführe, a general in the SS. 
He used to talk about the war but never to outsiders, just 
your grandmother and me.  He talked a lot about Hitler, when 
I was a child, and what a great man he had been, but I had no 
idea that he was in the SS. It says he was to retrieve some 
kind of Bettkasten crystal from Wienert. The crystal contains, 
I don’t understand this. It says the crystal contains soldiers 
and your grandfather was supposed to get them out of the 
crystal. This makes no sense. But, if your grandfather kept 
these papers, they must have been important to him. We owe 
it to  him to try to sort this out.” 
 
For a moment, Juan thought to himself, finally saying, “Your 
grandfather kept in touch with a few of his friends in Germa-
ny after the war, until his death. He told me they were still 
loyal to the Führer, and he taught me not to forget the 
Führer’s message. He also told me that, someday, the Nazi 
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Party would rise again, and it would happen with his help. He 
never elaborated or told me how he was to help but now I 
know.  I was very young when he died, and Mother seldom 
spoke of her life in Germany after my father’s death. I don’t 
think she knew father’s secret, at least not about his charge 
from Hitler.” 
 
“Why have you never told me this before? Grandfather was 
an important man. Why else would Hitler have entrusted him 
with such a mission, a mission to be carried out after the war 
was already lost?” asked Ricardo. 
 
“I don’t know why I never told you. I suppose, after so long 
who talks about Hitler and such things anymore, except deri-
sively? No one. Besides, you never knew your grandfather. It 
seemed like an era ended when he died. I saw no reason to 
repeat his stories. Besides, times have changed. While I loved 
my father, his attitudes and ideologies are no longer consis-
tent with life today.” 
 
 “I would agree.” They continued rummaging through the pa-
pers in the box. Ricardo pulled a small black, leather bound 
notebook from the bottom of the box. The leather was old and 
felt dry and brittle. Ricardo slowly opened the volume, not 
wanting to crack the binding. Once open, he quickly handed it 
to his father. It was written in an old and difficult to read 
German script. 
 
“This is my father’s personal journal. No. It is a set of instruc-
tions. It’s kind of like a will. It says that in the event of his 
death, whoever finds this book is to fulfill his mission on be-
half of the Führer. It says that Wienert came from the village 
of Atzesberg in Austria. Wait, here is a note about a numbered 
Swiss bank account. The monies in the account are to be used 
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to finance the operation. It says here, that 5 million U. S. dol-
lars in gold bullion was deposited into a numbered account 
with Wegelin & Co. in 1944.”  
 
“That means that that money has been sitting there for 65 
years earning interest as well as increasing because of the 
increase in gold prices since then. Do you realize how much 
money that is now?” asked Ricardo. “Let’s say the money has 
been increasing at a conservative rate of 5 percent per year, 
forgetting about the change in the price of gold.” Ricardo 
moved to the desk in the study and pulled out his financial 
calculator. “That’s a present value of 5,000,000, an interest 
rate of 5 percent, and a term of 65 years.” He pressed the but-
ton for future value. The answer appeared in the calculator's 
window. “Sweet Jesus! Father, that 5 million has grown, for-
getting about the inflation of gold prices, and just considering 
time and an interest rate of 5 percent per annum, to a little 
over 119 million U.S. dollars!” If you take into consideration 
the rise in gold prices between 1944 and today, I would con-
servatively estimate that the gold Wegelin is holding is worth 
roughly 4.3 billion U.S. dollars! 
 
“I can see that all that education at Wharton wasn’t entirely a 
waste of time and money. We would have to contact Wegelin 
to confirm the amount in the account but it is staggering!” 
said Juan. “You know,  in all likelihood, my father used some 
of that money to start the estancia. So, some of that money is 
surely gone. Even so, if he was as dedicated to the charge he 
had received from Hitler, much of it was left untouched.” 
 
“Yes. I’d agree. However, after so long, Wegelin would be very 
skeptical of any claims being made against such an old and 
long inactive account. However, it surely could not hurt to try 
and get our hands on that money. Let’s make some discrete 
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inquiries, and while we’re at it, we could explore the possibil-
ities of finding the crystal Grandfather talked about. It could 
be valuable as well. Do you feel like a trip to Switzerland and 
Austria . . . .? 
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