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Аннотация
The year is 1945. Germany is on her knees. The Allies are streaming into Germany from all sides. The end of World War II is near. Even so, some of Hitler�s most secret plans are beginning to yield success. Some of these plans are familiar; some are not. Some are lost; others live only to rise again. This is a story steeped in truth�

It is a massive secret. One largely unknown to the Allies until well after the war ends. It is a secret that could potentially destroy the world�s economy regardless of the war�s outcome. It is the Third Reich�s most closely held plan; even more secret than the German nuclear or rocket propulsion programs but as threatening nonetheless.
Sixty-six years later, Dana and Randall Finley are in the midst of an anthropology expedition in the rainforests of the Amazon when they are kidnapped by mysterious men in black and taken to a vast underground complex. Their situation is dire.
Back in Miami, Florida, former U.S. Navy SEAL Dane Skoglund stumbles across a sinister, shady group dealing in precious metals and death. When he learns his sister and brother-in-law are missing, Dane is drawn into action.
Unknown to all but a select few, the stronghold in the South American jungle is the key to Hitler�s real goal to rule the world by destroying the world�s economy. Dane follows the trail to this jungle lair to rescue his sister�s group and encounters the Germans firsthand.
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Preface

When World War I ended on November 11, 1918, Germany was in shambles. The economy was wrecked and inflation soared. The German people suffered immensely during the years between 1919 and the early 1920�s. The common German yearned for relief. This feeling of despair led to the rise of a nationalistic spirit nurtured by the far-right racist nationalist movement led by Anton Drexler and later by Adolph Hitler.
NDAP � Nazi Party
The movement was first devised to move workers away from communist groups to a nationalist workers party. It later became the major political party in Germany. Thus the NDAP, Nationalsozialistische Deutsche Arbeiterpartei, commonly known as the German Nazi Party came into existence. When President Paul Von Hindenburg appointed Adolph Hitler Chancellor of Germany in 1933, the Nazi party enabled Hitler to form the Third Reich. This totalitarian regime became known simply as the Nazis. They believed in a pure Aryan race, superior to all others. A sub group to the Nazis, the Sturmabteilung (SA) carried out attacks on all those opposing the Nazis, wreaking havoc across Germany with physical attacks on Jews, communists and inferior races. Nazis became the ugly face of Germany during their move to conquer Europe during World War II.
The SS
As the Nazi Party took control in Germany, a security organization was created to keep order both within the party and at meetings. The Schutzstaffel or the SS was formed as a quasi-military organization reporting directly to Adolph Hitler. Originally a volunteer group made up of NDAP/Nazi Party members, this group served the party throughout Germany in late 1929 under Heinrich Himmler, the leader or Reichsf�hrer of the SS. The SS implemented the extermination of the Jews; the �Final Solution� becoming one of the most feared groups in World War II. Their ruthlessness and cruelty became infamous as they tortured and killed approximately twelve million people throughout Europe. As the Second World War worsened, the SS was also pressed into regular military service and became the German Army�s most elite fighting force.
The Gestapo
When Nazi Germany was formed, Hitler felt the need for a police-like organization to ferret out anyone or group that opposed the Nazis. In late 1934, Hitler appointed SS Leader Heinrich Himmler the Chief of German Police. Himmler created the Geheime Staatspolizei, the Gestapo � the Secret State Police. The Gestapo became the shadowy, ruthless secret police group that at its pinnacle had over 100,000 spies and informants throughout Europe and the world. Their actions were unquestioned for the most part as they assassinated anti-Nazi supporters and political opponents. Their authority spanned nearly all agencies with particular actions against espionage, sabotage and treason against Germany. They operated above and beyond the judicial system. Famous for literally kidnapping citizens for mere rumor of discontent, the Gestapo became the most feared secret organization in the world.
ODESSA
Close to the war�s end, the SS command saw Germany�s coming defeat and began to organize their escape to South America. They formed ODESSA, an acronym of Organisation der ehemaligen SS-Angeh�rigen, or the Organization of Former Members of the SS. It is unknown how many Nazis used this group to make their way to South America. Many were captured and prosecuted after the war but hundreds simply disappeared.

These political and military groups were key players in Germany prior to and during World War II. They were directly responsible for some of the most heinous crimes against humanity known to man. This book tells a fictional story that is based on actual historical facts from the war.

Part One
1945


CHAPTER ONE

March 30, 1945
Outside a Bunker Entrance 300 Kilometers Southwest of Berlin, Germany;�2:40 a.m.
The gray Citroen 11CV staff car rolled to a stop in a small clearing near the top of the mountain. The forest surrounding the small dirt and gravel road gave the appearance of a long, dark cave. The road ended here, miles from the main road. Two German officers got out of the car, their boots crunching as they stepped on the icy gravel. Both turned to see the six trucks following them, engines growling up the short rise and coming to a halt behind their car. Each of the trucks� headlights, covered in blackout louvers, cast an eerie light on the ground ahead. A light snow was falling; the tiny flakes twinkling in the weak light from the headlights.
�Turn off those lights!� barked one of the officers. He was ill at ease with so much light. The drivers complied, and the two German officers were left standing in total darkness. It was dark as pitch and freezing.
�Where in the hell are we?� the other officer asked, clearly not happy with their destination. They were in the middle of nowhere.
�One moment, sir,� answered Oberleutnant Maximillian Schneider.
The cold wind blew, swirling around the two men like an icy claw trying to snatch them off of this earth. SS Sturmbahnf�hrer Reinhardt Rauch shuffled his feet, pulling the collar of his heavy leather overcoat up over his ears to avoid the cold wind. He looked around trying to make out anything familiar in the near total darkness. Even though his eyes were adjusting, he was unable to see anything beyond a few feet. He grimaced at the cold.
�Damn this cold. What the hell are we doing here?� Rauch asked the question but expected no answer. His impatience showed. This secret trek was getting more bizarre every moment. He was on a remote mountain road and a dead end at that! A major in the SS should not have to put up with this; especially out in the middle of nowhere. He would have someone�s ass for this impertinence. There was no excuse for this, secret orders or not. A strong gust of wind blew across his face. The silence of the forest was eerie.
Oberleutnant Schneider, standing just to Major Rauch�s left, looked into the darkness, trying to find an answer for his major. Schneider�s orders were clear; bring Major Rauch and these trucks to this location. Beyond that, nothing was revealed. All they found here was darkness. His eyes squinted to protect them from the hundreds of tiny, blowing snowflakes that he felt hitting his face. With the moon obscured by the heavy clouds, he could barely make out the tree limbs several feet above his head, but he could hear them. As the wind slithered through the branches, it caused odd creaking and cracking sounds. Winter was in its waning days throughout most of Germany but not here, not this night.
The darkness hid the snow as it fell but Schneider could see that the light snowfall had sprinkled the ground with a dusting that blew around in little swirls when the wind kicked up. The leaves on the ground moved around as if large hands were brushing them here and there. Nature was the only one speaking this night. It was cold, dark and unnaturally quiet. One could almost hear the snow hitting the ground.
As Schneider�s eyes readjusted to the dark, he found what he was looking for. He strode over to what looked like a cave-like opening in the hillside across from the clearing at the end of the road. Set back in the darkness of the opening was a barely visible large steel door. The door was reset into a concrete wall about eight to ten feet from the opening. He could see the structure was fairly new. The concrete was fresh and the door did not have the tell-tale signs of rust that would surely occur facing the elements.
This entrance was plain. There were no lights, signs or warnings. The structure looked like a natural cave. In front of the �cave� there was a clearing; no pavement of any kind. It was simply the forest�s dirt floor. Looking closer, a formidable guard force was hidden from view. The guards could see anyone approaching. And if not expected, death would follow swiftly.
�Please, sir, over here,� Schneider summoned as he stopped just inside the cave. Rauch walked over, clearly not happy with the situation. But at least it got him out of the wind. �We must check in.�
A puzzled Rauch strained his eyes trying very hard to see and understand what the hell this fool was saying.
�Check in? What the hell are you talking about, Oberleutnant?� queried Rauch stepping closer to Schneider. Was this guy crazy? Then his eyes adjusted and he saw the steel door and concrete. A bunker!
Within seconds a small slit opened on the concrete wall�s left side. Schneider presented his orders and identification along with Rauch�s to the pair of guard eyes peering from the gun slit in the wall. Rauch turned his head to the right and saw three guards manning an identical setup on the opposite wall. Just a few inches of the barrel of a Maschinengewehr-34 light machine gun poked from another concealed port aimed directly at them. Schneider passed the credentials through a small steel port into a safe-like box. The port closed. It was quiet as death as the two men waited in the cold darkness. After a full five minutes, Rauch was incensed.
�This is ridiculous. I�m freezing standing out here. I�ll be in the car,� huffed Rauch as he turned away, hunching over trying to make a smaller target for the cold wind. �Let me know when they answer or if they answer. I�ll give them three more minutes.�
�Yes, sir,� answered the oberleutnant, shivering as much from fear as from the cold.
Rauch trudged back to the staff car parked in a clearing just off the gravel road, about ten meters from the bunker door. As he walked back he looked around, noticing several slight indentions in the grass and dirt. They were tire tracks, some large ones at that. It looked like other vehicles had been here. He was amazed that the oberleutnant had even found this needle-in-a-haystack. After driving for hours, turning up at this God-forsaken place was even more puzzling. It was downright baffling! He reached the car, opened the rear door and climbed into the back seat. It was cold inside, but at least he was out of that damned wind. The back leather seat was frozen, creaking as he struggled to get comfortable. What heat the car had generated had withered away with the motor not running. How in the hell did I get into this mess, Rauch thought to himself.
He peered through the fogged-up side window, straining to see if Schneider was still there. He wiped the cold glass with his glove leaving a blurry opening. He peered out trying to make out the figure of Schneider in the darkness. Yeah, the good little oberleutnant was still there, probably afraid to move.
What happened to the German Army, wondered Rauch. We have nothing but shave-tailed kids playing soldier. They are so young, so intent on serving the Fatherland. Dumbasses! They had no concept of what was really going on. He looked at Schneider. He was the perfect tin soldier.
Rauch turned away from the window. He closed his eyes trying to clear his mind from distractions. He could hear the rumbling of the trucks� engines parked behind them.�The truckers seemed to have more sense to keep their vehicles running even though the meager heating units sucked. But any warmth out here was better than none. Goddamned army�
Suddenly a voice growled from a small speaker imbedded in the ceiling of the concrete structure.
�When the door opens, enter quickly and stand in the center of the room.�
Schneider turned and called to the major to join him. They were going in�

CHAPTER TWO

March 28, 1945
Regimental Headquarters East of Weimar, Germany;�5:30 p.m.
This endeavor started two days ago when Major Rauch received �secret� orders sealed in an official Schutzstaffel message pouch. The messenger, accompanied by a guard, burst into the headquarters building demanding to see Rauch. When the orderly in charge offered to take the pouch, the messenger leered at him with such devilish eyes that the orderly simply stopped in mid-sentence and turned away like a beaten dog.
�This pouch is to be delivered to Sturmbannf�hrer Rauch personally,� snapped the messenger. The guard stood at attention two steps behind the messenger. Both were immaculately dressed; so perfect they looked like statues. Everyone in the room fell silent. All work ceased. It was as if time froze for a moment as Rauch slowly stood up from his desk across the room.
�I am Sturmbannf�hrer Rauch,� trying to relish the importance of the moment being afforded him, although internally his mind was racing� what the hell have I done? All eyes turned upon him as he strolled over to the messenger, making damned sure he showed no emotion even though he was definitely worried. He was present when other officers had been arrested on the spot for various infractions. He even witnessed a fellow officer dragged outside, placed against a wall and summarily shot. Anything was possible in this German army. But this affair seemed different.
�SS Sturmbannf�hrer Reinhardt Rauch?� the messenger repeated.
Rauch nodded, still perplexed. He realized that it had to be something important, but what?
�Sorry, sir; I must see your identification papers. Those are my orders!� the messenger snapped as he stood so stiffly at attention Rauch thought the soldier might break.
Rauch reached into his tunic and presented his papers. The messenger smartly reviewed and returned them to Rauch along with the message pouch.
�Thank you, sir. Heil Hitler!� The messenger clicked his heels and snapped his right arm into the extended position of a Nazi salute.
Rauch casually returned the salute with a half-hearted wave of his right hand. The messenger returned to attention.
�Good day, sir!� snapped the messenger as he whirled around, clicked his heels and strode out of the headquarters with the guard following.
Rauch took the pouch. He glanced around the room, noticing everyone was watching his next move. That lasted for just a second. Almost immediately they returned to their work as if nothing had happened. Rauch had a thin smile on his face as he strode down the hall to an empty private office. Thank God the army realized his importance by selecting him. It was about time. He closed the door and placed the pouch on the table in the center of the room, still relishing the fact that he got this critical set of orders. It did make him feel important. He checked that the door was locked. He smiled to himself and sat down, enjoying that he was opening significant orders; orders from SS headquarters no less.
The leather pouch was exquisite. Made of fine glove leather, it had a finely embossed seal of the Nazi Crest. He ran his fingers over the lead and wire seal making certain the pouch had not been opened. The SS stamp on the seal was only for top secret SS orders. Of that he was certain even though he had never received a pouch like this. He had seen such pouches but never one addressed to him.
Rauch reached into the desk drawer and pulled out a hefty letter opener to relinquish the seal�s hold on the contents of the pouch. He opened the pouch and found a single typed page. That seemed odd. He took out the page and placed the pouch on the desk and turned his attention to the paper. He began to read.
As he read the orders, his brow furrowed. What was this? He tried to understand what he was being ordered to do. It was not an elaborate, secret mission. At least it did not look like it. But it must be important. It was coming from a very high ranking SS general. At the time Rauch did not know that this was to be the most important order of his life.
By the orders of SS Standartenf�hrer Franz Lintz,
SS Sturmbannf�hrer Reinhardt Rauch:

Sturmbannf�hrer Rauch is to report to the SS headquarters depot in Erfurt. He is to meet Oberleutnant Maximillian Schneider. Oberleutnant Schneider will requisition six trucks. Sturmbannf�hrer Rauch is to proceed to the regimental headquarters and requisition twenty-four soldiers. Sturmbannf�hrer Rauch is to proceed with these men to a location designated. Such designation will be on documents entrusted to Oberleutnant Schneider. Proceed at the fastest pace possible to reach the destination denoted by the quickest route and report directly to the site commander. No orders will be shared with anyone and no one will discuss these orders with anyone about this mission. Sturmbannf�hrer Rauch is to leave immediately upon receiving these orders. Sturmbannf�hrer Rauch is ordered not to report the mission to his superiors or any other officer.

Signed: Lintz, Standartenf�hrer, SS

Rauch was totally puzzled. He flipped the paper over. Surely there was something else. There had to be something missing. He checked for missing pages. All he was being ordered to do was ride nursemaid to an oberleutnant and twenty-four soldiers to some location across Germany. And he was not told where they were going? What the hell was that? His heart sank. There was no grand mission. Hell, he could not even believe that an official SS message pouch was used to deliver such orders. But there must be a reason� there has to be a reason. Rauch slowly stood up and carefully folded the orders as to not crumple them. He unbuttoned the left chest pocket of his tunic and placed the orders inside. He returned to the main room down the hall leaving the message pouch behind.
�Sir, I have the reports from the regimental commanders,� a sergeant reported as Rauch returned to his desk. Rauch sat down still pondering his �mission�. He ignored the sergeant. He had tried to look important but he could not shake off the orders; go ride in a truck�
�Sir?� pressed the aide holding the reports out for Rauch to take.
�Place the reports in my in box, Sergeant. I will review them in a moment.�
�Yes, sir,� the sergeant answered, noticing the curious look on Rauch�s face. �Is anything wrong, sir?�
�No, Sergeant. Carry on,� Rauch said quietly.
The aide nodded in response and returned to his desk.
Rauch stood up, still lost in thought. Without another word, he stepped over to the coat rack. He hurriedly put on his overcoat and gloves and left the room.
Well, he thought as his mind cleared, they may not be important orders, but no one else knows that. He stood tall as he smartly walked down the hall and out of the building into the afternoon sun. His car was waiting.
�SS headquarters, Erfurt, quickly,� he barked to his driver as he dove into the back seat of his staff car slamming the door.
�Ja Siroberst,� snapped the driver as he started the car and drove away. It was 6:45 p.m. and the sun was well into its descent behind the trees.
It took less than an hour to make the trip to the SS headquarters. Rauch glanced out of the window to see a beautiful sunset in the clear sky as the car pulled up in front of the main building. He found himself lost in thought. How serene the sunset looked. With all of the hurry of war around him, it seemed as if time stopped for just a minute as he savored the sight. He caught himself smiling slightly as his mind turned from the beauty of the sunset to the situation at hand. Beauty, serenity; shit, he could not be bothered by such childish issues. He was an SS major with a mission, an important mission. He stepped out of the car and stood on the bottom step of the headquarters, turning to survey all of the action going on around him. He had another reason as well. It also let everyone see him.
Across the way, Oberleutnant Max Schneider saw the staff car pull into the area and stop in front of the headquarters building. Recognizing an SS major, he quickly checked that the drivers and trucks were ready to go and briskly walked over to the major.
�Good evening, Major,� Schneider barked as he snapped to attention, his heels clicking together. �Oberleutnant Schneider at your service, sir.� His salute was crisp and perfect.
�Ah, Schneider,� Rauch answered, still playing his self-importance role, thinking to himself how important he must be to this mere oberleutnant. He removed his gloves and flicked his hand holding the gloves up near his right brow� a smug, semi-salute he learned from his superiors. It was a very poor excuse for an answer to Schneider�s crisp salute but Rauch did not care.
Rauch turned, looking over Schneider�s shoulder. �You have the trucks, I presume?� he asked, trying to be as nonchalant and detached as possible.
�Yes, sir; the trucks and drivers are just over there,� Schneider answered using his left arm to guide Rauch�s eyes over to the six parked Opel 3-ton covered troop transport trucks. �They are all ready for us, sir!�
�Very well, Schneider. Let�s get moving before dark. You have the orders and our destination?�
�Yes, Major.�
The two officers turned and walked over to the trucks. Schneider motioned to the drivers, who were standing around a burning ash can trying to keep warm. All immediately threw away their cigarettes and swiftly manned their trucks.
Rauch quickly looked over the line of trucks. He was not impressed.
�These are the best trucks you could find, Oberleutnant?� asked Rauch as he disappointedly scanned the small line of trucks. It was bad enough that he was given these idiotic orders, but to have to use these crappy trucks made him feel like he was leading some sort of a garbage run.
Each driver got behind the wheel with another taking his place on the passenger side. Rauch was at least thankful he did not have to ride in these pieces of crap. The trucks were well worn with weakly upholstered seats that had split from the uncaring hundreds of riders that had preceded him. Schneider noticed the major was not impressed. He just wanted to avoid any more comments that were surely soon to come from Rauch.
�I am very sorry, sir, for the trucks. I requisitioned the best six trucks available. I even evoked your name. This was the absolute best they had on hand,� the worried Schneider said.
�Very well. If that�s the best they have, it will just have to do. Let�s get going,� a clearly disgusted Rauch sighed. Rauch turned and began to walk back to his car.
Schneider followed Rauch back to the staff car, motioned to the truck drivers and ducked into the back seat. As the car pulled away the trucks followed in single file. They drove past the makeshift guard shack and turned left onto the road headed towards the mountains.
�You are clear as to where to go?� asked the major.
�Yes, sir. We are to go to regimental headquarters and pick up twenty-four men,� answered Schneider.
�And after that?� quizzed the major.
Schneider squirmed. �I�m sorry, sir. My orders are secret and cannot be discussed with anyone, including you, sir,� answered Schneider apologetically. �I�m very sorry, sir. I can only direct your driver as we reach our waypoints.�
Rauch huffed, �I see, Oberleutnant,� clearly upset. �Well, you do what you must.�
What a crock, Rauch thought. Here he was sent on a trip with a mindless oberleutnant on a mission that was so secret that he was not to be informed. He had a good mind to stop this stupidity right now and turn the convoy around. What the hell was going on? Yet if this was an important mission, he would hate to see what would happen to him if he disobeyed the orders. He had seen other officers shot for much less. This damned army. Here we are with one foot in the grave with the Allies storming into Germany, the Russians streaming in and he is ordered to ride around in the night with an oberleutnant and move a handful of troops around. All the while the line of trucks ambled down the dark, winding road and it was getting darker and colder.
Major Rauch was full of questions, but he did not want this oberleutnant to know he was not fully aware of what was going on. Not a chance! He must sit there, listen to Schneider direct the driver and take it.
After about twenty minutes of no conversation, Schneider leaned forward toward the driver.
�About one kilometer ahead, we turn right and proceed down the road with the fences on each side.�
�Yes, sir!� responded the driver.
The car and the six trucks pulled down a narrow road lined with huge oaks that opened into a large field covered with dozens of tents. Rauch noticed guards just off of the road eyeing them as they sped past, not even slowing. Before them was a veritable tent city of German troops.
Schneider ordered the driver to stop about 100 meters down the road in an open area that was a staging ground for the troops bivouacked here. Rauch could see the fires around the tents and the outdoor cooking area setup beside the two large mess tents. The car pulled up in front of the headquarters building, a small frame farmhouse with two guards out front, and stopped.
�I will see to this, sir,� Schneider said quickly, correctly realizing that the major was already in no mood to have to do anything more than what he had to. Schneider got out of the car and motioned for the trucks to form a ring around the area pointing back out the way that they had come. He reached into his pocket for orders as he marched stiffly into the headquarters building. Rauch opened the car door and stepped out to stretch. He watched Schneider walk into the house. He noticed their arrival was being totally ignored by the soldiers milling around smoking. I guess not much impresses these guys, he thought. In some ways it must be nice being a grunt. Just do what you are told and that�s that. Rauch slowly shook his head letting his mind wander when he saw Schneider bolt from the house with a young leutnant.
�Over here,� guided the leutnant. �I have your men all ready.�
�Excellent! The trucks are ready. Put four men in each truck. Have them ready to go in two minutes.� Schneider felt important giving orders and watching men jump. The young leutnant ducked into a tent near the lead truck and began barking out orders to those inside. Schneider smiled inwardly as he heard what sounded like a tornado running through the tent and watched the sides of the tent vibrate with movement. Whatever the hell was going on in there, he did not want to be involved. In less than one minute, the first of twenty-four soldiers with their gear began piling out of the tents and split up, four to a truck.
The entire process was all over in less than two minutes. The men were rousted, loaded and ready to go.
Oberleutnant Schneider checked each truck, ensuring there were four men per truck, and strutted over to Rauch, who was now amazed at the efficiency of the young man.
�All of the men are loaded and ready to go, sir,� as he snapped to attention directly in front of Rauch.
�Very well,� said Rauch, who was clearly impressed but was not going to let this young officer know it. �Let�s go. It�s getting colder.� They exchanged salutes and Rauch pulled his collar up and stepped back into the car.
Schneider ran around the car, got in and they were off with all six trucks following as darkness overtook them.

CHAPTER THREE

March 28, 1945
On the Road, Germany;�9:30 p.m.
It was definitely getting colder as the sun set. Rauch noticed the road snaked through a forest. They had not passed a house or other building for miles. He also noticed the road was rising, climbing into the mountains west of the headquarters. Where the hell were they going? There is nothing out here� nothing. What kind of a wild goose chase was he involved in? The questions just poured over him. And that just made him madder and madder. He clenched his teeth and looked out at the near total darkness.
After about forty kilometers, Rauch was jolted awake as the car turned off of the road onto a narrower one. He had fallen asleep. This new road looked like an old logging path. He cleared his eyes. It was pitch dark outside.
�We will travel this road for thirty-five kilometers,� stated Schneider to the driver, relishing the power he had over an SS major. �Keep your present speed and make sure the trucks are following.�
�We have been traveling for two hours, Schneider. How much longer do we have?� asked Rauch, now not only half awake but clearly upset. Schneider saw this and tried to explain.
�Sir, we are very close now. We should be at our destination in just a few more hours.�
Rauch could not hold it in anymore. His anger was beginning to spill.
�Are we to drive all night? Where the hell are you taking me? Just why in hell do we have to go out to the middle of nowhere for whatever we are supposed to do?� he snapped angrily.
�I am very sorry, sir,� Schneider said trying to not show any fear although he was beginning to get upset with a major screaming at him. �But I am just following orders, sir.� Schneider glanced over at the major and thought that it might be better if he just told him where they were going. It would violate his orders but who would know? They would be there in another few hours anyway. He pursed his lips and considered his position. Follow orders which would be worthless in a couple of hours or soothe a pissed-off major that he has to be with for a while. How the hell did he get into this mess? He made his decision. What use was there to hold back now?
�Sir, we are to lead these six trucks to a secret location to pick up valuable cargo. I do not know what the cargo is. All I know is that it takes six trucks and twenty-four men to handle the loading. I don�t even know where we are supposed to take the cargo. That will all be in our next set of orders to be given to us with the cargo.�
�I see� � murmured Rauch. �So I am not the only one in the dark about this,� he said, letting down his guard slightly. �This secret location you call it, what is its function?�
�I do not know, sir,� Schneider answered sheepishly. After all this he felt he should know more so that he could impress the major with the information. But he really had no idea. �My orders merely state that I accompany you and supply six trucks and men to pick up cargo. Beyond that I am clueless.�
�Well, I guess we will find out together, Oberleutnant. I guess we will find out together.�
�Yes, sir, Herr Sturmbahnf�hrer.�
The car continued to lead the trucks deep into the night.
* * *
The men in the back of the trucks were trying to get some sleep. For these men it was the first time in days the constant rumbling of artillery was missing. The droning of the truck engine and the squeaking of the springs as the truck headed down the dark road lulled them to sleep. Several pulled out blankets and wrapped them tightly around them. At least they had those. They had strict orders for no cigarettes.
It was nearly a crime to put humans in this situation. In the back of a piece of crap truck with no heat driving all damn night. But as German soldiers, it was their job to endure such situations, �Everything for the Fatherland�. This was actually a respite from the action Corporal Hans Kruger had seen prior to being ordered to board the beat-up Opel transport truck that evening.
Kruger was very happy to leave the front lines. Things were not going well for the German army in general or his battalion in particular. His squad suffered heavy losses over the past several months. He lost several good friends. War brought men together and then tore them apart. For several of his friends, the war ended just as their life ended� suddenly.
Hans yearned for peace, yearned for the war to be over. He was tired. He simply wanted to go home and put an end to this madness that Hitler brought upon them. But he dared not state that out loud. Everything seemed to have ears. So he kept his thoughts to himself like a good German and followed orders.
When the trucks pulled up on the road behind his bivouac, Hans was told nothing more than to get his gear and get in the back of the truck. He picked up his meager belongings, his mess kit, a couple of blankets, his backpack and his rifle and trudged off to the rear of the truck.
�What�s going on?� he asked the leutnant, who unlatched the truck�s tailgate. �Where are we going?�
�I don�t know,� the leutnant grunted. �I don�t ask questions. I just do what I�m told. I have orders to put you in the truck. That�s all. The driver knows where he is supposed to go. I have no idea. Just get in.�
Hans got in with three other soldiers from another unit. They huddled in the back of the truck as the canvas covering the rear of the truck was closed. At least he was not alone. He sat across from the three other soldiers. They looked like they were happy to just be doing something other than fighting. Hans moved to the front of the truck bed, hoping that with the canvas top and his sitting behind the cab it might keep him warmer. As he settled on the wooden bench seat, the leutnant slammed the tailgate and closed the back flap.
The truck began to move as Hans pulled out his blankets and began the soldier�s well known skill of making any place a place to sleep. He looked around in the dim light. One of the other soldiers was well ahead of him and had staked himself out a bed and was already beginning to snore. Damn. What luck to be able to go to sleep so fast! The musty air from the wet canvas in the closed back of the truck seemed like a large animal coming out of his lair to consume them. He decided to get some sleep himself. One thing he learned as a soldier, sleep when and where you can. The others were bedding down as well.
* * *
The jerking of the truck woke Hans and his three comrades. No one knew how much time passed, but it was very dark. They were turning onto another road. One of the men slid back and opened the flap to see what was going on. Through bleary eyes, Hans saw nothing but darkness. No lights, not even the road behind them. And it was cold. He sat back; very thankful he was in this crappy truck.
�Ah,� said the soldier as he climbed back up to the front of the truck, �I see you are awake. Great!�
�Yeah, I am,� answered Hans as he moved into another position, his ass sore from the hard bench seat. �What did you see?�
�Not a thing. We are in the middle of nowhere,� said the soldier, �but at least we are riding, not walking. I�ll take a ride any day. My name�s Mauer, Johann Mauer.� He moved over and sat by Kruger.
�What about these two?� asked Kruger, pointing at the duo across from them just beginning to stir.
�Don�t know. They have not been very talkative,� Mauer answered.
�Aww, bite my ass,� growled one of the men. �This is the first sleep we�ve had in the last four days. I don�t have any idea where I am going, but I know it has to be better than where we were. �
�Where�s that?� asked Mauer.
�Hell, I tell you,� answered the voice from under the blanket beside the growler. He pulled back his blanket and sat up holding the blanket around him. �Hell.�
�Yeah, I�ve been there too,� Kruger said as he looked down at his boots. �There is nothing but rain, cold, mud and death. Not a holiday spot in anyone�s imagination.�
�So, you got a name?� asked Mauer in an almost happy voice.
�Fritz Vogel,� he said, pulling his blanket closer and trying to return to his nest.
�Hey, what�s up with all this? Where are we going?� asked Kruger, looking wide-eyed at Mauer.
�Hell, I don�t know what�s going on,� answered Mauer. �We got picked up just like you.�
�I don�t know where we are going and I don�t care. Would you just shut up and let a guy get some sleep,� cracked Vogel as he covered his head with his blanket and settled into the corner again.
Mauer grabbed Vogel�s blanket and slung it to the rear of the truck. �Get your lazy ass up!�
Vogel sat up and acted like he was going to smack Mauer. Then he stopped. He really did not want any part of Mauer. Mauer was about twice the size of Vogel. All this time the fourth soldier just reburied his head in blankets and returned to his sleep.
The group rode in the back of the covered truck for about three more hours, stopping only to refuel. As the truck trudged through the slightly frozen, muddy roads, Hans smiled as the huge wheels splashed the roadside soldiers with the gloppy, cold mix of water and mud. Poor bastards� at least he was riding, and in a truck with a cover no less.
There was very little conversation between the men as they decided Vogel�s idea was probably the best� get some sleep. They all were so happy to get out of the cold and get out of the war that they really did not care where they were going. At least it was away from the front lines.
Hans� mind drifted as he napped. He remembered his best friend, Richard, who died the week before in his arms. Best friend? Hans had known Richard for a little more than six months. It was funny how war brought certain guys together as friends. Everyone told him not to get close to anyone. The hurt at the loss of a friend in war was just not worth the camaraderie. Hans� vision of Richard lying there after the explosion blew him apart� he did not think he would ever forget Richard�s face as, still alive, he looked down to see everything from his waist down turned into ground red meat. Thankfully Richard said that he did not feel anything as he died quickly.
They were only a few feet apart when the artillery shell landed just outside Richard�s foxhole. Although the men reinforced their foxholes with sandbags and some tin from a farmhouse roof, it was no match for the artillery shell. When it slammed into the ground beside Richard it exploded. Searing chunks and shards of hot steel screamed through Richard�s lower body, shredding his legs and manhood, shearing his buttocks completely off. His body flew into the air and landed behind Hans. When Hans raised his head and cleared his brain, he saw a huge, smoking hole where his friend once was. Looking around, he spotted Richard, or what was left of him, lying about six feet behind him. Hans scrambled out of his foxhole and got to Richard, gently lifting his head. His face was an ashen white; his blood loss was clearly catastrophic; his intestines had an eerie sheen even though they were spread all around in chunks. He looked into Richard�s eyes, surprised to see that he was still alive.
�Medical!� Hans screamed, hoping for some miracle cure for Richard�s massive wounds. His head swiveled looking for the medic. �Just hold on� hold on!� he urged.
�I can�t� � Richard whispered, shocking Hans.
�It�s okay� the medic is coming� just hang on� �
Richard never heard Hans� words as the blackness of death rolled over him. His time in this hell was over.

CHAPTER FOUR

March 30, 1945
Outside Bunker Entrance 300 Kilometers Southwest of Berlin, Germany;�2:55 a.m.
�Actung! Please step toward the door,� a metallic voice from an overhead speaker bellowed.
Schneider quickly whirled around and ran over to open the car door for Major Rauch. It was time.
�Sir, they are ready for us.�
�It�s about time,� complained Rauch as he stepped from the car. As they walked toward the cave-like opening and down the short tunnel to the door, they heard a screeching noise as it began to open. A low red light leaked through the widening crack in the two steel doors as they slowly slid apart. Before the doors were barely open, eight heavily armed masked SS storm troopers flew out of the door surrounding the two German officers before they could realize it. Two dozen more storm troopers swarmed the trucks.
�What the� � gasped the clearly surprised Rauch as he reacted to the sheer speed and effectiveness of these men.
�Quiet!� a terse voice ordered from out of sight. �Step forward into the light.�
Rauch was so surprised that he unconsciously took two steps before he realized it. A few more steps and both of the officers and the guards were inside and the outside door was closing. None of the guards spoke a word. Their eyes drilled holes into the two men and at no time did their weapons� aim leave them.
The huge door closed with a heavy clunk. Rauch and Schneider were in a cramped ante room, about ten meters square. Rauch looked around, his eyes adjusting to the pale red light bathing the room. He noticed an SS officer standing in the corner behind the door. He was the most perfect SS officer Rauch had ever seen. Standing bolt upright, he was about six feet, four inches tall with short blond hair with a square rugged jaw.
�Do you have any weapons?� the officer demanded. Both Rauch and Schneider unbuttoned their heavy coats and produced their Sauer 38H .32 ACP side arms.
�Take the weapons,� snapped the officer. Immediately, gloved hands snatched the pistols from their hands.
�Wait, you,� interjected Rauch. He clearly did not like being disarmed by a lower ranked SS officer. But before he could finish his sentence, two guards stepped up in unison and thrust their Schmeisser Maschinenpistole 40 submachine guns into Rauch�s back. He froze. He got the message� these guys meant business!
The SS officer stepped out of the corner and pressed a button on the wall. A voice challenge was issued. The officer answered and stepped over to the inner door. The doors began to open slowly revealing a short hallway with passages to the left and right. With the SS officer leading, Rauch, Schneider and four of the guards started down the hall as the doors closed behind them with another heavy thud.
Rauch was trying to be calm. But now that he saw this facility and the heavy guard, he realized this was no ordinary bunker. Maybe he was wrong. This was not just a stupid milk run; he was not wasting his time. This was definitely something big.
At the end of the short hall, the group went to the right around a three foot thick concrete wall clearly there as a deterrent to explosives. If someone tried to blast their way into the entrance, this wall would keep the explosion from passing into the passage beyond. Once past the trap, there were four heavy steel doors, a pair on each side of the hall. The passage had widened now, nearly ten meters wide. The group stopped in front of the second door on the right. No one spoke. The SS officer stepped up to the door and pressed a small button just below a square speaker.
�Actung!� a terse voice snapped, �Challenge!�
The SS officer leaned forward and answered, �Sky Master is in flight.�
Nearly five seconds passed.
�The summer breeze on my face,� was the answer from the speaker.
Again the SS officer leaned forward and replied, �Widows cannot have the stage.�
Another few seconds passed. Then there were the distinct sounds of locks and gears turning. Then silence. Almost without a sound the heavy door slowly began to open. The door was massive! It was about one meter thick and looked to be made of the finest steel. A bright light from within the next room nearly blinded them. Rauch thought to himself, this is no bunker; this is a vault! He could feel a slight breeze of warm air rushing out of the inside of the vault. When the door stopped, all of the men stepped into the next room, which was surprisingly small but had a pocket window on the left with a young SS soldier manning a desk station inside. A large, steel double elevator door stood directly in front of the group. The room was painted a stark white.
As soon as they were all inside, the massive door began to close. Once closed and the sounds of the locking mechanism finished, the SS officer walked over to the window and presented his ID badge for inspection. Then he spoke quietly to the soldier. Immediately the elevator doors opened to reveal a huge cargo elevator like nothing Rauch or Schneider had ever seen. Several large trucks could fit inside. Rauch glanced at the elevator controls. His eyes widened� there were twelve numbers on the pad. My God, were there twelve stories to this facility? What in the hell was this place?
The SS officer pressed the button for level five and the elevator began to sink. It took only a few seconds for the elevator to stop and the door to open, again to a small ante room with the same setup as the ground floor they arrived on. The SS officer walked over to the window, presented his ID card and murmured something to the guard behind the glass. There was a loud buzzing sound and an opposite heavy steel door opened automatically. At least this door was only a few inches thick, thought Rauch.
This time the guards stayed in the ante room and Rauch, Schneider and the SS officer walked into the hallway beyond. Once the door was closed, the hall reminded Rauch of a hospital or other government building. There were doors on each side every six to eight meters. The floor was linoleum and antiseptic. Everything seemed new and spotless. The group walked down a few doors where the officer stopped and entered a room to the right.
�Please come in, Rauch, Schneider. Have a seat. Would either of you like a cigarette? These are American.� Another perfect SS officer stood before them.
Both Rauch and Schneider were puzzled, both glancing at each other. The mood had changed. Both politely took a cigarette and breathed a sigh of relief, thus relaxing the situation with their host. The room, although small, was neatly appointed with leather chairs and nice end tables. A dark, rich burgundy rug was spread across the floor covering all but a few inches on all sides. Matching lamps sat on each of the four end tables. A large meeting table sat in the center of the room. Without the center table, the room looked like a doctor�s waiting room. Rauch noticed it even smelled like a doctor�s office. There was a slight antiseptic odor and everything was clean.
�Please allow me to introduce myself, gentlemen. I am Hauptsturmf�hrer Reiniger. I am a captain in the SS serving the Fatherland here in this bunker. As you have seen, the security here is extreme. You have been ordered here to do an important job. You have the trucks and men that were outlined?�
�Yes, sir,� squawked Schneider without hesitation and before Rauch could even think about answering.
Suck up� thought Rauch.
�Very good then, we will get started at once,� said Reiniger. �Please take off your coats and get comfortable.�
They took off their coats, each lighting their cigarettes, and sat down around the very nice mahogany table. Reiniger began to speak.
�Gentlemen, we have been tasked with transporting valuable cargo, cargo that is extremely important to the success of the Third Reich. Arrangements have been made for you to take this cargo to a location to be transferred to the mode of transportation for the next leg of this trip. You will stay with this cargo from this day forward. You will never be away from it until it reaches the final destination. Do you understand exactly what I am saying?�
Rauch was puzzled. �Exactly where are we taking this, this cargo?�
�That is not for me to say. You will be given detailed orders as to where to take the cargo and what specifically to do with it. The cargo is classified. That is all you need to know,� Reiniger stated curtly. �If there are no more questions� � Reiniger paused for just an instant, �then we can move on.�
Reiniger stood up. �You may leave your coats here. We will come back for our final orders once the trucks have been loaded.� The two men stood, placed their cigarettes in the ashtray on the table and followed Reiniger.
�I had no idea this complex was here,� started Rauch.
�Yes,� answered Reiniger. �This location is secret. Officially it does not exist; therefore you are not to speak to anyone about what you have seen here.� Reiniger�s easy-going attitude had changed to a stern warning. �Do you fully understand?�
�Yes, of course,� answered Rauch also speaking for Schneider.
Reiniger glanced at the two and quietly said, �Excellent. Please follow me. I have something to show you.�

CHAPTER FIVE

March 30, 1945
Outside the Bunker Entrance 300 Kilometers Southwest of Berlin, Germany;�3:10 a.m.
Outside the soldiers in the trucks were freezing. Snow was still falling along with the temperature. The trucks did afford some protection from the wind but not much from the cold. They were also unaware of another potential hazard� the SS troops that had completely surrounded them.
�What the hell is going on? Why are we just sitting here on our asses?� Mauer asked impatiently.
Just then the heavy door of the bunker opened again and an officer emerged motioning to the armed guards surrounding the trucks. Two troopers stepped up on the running boards of the cab of each truck, one on each side. Once a pair of troopers was on each truck, the order to move was issued. Kruger, one of the soldiers, moved to the rear of the truck and peeked out of the canvas.
�Get back in the truck,� a terse order came from one of the SS troopers. Kruger jumped back, surprised at the voice and frankly at the loudness of the command. Whoever said that meant business.
Several guards moved a gate that looked like a brush pile at the edge of the clearing exposing a narrow road. The trucks moved down the road about a half a kilometer from the clearing at the bunker entrance. They came to a stop in another small open area with a massive tree trunk lying on its side. One of the troopers on the lead truck jumped off and walked over to a hidden switch and the huge log slowly began to rise, revealing another hidden road that the truck caravan quickly drove down. As soon as the last truck cleared, the trunk slowly returned to its normal position obscuring the hidden road. After another half kilometer, the trucks stopped in front of a hill at the end of the road. Again the guard stepped off, walked over to what looked like a large tree and pulled a hidden lever. The hillside began to open like a giant clamshell revealing another huge steel door, a garage door large enough for the trucks to enter. The guard ran over to a small speaker box and within a minute the steel door opened. The trucks slowly entered a massive underground garage completely hidden within the hill.
The guys in the back of the truck decided to take another peek just as the trucks cleared the steel door and entered the garage. They moved from the darkness of the night into a brightly lit cavernous garage. Vogel pulled the canvas back so everyone could see. The guards riding on the rear of the truck had stepped off.
�Holy shit, look at this place. Can you believe this?� asked Mauer as he and the other two men peered out of the back of the truck, their eyes squinting at the brightness.
�Where the hell are we?� asked Vogel.
�I don�t know, but at least it�s nice and warm,� said Mauer.
A loud voice came over a loudspeaker. �Park in Section A, Bay 2.� The trooper on the lead truck motioned to the driver to move the truck over to the far end of the underground garage under the Section A sign painted on the far wall. The six trucks pulled over and parked in line. The soldiers and drivers jumped out and began milling around near the front of the first truck. Quickly twenty-five armed SS troopers surrounded them all.
�You are to stay here with the vehicles until further orders,� a young SS leutnant barked looking directly at Mauer and Kruger. The two along with the other men and drivers stood there amazed at their surroundings.
The garage was enormous. Easily three stories high, there were several catwalks surrounding and crisscrossing the upper levels. Every few feet there were heavily armed SS storm troopers watching everything going on in the garage. There were several other balconies overlooking the floor area with several other doors leading into other areas of the complex. The entire area was heated. Mauer looked around. This was one huge place! He had never seen anything like this anywhere. There were twenty-eight bays in seven sections denoted on the walls. Looking around, there were at least a hundred workers scurrying around and that did not count the troopers above.
�Do you believe this place?� asked Vogel with his head cocked up looking at the catwalks above.
�No, I do not,� answered Mauer sheepishly. �Are we underground?�
�We have to be,� whispered Vogel. �This place is too big to be above ground. The Allies would have bombed it for sure.� The noise of activity throughout the huge garage nearly drowned out their conversation.
* * *
After walking what seemed like nearly a kilometer through the complex, Reiniger, Rauch and Schneider stepped into another elevator and rode up several levels. When the door opened they stepped into the massive underground garage. Even with other work going on Rauch immediately spotted his truck caravan on the opposite side, far away from the other activity in the area.
�Gentlemen, this way, please,� directed Reiniger as they all walked together across the garage.
Schneider noticed a yellow double door opening near the parked trucks. Several heavy carts loaded with crates were being pushed by soldiers toward the trucks. The carts were steel with solid steel wheels. They were built to carry very heavy loads. As Rauch and the others walked up, they heard an SS leutnant barking out orders to the group of soldiers by the trucks.
�Each truck is to be loaded with eighteen crates each. Hurry up and get this loaded. There is no time to screw around. You have twenty minutes to get the loads ready for travel.�
Kruger, Mauer, Vogel and the last soldier each began grabbing at the wooden crates.
�Damn, these are heavy as hell!� cried Vogel as the little guy tried to single-handedly lift a crate. He barely moved it. None of the others could move one alone either. The officers and the guards stood silently watching the men. Both Rauch and Schneider, seeing the garage for the first time, were in awe of the facility, not only the areas they had been in but this huge underground hangar/garage.
They quickly found that it took two men at each end of the crates to move them and heft them into the back of the trucks. The wooden crates were painted feldgrau with black SS stamps and the Nazi eagle standing atop a swastika inside a wreath of oak leaves, the �Iron Eagle�. All were nailed securely shut.
�What the hell is in these things?� moaned Mauer.
�Silence!� the SS officer cried. �Load the trucks and keep quiet!�
Silently the men continued loading their truck. The same was happening with each of the other five trucks. Once loaded, the trucks were checked and double-checked by the officers. Their tally sheets were brought over to Reiniger.
�Everyone back into your trucks!� the order came from one of the SS officers. A large package of food was also loaded into each truck.
�Hey, now we are talking,� said Kruger. �It�s about time we got something to eat.�
The men began tearing into the food.
Reiniger turned to Rauch and Schneider.
�Gentlemen, I will get your official orders while the trucks are readied to pick you up,� said Reiniger, leading Rauch and Schneider back toward the elevator that they used before. �In the meantime, you can also get something to eat. Our officer�s dining room is on the way.�
Officer�s dining room?�Rauch looked at Schneider, trying not to show his surprise, but it had to show through. Schneider smiled for the first time. Rauch joined him. Maybe this was not going to be so bad after all.
Reiniger took the men up two floors, down a long hall where they entered a large grand dining room. The two officers were amazed. This section of the underground complex with its full dining room looked like a royal chateau in France. Beautifully appointed, several officers had already seated themselves at two of the eight tables in the large room. Reiniger clearly took pleasure in leading Rauch and Schneider to the far table, seating them and hosting a very fine meal fit for a king.
�One of the advantages of serving the F�hrer is that the officers share some of the benefits. When he visits this facility, this is his private dining room,� Reiniger explained. �When he is not here, this is the officers� dining room.�
Both Rauch and Schneider were clearly impressed. The room had a beautiful ornately designed ceiling with various versions of moldings and carvings. Fine carpets covered the floors. One in particular was a huge representation of the Nazi Party Flag. The walls were a burgundy hue that went perfectly with the dark mahogany wainscoting. The lighting fixtures were gold with elegant fine crystals. A large single crystal chandelier hung majestically in the center of the room. On one end were several beautiful pieces of artwork. One in particular was The Astronomer, painted by one of Hitler�s favorite artists, Johannes Vermeer. Originally owned by a Frenchman, the work was stolen by the Nazis and became one of the F�hrer�s most cherished paintings. On the other end was a massive portrait of Hitler himself. Rauch and Schneider were amazed at the opulence in this �bunker� as it had been called.
�Gentlemen, when you are finished with your meal, please report to the conference room just across the hall.� Reiniger turned and motioned to the service manager standing near the double doors at the end of the room.
�Thank you,� Schneider answered meekly. Rauch simply nodded in silence.
Almost immediately two serving staffers dressed in white entered the dining room and set several fine china dishes in front of each officer at the table. Within 30 seconds another waiter brought two large platters, one of carved roast beef and the other of various cooked vegetables, and placed them on the table. A platter of bread and fresh fruit soon followed. Two bottles of French Bordeaux also appeared, perfectly decanted.
�Sir, do you believe this?� a wide-eyed Schneider asked. �This is magnificent!�
Trying not to seem impressed, Rauch perused the table. �Schneider, what do you expect? This is the F�hrer�s dining room; nothing but the best!� Rauch smiled broadly acting as though this was regular fare at SS officers� mess. Both officers filled their plates and began their meal. Neither had eaten this well in several months.
After nearly an hour, the officers finished their meals and prepared for the journey ahead. Schneider deftly stashed an apple and pear in his pocket for later. He had not seen fresh fruit in eight months. He was not about to pass up such a fine chance. In fact, if he could, he would have taken the entire platter with him.

CHAPTER SIX

March 30, 1945
Bunker Conference Room;�4:00 a.m.
Back in the conference room the three men sat down. Their coats and gloves were still there. Reiniger left the room for a minute, returning with a leather pouch. Rauch immediately recognized the pouch. It looked similar to the one he initially received back at regimental headquarters. Reiniger opened the pouch and placed the orders on the table in front of him. After briefly looking them over, he stacked the pages neatly and returned the stack to the pouch. He calmly placed his hands on the table.
�Your orders are to transport this cargo in these trucks to the railhead at Ohrdruf. From there you will go to Rostock. You are to accompany this cargo with the full detachment of men you have here to be joined by a guard group in Ohrdruf. Once in Ohrdruf there will be a train waiting for you. Transfer the cargo to the train and further accompany the cargo to the destination denoted, Rostock. You will be contacted by the SS commander at the rail station in Rostock for the final destination. Gentlemen, do you have any questions?� asked Reiniger.
Rauch and Schneider looked at each other.
�Perfectly clear, sir,� replied Schneider. Reiniger handed the SS pouch to Schneider. He placed it on the table before him and nodded to Rauch.
�Good,� nodded Reiniger. �You leave immediately.� Reiniger stood to attention, �Heil Hitler!� snapping his right arm up in the Nazi salute.
�Heil Hitler!� answered Rauch and Schneider as they both bolted up to attention returning the salute.
With that, Rauch and Schneider picked up their belongings and the pouch. Reiniger turned and led the two men back through the checkpoints until they found themselves back at the mouth of the original bunker entrance. The loaded trucks had been brought around and were parked, running, just behind Rauch�s staff car. The two officers walked briskly to the car, Schneider opening the rear door for Rauch as he got in. A quick few steps around the car and Schneider was in the opposite door and they were away; back into the darkness and cold.
�My God, what have we gotten ourselves into?� asked Rauch quietly, not expecting an answer.
Schneider stared ahead. �Whatever it is, this is big, very big. Sir, can you believe that facility? And it was the F�hrer�s private facility? I just cannot believe we were privileged to be there. What an honor!�
Rauch looked out of the window. There was just a hint of light in the eastern sky. This fool Schneider has no idea of the significance of what we just witnessed. Rauch�s mind was speeding furiously. What exactly was that place? What was in those crates? Why was it so important? The questions just erupted from Rauch�s mind. But one thing was certain. At least this time they knew where they were going.

CHAPTER SEVEN

March 30, 1945
Railway Station, Ohrdruf, Germany;�7:00 a.m.
Dawn was breaking when the trail of trucks arrived at the Ohrdruf rail station. Rauch was amazed to see what looked to be hundreds of well-dressed SS guards in every direction. As the staff car pulled up to the station leading the six trucks, an SS captain stepped off of the platform and threw up his hands to stop the car. A veritable wave of SS troops surrounded the car and the trucks as they came to a halt next to the platform. Schneider opened the door and ran around to open Rauch�s door. Before he could get there, however, Rauch�s door was opened by the SS captain.
�Heil Hitler!� the SS captain saluted as Rauch exited. He returned the salute amazed at the sheer number of SS guards all around. He wondered about this secret cargo they carried. What was critical enough to have this many guards around? It must be either something extremely valuable or immensely important. He motioned to Schneider to get up on the station platform just as they saw the trucks being unloaded and the cargo going into several closed railcars with guards on top. Between each car was a flatbed car with two gun emplacements and dozens of guards. Maybe not knowing their cargo was in his best interest. That was it. What he did not know about he could not worry about. He motioned to the SS captain.
�Where are we to ride, Captain?� he asked.
�The officers will ride in the passenger car at the rear,� the SS captain answered as he waved his arm back to their right, past the station toward the end of the train. �Your guards are to ride in the cars with the cargo. They are not to leave the cargo cars for any reason.�
�Schneider, get our bags and join me in the railcar,� Rauch ordered as he rather pompously walked by the men loading the train. He noticed they were straining mightily with the large wooden crates being transferred to the railcars. Rauch stopped for a second, reading the labels on the crates. �Transport Parts� read the stencil on the crates. But he too noted the SS emblem, Nazi eagle and swastika emblazoned on each crate as well. Hmmm, he thought. Official Nazi markings on crates of transport parts; not likely, he thought. But that was none of his business. All he wanted was to get this silly charade over and get back to his headquarters.
Rauch yearned for this war to be over. What started as a grand and wonderful endeavor for the Fatherland was now a losing situation. Hitler was still in charge but clearly not in charge of his own mind. He had heard of many, many weird antics by Hitler and personally seen evidence of such when he visited Berlin just a few months earlier. Losses on all fronts were mounting. When the Americans got involved and began sweeping through Europe, Rauch knew the end was coming. He wanted this war to end so he could return to his small farm near Zweibr�cken, near the French border.�Rauch�s family had been in the area for generations. Maybe after the war he could go to the U.S. and join some of the family there; that is if he were allowed to leave.
�We are leaving, sir,� interjected Schneider, snapping Rauch back to reality. The two stepped quickly back to the passenger car and boarded just as the conductor began waving his lamp to signal it was clear to move the train. They settled in as the sun broke over the horizon. Rauch looked out the window, amazed that the mass of SS troops that were once milling around had now also boarded the train.
Again the sight of the official Nazi markings on the crates crossed his mind. What was in those crates that warranted this many crack SS troops to guard it? Why were the crates stored in the bunker? Why was that bunker there? The Nazis did not build such structures and guard them with SS troops for a non-specific reason. Was it really Hitler�s hiding place after the war? His mind struggled with the questions. Rauch imagined the amount of manpower that building such a structure required; and the cost.
Actually the bunker facility, known as S/III, was a very important but secret location for the German high command. Most of the locals had no idea the complex was even there. The facility was built about 300 kilometers southwest of Berlin in the Jonas Valley. The area known locally as Jonastal was a series of high, rocky cliffs overlooking the valley below. The main complex that Rauch and Schneider had visited was imbedded in a hill on the north side of the valley between Crawinkel and Arnstadt.
Construction of the hideaway was thought to have begun in early fall of 1944 using forced labor from the nearby Ohrdruf labor camp. As part of the giant Buchenwald concentration camp, the Ohrdruf camp supplied nearly 18,000 laborers each day to work on the system of twenty-five tunnels, some over a mile and a half long.
The underground facilities were primarily built as emergency headquarters for Hitler and his high command if they had to retreat from Berlin. Additionally some of Germany�s best and brightest scientists were brought there to do their research.
Construction debris from the facilities was meticulously removed from the site and spread widely across areas far from the complex to hide its location. To further ensure security, most of the concentration camp workers were later exterminated at Buchenwald. The Germans liked their secrets kept and did not care who perished to keep them secret.
The bunker facility was designed to be a stronghold from the very beginning. Security was paramount since it would house the F�hrer. Huge reinforced concrete walls and massive steel blast doors were the norm. Although simple and utilitarian for the most part, there were several areas built with such elegance that one would think you were in one of the finest hotels in Paris. Lush carpets, mahogany paneling and priceless works of art were the accoutrements of the elegant areas. It was essentially an underground city with barracks, dining halls, kitchens, work and storage rooms and laboratories. There were also recreation areas, theaters and massive garages. The entire complex was centrally heated and air-conditioned and had a modern sewage system.
Since the site was so secure, many of the stolen artifacts and art works pilfered from all across Europe were also stored here.
After the war, the complex fell under the control of the Soviets and became part of East Germany. Most of the information regarding the area is still held as a state secret by the Russian government. Today most of the complex has been dynamited, sealing the underground spaces forever. The exact purpose of most of the complex was never known, at least to the Allies.

CHAPTER EIGHT

April 4, 1945
Outside Rostock, Germany;�6:45 a.m.
The entire trip took several days. They crossed the heart of Germany. What once was a beautiful countryside showed the strain of five years of war. Each stop was quick, but military convoys and troop movements were the one constant in each town or city through which they passed.
Reroutes were inevitable. Allied bombings wreaked havoc on the German rail system. Tracks open one day were completely destroyed the next. It took nearly a week for a normal two day trip.
Germany�s cities and towns were ravaged. Only very small portions of the countryside did not reflect the horrible effects of war. Many of the towns and cities they passed were bombed into rock and dust, utterly destroyed. Time and time again they saw hordes of German civilians fleeing the populated areas as the enemy drove closer.
The people carried everything they considered precious, but only what they could bear. Women, children and old men trudged along roads and track sidings. As they got closer to Rostock, the results of the heavy allied bombings from 1942 and 1945 were everywhere. The central city itself was mainly rubble and looked like a ghost town.
The Allies targeted the Heinkel Works facilities at Rostock-Marienehe specifically. They were important German aircraft production facilities and a prime bombing target. The remaining residents wandered in the rubble-filled streets. They searched for loved ones, food and shelter. The residents that could leave were gone. This was what Hitler�s dream had brought upon the people of Germany.
Even though the weather was murky and cold, at least the air had a fresh smell. The low, gray clouds made the town seem dreary. War does strange things to people and places. Germany was a tired, beaten country. After the years of war since 1938, the bleak weather fit the mood perfectly. Rauch watched a light snow continue to fall as the train slowed and made its way through the outskirts of town and toward the waterfront. This was the first time Rauch had seen a true port city. Sure Saarbrucken, near his home, was a �port� city. But the port was on the Saar River, not the ocean.
Even though he tried not to show it, he was very interested in all of what he was seeing. His attention was focused on what was outside of the train�s window. The train slowed down to nearly a crawl as it neared the waterfront. Even with the dank weather the town looked strangely peaceful. Even though it had been bombed extensively, Rauch could see some well-kept buildings with very little damage. This used to be a nice place to live, he thought.
The train jolted heavily as it stopped. Rauch ceased his focus on the town itself and noticed a whirlwind of activity around the station and stopped train.
Several officers were barking out orders and soldiers were scurrying around in all directions. Rauch heard heavy footsteps coming down the corridor of the train. Seconds later the door to the train compartment slid open and an SS captain from the station stepped into the door opening. He stood like a statue. Again he was perfectly dressed, his uniform crisp and clean. His steely eyes scanned the occupants of the compartment. Rauch and Schneider sat there not moving and stared back at the captain.
�We have arrived at our destination. Talk to no one and follow me,� he stated coldly and succinctly. Rauch decided it was in his best interest to not make a scene with the way the SS captain had addressed a major. He was still very unsure of what was happening and who was in charge. One thing Rauch did know, however; he was not in charge. Rauch and Schneider got up, stretched for a second and followed the captain down the narrow passage to the door.
�Maybe we can get some food while they are unloading the cargo,� asked Schneider.
Just as Rauch was about to answer, they stepped off of the train into bedlam. Like Ohrdruf, the SS guards again surrounded the train and more trucks pulled up to the train cars.
�Order our men to stay with the cargo,� Rauch told Schneider. �I will check in.�
Schneider took three steps back toward the door of the railcar two cars in front of their passenger car. The SS guards blocked Schneider while other SS troops opened the railcar doors. Schneider�s men peered from the dark car.
�Get down now!� ordered an SS leutnant. As the men jumped off of the train the leutnant turned to Schneider. �This shipment is now under my command. Take this to the stationmaster�s office. You are relieved,� barked the officer.
Schneider took the paper from the officer and turned to see Rauch still standing where he was, staring wide-eyed at the situation. Rauch had had enough of this. He broke into a quick stride toward Schneider and the SS leutnant. Schneider�s eyes widened. He knew what was coming.
�Leutnant, come here!� ordered Rauch. The leutnant turned immediately recognizing an SS major. But to Rauch�s amazement, the leutnant turned back to his work. Rauch was incensed. But before he could take another step, two Gestapo agents appeared out of nowhere at Rauch and Schneider�s sides. Backing them were two more SS troopers armed with machine pistols aimed at Rauch and Schneider. One of the Gestapo agents stepped directly in front of Rauch and placed his face no more than five inches from Rauch�s nose.
�You will step away or I will have you shot,� said the dark wiry man in the black leather long coat curtly. Without another word the two troopers placed the barrels of the MP40 submachine guns into the sides of both Rauch and Schneider. Everyone froze. After several tense but quiet seconds, the Gestapo agent spoke again.
�Report your arrival to the stationmaster now,� he said blandly.
Both Rauch and Schneider turned away and joined the SS captain beside the passenger car. The captain saw the entire event. The group turned and walked toward the station.
Rauch and Schneider followed the SS captain away from the train. Rauch was mad as hell but also was smart enough to keep his mouth shut. Schneider had nearly soiled his trousers.
�My God, sir, what is going on here?� Schneider asked Rauch, not expecting an answer. Rauch gave him none. They walked briskly behind the SS captain to the stationmaster�s office.
Schneider could smell food cooking somewhere close. A quick glance beyond the tracks yielded a sight he had yearned for. A field kitchen had been set up and was serving several groups of troops.
�Hurry, please,� shouted the SS captain over the din. Schneider decided he would remember the kitchen location and visit it as soon as they had time.
They walked from the cold into a warm, busy office full of officers. Rauch looked around the room and it became clear to him that his train was not the only one bringing in cargo. Over against the far wall stood two men, unmistakably Gestapo. One was paying very close attention to the reports of the cargo delivered, looking over the shoulder of an SS colonel and writing notes to himself. It seemed that he was keeping a record for the Gestapo as well. The other man, Eric Von Leiper, another Gestapo agent, watched everything else happening in the room. Like a cobra ready to strike, Leiper stood coiled, ready to step into any situation that he thought warranted more information. Rauch decided he had had enough of the Gestapo.
�You are from Ohrdruf?� shouted another SS colonel, waving his hand at Rauch to come over to his desk. �Bring me your orders and papers.� Rauch and Schneider both stepped over to the desk with Rauch placing the tally ticket they had received from the SS leutnant at the train with their orders on the desk in front of the colonel. The SS colonel looked at both Rauch and Schneider as if they were a nuisance. He snatched the orders up and urgently began to read them.�Rauch glanced over to the Gestapo man in the black hat against the wall and got an absolute cold, searing stare. Rauch immediately looked back to the job at hand.
�Have you checked in your cargo yet?� asked the SS officer.
�Sir, our cargo is just being unloaded now. Here is the ticket,� answered Schneider, pointing to the ticket on the colonel�s desk, clearly trying to take the lead in the conversation from Rauch. Rauch started to get mad, but his latest experience stepped in. He decided to let Schneider take the lead. Let him be the big shot. Rauch looked away as if he was bored. He was still amazed at all of the activity swirling around this relatively small port. Even with the sun rising he could only see one small cargo ship just past the train.
�Is there a problem here?� hissed Leiper, who had instantly appeared at Rauch�s side. �Your papers, Major,� he demanded.
Rauch was taken aback. He not only was surprised but completely flustered that he was being checked. But he did have the good sense not to question this man in any way, especially after what happened outside. He reached into his tunic and handed his identity papers to the man. Leiper quickly scanned the papers and jotted down Rauch�s name and information and stared intently into Rauch�s eyes.
�Bam� Bam,� the noise of the SS colonel�s stamping of the orders broke the stare stalemate and brought Rauch�s attention back to the moment.
�Take this back to the officer in charge of unloading your railcars. Then personally accompany the cargo to the dock master,� ordered the SS colonel. �Once the dock master accepts your cargo, you are relieved of the duty and will report back here to me.�
�Thank you, sir,� replied Schneider.
Great, thought Rauch; back to that bastard out there again. With that they both turned and walked out onto the platform just as their railcars were starting to be unloaded. Leiper followed them outside onto the platform and watched as they walked to their railcars. Rauch did not want to show it but he was very uneasy. He would be very relieved to be done with all of this. He had seen the Gestapo operate. He had seen seemingly innocent men taken away, never to be seen again. With his two run-ins with the Gestapo, he felt he was at his limit. He didn�t think he would survive another encounter. Rauch took a deep breath and slowly let it out. Calm down, he told himself, or you will get yourself shot.
Rauch and Schneider walked over to the first car and watched as the crates, all one hundred and eight were off-loaded and placed on several iron-wheeled carts for the hundred yard trip over to the docks. The men strained with each crate. Again Rauch noted that these mysterious crates had to be very heavy. What was in those crates?
Once the crates were loaded onto the carts the cargo was covered with a heavy tarp and manhandled down past the station and around the corner to the docks. SS guards were everywhere. As they rounded the station, Rauch saw the submarines for the first time. There were at least twelve tied up side by side and end to end down the docks nearest to the train station. Steady streams of men were loading boxes similar to the ones they had ferried here onto the U-boats. Dwarfed by the cargo ship, neither Rauch nor Schneider had seen the U-boats when they got off of the train. U-boats, thought Rauch. This was the first time he had ever seen one.
Suddenly horror overcame him. What if he was expected to accompany the crates onto the U-boats? Holy shit, not that! He wanted nothing to do with going onto a submarine. Surely that was not their plan. He tried to put it out of his mind and focused on getting his cargo to the destination.
The cart caravan slowed as it crossed a short section of a cobblestone street. The iron wheels of the carts with the heavy loads were giving the soldiers fits crossing the street. It was then that one of the heavy crates shifted. One soldier tried to catch it but the momentum was too much. It fell off of the cart from under the tarp, crashing down on top of the soldier. He screamed with pain as the crate snapped his leg immediately, bending it in a most unnatural position. Even with crushing the man�s leg, the crate hit the cobblestones and smashed a corner of the crate. Within seconds, the SS guards swarmed the crate, totally disregarding the man writhing in pain. As some of the other men tried to help the injured man, the SS shoved them away as other guards jumped into the fray with submachine guns aimed at the men. Additional SS troops jumped in to cover the smashed crate with another tarp.
Rauch was amazed at the speed of the SS. It seemed that they were expecting something like this to happen. They were instantly all around the crate like a swarm of bees. Then he saw why. It all became very clear to him. Everything fell into place, the trucks, the secrecy, the bunker, the SS, the heavy crates; it all made sense. For clearly visible between the legs of the SS guards in a crease between two tarps were several metal bars. As he stood there, even more SS appeared from nowhere and physically pushed everyone back as other guards raced in with more tarps and tools to cover the spilled cargo and repair the crates.
Gold! The cargo was gold. Rauch stepped back away from the carts and stood staring at the submarines. Ahhh� thought Rauch. The gold was going on the submarines and being taken to somewhere far from here. But taken where?
�Sir, did you� �
�Yes, Schneider,� said Rauch as he placed his hand on Schneider�s arm to calm him.��I see it; yet I don�t see it. It�s not our affair, Leutnant. We have a job to do. We must get that cargo delivered to the dock and get the hell out of here.�
�Yes, sir,� acknowledged Schneider as they both watched the SS move everyone away and seal off the area before they repacked and repaired the crate to place it back on the cart.
Once all of the carts reached the docks, Schneider marched up to the SS officer manning the dock beside the submarines.
�I am Oberleutnant Schneider reporting for Major Rauch. We have one hundred eight crates to deliver.�
�Very well, Schneider. Are all crates accounted for?� he asked pointedly.
�Yes, sir, all accounted for, sir!� belted Schneider. �But I would prefer that you verify our count.�
The SS officer snapped his head around looking Schneider square in the eyes.
�Is there a reason you cannot vouch for your cargo, Oberleutnant?� quizzed the SS officer.
�No, sir, I just thought� �
�Oberleutnant, we will confirm all shipments, not just yours,� the SS officer said condescendingly. �All shipments will be verified and accounted for before being loaded. You are personally responsible for any losses. Personally responsible, is that clear?� hissed the SS officer staring directly into Schneider�s eyes. �If any cargo is missing, you will be shot!�
�Yes, sir,� answered Schneider, clearly surprised, deciding less said, the better. He was clearly rocked by the intenseness of the SS officer�s response and stare.
As each crate came off of the carts and was stacked neatly on the dock, Schneider continued his count, stopping only when his count reached one hundred eight and there were no more. Schneider sighed with relief. Thank God there was nothing missing! The SS officer finished his count, verified his numbers and recorded the numbers on his forms. He rechecked his figures and handed his clipboard with the forms to Schneider.
�All is correct, Oberleutnant,� snapped the SS officer. �Did you think you had lost something?� he said cracking a snide smile. �Sign here, please.� He handed Schneider a pen.
�No, sir,� answered Schneider with a new sense of courage, convinced that everything was in order.
Schneider looked over the forms, noted there was no mention of the cargo within the crates and signed the forms. As he handed the clipboard and pen back, the officer barked out an order to load the crates into the second submarine. Schneider watched as the submarine commander checked the officer�s records against his. With all seeming correct, the sub commander turned to his second in command and ordered the crates placed on board.
�Are we finished here?� asked Rauch, standing behind Schneider.
�Yes,� said Schneider as he watched the first crate disappear below the deck, �we are finished.� He was clearly relieved.
At that moment the SS officer marched over to the two officers watching the loading. The Gestapo agent appeared again just a few feet away.
�You two,� barked the SS officer as he pointed to Rauch and Schneider. �Gather your troops in this truck and report to this barracks for further orders.� He handed Schneider a small piece of official looking paper with a map and directions to a location several miles inland.
�Yes, sir,� saluted Schneider as he took the paper and turned to Rauch.
�We were expected to check back in at the station,� stated Rauch, reaching for the paper.
�There is no need for that,� barked Leiper, stepping forward. �Do you have a problem with your orders, Major?�
�No, sir, but the SS colonel in charge expects us to report back to him,� explained Schneider, trying to be helpful.
�I am in charge here. Make no mistake about that! Carry out your orders, Oberleutnant,� stated Leiper matter-of-factly in a chilling voice, all the time staring directly at Rauch. His eyes were daring Rauch to speak.
Schneider snapped to attention and saluted the agent. Rauch stood there still staring at the agent, all the while biting his tongue.
�Yes, sir!�
Leiper nodded, slowly turned and began to walk away, pretending to forget about them, all the while paying particular attention to their next steps.
�I wonder what is next,� Schneider said, turning to Rauch.
�I have no idea, but I think a nice hot meal and a bed would be in order,� answered Rauch. �Let�s get the troops together and get out of here.� He was in no mood to discuss everything that had occurred. Rauch was seething but dared not to show it. Leiper was still watching.
Rauch and Schneider walked over to the truck. As he reached for the door handle, Rauch noticed another SS officer that looked very familiar.
�Max?� Rauch shouted. The SS officer turned with a scowl on his face until he recognized Rauch.
�Reinhardt, how are you?� he asked, switching his clipboard to his left hand before extending his right for a handshake. �What are you doing here? I thought you were back in Berlin sucking up to the higher-ups!�
Rauch answered smiling. �Not me. We had special orders to transport some cargo up here,� Rauch said as he waved his gloves in his hand back toward the docks, �but it looks like this is some kind of Gestapo operation.�
Rauch�s friend�s face went dour and his eyes raced around making certain no one was close.
Maximillian Docher was a friend of Rauch�s. They had served together about six months ago back at SS headquarters in Erfurt. While they had not been close friends, they had shared a small house with two other officers. They knew each other very well after living together for several months. Both were good officers that had come up through the ranks. Both were very well respected by their superiors.
Max�s large smile had faded fast. Even Rauch could see that something was very wrong.
�What do you know about all of this?� asked Rauch. �All we have seen is truck after truck unloading cargo into these submarines. All hush, hush. This must be damned important. Would you like a cigarette?�
�No, thank you,� he replied. �I�m on duty.� Max renewed his interest in his clipboard trying to ignore Rauch�s questions. �All work of the Reich is important,� Max said tersely. �We all have our orders,� looking at Schneider for the first time.
�Oberleutnant Schneider, sir,� snapped Schneider with a crisp salute, �accompanying Major Rauch.�
Max stared at Schneider for a moment and gave him a weak salute. �Yes, I see,� said Docher.
�Well� what is going on?� asked Rauch, fully noticing Docher�s disinterest.
�Have you delivered your load?�
�Yes. We have been asked to go to some barracks near here. I hope we can get some food and some sleep.�We haven�t slept in several days and frankly, I�m hungry as hell,� answered Rauch.
Max looked Rauch squarely in the eyes. �They will take good care of you over there. You need to get your troops together and clear the area. We have many more trucks that need to unload. I�ll try to catch up with you later.�
Puzzled, Rauch extended his right hand to shake hands with his friend. �Sure; let�s do that. Maybe you can meet us at the barracks. I�ll talk to you then.�
�Sure,� answered Docher as Rauch and Schneider turned away to get their troops together. Docher watched as his friend gathered the men into a truck and drove off down the road.

CHAPTER NINE

April 4, 1945
South of Rostock, Germany;�9:30 a.m.
With Schneider driving, Rauch rode in the passenger side of the truck. All twenty-four of their troops were in the back. Following the small map, Schneider drove south of Rostock outside of Papendorf until he saw a group of several non-distinct, low brick buildings about 200 meters off of the left side of the road near a tree line. It was just like the map specified. There were six other trucks parked in an area to the right of the closest building. He noticed a light wisp of smoke rising from the chimneys. At least there was heat, thought Schneider. They stopped at a guarded gate at the road�s edge.
�May I see your orders, sir?� asked a young Kriegsmarine officer standing there in the cold with a group of six other soldiers. Three of the men manned a dual machine gun emplacement just off to the right of the gate. The three other guards stood behind the officer, guns at ready. Schneider glanced over at the emplacement and back to the officer. He handed him the small piece of paper he had been given back at the station, looking past the gate at the buildings. Odd, he thought. There was not a person stirring around the buildings. He knew it was cold but for no one to be seen� it just did not look right. Schneider also noticed that a naval officer was in charge of the gate. That was very strange�
�Please pull your truck over there,� the officer said as he pointed over to the trucks already parked in front of the first building.
Schneider thanked the officer and drove the truck down the short gravel road toward the building. The gravel crunched loudly as the heavy truck neared the building. As the truck had started down the road, a single soldier stepped out of the door of the first building and waited for the truck to park. They pulled up to the building and the soldier led the truck to a parking space to the left of the six trucks. Once parked, the soldier approached Schneider and Rauch as they climbed down.
�Sir, please gather your men and follow me,� snapped the young soldier very matter-of-factly. Rauch noted the SS lapel tabs. He wondered what the SS were doing out here; first the navy and now the SS. The rest of the men climbed down from the back of the truck and assembled in front of the truck. It was still very cold.
�This way,� said the soldier, walking off toward the second building.
The gravel crunched under their feet as they trudged up to the door of the second building. The earlier snow had stopped and the sun was peeking out from the smattering of clouds above. The sun�s rays felt warm on the faces of the men. Finally some semblance of heat!
�Well, at least it looks as though the rest of today will be nicer,� remarked Rauch, noticing the sunshine that they had not seen in several days. The soldier opened the door and led the group inside the building. The first thing they all felt was warmth! That in itself was such a welcome. It had been days since they had felt warm. The soldier led them down a short hall and into a small windowless room with tables and chairs.
�Please have a seat and make yourselves comfortable. Someone will be here in a few minutes to brief you on the situation.� The soldier left the room through a door in the rear. He locked it on the way out.
Schneider looked at Rauch puzzled as the rest of the men settled around the room. Rauch sat down, took off his hat and gloves, savoring the warm room. It was then that Schneider heard a soft clunk as the front door was being sealed. Seconds later he realized they were in trouble as a faint hissing sound could be heard.
�GAS!� he screamed as he stood up. Several men rushed the front door. It was locked and did not budge. They tried the back door. No luck there either.
Rauch stood up and exclaimed, �They would not dare�!� as he felt his head begin to spin and staggered over to the table for support. Surely to God they would not do this to me, an SS major, Rauch thought, looking around the room at everyone else. Several men scrambled to all sides of the room frantically trying to find a way out. As hard as they tried, the faster they fell.
�Sir,� screamed Schneider, grabbing Rauch�s arm. In the haze of his mind he looked Schneider directly in the eyes. He saw outright horror. With that his last vision on this earth, Rauch�s vision began to get darker and darker, closing in from all sides. Rauch fell to the floor. He never felt the result of the fall.
Soon it was all over as they all lay around the room, dead.
Rauch had been right early on. This was an important mission� extremely important. This was so significant that there could be no survivors to report on it. So all twenty-six witnesses were now silenced along with all of the other teams of soldiers that had completed the same mission, with more to come. But the boxes had been delivered and were now on their way to safety. A high price had been paid. But these boxes contained riches and secrets beyond the dreams of men; riches that lead men to do the most evil things; riches that had made men do evil things since the beginning of time� Gold!

CHAPTER TEN

Wednesday, May 9, 1945
A Secluded Small Inlet on the Southern Coast of Brazil;�7:20 p.m.
Darkness was beginning to pull its curtain on the day as the German submarine U-1055 sat submerged about two kilometers offshore. As part of the Ubootwaffe, the U-1055 was a Type VIIC submarine, one of 568 boats commissioned. She was built at the F. Krupp Germaniawerft AG in Kiel, Germany and launched in early 1944.
In this deep dark hiding place the submarine was well hidden from anyone in the area. The air in the submarine was dank and musty; what one would expect after a several week journey from Germany with few opportunities to surface. To surface at sea was dangerous with all of the Allied shipping in the Atlantic. Along with the shipping came the deadly Allied destroyers and escorts, any one of them a mighty threat to the U-boat.
The men only knew they were off the coast of somewhere. They longed for a bit of fresh air but realized that staying submerged was their best and safest way to wait for their next move. The crew had not been told anything about the boat�s mission. Most assumed it was another search and destroy mission against enemy ships in the immediate area. But this seemed a bit strange to be sitting still under the water waiting. Waiting for what?
The crew�s morale had taken a hit during the long voyage with very little news. There was little news from home; no mail from family in three months. The last several times they refueled or restocked food, crew mail was not there. The crew had hoped this small respite was to meet another U-boat or transport ship to replenish their supplies with fresh fruits, vegetables and maybe even mail. But that was not the case.
The crew and officers knew the war was not going well. The bits of news gleaned from a few vague radio messages confirmed that the war in Germany was lost. Most of the sailors just wanted to get to the inevitable result so they could go home. That was a rarity for many in the U-boat service of Germany. Four out of five German U-boat sailors perished during the war. Those that served the U-boat fleet were aware of this nasty fact but never talked about it among themselves. To live was to beat the overwhelming odds of death.
But they worried about their families back in Germany. They worried about what the Allies and the Russians might do once the war ended. Would they take out their frustrations on the civilians? Punish those they thought aided the cause? Wild thoughts careened through the minds of the crew. These thoughts along with the sheer exhaustion of a long war took a huge toll on the men. The officers recognized this and tried to keep morale up.
They cruised underwater most of the time, surfacing only to clear the air when able. This meant their cruising speed averaged less than 7 knots (about 8 miles per hour). Surface supply ships transferred food and water to the U-boat so they would not waste time stopping in a port to replenish supplies. For that matter, what port would be open to a German U-boat in 1945? With Germany losing the war on all sides, only their Axis ally, Japan, welcomed them. But Japan was on the other side of the world and in a world of hurt as well.
Kapit�n zur See Ernst Adler also did not want to give anyone a clue as to their destination. His orders were to simply sail to a point on a map and ensure only those necessary knew their course. The captain and crew knew nothing of their cargo, wrapped securely in heavy canvas and stacked throughout the close confines of the boat. Adler was like his crew; he just wanted to get this over with and go home.
Much had changed since they sailed several weeks ago from Rostock. Germany surrendered. Hitler was dead. Admiral Donitz took over as the Reichsprasident of Nazi Germany. After twenty days, he surrendered to Field Marshal Montgomery. Everything was in chaos. But the U-boat captain had his orders.
The orders were very specific. He was to deliver a load of cargo to a destination. He was to speak to no one. Only the first officer and navigator knew the course or terminus. Once at the destination, he would unload and await orders from the German commander on site. The crew knew nothing.
Ernst Adler knew the war was lost but told no one aboard. The coded message he received a few days before confirmed it. He had no idea about his next orders. He hoped there would be no orders. Then he could confer with his officers and crew to decide where to surrender. But those thoughts were for after the mission.
�Raise periscope,� Captain Adler ordered, glancing around the control room looking for his second in command. �Where is Hientz?� he asked.
�Here, sir,� answered First Officer Willie Hientz, popping up through the watertight hatch from below. �I was just checking our position with navigation.�
�All in order?� asked the captain, calm but clearly concerned.
�Yes, sir. We have reached our position.�
�Up periscope,� ordered Adler.
Captain Adler turned his attention to the rising scope and reached up and turned his cap backwards so that the bill would not interfere with his use of the periscope. He pulled the two side handles down snapping them into position perpendicular to the periscope tube still slowly rising from the deck. As the periscope rose into position, he draped his arms over the two handles and peered into the single eyepiece. The captain scanned the horizon about the U-boat and slowly settled his view back on the shoreline ahead. He reached over and changed his viewfinder magnification to 6x, trying to cut through the increasing darkness.
He could see that the U-boat was at the head of a small inlet. At the far end of the shoreline were several lights and he could barely make out two piers and several small buildings. There was nothing fancy about this �port�. It looked as though it was made for a fishing boat, not a U-boat.
�Willie, you have the information about the signals?� asked Adler.
�Yes, sir. We are to surface and signal the shore with two blue-colored light flashes at exactly 20.00 hours. Exactly ten seconds later we will be signaled with four white flashes. Our signal to proceed will be two blue light flashes followed by a red light flash. We are to maneuver the boat to the pier and report to the commander there.�
�Sounds pretty straightforward to me,� mumbled the captain.
�Sir?� asked Hientz, not hearing him.
�Very well,� Captain Adler said clearly this time, looking at his watch. �In two minutes we will see how this goes.�
�Yes, sir,� said Hientz. �Make ready to surface!�
The order was repeated several times as it was spread throughout the submarine. One could hear the crew moving into position and stowing non-essential gear. All eyes were on the captain as the remainder of the two minutes passed.
�Surface the boat!� ordered the captain.
�Surface the boat, aye, sir!� returned the first officer.
�Blow ballast!� shouted the first officer.
�Aye, aye, sir,� came the reply.
The crew jumped into action as they opened valves, pulled levers, bringing the once silent U-boat to life. There was a loud hissing sound as high-pressure air forced the water from the ballast tanks, causing the U-boat to shudder slightly as it began to rise. The captain held on to the periscope, checking all around the horizon as the boat shifted as it began its journey to the surface. All was clear.
�Down periscope!� commanded the captain. �Hientz, post a normal watch and join me on the bridge.�
�Aye, sir,� answered Hientz as he watched the crew move into position by the ladder. One of the crewmen climbed to the top of the ladder and began to turn the locking mechanism to open the hatch.
As the U-boat broke the surface, the crewman pushed open the hatch receiving a face full of warm salt water. He did not hesitate as he and two other crewmen with binoculars and dressed in black rocketed up the ladder and took their posts. The lookouts stationed themselves in their perches on the sides of the bridge and began immediately scanning every direction, paying particular attention to the sea behind them.
�All clear, sir.� The quiet call came from one of the lookouts. Another all-clear signal came from the second lookout. Adler turned to his first officer and moved over to the ladder.
�Well, let�s go see what our answer is,� said the captain as he turned his cap around and grabbed his watch binoculars from the bin behind the ladder to the deck above. He hopped up a rung and a few hops later emerged on the wet deck of the conning tower of U-1055 with the first officer immediately behind him.
The men were greeted by clear, dark sky with the submarine lying within sight of the pier area. As the lookouts continuously scanned the area in all directions, the captain turned to Hientz.
�Still all clear, sir,� quietly reported one of the lookouts again.
�Lookouts report all clear, Captain,� Hientz relayed to the captain.
�Very well. Break out the signal device.�
Hientz opened a small locker on the bridge and pulled out a signal gun. He wrestled with the colored lenses, finally picking out the blue one. Placing it on the top of the rail, he pulled out the power cable, flipped open the power socket and plugged in the signal gun. He placed the blue lens on the opening.
�Signal the pier,� said the captain as he brought his binoculars up to watch for the response.
Hientz raised the signal gun, made a second check to see that the blue lens was attached, pointed it toward the shore and flashed the gun twice and started a ten-second countdown in his head. Everyone was silent as they waited. 3, 2, 1� the four white flashes came in from the pier.
�So far, so good,� said the captain.
A few seconds later they see a blue light flash twice followed by a single red flash from the pier.
�Okay, take us in, Willie,� said the captain as he let his binoculars fall to his chest.
�Aye, sir,� answered the first officer. He bent over to get closer to the bridge microphone and keyed the microphone. �All ahead slow, bearing 230 degrees.�
�All ahead slow, bearing 230 degrees, aye, sir,� a raspy radio response came from the control room below. Almost instantly there was a slight vibration as the electric engines kicked in and the U-boat began to slowly move toward shore.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Wednesday, May 9, 1945
A Small Secluded Inlet on the Southern Coast of Brazil;�7:45 p.m.
Leutnant Udo Trox lowered his field glasses and turned to an orderly. �Go tell the major another U-boat is coming in.�
�Yes, sir,� snapped the orderly as he immediately turned and strode purposefully toward the command building about 25 meters away, nestled under several large trees surrounded by jungle. From above, the command building was impossible to see. And that was the way the Germans wanted it. Even from ground level the small building had been built under several trees with low branches. At first glance anyone coming down the small inlet would never see the building unless they knew exactly where to look.
This post was secret. So secret only a mere handful of officers back in Germany even knew of its existence. Now, with the fall of Germany, even less knew of the base. And they had so many other issues on their mind, such as survival, that they did not care about this God-forsaken place. Those �lucky� enough to be here were now wondering about their futures with only scant information about home getting through.
Leutnant Trox stepped over to a makeshift desk near the end of the pier and switched on a red-lensed small flashlight and checked his records quickly. Then he switched the light off. There was a single light bulb hanging above the desk but they did not want to use it and reveal their location. For weeks now U-boat after U-boat had come in, unloaded their cargo and sulked away into the darkness. He wondered how long this parade would last. He wondered what was in the hundreds of boxes and their destination. But he knew better than to ask any questions; that is if he valued his own life. The base commander, SS Sturmbannf�hrer Kurt Bayer, the Gestapo and the hundreds of heavily armed crack SS troops that lurked around the base made him decide that he would do his job and not get involved in anything else. Anyone who crossed the Gestapo had a tendency to disappear, never to be heard from again. Trox simply wanted to get home; the sooner the better. Little did he know that there was little home to go back to. The home he had left behind was quite different now. He had no idea that Germany had been defeated, Hitler was dead and the Allies swarmed all over Germany.
The leutnant looked up upon hearing footsteps on the gravel drawing near. It was Major Bayer and Karl Grimme, the Gestapo man in the black uniform.
�Have you dispatched the trucks, Leutnant?� barked the major as he strode onto the pier, his boots clopping loudly as he marched down to the desk.
�Yes, sir, the trucks are coming around now with enough men to load everything.�
Grimme stood quietly behind the major with a devious smirk that the leutnant simply hated. It reminded Trox of a weasel. Gestapo were seriously scary and dangerous people. Trox wondered if they were people at all; just animals.
Some of the things the leutnant saw Grimme do were just horrible. Grimme had personally taken a young private who asked a few questions over by the water�s edge and slit his throat ear to ear, nearly cutting his head completely off. The leutnant would never forget the look on the private�s face as he realized Grimme executed him right there without any emotion and without anyone else saying a word to stop him; especially the major, who stood there shocked and speechless. Grimme stood over the private as he bled out into the water. Then he ordered several men to put the private in a boat, tie bricks to his body and dump him in the ocean. After that, no one asked any questions� period!
Karl Grimme stood just over 6 feet, 4 inches tall. His closely cropped dark hair and dark eyes made him a poster child of the perfect Gestapo agent. His small spectacles made his face seem smaller. His early devotion to the party was solid and unwavering. At twenty-eight, most would think he was young, but the last 10 years hardened Grimme. He could kill without any hint of remorse if duty called him to do so. He was ruthless, clearly not a man to push in any way. He carried out his orders to the letter no matter how harsh anyone else would think they might be. Karl Grimme was in charge here. He was not the ranking officer but he was in charge. Make no mistake about that.
The humming sound of the approaching U-boat was louder, now just about 20 meters from the dock. Even under electric power the slow approach of the large U-boat caused waves larger than normal to lap the shore. Leutnant Trox saw several crewmen scurrying around the deck as they readied the various lines needed to tie off and secure the U-boat to the dock. His own men ran about to get into position to catch the lines. He turned to see several trucks coming down the dirt road to the left of the command building. He was relieved that unloading could begin immediately. Even though it would not have been his fault, late trucks would have infuriated Grimme. Trox definitely did not want to go down that road. He knew that when Grimme got mad someone usually paid for it with their life.
The three men waited, trying to identify the U-boat number painted on the side of the conning tower. It was just now coming into view with the weak light; the bow of the U-boat just a few meters away. They could now see the faded 1055 notation. The leutnant recorded the number on his tally sheet and checked his information on U-1055 commanded by Captain Ernst Adler. Their expected cargo should be forty-two sealed wooden boxes.
�Reverse engines,� barked the U-boat captain.
�Reverse engines, aye, sir,� came Hientz�s reply as the message was relayed to the engine room. The U-boat shuddered as the engines reversed, churning up mud and silt from the bottom.
�All stop!� commanded the captain. �Tie off all lines and secure the boat,� he said turning to Hientz. �Let me go see what this is all about. You have the bridge, Hientz.� Adler took a quick assessment of the area around the small dock. Now, this is what I call the middle of nowhere, he thought. Here they were in some forgotten cove on the coast of South America. It seemed as though they were ten thousand miles from nowhere. Actually, the captain was not far off target.
�Aye, sir,� replied Hientz as he motioned to several crewmen who were already on the deck below to tie the boat to the small pier. Captain Adler stepped down from the conning tower and down on the deck. He lifted his cap and ran the fingers of one hand through his greasy hair. Somehow he thought that might make him more presentable to the three men striding toward him.
�Heil Hitler!� barked Leutnant Trox, stepping forward smartly with a crisp raised right hand and arm.
�Heil Hitler,� responded Adler, clearly not as enthused as Trox. Adler�s salute was no more than a wave of his hand.
�I have some cargo for you,� pressed Adler. �I want to get this done quickly so I can get back to sea.� A small cove like this did not give Adler a feeling of confidence. To get trapped in here by the enemy meant death for them all.
�You are U-1055, I presume?� asked Trox.
Adler answered matter-of-factly, �Yes.� He looked over at the large 1055 painted on the conning tower. Dumbass, he thought.
�Have your men unload the cargo and place the crates on the dock. I will check them personally and they will be rechecked by the Gestapo. Then my men will load them into the trucks. In the meantime, you are ordered not to leave the docks, sir.� Trox shifted his eyes toward Grimme. Adler got the message. Goddamned Gestapo, Adler thought.
�Very well,� said Adler. He turned to Hientz, who was still on the bridge. �Hientz, get a detail to begin the unloading of the cargo. Use as many men as you need. I want to be out of here within an hour.�
�Aye, sir,� replied Hientz as he ducked down to relay the order below.
�Captain Adler, please let me introduce myself,� a smiling Grimme said, stepping forward. �I presume you had an uneventful trip?� Grimme pulled off his right glove and offered Adler his hand. Grimme caught the body odor of the U-boat captain. He crinkled his nose, reached into his pocket and took out a handkerchief, pressing it to his nose.
Adler looked at the other two officers and cautiously shook Grimme�s hand. Grimme�s hand was cold and damp. Adler winced and quickly let go the handshake.
�The trip was long and rough,� stated Adler with little emotion. He clearly did not like his situation and wanted to leave as soon as possible.
Captain Adler noticed several large trucks coming out of the jungle, pulling up to the dock. He watched as several dozen soldiers emerged from the back of the trucks and ran down the dock toward them.
Grimme continued, �Captain, this is Major Bayer, our base commander here.� Bayer stepped forward and offered Adler a limp, unimpressive handshake.
�We are very glad you were able to complete your mission, Captain Adler. You did follow your orders implicitly? The crew knows nothing?� asked Major Bayer.
�Yes; only the first officer and navigator,� said Adler, still eyeing both men intently but acutely aware of all of the soldiers rushing their way.
�Very good, Captain,� snapped Bayer, also shifting his eyes over to Grimme as if to get a validation that all was okay.
�My good captain,� started Grimme, �what news have you brought us from home?�
Adler looked squarely into Grimme�s eyes and wondered if the question was some kind of a trap or was Grimme that stupid. He looked around to ensure no one was within earshot.
�You may not have heard the war is nearly over. We are losing. Is that the news that you want to hear?�
Grimme looked sternly at Adler. He thought Adler was a traitor. If this so-called captain said that back in Germany, he would be arrested and shot within hours. But they were far from home. He thought of the consequences of shooting Adler himself. He decided to let the comment pass. There was time later to deal with this U-boat pig.
Grimme fixed a bleak smile upon his face. �While the war has its inevitable ups and downs, all loyal Germans know we will be victorious in the end. Our F�hrer will lead us to a glorious victory.�
Adler looked at Grimme as if Grimme was crazy. Actually, Adler thought he was crazy. But who cares in this place.
Several soldiers grabbed a narrow wooden gangplank and placed one end on the U-boat deck and the other on the dock. Adler noticed that the gangplank was very heavy. It took six men to manhandle it into place. The first of the crates were beginning to come up from below. The crewmen pushed the crates across the deck and down the gangplank. It was then that Adler spotted the heavily armed SS troops that appeared from nowhere lining the shore on both sides of the dock. Adler surveyed the SS. Whatever he was delivering in these crates must be damned important for such a show of force here in the middle of nowhere.
Trox stepped toward Adler. �Captain, as soon as your cargo is loaded and checked, you will be free to go.�
�Thank you, Leutnant,� answered Adler.
Major Bayer was standing beside Adler. He could smell the stench of the U-boat captain and his men after the long voyage. Many days of being confined in the U-boat with other sweaty, dirty men were not pleasant. U-boat sailors in general were proud of their aroma. For the life of him, Bayer could not figure why a man would want to be cooped up in a submarine without adequate bathing facilities and not seeing the light of day for so long. These guys are just crazy, he thought.

CHAPTER TWELVE

Wednesday, May 9, 1945
A Small Secluded Cove on the Southern Coast of Brazil;�9:55 p.m.
The unloading took nearly two hours. All the while, Leutnant Udo Trox meticulously counted and recorded each crate unloaded from the U-boat, carried down the pier and loaded on the trucks. All of this under the scrutiny of Major Bayer, Captain Adler and the ever-present Gestapo, Karl Grimme.
With the last crate on the truck, Trox rechecked his tally and conferred with the other three.
�I have forty-two crates recorded. Is that the same number you have, Captain Adler?�
Adler reached inside his grimy shirt pocket and took out a small piece of paper and unfolded it. �Yes, forty-two crates. Correct.�
Grimme interjected, �Forty-two crates is exactly what you should have, Captain Adler,� checking his tally. �You have done your job very well, Captain. Please give my compliments to your crew. Your job here is complete.� Grimme turned to one of his SS troopers and motioned to him.
�Captain Adler, after your long voyage I am sure you and your crew need some fresh provisions. I have taken the liberty to provide you with several cases of fresh milk, eggs and fruit. I trust you can use this?�
Adler�s face broke into a smile. �Why, yes, we certainly could use fresh food. We�ve not had fresh provisions in quite a while. Sea rations are not the tastiest of food.� For a moment, Adler thought that this Gestapo goon might not be as bad as he thought. Regardless, he and the crew would eat well tonight. This simple pleasure made life good!
As the trucks loaded with the crates began to leave another truck backed up to the end of the pier filled with supplies.
Adler turned to find his first officer. �Mr. Hientz, make ready to take on fresh provisions.�
�Yes, sir,� Hientz replied with a wide grin. �Yes sir!�
Hientz dropped down into the conning tower and within seconds a forward hatch on the U-boat�s deck opened. Several crewmen streamed out on deck and clamored down the gangplank to help form a man-to-man chain from the gangplank, across the deck and down the hatch. As soon as Grimme�s men began to unload the truck the human chain quickly manhandled the truckload of food into the U-boat. Adler smiled again as he watched his men. They looked happy for the first time in weeks. Within fifteen minutes the entire truck was unloaded and the food stocked aboard.
The captain turned back to Grimme. �I was told there would be orders for our next destination. Do you have any for me?�
Grimme reached into his pocket and unfolded some papers. He meticulously reviewed the papers. �I have no orders for you, Captain, at this time. You will receive your new orders at your first scheduled radio contact tomorrow morning.�
�Very well,� answered Adler. �Gentlemen, it is time for us to go,� Adler said smiling. �I want to get back out to sea as quickly as possible. Thank you for the provisions. Thank you very much!�
�It is our pleasure to aid such fine seamen and such a fine U-boat commander,� a smiling Grimme answered. �Well done!�
�Yes. Let me add our congratulations as well, Captain Adler. Leutnant Trox and I also hope your crew enjoys the food,� Major Bayer beamed.
With final handshakes, Adler bounded up the gangplank.
�Mr. Hientz, let�s get underway!�
�Cast off all lines!�
Trox directed the men on the dock to remove the gangway.
Bayer, Grimme and Trox watched as the U-boat slowly and silently moved away from the pier and disappeared into the darkness of the bay. At least the crew of the U-boat was leaving this hellhole, thought Trox. He, on the other hand, was doomed to stay here forever; at least until he could find some way to get back to Germany and home.
The loaded trucks left the pier area and headed back into the jungle to wherever they went. Only Grimme knew their final location. And he was not telling anyone.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Wednesday, May 9, 1945
Fifty-five nautical miles out at sea in the South Atlantic Ocean;�2:30 a.m.
Captain Adler felt relieved lying in his bunk eating a banana. Since leaving the pier the men of the U-1055 spent the last several hours or so eating. They attacked the fresh fruit as if they never tasted anything better. Funny how such a simple thing as fresh fruit could cure the doldrums of a long voyage. Now he could smell the lovely aroma of eggs cooking along with bacon. And milk. They had fresh milk aboard. At this point in the war, far from hostile sea traffic, his boat could relax a bit and savor the food haul they made. Hell, maybe he was wrong about the Gestapo. Grimme turned out to not be such a bad guy after all.
There was a soft rap at the door of Adler�s cabin.
�Captain, you awake?� It was his first officer, Willie Hientz.
�Yes, Hientz. Come in,� answered Adler between bites as he sat up.
�Sir, what are our orders? I have us on a bearing to the mid-Atlantic but after that nowhere specific. Our depth is ninety meters.�
�That�s because we have no operational orders as of now,� Adler said looking toward his desk. �We have not received any communications from Germany since we left. Even the supply ships we encountered had no contact. We know the Reich is in shambles. When we left Germany, the Americans and Soviets were knocking at Berlin�s door. By now Berlin has to have fallen.�
�Damn Nazis,� said Hientz. He felt close to his captain. Close enough to let most of his real feelings show. Aboard a U-boat they were isolated. Germany had long since stopped the old procedure of placing Nazi Party representatives aboard U-boats. Even the Nazis knew they were in trouble.
The radioman stuck his head in the captain�s door.
�Sir, are there any messages to go out?�
�No, not now,� said Adler. �But we do need to listen for new orders at the scheduled time tomorrow morning. Let me know immediately when we make radio contact.�
�Yes, sir, I will, of course. Well then, sir, may I pipe some music through the boat? The men have asked for music.�
Adler smiled softly. �Yes. That would be nice. Go ahead.�
�Thank you, sir.� The radioman ducked away.
The two men sat silently for a few seconds.
�You think the war is over, sir?� asked Hientz.
Adler looked grimly at his first officer. �Yes, Hientz, I think it is. I do not see how we can win. Right now I�m just worried about our families and those we have left behind. There is no telling what is happening back there. I heard that when the Americans found out about the work camps they went wild. They shot camp guards and punished the citizens of the nearby towns. God knows what they will do to the general population in Berlin. Those damned SS generals really screwed things up with Hitler and Himmler�s get rid of the Jews politics. They must have killed thousands. Now we are going to pay for that crap.�
Hientz didn�t say anything but he knew Adler was right. He looked at his boots on the deck of the U-boat. �Actually, looking back, I can�t believe that we fell for all of that master race bullshit. Rule the world, Hitler said. Yeah, it sounded great back then but we all should have known that the rest of the world was not going to just stand by and watch us take over Europe, especially after the first world war,� added Hientz. �Dammit, we should have known.�
Adler shook his head slowly. �Yeah, we should have known. I never should have stayed in Germany. I should have taken my family to Switzerland and on to America.�
�If we could only go back in time,� lamented Hientz.
A soothing German ballad began playing throughout the boat. The two men listened silently.
�Damned Nazis,� Hientz finally hissed. �Damn them all to hell. They are the cause of all of this.�
Adler stood and placed his hand on Hientz�s shoulder. �None of us dreamed it would come to this. There�s nothing we can do now, Hientz, nothing we can do. Our job now is to stay alive and get this crew back home to Germany any way we can.�
Hientz pursed his lips and looked down at the deck. Adler knew what he was thinking.
�Well, what do we do now?� asked Hientz. �We have no further orders. The Reich is in shambles.� Hientz reached over and plucked an apple from a box of food and took a bite.
�Without any orders, we should plot a course back to Germany,� answered the captain looking at his first officer. �If the war is lost, I guess we should return to port and surrender the boat. I�ll be damned if I�m going to die here at sea making a last strike for the Fatherland. I just want to get back to my wife and kids. It�s been four hard years since I was home� or what is left of it.�
�Very well, sir. I will have the navigator plot a course to our home port at once. With a bit of luck we can make it back in a few weeks or so if we do not run across the enemy. I think that would make the crew as well as the officers very happy. The faster we get home the better.�
Adler looked his first officer in the eyes and smiled weakly. �Do that, Hientz� Let�s go home� it has to be over by now.�
�Yes, sir,� answered Hientz with a smile as he turned and walked away toward the navigation room.
The music was still playing and the captain could still smell the eggs and bacon. He could hear the laughter of his men even over the music. Several congregated around the galley just down the passageway from the captain�s cabin, all waiting intently on the eggs and bacon. Smiles were everywhere. Damn, it felt good to be going home at last.
Adler grabbed his cap and stepped out into the passageway toward the galley. Funny, he thought. It seemed as though the weight of the world was just lifted from his shoulders.
Adler met his second officer as he entered the galley.
�Captain, we are seventy-five nautical miles to sea at a depth of ninety meters in 2,100 meters of water. Mr. Hientz has us on a course of 060 degrees at seven knots.�
�Very good. Tell Mr. Hientz to maintain that course until further notice.� The captain stepped over to the intercom, reached up and turned on the microphone.
�Attention, Crew. This is the captain. I have an announcement to make.� The music, singing and laughter stopped. The only noise was the hum of the engines. �Gentlemen, I have just given the order to return to port in Germany. We are going home!�
The silence was immediately broken by a great roar from the crew. It was a collective cheer that made Adler smile. Now it was official; they were going home. He turned the microphone off and stepped into the galley.
Adler had a huge smile on his face when he looked over to the cook. �How about some of those eggs and bacon, please. They smell great!�
�Yes, sir,� answered the cook, grinning ear to ear. �Sir, I can�t believe we are going home.�
�Yes, we are,� answered Adler with a smile.
Adler sat on a small stool and took a mug of coffee from the cook. The coffee was hot. It tasted great. Just like home. Oh, how he missed home. This would probably be the longest two weeks of their lives.
The radioman walked into the galley.
�Sir, our next scheduled radio contact is at 09:00 tomorrow morning. Do you still want to make contact for orders, sir? I mean after what you just announced?�
The captain sat there with his coffee for a few seconds. The radioman was right. What use was contacting headquarters? Those assholes are liable to order them to make some kind of stupid suicide run to uphold the integrity of the Reich. Yeah, Adler smiled to himself; fat chance we would follow that order. He wasn�t about to make that mistake. But he did not want to openly disobey a direct order just in case some semblance of the Nazis survived and they decided to go on some kind of blame vendetta. Not him. But what if he never got that order? No one could blame him for that. That was his way out!
Adler looked at the radioman and said, �No. We are headed home. We have our orders. Surfacing to make radio contact may tip the enemy off to our location and heading. Until I tell you different, there is to be no radio contact until we reach Germany. Is that clear?�
�Yes, sir!� answered the radioman with a huge grin. �I absolutely understand.�Sir, that suits me just fine.�
With that he was gone, literally running down the corridor. Two other crewmen stepped into the galley for coffee.
�Thank you, sir,� said one man. �Thank you very much for the news, sir.�
Adler lifted his coffee cup in a sort of a toast. This was a great crew.
A second later, the force of the huge explosion ripped the U-1055 completely in half, peeling back both open ends of the U-boat like a blooming flower. Since the four bombs were packed in the food taken aboard, it was stored in the lockers beside the galley near the center of the boat. The captain, the cook and several men in the galley area were obliterated instantly. They never knew what happened. The rest of the boat was caught completely off guard. All water-tight hatches were open and the boat filled with water in less than five seconds. First Officer Willie Hientz felt the explosion and was hit in the face with a steel hatch that was blown off its hinges. The impact crushed his face and drove him into the bulkhead, splattering his brains across the cabin all over his men a millisecond before a wall of water crashed in on them. The entire crew was dead before anyone could react. The U-boat was now well below 500 meters and plummeting toward the bottom to an unknown watery grave, thousands of meters at the bottom of the Atlantic.
Yes, the war was over; both for the U-1055 crew and for Germany. But not the way Captain Ernst Adler, First Officer Willie Hientz and the crew had planned. But it was over.
Back in Brazil, Karl Grimme checked his watch and smiled. By now there was one less U-boat full of witnesses. Twenty-two other U-boats who delivered gold had suffered the same fate as the U-1055. More would follow. The secret was still intact.

Part Two
Present Day


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Saturday, July 2, 2011
Miami Beach, Florida;�12:05 p.m.
�Good God, it�s hot!� complained the man in the passenger side of the red 1969 Jeep CJ5 as it cruised down Calle Ocho. Miami in July was hot, sea breezes notwithstanding. The sun was bright and torrid, the humidity oppressive. The sky was azure blue with wispy white clouds. This was typical seaside weather. The smells of several Cuban restaurants consumed the streets filled with locals and tourists looking for the mid-day meal with sweet odors of roast pork and fried plantains. The July 4th holiday drew in many tourists, many making it a long weekend.
�It�s going to be a hot one, brother. And I thought Texas was hot. This humidity is hard to take sometimes,� complained Hugo Winsor. �One day I�m headin� back to the Lone Star State.�
�Hell, I know what it is,� smiled Dane Skoglund. �It�s those Texas women. And don�t you deny it.�
�Hmmm, I can�t argue with that. But let�s not say anything bad about my Texas girls. They are very hard to beat.� Hugo suddenly snapped his head around. �Oh, my God, look at those beauties over there!�
�Hugo, if you are not thinking about food, you are thinking about women,� Dane answered as he smiled at a trio of pretty young ladies crossing the street as they stopped at the red light. Hugo sat up straight looking at the tanned long legs, the flip-flops and the bikini tops.
�My God, the women of Miami are so very fine!� remarked Hugo as the size of his grin grew as the ladies all looked his way and smiled. A petite blonde waved at Hugo nearly setting him off into orbit.
Dane could only laugh as the light turned green and the jeep sped off toward Miami Beach. Miami was his adopted home, far, far from his original homeland of Sweden. His parents had come to America when he was only four. He could hardly remember the numbing cold in his hometown of Sundsvall. After his parents settled in Bremerton, Washington, he and his younger sister, Dana, grew up to be well-liked local athletes. They both excelled in any sport they tried. But all through middle and high school Dane was enthralled with anything Navy. His father worked at the Puget Sound Navy Shipyard as an electrical engineer. Dane took to the sea like a fish.
Dane grew up around the Navy, many times touring the countless ships in the shipyard with his father. It was only natural that he joined Naval ROTC in high school even though it was generally unpopular at the time. But his infatuation with the Navy ensured his tenure.
Two weeks after he turned eighteen, Dane became a citizen of the United States. To him this was a goal he had held since he was a small boy. He had heard his father talk about how wonderful the United States was and how much opportunity was to be had. Exactly one month after his graduation from high school, Dane joined the United States Navy and upon graduation from basic training immediately volunteered for SEAL training. He excelled in both his training and testing, which paved the way for an assignment to the BUD/S course in Coronado, California. He amazed the instructors; not only did he do everything well but did it without a single challenge or harsh word. One instructor anointed him the �SEAL�S SEAL�. That was an honor that Dane held high above all other accolades he had earned throughout his life.
Dane was a hulk of a man. His Swedish genes produced a chiseled, bronze-bodied, blond perfect model for a Navy SEAL. One could swear that he would have made THE best SEAL poster model of all time. But to Dane, he was always trying to do even better. His mother and father had instilled within him not only a strong loyalty to the U.S. but a burning desire to do whatever it takes to ensure the United States succeeded in everything.
He relished the chance to fight for his newly chosen country. So much that he volunteered for duty in Iraq. At first he laughed at a SEAL in the desert but once he got there he was thrust into the thick of things immediately. His actions in Iraq earned him the Navy Cross.
The jeep turned off of Biscayne Boulevard and onto the MacArthur Causeway crossing Watson Island. They were barreling out to Miami Beach. Both Dane and Hugo gazed over to their right at the huge, white cruise ships docked over at the Port of Miami. Saturday was a big turnaround day for the cruise ships in Miami and other major cruise ports. Several Royal Caribbean, Carnival and Norwegian cruise ships came into port at daybreak just as they do many days of the week. Saturday and Sunday were particularly busy days in Miami. The ships disembarked thousands of cruisers from the previous week. Within hours they took on provisions and loaded those lucky folks heading out for the next week of fun on the seas. Even though both had seen their time at sea in the Navy, Dane and Hugo looked at the ships and then looked at each other.
�Hey, what about we try out one of those sometime,� prodded Hugo. �We could have a helluva good time!�
�Yeah, I could see you patrolling the decks hitting on any female over the age of eighteen, leaving none untouched,� laughed Dane. He paused a second, smiling. �Now that I think of it, maybe we should. It would be a hoot to watch you in action.�
�Oh, and what action I could show you, my man! Think of all of the lovely ladies aboard and the time we would have,� grinned Hugo.
Hugo was the epitome of the ladies man. A Texan, Hugo was born and raised in Austin in the hill country. His exploits at Lake Travis and the Oasis were legendary. If you didn�t believe it just ask him. He was always glad to tell you about it. Dane had heard the stories so many times he could recite them in his sleep. Hugo and Dane were natural sidekicks. They had met at BUD/S in Coronado. He was almost a carbon copy of Dane except for the blonde hair. Hugo�s was jet black and slightly curly. The ladies loved Hugo. Always ready with a suave line, he could literally charm the ladies into his arms. Dane could get his share as well but had learned very early in their friendship that Hugo could provide for the both of them.
Almost as driven as Dane, Hugo was a master at combat arms and demolition. Dane had often wondered if he had actually learned demolition as a child. Hugo took to blowing things up like a duck to water. He was very, very good at it. He could also field strip any type of handgun or rifle before most people could sneeze. He ate, drank and slept with weapons. One could probably say that if he was not with a woman at night he was with a weapon.
Although Hugo�s life now was an open book, his childhood was a bit of a mystery. He very seldom talked about his life before the age of eighteen. When he did he cut the conversation short and moved on to other things. Dane had learned not to prod him about it. He figured that if Hugo wanted to let him know he would tell him. Dane�s quiet Swedish background did not lend him to be a conversationalist. What he did know was that Hugo�s father was a mechanic, his mother a nurse. Both had had hard lives. Both lost their parents at an early age. Hugo had never met his grandparents; they died before he was born. His world in his early years was only his father and mother, no one else. He had no brothers or sisters. From the time he could sit up, he was with his father at the garage. He had learned auto mechanics long before he learned to play with other children. Hugo could rebuild any engine and was a mechanical magician. All of those hours spent with his father at the garage had stuck with him. Any car he owned was immediately modified to deliver maximum horsepower. When he wasn�t working as a lifeguard, he was working on one of several old cars he had stashed in his garage.
Since his mother worked as a nurse, usually on second or third shift, he had spent very little time with her and females in general. Maybe that was why he became a ladies man when he discovered girls in middle school. He loved his mother dearly and greatly respected her dedication to the family even though she was rarely there to enjoy the fruits of her labor. Both she and Hugo�s father were killed in a car wreck a week after he graduated from high school. That was the reason he joined the Navy. He had no where else to go. Hugo became a man�s man, the ultimate Texan. He lived cars, trucks, grease and guns.
Both he and Dane left the Navy the same day. Neither one of them had any particular strong ties back to their homes. Hugo had loved Texas but felt that if he returned to Austin he would end up like his father in that garage. Dane, on the other hand, did have parents back in Washington state but also had no particular reason to return there as well. So these two vagabonds decided to do something completely different� move to Miami. One of their Navy buddies had a friend who had a friend that was in charge of the lifeguards on the Miami area beaches. With a little help and a few kind words, Dane and Hugo were settling in as lifeguards in the Miami lifestyle. Within a few months Dane was tapped as a beach commander.
They continued their drive out 5th Street and turned north on Ocean Drive with hotels on the left and the gorgeous white beaches of Miami Beach on the right. They drove north on Ocean Drive until they turned right into the headquarters of the Miami Beach Patrol Headquarters. As they pulled into the parking lot, Dane stopped the jeep under a palm tree as he saw Wayne Johnson and Sherrie Knowlton walking up from the beach.
�Hi, guys,� waved Sherrie, turning to see where Wayne was. �Come on, Wayne. What�s slowing you down? Must be those doughnuts you ate!�
�Doughnuts� You got doughnuts?� yelled Hugo as he bolted from the Jeep and headed toward the office.
�Good morning, fine lady!�
�And a fine mid-day to you too.�Dane, where have you two been?� asked Sherrie as she stopped beside the Jeep.
�We had to run out to Miami International to pick up some gear that Hugo had shipped in from California. It was such a beautiful day that we took our time.�
�Well, I guess if you are the boss you can do what you want,� smiled Sherrie, clearly flirting with Dane. �It�s been a quiet day so far.�
When they walked into the patrol room, Hugo had already found the doughnuts. True to form, he had already eaten one, had a sugar doughnut in one hand and a half a chocolate doughnut in the other hand. The other half was in his mouth.
�I should have known� � chuckled Dane as he walked into the patrol room. �Hugo, you could find food in the worst famine area.�
�I gotta keep my svelte figure for the ladies,� Hugo retorted, taking another bite.
Dane smiled and turned toward his desk. Even Miami Beach lifeguards had to do paperwork. He sat down and pulled a stack of papers from the pile in his IN basket.
�Hey, you�re not going to have one?� asked Hugo, referring to the doughnuts.
�Not me. I don�t want to spoil my lunch,� said Dane, head down signing some form. �Hey, anyone for a Cuban sandwich?�
�I just ate,� answered Wayne. �I had a late breakfast.�
�I�ll bite,� said Sherrie, who from her looks one would think she didn�t eat at all. She could be a Baywatch babe in anyone�s book. �I�d love a Cuban sandwich, with extra mustard!�
�That goes double for me too,� said Hugo, taking his last bite of a chocolate doughnut. �I�m starving.�
Dane got up and walked over to Hugo and gave him a playful slap on the back. �You are always starving, big guy. Who wants to take my jeep?�
�I�ll go,� said Hugo. �And Sherrie, you can ride along to hold on to the food on the way back.�
Wayne smiled. �Typical Hugo; he�d do anything to ride with a pretty girl.�
�Oh,� fawned Sherrie in her best southern belle lilt. �Who? Lil� ole me? Dane, why don�t you come along too.�
�And who did you think?� said Wayne, picking up a pair of binoculars and scanning the beach.
�You two go ahead. Here�s a few bucks,� said Dane, handing Sherrie a twenty dollar bill. �Get me one of those special salads. But hurry back. We need to do our mid-day patrol in a few minutes. There�s too much burning flesh on the beach today being the Fourth of July weekend.�
�And some of it you just don�t want to see,� quipped Wayne, still scanning the beach. �The old folks� home must have dropped a group off here. And half the women are topless. Oh, my aching eyes.�
�Sherrie beamed as she took the cash from Dane and grabbed Hugo and pushed him toward the door. �I better get lover boy moving before he hits the sand looking for those old ladies. He�s a sucker for his sweethearts.�
�Hey,� Hugo whined. �There are beautiful ladies down there too!� Sherrie pushed him out of the door and away they went.
Wayne put down the binoculars and shook his head, smiling. �That guy will never change.�
�What would we do without Hugo?� Dane mused. �He�s ninety percent of the entertainment around here.�
The Fourth of July weekend was big on Miami Beach. As the Beach Commander for all of Miami Beach, Dane had direct charge of over 150 lifeguards placed up and down the beach, each patrolling their specific areas. Dane and his staff at the Beach Patrol Headquarters were primarily the administrative headquarters but also were responsible for the oversight of each lifeguard on the beach. Sherrie and Wayne were two of Dane�s best supervisors, both with several years experience as beach lifeguards and beach supervisors. It was fairly rare a real emergency arose; mostly sunburn, man-o-war stings and cut feet. But every now and then someone would venture out too far and have to be rescued. That�s when the frantic calls would come in and Dane and his staff would dispatch emergency vehicles to the site. While the lifeguards handled the swimming and directed rescue chores, the City of Miami Beach wanted professional EMTs to handle the true emergency medical duties. For that reason Dane had nearly a dozen EMT units standing ready at all times. Those folks did the heavy lifting but it always resulted in more paperwork and reports from his group at patrol headquarters. The patrol did have a twenty-seven foot rescue vessel and several jet skis and other jet-propelled craft to rescue folks in emergencies. To Dane this was his small navy. Ultimately it all fell back on his shoulders.
�So far we�ve had a nice, calm fourth,� said Wayne, scanning the beach again with the binoculars.
�Oh, man, don�t jinx us by saying that!� cried Dane. �Now all hell will break loose.� He looked over at Wayne and laughed. �That�s what my dad used to always say. I had to say it.�
Wayne grinned and put down the glasses. �Yeah, it seems that way sometimes. How is your family? I haven�t heard you mention them lately. Everybody doing okay?�
�Actually, everyone�s doing great� Knock on wood. Mom and Dad are doing well and enjoying retirement and Dana�s down in the Amazon with Randall.�
�The Amazon,� Wayne said surprised. �What in God�s name are they doing down there?�
�Oh, what they usually do. Tromp around in the jungle looking for natives and artifacts. All I know is I couldn�t do it. Can you imagine the Amazon jungle in July? You think it�s hot and humid here� �
�Yeah, I�ll bet. But those two like that, huh?�
�I guess so,� answered Dane. �They got a nice grant to go so I guess it�s not too bad if you have someone else paying for it.�
�Are they looking for anything in particular or are they on a general safari-like trip?�
�Oh, hell, I have no idea,� laughed Dane. �I gave up on trying to figure out my sister years ago. Once she met Randall, they took off into the wilds together and seem to love it. Better them than me.�
�I guess so, but running around in the Amazon jungle is dangerous. I mean, there are cannibals and wild animals and disease, just to name a few dangers of the wild.�
�Yeah, but they like it. That�s their job. I know Mom and Dad aren�t too sure about them most of the time but, hey, they are adults so we leave them alone. I think most of it is Mom�s fear of snakes. She thinks the Amazon is full of all kinds of snakes ready to eat you.�
�I guess I can�t disagree with her,� said Wayne. �Looks like we have another large group coming out on the beach,� he said, picking up the binoculars again and turning to the window overlooking the beach. �We may want to add another person on David�s tower.�
�Go ahead and do that,� Dane said, getting up from his desk and moving over by Wayne at the large windows overlooking the beach. �Looks like another hotel bus just let off a load of folks.�
�Yep, more fodder for the sun.�
�Did we miss anything?� cried Hugo, bursting through the door, arms full of food.
�Not a thing,� Wayne said, turning to see Sherrie walk in. �We did add another guard to Dave�s tower. There seems to be a large crowd down there.�
�Okay,� Hugo answered as he sat down to eat with Dane and Sherrie. �I�ll take a run down there as soon as I eat and see how Dave�s doing. Maybe there will be some babes down there.�
�Hugo, you will never change,� smiled Sherrie, taking a bite of her sandwich. �You are always on the make.�
�Hey, I�m one of the happiest men on earth,� laughed Hugo.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Saturday, July 2, 2011
Deep in the Amazon Jungle � Western Brazil;�1:00 p.m.
�Let�s get back to it. We have a lot of work to do before dark,� sighed Dana Finley. The others in her party began to stir from the lunch break. Dana looked upward but saw very little light filtering through the canopy of the jungle. She wiped her brow with her red bandana and returned it to her pocket. It was so hot and humid but what else would one have expected here in the Amazon?
The jungle around her felt like a giant wet blanket. An early morning shower had drenched everything and the humidity had skyrocketed. She was used to dense forests back in her days in the state of Washington where she was a child. This jungle, however, was nothing like home. Everything seemed alive. It was never silent. Wildlife was everywhere, on the ground, filling the trees above and on every frond and bush they seemed to encounter. She had never seen so much life. Even with the vibrant canopy of trees overhead, the sun seemed to stick its fingers down through the treetops touching the ground all about her. Each point of light seemed to illuminate the thousands of crawling insects and bugs on the ground. Those creatures not on the ground were flying about her head. This made South Alabama and the gnats seem like child�s play. Some of these insects were as big as small birds. The ground seemed to move as thousands of ants and other crawling things traveled along their way, undaunted by their presence. One thing about the rainforest, it was bursting with life!
Randall Finley stood near her intently reviewing a map in one hand and his GPS in the other. An already thin man of six feet, the past several weeks in the jungle had taken a few more pounds off of his gaunt frame. But with his chiseled looks, he looked like a thin Indiana Jones in his khaki trousers, khaki shirt and old brown brogan shoes. He took turns looking at his GPS and checking back with his map. Outwardly he seemed confused.
�We aren�t lost, are we?� smirked Dana, knowing full well that Randall probably knew where they were within inches.
�Yeah, we are lost,� he quipped, knowing they were exactly where they wanted to be. �I guess we will just have to hope Sheena of the Jungle will find us.�
�Right; that�s what we need, a half-naked blonde woman out here driving you crazy,� she answered, smiling and shaking her head. �Let�s get going.�
�I already have that,� said Randall, trying to hide his grin as he turned and led the group deeper into the jungle.
�Aww, you just love me to death,� laughed Dana.
The group followed Randall as he wielded his bolo and began another leg of their trek.
Dana and Randall had been married for two years but had been roaming around the wilds of Brazil together for nearly three years before that. Both had graduated from Princeton where their studies in Amazon cultures had gotten them choice professorships that provided a good life. Their marriage was attended by all of the faculty as well as international benefactors who for whatever reason seemed totally enthralled with the Finleys and their work.
They both loved the wilds of the jungle. They especially loved the Amazon. This was the last great largely uncharted area in the world. Hundreds had trekked the wilds of Africa but few had tried the Amazon River jungles, especially here in western Brazil.
They were searching for ancient Amazon tribal artifacts. Buoyed by the small grant they received from an anonymous but well-funded benefactor, they had rushed down to the Amazon immediately after the spring term. They had been here since June 8th and were now headed into their sixth week. The lion�s share of their grant money had been spent to fly down and outfit the small team of eight researchers and ten locals. The Finleys wanted to get as much done as they could before returning to their teaching jobs at Princeton. Fall quarter was just around the corner.
Their area of interest was in the southern Amazon near the headwaters of the Rio Juruena in west-central Brazil about 400 miles north-northwest of Caceres. The area was about as far away from nowhere as anyone could get. Far from any large town, there were very few foreigners that ventured into this area. This was the home of several indigenous tribes. The Finleys were there to study those that they could find or, to be more specific, those who found them.
�According to my bearings, I suggest that we head north,� said Randall as calmly as if he were in his classroom back at Princeton. �If we can make eight miles before dark, we should be in the general area where we were told that new tribe should be. I believe they are a derivative of the Trumai tribe.�
�They would be a great group to study if we could find them,� answered Dana.
�You think we can make eight miles?�
�Eight miles in this jungle will be hard but I think we can do it,� Dana said, knowing that Randall�s question was a thinly veiled challenge.
Dana snapped her bandana at Randall�s butt.
�I can. But sometimes I wonder about you!� she said smiling.
Randall returned the smile and stepped back to the rest of the group and told Manolo, one of the local tribesmen, to take the lead.
�Head to the north,� Randall said, pointing northward while waiting for a look of comprehension from Manolo.
�Norte,� he blurted in Portuguese and smiled. He seemed to pick up the pace. Randall was pleased.
Just a few more miles and we will find what we have been looking for, Randall thought to himself. His broad smile displayed his clear enjoyment. After all of these years studying these people, he was hoping to finally be able to see them face to face.
Randall looked around at the small group marching through the jungle. It reminded him of the old Tarzan movies he had watched as a kid. It was those shows that got him interested in the jungle and its people. But in the back of his mind he always had the distinct fear that the people he might find may not want to be found. And they may not like those that found them.
Their trek continued until they came upon a small open area, very odd for this tract of jungle. They had traveled about seven miles since their lunch stop. They were very close to their goal.
�I think we should stop here and set up camp,� said Randall, gauging the size of the open ground and the size they needed for a camp. �I don�t think we will find a better place to camp, even if it�s a bit early. Let�s give everyone a break.�
�Sounds like a winner to me,� retorted Dana. �I could use a nice restful early evening dinner and dancing.�
�Right,� smiled Randall. �I�ll get the dinner reservations and set up the band.� Randall walked over to the carriers and began to tell them where to set camp.
�Yes, Dr. Randall. I get everything set up,� the leader, Manolo, answered in broken English laced with the accent of his native Portuguese and native languages. Manolo was a Brazilian native. In his 32 years he had grown up in these jungles. His parents had not seen a white man until they were teenagers. Manolo had been fascinated by the white people who came into the jungle and had followed one group back to civilization. There he got a rudimentary education but always returned to his native jungles. Manolo was highly recommended to the Finleys by several colleagues who had employed him before. Randall had come to Brazil to find Manolo and hire him for this trek. Manolo had taken good care of the Finleys so far. His easy-going style and real interest in their work had yielded a great sense of pride in what he was doing.
Manolo meticulously set up each area of the camp. First he arranged an area for the Finleys a bit away from the main area of camp. Then he created a cooking area and got the cook and his helper started on the night�s meal. Several of the other men cleared a sleeping area for Manolo and his men, all of this under the watchful eye of Manolo. They also set up a small perimeter security area and placed a few men at intervals watching out for trouble but fully not expecting any. This setup was mainly to warn away any nighttime hunting animals that may decide to get bold and enter camp. A large campfire was always present. The fire drew many flying bugs but in Manolo�s experience kept away the larger, more dangerous animals of the jungle.
As the Finleys� tent was being pitched, Randall unpacked the gear and began to set up a table for the radio and the telescoping fifty foot aerial. The radio rig gave them the ability to check in with the folks back at the base. This was one of the several safety procedures the Finleys had insisted upon; near constant communications back to a base camp at the trailhead a hundred miles back.
Princeton had developed a safety protocol to ensure that their expeditions were relatively safe. Each expedition had to establish a base camp near the closest town or village with outside communications. This base camp was also required to communicate with the expedition at least daily or more to ensure there were no medical issues or emergency needs. Adding to this �link to home� the expedition was required to utilize sophisticated Global Positioning Systems (GPS) to first enable the creation of detailed maps and enable the base camp to always know the position of the trekking teams. These protocols were aimed at reducing the risk of expeditions getting lost or having problems with indigenous tribes or worse, disappearing altogether. Any indications of a major problem would be noticed at the base camp within one day and the necessary actions taken. The base camp could in turn contact Princeton for more input if needed.
Randall actually liked the new �safety net� protocols. The last thing he wanted to happen to him and Dana was to disappear in this jungle. The Finleys had decided to contact the base camp each night and at their lunch break if it was feasible. Since they had missed the lunch check-in, Randall was eager to check in as soon as possible. He didn�t want to be responsible for a rescue mission being dispatched because he got a bit careless.
Randall unpacked the battery pack and hand generator and placed them on the table. He opened a second case and retrieved a mobile ICOM VHF-HF radio unit and began connecting the radio to the antenna leads and the power supply.
�Manolo, have one of the men deploy the aerial.�
�Sim senhor. I get it done quick,� Manolo answered in broken Portuguese without missing a beat as he unpacked. He called out to the crew and quickly one of the men ran over, unpacked the collapsible aerial and began setting up about fifteen feet away from the radio table. He hacked away a few offending plant fronds and drove the anchors into the ground, connected the aerial and deployed it to its full length.
�Here�s the antenna connection,� said Randall, handing the man one end of the antenna cable lying in a small coil beside the radio table. Randall checked to see that he had everything connected. While he had been trained well to set up and break down this radio gear, he was definitely not a super geek when it came to the radio. He could operate it and that was that. If they had a problem, well� he just hoped they did not have a problem.
Randall switched on the power supply and radio and felt pleased with the static he heard. He checked the frequency settings and keyed the transmit key on the microphone. Each time he used the radio, he remembered his childhood and an old TV show he loved to watch, Car 54 Where Are You? He just couldn�t get that out of his mind with Francis Muldoon and Gunther Toody, two wacky NYPD policemen. He smiled to himself.
�Finley Expedition calling Finley Base� Finley Expedition calling Finley Base� Over� �
A moment passed. All they could hear was low static.
�Finley Base here� We were sitting here with a drink waiting on you or Dana,� said the deep voice of Ben Jamison, the Finleys� base camp contact. �How are things going out there? Over� �
Randall answered, �Doing well, Ben. All is A-OK. We are near our objective search area. We should be there by noon tomorrow.�
Dana heard the radio and walked over to Randall, who was sitting at the table. �Ask Ben if he has heard from Dr. Dukes at Princeton,� interjected Dana. Randall nodded.
�Ben, Dana wants to know if you have heard from Dr. Dukes. Over�.�
�Ah, yeah, he�s sending a few folks down to help you guys out as soon as you need them. Over� �
�Very good,� answered Randall as Dana smiled and nodded in approval. �We may be ready for them in two or three days. I hope they are all packed and ready to travel. Over� �
�They better be,� huffed Ben. �We put them on alert a week ago. Over� �
�Roger that, Ben, I hope they think to bring their bug repellent. Over� �
�A big roger to that, Randall. If they are dumb enough to come to the Brazilian jungle without bug repellent, then God help �em. Over� �
�Yeah, well, you know how we professors think� we may know a lot about our field of study, but our common sense sometimes suffers. Over� �
Ben smiled, �Like you are telling me something I don�t know? Over� �
Dana stifled a laugh and turned away. �Yeah, some of us more than others� �
Randall turned and looked amused. He knew she was talking about him. She was always claiming he had no common sense.
Ben had no great love for most intellectuals, especially those �Pinheads from Princeton� as he called them. Ben had served as base camp manager for the Finleys on several prior treks and had grown to respect the two. Ben always said that Dana and Randall didn�t act like those other snobs he dealt with from Princeton on other expeditions. Ben was known for making good decisions under pressure no doubt due to his previous military background in the Marines. He had a roughness when needed but treated Dana like his own baby sister. Randall considered Ben a good friend and a great person to have watching their backs from base camp. In Ben�s mind, the Finleys were good people.
Ben established the expedition�s base camp at the Finleys� Rio Juruena jumping-off point, Cotriguacu, deep in the Brazilian State of Mato Grosso. It was a tiny river port consisting of a few buildings but did have electricity and communications back to Caceres, the closest major town. Cotriguacu met one of Ben�s requirements for a base camp, a bar. He set up the base camp in several large tents at the edge of the jungle near the main road. That way he had a relatively quiet existence close enough to the bar and port but far enough away to keep most people away. It was to Ben a wonderful vacation in the Amazon. He enjoyed all the creature comforts of home, even air conditioning. Or what passed as air conditioning here in the Amazon. Still it was much better than the nightly camps the Finleys were experiencing. Food and supplies were plentiful, as long as he did not have visitors from the United States.
�Okay. We are signing off for the night. We will recontact you tomorrow sometime in the early afternoon. Please confirm recontact time. Over� � said Randall.
�Recontact tomorrow early afternoon� Roger, Finley Base Camp.�Over� � Ben replied.
�Roger, Finley Base Camp.�Finley Expedition out.� Randall switched off the mobile radio and leaned back in the chair. Dana stood over him.
�Feel better now?� asked Dana, poking her husband in the right shoulder.
�Yeah, you know I do when I can talk to Ben. He seems to calm me down when I most need it. Like Dad used to do.�
�You two are a mess,� Dana replied as she turned to check on dinner. �I�m surprised Ben didn�t stow away a bottle for you.�
�How do you know he didn�t?� laughed Randall. Dana turned grinning and shot him a bird as she walked over to check their tent.
The sun was beginning to set and the jungle was starting to get dark. Manolo�s guys were building a nice firewood pile and a small cooking fire was already going. Manolo always wanted a large bonfire going before darkness fell. It was not a want but a need. In the jungle it really gets dark, so dark you cannot see your hand in front of your face.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Sunday, July 3, 2011
Downtown Miami, Florida;�3:00 p.m.
The thin man walked up to the door of the shop and rang the doorbell. The sign on the window said �International Investments, LLC, Open by Appointment Only�. He looked at the sign and rang the bell again. Being Sunday, most businesses in downtown Miami were closed. But he had an appointment. He had business to do and he needed to get this over with so he could attend the ballet that evening with his wife.
He heard a stirring inside. The blinds covering the door separated slightly and closed quickly. He heard the lock click and the door opened.
�Please come in, Mr. Nader,� said Dieter Blocher, a young man of about 30 years. �Mr. Jackson will be with you in a moment. May I get you some refreshment?�
�No, thank you. I�m in a bit of a hurry today,� Nader replied politely.
�Very well, Mr. Nader. Please be seated.� The young man gestured toward two chairs off to the right and walked away through a back door leaving the man sitting alone.
The room was simple. With the front window shades pulled down the room was quiet and dimly lit. It had a faint cigar smell seemingly coming from the back room. Oh, God, Nader thought, he�s smoking those nasty cigars again. There were four large overstuffed leather chairs, two on each side of the room. There were no tables, no magazines, just the large chairs. In the center of the back wall was a single door. In front of the door was a small desk with a telephone handset and a flat screen computer monitor; nothing else. The simplicity of the room was welcomed by Nader. He wanted to get his business done and get out. He had no time to read anything. This was not a doctor�s office.
As Mr. Klaus Nader sat down he placed the valise he was carrying at his feet. He leaned over to straighten the identity tag attached to the handle. The valise looked brand new. It was made of the finest leather and had that rich smell to it. As Nader straightened up, the back door opened.
�Mr. Nader, Mr. Jackson will see you now. Please come this way, sir.� The young man�s voice was very calm and precise. He accompanied Nader down the short hall past several other offices and into a large well-appointed office. It was Sunday, he thought. Everyone else must be at home as he should be.
�Good afternoon, Klaus,� smiled Albert Jackson as he arose from behind his massive desk and walked around to meet him. �I�m very happy to see you again. I trust everything is well?� Jackson�s warm welcome made Nader uneasy.
�Yes, very well indeed,� squeaked Nader. �All is well. But I must make this a short meeting. My wife expects me soon. We are going to the ballet.�
�Ah, the ballet. I believe the performance is Le Corsaire. Am I correct?�
�Yes. My wife loves Le Corsaire. Frankly, I�m not too enthused but one must keep the wife happy, you know.�
�And how is your wife, Lily?� asked Jackson attentively.
�Very well, thank you. She had that bout with pneumonia, you know, but she is much better now.�
�Yes, the poor thing. I am so glad she is better. So better that she can now enjoy the ballet,� smiled Jackson. �I hope she enjoyed the flowers.�
�Yes, she did very much. Thank you, Albert. That was very kind of you to remember her.�
�Oh, please do not mention it. If Lily enjoyed the flowers then that makes me very happy.�
�Well, she definitely was pleased, Albert. Thank you again.�
�Let us get to work, Klaus,� said Jackson, scurrying back behind his desk. �We need to get you out of here and on to the ballet. Blocher, please get me the Dornott files if you will.�
The young man nodded his head and disappeared down the hall.
Mr. Nader placed his valise between his legs and opened the bag, removing one single sheet of paper. He handed it across the desk to Jackson.
�I believe this will suffice today,� Nader said confidently. Jackson took the paper and looked at it intently.
�Yes, this will do nicely.�
Jackson read the note and reached into his desk to get his pen. He opened the cap on the expensive Mont Blanc fountain pen and with a flourish signed his name to the document just as the young man re-entered with a large lockable file box.
�Blocher, please open the file box and place this inside,� Jackson said, handing a key to Blocher. Jackson waited patiently for the file box to be opened and handed the document to the young man. Without looking at the paper the young man placed the document inside, relocked it and handed the key back to Jackson. Without a word, Blocher took the box and left the room.
�Well, it seems our operation is quite profitable, Klaus. We are averaging 2.5 million every two weeks. Everything is doing well?� asked Jackson.
�We are doing very well,� answered Nader with a slight smile. �The Brazilian operation is well ahead of schedule and production is only at 26 percent. We can increase it at any time.�
�Let�s not get too far ahead of ourselves. We cannot afford to lose sight of our overall goals. Slow but steady, like the tortoise, my dear Klaus. Slow and steady. I do not want to cause any market disturbances yet. For now let�s keep the production low knowing we can ramp it up at will. Once we decide to move forward, the market will not know what hit it. This will be quite different than our predecessors. They made such a mess of things.�
�I understand. I trust you will relay your thoughts to Kaete in Brazil and continue as we are now,� said Nader.
�Yes, that would be best at this time,� Jackson replied.
�Imagine,� said Nader seemingly deep in thought, �a new beginning and new Fatherland. This is a dream come true.�
�Not quite yet, my dear Klaus,� smiled Jackson. �We are on the threshold of a new ideal world. But we have much work to do to make it happen. We must stay the course and be extremely careful in our thoughts and actions.�
�I will do my best to ensure my part is done well,� said Nader, sitting straighter in his seat.
�Yes, I�m certain you will,� said Jackson.
�Then our business today is complete,� stated Nader as he stood to leave.
�Yes, it is, Mr. Nader. Your payment will be as always and available in the account by Monday. Please let me show you to the door.� Jackson escorted Nader to the front door, opening the door for him. �I will see you in two weeks; yes?� queried Jackson.
�Yes, of course. Same time, I presume?�
�Absolutely, that will do quite well. Thank you. You and your wife have a wonderful time at the ballet.� Jackson waved goodbye as he closed the door.
Jackson walked back to his office. Within a minute Blocher joined him.
�Dieter, please contact our Swiss accounts and prepare the appropriate deposit. Also contact our sources and relay the acceptance and deposit of these funds as soon as they have been confirmed in Switzerland. I need to update the F�hrer.�
�Yes, Mr. Jackson. I will take care of it immediately.� Dieter turned and left the room.
Albert Jackson opened a desk humidor and pulled out one of his Cuban Cohiba Behike BHK 56 cigars. He meticulously trimmed the end and lit the cigar with a gas torch lighter. He relished his first puff and watched as the sublime smoke rose into the air. He sat back and contemplated the future; his future and the future of the Fourth Reich.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Sunday, July 3, 2011
Deep in the Amazon Jungle;�6:00 a.m.
Dawn broke with a beautiful purple sky as the sun peeped through the trees. Sunrise in the Brazilian jungle was not the �Oh My God!� sight many people might think. In fact, if the Finleys were not in a small clearing, they probably would not have seen the sunrise at all. With a full canopy of trees, the jungle has a full-time umbrella over its head.
Manolo and his men expertly produced a filling breakfast and while the Finleys were eating broke camp. As Randall finished his coffee, Manolo�s men doused the fire and packed the final items.
�We are ready to go, Dr. Randall,� smiled Manolo. Manolo loved the jungle and always seemed to have a wide smile on his face.
�Manolo, what would we do without you?� chided Randall. �You are the best!�
Manolo gave a wide grin and turned to his men. After a few short words the crew hoisted their loads and was ready to move.
�Which way we go?� Manolo asked.
Randall checked his map as Dana stood beside him. He looked at his GPS and rechecked the map.
�We go this way, Manolo. We go this way,� said Randall pointing to the northeast.
The troop headed off for another day�s trek.
The Finleys were experts in early Amazonian history and the tribes therein. It was important to them and to Princeton that this expedition be successful. The study of the indigenous tribes led them here; the people, their customs and their artifacts. They knew humans thrived in these ghastly jungles for centuries, but little if anything was known about them. No white man ventured this far back into this part of the jungle. The Finleys felt they were groundbreakers and indeed they were.
While exciting, it also carried huge dangers. Not only the normal dangers of walking through a dangerous, wild jungle thousands of miles from home but also the danger of meeting tribes of natives that may have never seen a white man or, for that matter, a white woman. One�s mind swirled with the images of being captured by natives, enslaved or worse, being killed either via a ritual execution or simply for dinner.
After several hours the troop came to a garden-like open area with a small lake fed by a beautiful waterfall on one end. It was about ten o�clock in the morning but this idyllic setting was too good to pass up.
�Randall, let�s stop for a while. We can bathe and enjoy the water. We haven�t had a bath in weeks and I�m tired of washing myself from a bucket. We have the time.�
Randall could see Dana was clearly enamored with this oasis-like place in the Amazonian jungle. Why not stop at least for a while and enjoy some downtime. They were technically ahead of schedule as if any research expedition could ever be considered ahead of schedule.
�All right,� Randall huffed, acting as though he thought he wanted to keep moving. But the cool, clean water did look very inviting. �We can stop for a few hours but then we need to keep moving.� Inside he was already wondering how the water would feel. �Manolo, let�s stop for lunch and some rest. Tell everyone to just break out what we need but be ready to go again in two hours. I want to make another several miles before we set camp for the night.�
�Yes, Dr. Randall,� answered Manolo. �I get lunch ready too.� He hustled off barking instructions to his men.
There was no stopping Dana. In her excitement she started scouting about the lakeside looking for a secluded place to bathe away from the immediate camp.
Dana Finley didn�t look like the stereotypical university scholar. She was one beautiful lady. At twenty-nine she still held her teenage figure very well. Her once long blonde hair had been cut short for the expedition and made her look even younger than her age. At five feet six inches her athletic build made her a very sexy-looking university professor, and Randall loved it. She possessed the wonderful Scandinavian beauty that came from her parents. Born in Washington State, she and her brother, Dane, grew up in the outdoors. Trekking through the jungles of Brazil came natural to her.
Dana had met Randall when they were freshmen at Princeton. Dana was the demure young lady with enough natural good looks to drive all the guys crazy. Randall was a studious, somewhat shy guy from Chicago. But his love for sports caused a happenstance meeting between the two at one of Randall�s Kappa Sigma frat parties. He invited her to come to one of his lacrosse games and they had been together ever since.
Even though Randall spent many, many days and nights in Princeton�s libraries it never stopped him from playing the sports he loved. He excelled at baseball, basketball and lacrosse in high school but concentrated on lacrosse at Princeton. He played for Princeton all four years of his undergraduate time. He also played freshman baseball but gave it up due to the sheer number of games each season. His six foot one lean frame showed his love and dedication to sports even though he had little time to participate over the past two years. But he kept fit at the gym and by running each day. The Finleys could have been a cover couple on any fitness magazine.
Randall saw that Manolo had everything in hand so he decided to follow Dana. He walked about forty yards from the camp where he found her standing barefoot in her underwear on a small sandy beach on the lake. She was struggling with the back catch on her bra.
�Need some help there, lady?� he called, startling Dana, who turned seemingly ready to pounce. He grinned and stepped back, throwing up his hands in defense. �Whoa, who�d you expect? Who can find us out here?�
�Isn�t this fabulous?� she asked excitedly as her startled look turned to glee. Randall stepped behind her and unsnapped her bra. �I can�t wait to get into this water,� she said, dropping her bra on a small bush and using her thumbs to pull her panties to the ground. She flicked them over to the same bush and stepped into the water up to her ankles. She turned. �You are coming in, aren�t you?� she asked.
He stood there marveling at her. She was beautiful. She looked like she had not aged a week since their marriage. She looked so happy� and so naked! He felt himself getting excited.
�Hell, yeah, I�m coming in,� he cried as he began to shuck off first his boots, his shirt and then his pants. He hesitated a second, realizing he was out in the wild jungle, and then dropped his shorts, hanging them on Dana�s clothing bush.
Dana was now in the water, waist deep. �Ooohh, looks like somebody�s getting a bit excited,� she cooed. �C�mon in, big guy. The water�s nice and cool.� She slowly sank down to her neck.
�See any piranha?� Randall asked just to pick at her.
�What! You mean there are piranhas in here?� she gasped, popping up out of the water like a cork, her small white breasts heaving.
�Just kidding,� Randall laughed, although the sight of her naked in the water did have him wanting to steal her away into the bushes. �They usually inhabit the rivers where there�s more food, not these smaller ponds.�
�Damn you. Get your ass in here and quit scaring me.�
The water did feel fine. Neither had bathed properly in over two weeks. A bath was a washcloth and a bucket of water. This was a real treat! About fifty yards away, they heard several big splashes and laughing. It sounded like Manolo and his guys were enjoying the water as well.
Dana and Randall swam around for about thirty minutes; half cleaning, half playing in the water. Both were giggling and playing like two kids. Sometimes the jungle was great!
They both helped each other out of the water, clearly refreshed.
�I see shrinkage,� she giggled as she noticed Randall coming out of the water.
�Oh, and I see little miss iron nipples,� joked Randall, reaching over and tweaking Dana�s hard left nipple. They continued to giggle and laugh as they redressed and returned to the campsite. The simple swim did wonders for both of them. They were refreshed and ready to tackle the jungle again. The rest of the group had returned from their swim and were busy setting out lunch.
Manolo was smiling ear to ear. �This water is very fine; yes, Dr. Randall?�
�Yes, Manolo, it was great! What�s for lunch?�
�Ah, only the best for all of us,� answered Manolo, cutting fresh fruit.
As they all ate, no one was aware of their visitors; several men dressed in black uniforms� watching.
After lunch, the group packed everything up, said goodbye to their watery oasis and set themselves back on track.
�We need to make only a few miles before we make camp for the night. I need to check in again with Ben,� Randall told Manolo as they began following what looked like an old trail. �This trail must be one used by the locals, although not lately.�
�This trail very old. Not used in very long time,� remarked Manolo, looking around intently for any trace of any type of trail use. �I not sure where it goes or where it comes from. It started from nowhere. This very hard to understand. �
�Interesting,� said Randall. �Comes out of nowhere and goes wherever. Let�s follow it for a while and see where it takes us.�
�Yes, Dr. Randall,� answered Manolo quietly, although now it was clear he was becoming a bit more concerned with the jungle around them than before.
After a few hours along the trail, the group came upon a small clearing about ten feet in diameter. Many people would have missed the marker but not Randall.
�Wait a minute!� yelled Randall as he stopped, stepping off of the trail and approaching the low, vine-covered stone column. �What have we here,� he asked rhetorically as Dana and a few of the others walked over to see what he was so excited to see. It was clearly a man-made marker of some kind.
�Is that what I think it may be?� asked Dana, leaping over Randall to get a better view. �It is definitely an old marker of some type and it has been here quite a while.�
Both were now kneeling in front of the small rock column a little less than three feet tall. Randall and Manolo cleared the vines so they could get a better view. What they thought was a single stone column was actually made from several stones stacked together. There was one very interesting characteristic to the stone, though. The rocks that made up the column were finely chiseled and fit together very tightly. Several faded symbols or letters were chiseled in the stone.
�I swear if I did not know any better this looks very Incan. But this is not an area that the Incas were known to roam; too far inland,� said Randall, trying to make some kind of meaning out of their finding.
�Wait a minute,� added Dana. �This has to be a modern marker of some sort made to look old.�None of the indigenous tribes in this area have the skill to make this.� She ran her hand across one of several indentions on the stones. In her mind she was definitely having a hard time envisioning where this originated. Her curiosity and knowledge of the area were clashing and there was no immediate answer that made sense.
�The stone cuts are very specific. And the fit between the stones is remarkable,� said Dana inquisitively. �You can�t even get a piece of dental floss between those stones.�
�I have never seen anything like it,� said Randall. �Manolo, where are the cameras?�
Manolo turned to one of his men and within a minute the Finleys� camera bag was produced. Dana took one of the three Nikon D700s from the bag and began taking pictures of the stone column. She was very thorough in her recording of this seemingly unexplainable monument. She paid particular attention to the faint markings, hoping to be able to decipher them later. Randall simply sat there in front of the stone making notes in his notebook, trying ever so hard to make sense of what they had found. The two Finleys were truly perplexed by their find.
The remainder of the group now settled into the small clearing, put down their packs and sat down. Randall turned to Manolo and told him to make camp over on the other side of the clearing opposite from the column. He also told him to send a few men out to see if there was water nearby. Then he turned his attention back to Dana and the column.
As Manolo and his men began to set up camp, the men in black continued to watch. In the jungle there were more men in black moving silently about them. The men waited as a predator waiting on its prey, sizing up the group.
After a few minutes one of Manolo�s men ran back into the clearing. He excitedly reported something to Manolo. The man�s arms were waving and he was pointing into the jungle.
�What�s he saying?� asked Randall.
�He says there are people out there.�
�Where� tell him to show me� are they natives?� Randall was clearly excited as well. They could be scouts from the tribe the Finleys had been looking to contact. Dana stood listening intently. She checked her camera. She thought maybe she could get a few pictures of these people. The other men were mumbling to each other and backing away from the stone, hiding in the jungle bushes at the edge of the clearing.
The man continued his diatribe as Manolo tried to calm him and ask him Randall�s questions.
�He says the men are not native. They have black clothes and carry machine guns. This is not good, Dr. Randall. I don�t know these men.�
Randall�s eyes widened as he looked at Dana. �Shit, we may have stumbled on some guerilla unit or, worse, some drug smugglers.� He turned to Manolo. �Tell the men to get their packs and let�s back out of here while we can. I�ll call Ben and let him know what is going on.�
The group quickly grabbed their equipment and packs and took off running back down the trail. After about a mile everyone was ready to collapse.
�Wait, Randall,� gasped Dana. �We have to stop. I can�t run anymore.� Everyone was spent. Running through the Brazilian jungle is not easy, especially in 100�% humidity and 100+ degree heat.
�Okay. Let�s stop over here,� said Randall gasping for air. �Over behind those palms. We can hide in the lower fronds.�
They all collapsed behind the low fronds of several small palms. They hid like their lives depended on it.
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Deep in the Amazon Jungle;�6:00 p.m.
The group lay under cover for well over an hour but it felt like days. They made as little noise as possible. Randall thought about sending another of Manolo�s men out to scout but decided to lie low until dark. They listened intently. All they could hear was the myriad of jungle noises. While that was disconcerting to a degree, Randall was glad he had not heard sounds of men searching the area. With the light quickly fading, he decided to try to move again, this time under the cover of darkness.
�Manolo,� Randall whispered. �Get everybody ready to move. We are going to go back down the trail from where we came.�
�Senhor Randall, it is night coming soon. We should not be moving in the dark. Too many night creatures come out at night,� Manolo explained.
Manolo was right. The jungle at night was a very different place than during daylight hours. Not only was it dark, but many nocturnal predators come out at night to hunt for food. The jungle was dangerous during the day; the jungle at night was exponentially more dangerous. Both Manolo and the Finleys knew their chances of survival were far better during daylight. They also knew that at night in the jungle they fell much lower on the food chain.
�You want to try to trek back down the trail at night?� asked Dana quietly. �I don�t hear anyone moving around. I think they are gone. Let�s set up camp here and regroup in the morning. Moving at night is probably not our best bet.�
�No; we have to pull back now. We can�t be sure they are still out there. If we can get away from here, we can check with Ben. We are overdue now and need to let them know what�s happened. Manolo, let�s get going.�
Manolo gathered his men and told them what was going on. A few of them were not happy at all about walking through the jungle at night. But after Manolo�s insistence, they picked up their loads and started down the trail.
The group had lamps but Randall told everyone to do the best they could in the dark. They were following a trail they had come up earlier. That was an advantage. Still, it was hard to see. Even with a full moon the jungle floor was very dark. Very little moonlight filtered down through the trees. The good news was that they had not seen nor heard anything out of the norm and after an hour and a half they had gone about two miles.
�Let�s stop here,� said Randall quietly. They were in a clearing slightly off of the trail. �Manolo set up camp. No fires. No talking. And bring the radio equipment over here.� Manolo nodded in agreement and set off to get his men started on the campsite.
�Oh,� squeaked Dana as she quickly moved over by Randall.
�What�s wrong, babe?� he inquired quietly.
�Snake,� she said quickly but quietly. �There was a big snake crawling beside me.�
�That�s okay. Don�t worry about the big ones. It�s the small ones that bite. We will probably see more snakes tonight without a fire,� he said. She was not consoled.
�Can�t we have a small fire to help keep the animals away?�
Randall put his arms around her. �No, babe. We can�t afford to light a fire tonight. Out here it will be a beacon to anyone that wants to find us. Manolo will have camp ready in a few minutes. The tent will keep the varmints out.�
Manolo walked over with the radio equipment and antenna. He motioned to one of his men to set up the antenna while Randall began connecting the radio connections on top of his pack as he sat on the ground. Within five minutes you could hear the crackling and sizzle of the speaker static. Randall winced at the sound. Although he had the volume turned down low, the static sounded like it was as loud as a jet engine. Now Randall wished he had brought along the headphones.
�Finley Expedition to Base, Finley Expedition to Base. Come in Finley Base. Over� � Randall said quietly as to not be heard all over the jungle. They waited for an answer in the hiss of static.
�Finley Expedition, this is Finley Base here. Where the hell have you guys been, Randall?� It was Ben�s voice and he was clearly upset. �We have been calling you for hours. Over� �
�Ben. We�ve had a bit of a problem. It seems we have run across a small group of soldiers or something out here. We�ve managed to avoid direct contact but we don�t know if they saw us. Over� �
�Soldiers? Any idea of who they are? Over� �
�Not a clue. They were dressed in black fatigues and armed with automatic weapons so I think they could be a local army. Over� �
�I�ll check with the authorities immediately. There are not supposed to be others in your area except for a few natives. Are you sure they weren�t natives? Over� �
�Ben, we are almost positive they weren�t indigenous tribes. One of Manolo�s men saw them and was able to get away and come back to us.�We hid in the jungle for a while and then retreated about two miles back down the trail we came in on. Right now we are camping in the dark. Over� �
�Roger that, Randall. That was a good move. Wait until morning and see what you have and call me. In the meantime I will check with the local army and figure out what to do. Over� �
�Sounds like a plan, Ben,� said Randall. �We�ll try to get some rest and get back to you tomorrow morning. Are you getting my GPS info? Over� �
�I have your position info and have plotted it. Be careful and take care of Dana. I�ll talk to you tomorrow morning. Over� and out.�
�Roger, Finley Base Camp, Finley Expedition out.�
Randall put the microphone down and looked at Dana. She was scared. So was he. He decided to leave the radio set up in case they needed it fast. Randall did disconnect one of the battery leads to conserve power. It was so dark now Randall had trouble seeing Dana beside him. But it was imperative they stay put hoping whoever it was out there would give up on them and go away. At least that is what Randall hoped. Manolo crept over to the Finleys startling Dana.
�One of my men says he hears someone behind us,� whispered Manolo as he placed a hand on Randall�s arm. �Is not an animal. It is men. Could be many more out there waiting.�
Damn, thought Randall. What the hell do they want? He grabbed Manolo by the arm and turned to Dana.
�You stay here. I�ll be back in one minute.� He crawled away from Dana with Manolo right beside him. He wanted to get out of earshot of Dana. They crawled about ten feet away close to two of Manolo�s men. The two men were cowering under a low bush, not making a sound. They were scared to death.
Randall turned to Manolo and whispered, �Get one of your best guys to move away from us over to our right. Let�s say twenty to thirty meters. Tell him to circle back behind us to see if he can find who is out there.�
�I cannot do that,� said Manolo quietly, his voice shaking. �It is too dangerous.�
�Then what do you want to do? Sit here until they decide to come in and take us all? Not me. If we can find out exactly how many there are and where they are, we may be able to sneak out later tonight.� Randall stopped and listened.
The jungle was a cacophony of sound. The cicadas were screeching and the tree frogs were crying for their mates. The noise was almost deafening. A calm, steady rain began to fall, adding to the natural background noise. With the symphony of sounds it might be possible to sneak away.
Manolo thought for a few seconds. �Okay. I send a man out. When he comes back we try to get away. By dawn we can be far, far away from this place.�
Randall was still scared but felt a bit better now that they had a plan. Randall crept back over to Dana. Manolo crept away searching for his best man, his brother, Tula.
Dana pulled a rain poncho over her head. She heard Randall seconds before he appeared beside her. She reached out and clutched his arm.
�What�s happening?� she said, moving as close to him as she could.
�Okay, we have a plan,� said Randall quietly, digging into his pack for a poncho. �Manolo is sending out one of his best men to scout around and try to pinpoint where these people are or, more importantly, where they aren�t. Then we will try to slip out and head back toward base camp. If all goes well, we will be several miles away from here and safe. But until then we have to sit tight and wait in the rain.�
�Oh, Randall, I�m scared,� said Dana, her voice quivering as if she were at the North Pole, not the Amazon.�The rain caused a slight chill in the air.��What if it doesn�t work?�
�It has to work. That�s all there is to it.�
Dana�s mind was racing. Sweat poured down her back. The jungle noise made it much worse. Now here was the rain. The constant whine of the cicadas and tree frogs drilled into her mind. Why couldn�t they shut up? If they would be quiet, maybe they could hear the men out there and slip away.
She had never been in this type of a situation. She�d run across several Amazon tribes in her time but most were curious, especially when white people came into their midst. This was different, very different. The group could be in danger, not only for their well-being but their lives. She wondered what would happen if these men caught them. Would they kill them outright or would they drag them back to their lair and hold them for ransom? Or would they kill the men and rape her repeatedly and turn her into their slave? Hundreds of horrible to unthinkable scenarios ricocheted through her mind. None were good, none. She grabbed Randall�s arm and squeezed it so hard that what nails she had dug into his arm.
�Hey!� he yowled quietly. �What are you trying to do to me?� he said looking at her.�He saw Dana�s face grimaced with fear. This was fear he�d never seen in her before. He put his arm around her and pulled her close. She started to sob. �It will be all right. Manolo will get us out of this and we�ll laugh about it back at base in a few days.� She buried her head into his chest as he looked out into the darkness. The rain shower was slacking up. He hoped he was right. Damn, he hoped he was right.
Manolo crawled across the area communicating with each of the men in the group. He finally found his brother, Tula. He explained what was going on and their plan. Tula was not impressed. He told Manolo that they had heard at least three people in the area around them. But he had not heard anyone in the past thirty minutes. It seemed the men were trying to wait them out. After about three minutes of agitated but quiet conversation, Tula agreed to scout an escape route. Manolo crept back to where he had left the Finleys.
He told the Finleys Tula was heading out and would be back as soon as possible. Randall thanked Manolo with a big smile and a reassuring pat on the back. Then they all hunkered down waiting on the next move. The rain stopped.
Tula had heard the men over behind the group and to the left. He crept out to the right slowly but surely through the heavy jungle underbrush. An experienced jungle guide himself, Tula knew how to move about the jungle without making much noise. The wet ground helped muffle his footsteps. He listened to the background noise and in his mind set a volume level he could meet and still not be heard over the jungle sounds.
Tula was now twenty meters away from the group. He neither saw nor heard anything. He found ants and many other insects out on their nocturnal feeding and travel operations. He stopped and listened intently, filtering out the jungle sounds as best he could. He heard nothing out of the ordinary. He continued moving out and away from the others. At about thirty-five meters Tula stopped again and plotted his circle back to his right. He moved a few meters and then stopped to check for any other movement that might tell him someone else may have heard him moving. Now fifteen meters back to his left he still had not seen nor heard anything leading him to believe there was someone out there. He decided to stop one last time.
Something moved ahead. Was it an animal or a man? His experience told him that the largest animal in this area was a small leopard that hunted exclusively at night. But he knew the cat was a very stealthy hunter. If Tula could hear the cat, then its prey could hear the cat. No, what he had heard was not a normal jungle sound. There was someone out there. But they seemed to be moving away from him about ten meters ahead. He sat and listened as the man sounds moved away. Soon he heard nothing.
Tula waited ten more minutes without hearing the men and then backtracked to the group. He waited until he was within sight of one of Manolo�s other men before he called quietly to them. Tula found Manolo and both scurried over to the Finleys.
�Tula says the men are gone. They moved over to our right and moved away,� he explained as he waved his arm in the direction the men seemed to have gone. �We can move out to our left a bit and rejoin the trail a mile or so back. We will be safe then.�
�Sounds like a plan, Manolo,� Randall agreed. �Get everybody together and let�s get the hell out of here.�
�Si, Senhor,� Manolo answered as he turned to tell his men what was planned. After a few seconds of part Portuguese and part of some Amazon native tongue, Manolo turned to Randall. �We are ready to go now.�
It was dark as hell. No better way to put it. One would think that sitting in the dark jungle for this long would enable their eyes to acclimate to the lack of light somewhat, but the blackness was so complete; they could barely make out large shapes much less a trail. They crept away nonetheless.
Tula led the line of people through the jungle. They crawled on their hands and knees under as much brush as they could and around what they could not. Now that the rain had stopped, the condensation of the thick jungle humidity further soaked everything. The good thing was the heavy moisture dampened the sounds of the group moving through the foliage. Dana was almost glad it was dark. She had put on gloves for the crawl through the jungle floor but still seemed to encounter many soft, slimy objects as she moved along on her hands and knees. Thank God she couldn�t see what the objects were.
The group was crawling through the jungle looking like a giant millipede. Tula was leading, Manolo second followed by Randall and Dana. The remainder of Manolo�s men followed with the two men behind Dana carrying the radio equipment. They left everything else behind except water. No food. They needed the extra speed, not the creature comforts of a full-fledged encampment. They slugged along making surprisingly little additional noise over the jungle cacophony of the animals of the night.
They moved very slowly for nearly an hour when Tula stopped the group.
�What�s wrong?� questioned Manolo quietly. �Did you hear something?�
Tula whispered something to Manolo. Randall bit his lip. Even he knew that they should be using some sort of silent hand signals instead of talking. He knew that much from the war movies he had seen. But it was still dark. He nudged Manolo, hoping he would get the message. Manolo turned to Randall.
�He thinks we can now move over to the trail,� whispered Manolo as Dana crawled up beside Randall to hear what was going on. Manolo turned back to Tula and patted his back and motioned him to move on to the trail.
Dana whispered to Randall, �Are we out of danger?�
�I don�t know yet. Maybe we are. I will feel much better when we get way on down the trail and farther away from those men.�
�Me too,� sighed Dana.
It was now 6:00 a.m. There was a slight brightness in the east as a new day began. To the group in the jungle it seemed like someone had turned on a light bulb. The strain was getting everyone. After hours of moving at a snail�s pace through the jungle, their escape seemed successful. Tula turned the caravan of crawlers to the right, hoping to intercept the trail. After going on all fours for another twenty minutes, they stopped again. Tula got to one knee and listened. He heard nothing out of the ordinary. He stood looking around in the dim light. He turned to Manolo, who was kneeling behind him.
�The trail should be just ahead,� said Tula. �It looks safe to me.�
Manolo stood gingerly, his eyes wide trying to gather as much light as he could to see in the ebbing darkness. Following Manolo�s lead, Randall and the rest stood slowly. Dana massaged her lower back trying to stretch out her muscles. They all stood quietly, not wanting to move but at the same time wanting to run as fast as they could over to the trail and away. After hours of the steady drone of jungle sounds, Randall�s and Dana�s ears felt numb. The screeching never let up.
Tula went ahead through the underbrush and found the trail about fifteen yards ahead. He returned and led the group ahead.
�Great. At least we can now walk and make some time before morning,� a relieved Randall said to Manolo as they stepped quickly. �Let�s get moving.�
Manolo turned to the group to see a red pinhead light hit Tula�s forehead a split second before Tula�s head popped like a grape. There was a soft thud as Tula�s brains seemed to turn to a red and gray mist, pieces hitting Manolo and the Finleys. Four more of Manolo�s men jerked violently as the same red pinprick lit on the men and several bullets ripped through them, blood spattering in all directions.
�Oh, God!� cried Dana as she stepped back after being spattered with blood and brains from both Tula and the man carrying the radio. Randall looked at her and froze. His mind was electrified. Had Dana been shot? She was covered with blood! He instinctively grabbed her and fell to the ground. She was screaming like a banshee. Manolo had fallen as well but seemed to be all right. The chaos of the moment surrounded the survivors, Randall, Dana and, Manolo.
Randall tried to quiet Dana. As quickly as the chaos erupted, order was restored. However, two very large men dressed in black and wearing helmets and night vision gear stood over them. Four other black-dressed men stood around them encircling the group.
�You will stand up, now!� barked one of the men, �Schnell!� Two others came out of the darkness, reporting to the man that seemed to be the leader.
The Finley group stood, scared for their lives. Randall held Dana tightly to his chest and glanced over to Tula�s lifeless body. The bullet had literally carved a crevasse through Tula�s head, with both sides of his skull peeling back like a flower opening. Tula�s eyes were open and bulging as if he had seen a ghost. Randall quickly looked around and saw the other four bodies lying sprawled where they fell. Thank God none of them knew what hit them.
Two of the men dressed in black began chattering quietly. Randall could not see who they were talking to but did find it strange they were speaking German. One of them stepped closer and Randall could see the small boom microphone near his lips. The leader barked another undistinguishable order and within seconds black hoods were placed over the group�s heads.
�Stay quiet and you will not be hurt,� said one of the black-dressed men sharply.
�We are researchers,� said Randall, finally regaining his voice. �We are not soldiers. Please don�t harm us.�
�QUIET,� came a shout as Randall felt something hit him in the stomach. He doubled over in pain and hit the ground.
�No!� screamed Dana as one of the men grabbed her roughly and whirled her around. A second man quickly clamped handcuffs on her as another man did the same to Manolo.
Another order was barked out in German and two of the men pulled Randall up and cuffed his hands in front of him. Immediately all three were chained together by their handcuffs and pushed toward the trail.
�Walk and keep quiet or I will kill you right here,� threatened the leader. The group of eight men dressed in black dispersed with one man on point, three more men, the Finleys and Manolo and four men bringing up the rear. Randall realized they were in a world of trouble as they were marched away. But he also realized Ben would know their last whereabouts and have help coming soon. At least he hoped help would be coming.

CHAPTER NINETEEN

Tuesday, July 5, 2011
Downtown Miami, Florida;�6:00 p.m.
Albert Jackson opened the door of International Investments, LLC and stepped into the lobby area. It was empty as usual. He stepped through the back door into the hall. Dieter Blocher was coming down the hall to greet him.
Blocher had seen Jackson as he approached the door to the business. The very well hidden high definition color security cameras enabled anyone in the building to not only see but hear everything going on in front of the building. Jackson and his cohorts had demanded the utmost security measures although there was normally nothing of real value in the office at any time.
Jackson did not even confirm Blocher�s presence. He just walked into his office and sat down.
�Dieter, have we received confirmation yet?�
Blocher stepped into Jackson�s office and closed the door.
�Yes; we have confirmed the deposit of five million euros in the secondary business account at UBS AG. I have prepared the cross deposits to Credit Suisse and our operating accounts here in Miami.�
�Very good, Dieter. The arrangement with Mr. Nader and his organization is working out very well. Please get me the numbers for the transactions with Nader. I think we are getting close to our limit with them.�
Blocher opened a folder he had brought with him. He flipped through a few papers, finding the one he wanted and pulled it out.
�We will reach the limit with Mr. Nader�s group within a few weeks. At that time we will be increasing our involvement with Mr. Le Sang�s group in Singapore. I have already contacted them and arranged representation here in Miami,� explained Blocher.
�Excellent work, Dieter,� Jackson said, opening his right-hand desk drawer. �Our clearing of the Brazilian deposits are going very well thanks to your detailed guidance.�
�Thank you, sir,� answered Blocher, curtly bowing his head slightly. �It is my pleasure to serve the future Reich.�
�Yes, we have a wonderful future ahead of us, Dieter, a wonderful future indeed. By the way, I was in contact with the F�hrer last evening. Everything is proceeding as planned.�
Blocher sat in the chair as straight as if he were at attention. Good things were happening to him. His excellent work was being noticed at the highest levels. This bode very well for opportunities in the organization. He felt fortunate to be included in this endeavor. He was proud of his German heritage and proud of the ultimate commitments many in his family had made in order for him to be a part of the rebirth of the Fourth Reich, the rebirth of Germany as a world power.
Jackson and Blocher were only the tiniest tip of the iceberg. They handled operations in the southeastern U.S. out of Miami. In America alone there were six other groups equating to six geographical regions.�International groups were headquartered in major cities around the world, Paris, Singapore, Mumbai, and Tokyo to name just a few. All of these groups funneled back to the new German nation being formed � slowly but very meticulously. A nation formed to avoid the eyes of the population until they were ready to unleash the new Reich that would bring the world to their knees. But first there was much work to do both here and abroad.
�Dieter, you have a great future. I think it is time you met the F�hrer,� said Jackson. Blocher was elated but made no show of it externally.��Very soon I will be moving on to serve at another level. My recommendation that you take over here in Miami has been approved. We are in the process of selecting someone to replace you as you replace me. This all should be put in place within a month. Congratulations, Dieter.�
Blocher was surprised. He had been working with Jackson for nearly ten years, first in Paris and Milan and now Miami.
�Thank you, Mr. Jackson. Thank you very much. I am honored that you have such confidence in me. I shall serve you and the Reich to the best of my abilities!�
�Yes, yes, I am absolutely certain you will, Dieter,� said Jackson. �But first you must take care of an important issue, one that must be taken care of immediately and very discreetly. As always, there is no room for failure.�
�Yes, of course, sir,� answered Dieter.
�Please eliminate Mr. Nader. I have information he has become careless and is talking too much. We cannot afford any leaks of our intentions whatsoever.�
�Consider it done,� answered Blocher without any emotion.
�Also, Dieter, please call and ready the jet. We are leaving for Rio de Janeiro tomorrow morning at seven sharp.�
�Yes, sir,� answered Blocher, suddenly noticing that Jackson used the word we. �Sir, am I to understand I will be accompanying you?�
�Yes, Dieter. Very soon you meet the F�hrer.�
Dieter swelled with pride. Imagine� he was to meet the F�hrer of the Fourth Reich!

CHAPTER TWENTY

Wednesday, July 6, 2011
Miami Beach, Florida;�9:30 a.m.
Even though it was only 9:30 a.m., the Miami Beach stretch around the patrol headquarters was beginning to get crowded. The Fourth of July holidays were behind them but some of the crowd still lingered, trying to squeeze out those last hours.
Dane Skoglund and Wayne Johnson were holding down the fort as Sherrie and Hugo ran the first morning patrol up and down the beach. It was a beautiful Wednesday morning. Dane could see several sixteen-foot Hobie Cats sailing southward, both flying hulls, trying to impress everyone watching from the beach no doubt with their sailing prowess. He watched as they screamed past, pushed by the morning ocean breezes, standing out with their brightly colored sails contrasting against the aqua waters. A blue and white Prindle 18 and a pair of Nacra racing catamarans followed the two Hobies. This was why he loved Miami Beach. Frankly, it beat the devil out of murky, rainy Seattle.
Dane loved his catamaran, an older Prindle 18 that he bought off of someone who put tons of cash into it, sailed it twice and decided it was not big enough. The guy wanted a bigger sailboat. This seemed to happen a lot down here. There was so much money floating around even in these hard economic times. Generally people were hurting due to the housing implosion but those that had cash spent it lavishly. His loss was Dane�s gain. Dane loved to spend his downtime on his Prindle sailing up and down the beach. Hugo loved it too. With both Dane and Hugo being single, Hugo used the sailboat as a tool for trolling for the beautiful ladies on the beach. And 99 percent of the time it worked. They would sail down the beach and watch for the girls waving at them. They would turn the boat to the beach and offer rides. Nearly all of the girls took them up on the offer. They got more dates that way.
�Another quiet day in paradise,� Dane said quietly. �Wish I was out there.�
�What was that?� asked Wayne, walking into the room from the outside balcony.
�Oh, nothing, just wishing I were on one of those cats out there. How are things looking outside?�
�Same-o, same-o,� Wayne replied. �Oh, by the way, I invested some money in gold yesterday.�
�Ahh, so you went through with it, huh?�
�Yeah.�My dad doesn�t think it�s such a great idea but this friend I know is in the business.�His father is a big-time gold dealer and investor. He gave me a good deal. You should look into it as well, Dane.�
�Not me,� Dane replied. �I�m doing fine with those mutual funds you suggested last year. You remember those?�
�Sure. That is a great investment, but you need to diversify. That�s the name of the game these days. With the stock and bond markets doing flip-flops and the world�s economy turning to crap, gold is the one investment that does not lose its value.�
�Whoa, J.C. Godrocks, you sound like one of those gold salesmen all over the TV and radio these days.�
�Yeah, they do sound a bit like a used car salesman. No, seriously, gold is a great investment and should be a small part of your portfolio,� explained Wayne. �Everything I read and study bears this out, especially these days. You can buy gold bullion but most people buy gold shares or gold coins, you know, Krugerrands or Gold Eagles. I have several Krugerrands and I plan to buy more.�
�Well, maybe so,� said Dane, listening but thinking about the daily report he still had to get out by 10:00 a.m.
�If you want, I can hook you up with my buddy, Nathan Nader. His father can handle small investors like us that are friends of the family. And they are right here in Miami.�
�But I�m no friend of the family,� countered Dane. �I don�t even know this guy.�
�I can take care of that!� Wayne said getting excited. �Let me hook you up with my buddy Nathan and he can handle the investments.�
�We�ll see,� said Dane. �How much are we talking about? I might be interested in a small amount but it will be small; maybe just a thousand bucks at the most.�
�Not a problem.�I�ll call Nathan and see what we can do.�
�Oh, have you checked the attendance today? Sherrie said someone called in sick, but I didn�t get a name,� said Dane.
�Yeah; that was the guy up at Collins Park. Ahh, I believe his name is Jacobs, yeah, Steve Jacobs. He�s one of our first-year guys. He�s been pretty dependable and does a great job. Good kid.�
�Okay,� said Dane. He walked over to the window. One of the perks of this job was the view was spectacular. Miami Beach meant a lot of nice looking ladies, white sand beaches and aqua blue water. Dane thought Miami Beach was heaven.
Wayne saw Sherrie and Hugo drive up in the Beach Patrol pickup.
�They�re back� � Wayne sang like a little child.
Dane laughed and shook his head, smiling. What a great group of folks he worked with, he thought. He had worked with Wayne and Sherrie for nearly five years. Both Wayne and Sherrie had started together as lifeguards right out of college. Neither had wanted a nine-to-five desk job so they signed up with the Miami Beach Patrol. After five years, they had both worked their way up to supervisors.
Being a Beach Patrol lifeguard was a calling in a way. Most folks fresh out of college wanted the big bucks, to make a big splash in the business world. Wayne had always loved the beach and was a lifelong resident of Miami. Doing this was a natural progression.�He always said he had no urge to be in the real world.
Sherrie, on the other hand, had studied law in college but became disillusioned with the law profession after her brother was killed by a Miami drug lord seven years ago. The subsequent trial was a farce in her eyes and the perpetrators got off scot-free. The whole situation turned her against the law profession. Her second love, the ocean, took over and here she was.
The door flew open and Sherrie and Hugo entered in the middle of a conversation.
�Ah, bull,� said Hugo, �No way.�
�I swear that was what he said,� Sherrie retorted. �I couldn�t believe it either.�
�Good morning, everyone.�How�s the beach today?� Dane asked, trying to get their minds back on work.
�Morning!� said Sherrie in her best bubbly voice.
�Hey, boss,� a typical reply from Hugo.
�How are things going out there?�
Sherrie responded, �Beautiful. No problems at any towers. The crowds seem to be thinning. I guess the weekend is finally over for the hard chargers. The folks out there seem to be handling themselves well, although it is still early in the morning for most of them. What�s up on the home front?�
�Not much. Wayne is trying to sell me on the gold market,� answered Dane. �Other than that all�s quiet.�
�Gold again, Wayne?� asked Hugo. �Watch out, Dane. He was trying to sell me on it the other day.�
�Speaking of gold, did you hear about that guy getting killed last night? It�s all over the news this morning,� added Sherrie. �That�s all we heard on the radio while we were checking out the beaches. Someone cut the poor guy�s head off.�
�Cut his head off?� asked Dane. �Good God! How did that happen?�
Hugo chimed in, �Evidently he was walking somewhere downtown and someone jumped him, took his briefcase and valuables and literally cut off his head right there on the spot.�
�Holy crap, who did he piss off?� asked Wayne, walking over to hear more. �It must have been some drug cartel. Now, those guys can get real brutal. I�ll bet we will find out that this dude was buying drugs with gold and someone decided to do somebody wrong.�
�I don�t know, but I don�t want to run into �em,� said Hugo. �They sound like bad folks. It had to be some sort of drug type thing if I had to guess.�
�One would think that but this guy was a gold dealer here in Miami. Those folks usually don�t get tied up with the drug guys,� said Sherrie, fixing a cup of coffee. �Anybody want some coffee, Dane?�
�No, thanks.�I have some here.�
Wayne stepped up. �Who was this headless guy? Did the news reports have a name?�
�Nader, I think, was his name. He had something to do with International Investments,� answered Sherrie, taking her first sip of coffee.��Mmmm, the coffee is good this morning.�
Wayne stopped dead in his tracks. �My God, did you say Nader?� Wayne burst out. �Klaus Nader?�
�Yeah, I guess so. I didn�t catch the guy�s first name. What gives?� asked Hugo.
�Klaus Nader is Wayne�s friend�s father,� Dane said standing. �Is this the same guy you told me about a few minutes ago, Wayne?�
Wayne leaned against a desk looking stunned. �Klaus Nader. Yeah, that is him. He�s my friend Nathan�s father. I didn�t know Mr. Nader very well, but he handled some gold transactions of mine.�
�Damn. Sorry, Wayne,� said Sherrie walking over to him. �I�m very sorry.�
�No, that�s okay. Like I said, I didn�t know him very well at all. I had only met him once in person. He was a very nice guy. I need to call Nathan and find out what happened.�
Wayne walked over to his locker and dug through the mess to get his cell phone to make the call. Meanwhile the rest of the group returned to their normal duties. Dane walked out on the balcony. Dane loved the beach, especially Miami Beach. The sun was as bright as always and the sea breeze warm. There was always something going on. Between the topless little old ladies and the gorgeous tanned college girls, life was fine here. He watched a young couple strolling down the beach, a family of four playing at the edge of the surf and two middle-aged guys standing knee deep in the water, beers in hand talking about something. It must have been a bathroom break. Dane smiled.
His attention went from the beach to offshore. He could see several cargo ships about four miles out passing the Miami area. Dane always wondered where they were going. He also loved watching the myriad of cruise ships as they left port. It was a weekend thing since most cruise lines sailed from the Port of Miami on Saturday and Sunday evenings. The ships were filled with all of the happy folks ready for their time at sea. Since it was Wednesday the cruise ships were not due back in until early Saturday morning. There was always something going on at the beach in Miami.
After a few minutes Wayne stepped out and stood beside him.
�Find out anything?� Dane asked.
�Yeah, probably too much,� Wayne said softly. �Evidently Mr. Nader was not the sweet man I thought.�
�Well, none of us are that. What happened?�
�Nathan was down at the police station. The Feds have been called in. Nader was carrying millions of dollars worth of gold stocks. The FBI and Homeland Security have been crawling all over his books and have questioned Nathan. He�s been down there since late last night. They believe he may have something to do with his father�s dealings.�
�Sounds like there was more behind this than just a robbery then, especially with Homeland Security being involved,� said Dane.
�Mr. Nader, from what they have been able to piece together so far, is up to his armpits with some pretty bad folks funneling gold all over the world. It certainly looks like this guy was a real live smuggler. Can you believe it?�
�I�ve seen worse,� said Dane, not wanting to say I told you so. Wayne�s story about a friend of a friend and gold investments did not sound too kosher from the start. But Wayne was so intent to invest. Dane didn�t feel it was his place to tell him what to do.
�Anyway, Nader was killed by professionals, according to the FBI and Miami Police. Nathan says they are asking him about his knowledge of his father�s network in Miami and around the world. Mr. Nader�s company, Investments International Group, was raided this morning. Nathan said they got a load of evidence on the whole operation but haven�t arrested anyone yet. Anyway, Nathan is in shock and scared to death.�
Dane looked out over the water again. Then he turned to Wayne. �You think he had something to do with his father�s dealings?� asked Dane. �You think they will want to talk to you? You know we would have to report that downtown. That may cause you some problems.�
Wayne jerked his head around toward Dane. �Hell, Dane, I don�t know anything. All I did was invest a few thousand in gold. I didn�t do anything wrong. I swear!�
�Calm down, Wayne. I�m sure you didn�t, but I would have to report it. I doubt anything would come of it but we have to be completely open about this; especially with the FBI and other Feds involved.�
�Yeah, I know,� a slightly calmer Wayne answered. �Boy, did I step in it this time.�
�Nader�s gold network must be pretty big if the FBI and Homeland Security are looking into it. Homeland Security usually only gets involved with national security issues,� explained Dane. �Look at it this way, Wayne. You did nothing wrong. If the authorities want to talk to you, so be it. Tell the truth and everything will work itself out. Remember, we are all behind you,� reassured Dane.
�Thanks, Dane. I didn�t want to keep anything from you.�
The door to the office cracked open. It was Hugo. �We have an emergency call from South Point Park. Sounds like some dumbass cracked his head on the jetty rocks. I dispatched the EMS and I�m running down there. Want to go, Boss?�
�Yeah, sure. Meet me at the truck.� Dane turned to Wayne and gave him a pat on the back. �Don�t worry. Talk to you later.�
�Thanks,� smiled Wayne grimly. He knew from what he heard from Nathan this was bigger than merely a street murder. Nathan�s father was in with some very nasty folks and there must have been millions involved. It was not the first nor last time someone died over gold. Wayne watched the patrol truck leave, turned and walked back into the office.
�You all right?� asked Sherrie, clearly seeing that Wayne was upset.
�I guess so. I just can�t believe it. I�ve never been this close to a real murder. It�s weird,� explained Wayne. He sat down at his desk and put his head in his hands. Sherrie walked over and tried to console him.
�I know it�s a shocker but you�ll get over it. Hey, want to go with my cousin Stacy and her fianc�, Bill, and I to dinner tonight? We�re doing sushi at that place you like.�
�I don�t know. I probably wouldn�t be good company,� Wayne lamented. �I probably should go see Nathan.�
�Come on with us. It will take your mind off of all this. It sounds like Nathan has his hands full right now anyway. It might make more sense to stay out of there while the cops are still looking into all of this.�
Wayne looked up and smiled at Sherrie. One couldn�t look at Sherrie and not feel better. She was one of those people that exuded nice. Besides, sushi was one of his favorites.
�Okay. You win. It�s hard to stay worried with you around,� he said, shaking his head with a weak smile.
�Great! Meet us at Sushi Siam at seven.� Sherrie tapped her hand on Wayne�s desk and said, �Oh, bring some cash. I may be running a bit short.�
Wayne burst into laughter. �Now I know why you asked me!�
Sherrie shot out of the door onto the balcony. She did her job. She cheered Wayne up and got his thoughts away from the Nader situation.

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Wednesday, July 6, 2011
In Captivity Somewhere in the Amazon;�8:00 a.m.
It was three days since their capture. Dana, Randall and Manolo were separated and each thrown into a dank, dark cell that smelled of mold and human waste. The only light was from a tiny air vent about eight feet above the gray steel door set deep into heavy stone. The light was consistent so Randall figured it was not illuminated from outdoors. The light had to be coming from a hall or other room outside the cell.
Each of their cells was identical. There was a large five-gallon bucket of nasty smelling drinking water with a small metal cup. Twice a day a packet of food was thrust through an eight-by-eight inch hatch in the wall near the door. The toilet was two twelve-inch long by ten-inch tall stone protrusions on the floor on opposite sides of a dark, foul smelling four-inch hole in the floor against the wall. This was not a nice place by anyone�s imagination. The bed consisted of a small amount of hay thrown in the far corner of the eight-by-six foot cell and a very dirty, rough canvas blanket. To any normal person this was Hell.
When they took off his hood, Randall was thrust into his cell without any communication as to where or why. No one visited or talked to him during the three days that passed. He spent time yelling trying to get someone to answer but to no avail. He seemed to be in this hellhole by himself. He had no word of Dana or Manolo. They could be dead for all he knew. All he could hear was heavy footsteps several times a day. When he tried to communicate, there was no reply.
Randall had no idea what time it was or what day for that matter. All he could see in the cell was the four stone walls and the poured concrete floor and ceiling. He knew this was a man-made cell and not a cave. The concrete floor was the giveaway.�The walls were made of various shaped large stones instead of the most common material, brick. The musty smell permeated the cell because of seeping moisture. But the walls were dry. Randall figured they were underground, quite possibly deep underground.
The only wet areas were near the water bucket and toilet, which had an awful stench. There must be more cells or rooms because he could tell that the latrine system dumped into a sewer system several feet below the opening in the floor. When he relieved himself, he could hear his stream going down and hitting a shallow body of water. A toilet for one cell would not have been built so intricately. He also noticed that periodically there was a distinct sewage flow from other cells or areas. How many, he could not guess. But he knew there must be other cells down here.
Dana and Manolo must be somewhere nearby although he could not hear or contact them. To calm himself he had to believe they were still alive. He wondered to himself��Who put him here? What did they want? Why weren�t they killed like the others? Hundreds of questions blazed through his mind as he sat there� alone.
* * *
In another cell on the other side of the jail complex Dana was sobbing deeply. She�d hardly stopped crying since they threw her in the cell. She too was left alone in near darkness, her surroundings similar to Randall�s. She had not seen nor heard from him since they were trekked through the jungle and brought into this place three days ago. Her screams and protestations were unanswered and she was beginning to feel she was the only one alive. She was scared she would die in this hellhole. Thousands of thoughts raced through her mind. What was happening? Are they, whoever they are, going to rape me? Or worse, kill me? Although she tried to think of better times her mind circled back to the present. She wondered how Anne Frank survived her ordeal when she was forced to hide from the Germans in World War II.
The trio had been force marched for several hours after their capture. The men dressed in black were under orders not to talk to them and under no circumstances take the heavy hoods off of their heads. They went down open trails and slogged through a muddy swamp-like area but were unable to ascertain where or even which direction they had taken.
After several hours, they were brought to some sort of an opening or cavern and taken several levels below ground. It felt cool to the skin like there was air conditioning. They were taken deep into some sort of complex to separate cells where their handcuffs and hoods were removed. There was no air conditioning here. It was hot and smelled terribly. They were supervised by a pair of huge guards. In Dana�s case the guards had watched a bit more intently. It had been a while since they had seen a woman captive.
* * *
�What are we to do with these intruders?� asked Jorgen Maas, captain of the guards, to the tall, svelte female dressed in a crisp German military uniform.
�What do we know about them? I need to find out who they are and why they are here,� answered Kaete Grimme.
�They did not have much on them when we picked them up,� Maas answered stoically. �We did get their gear that was left behind. It looks as though they were on some kind of educational expedition from the United States. They are probably well funded. Their gear looks new and top rate.�
�How far out did we catch them?� Grimme asked.
�They found one of our vent markers about two kilometers from entrance 22-A. They did not stumble across anything else. The one thing that bothers me is they had an active GPS and a radio.�
Grimme�s eyes locked on Maas. She pursed her lips and cursed under her breath.�She didn�t like the idea of a GPS unit and radio. �This could cause a major problem,� she hissed. �Somebody out there may know the location of these missing people. I assume you have your guards on alert.�
�We have doubled the guards and set out several additional monitors throughout the area where they were picked up,� answered Maas. �If anyone comes after them, we will know about it.�
�Excellent. As you are aware, we cannot suffer a single security breach. We cannot afford to have a search party roaming through the area looking for these people. If we need to, massacre any group that gets close to the compound. Slaughter everyone and make certain it looks like a native attack,� ordered Grimme.
�I understand. We will be safe and thorough,� answered Maas. �Should we kill this bunch and get rid of them?�
Grimme narrowed her eyes thinking. �No, not yet. I want more information from them before we kill them.�
Maas smiled. �I can make them talk, I assure you. �
�I�m certain you can,� she said matter-of-factly looking at Maas. �But I want to do this my way. It is important they stay separated for the time being,� she said. �I want to build their desperation. They have been isolated in their cells for three days.�It is time to add some physical pain increasing their despair. Take two of your men and punish each of them. Without any communication beat them and leave them in pain. I want them hurt badly but not in any danger of dying. Do you understand me, Maas? Hurt them but be certain they are profoundly hurt. I want them to be scared out of their wits and ready to talk when the time comes.�
�Yes, I understand. I will attend to it personally,� Maas answered as he turned to carry out Grimme�s orders. These were orders a sadist such as Maas loved to hear. His mind raced at what he could do to these people. One thing Maas was exceedingly good at was causing physical pain in others.
* * *
Kaete Grimme commanded Fortress Alpha deep in the Amazon jungle. She was the F�hrer. Her grandfather, Gestapo Agent Karl Grimme, was one of the handpicked operatives Hitler himself chose to establish this operation in the Amazon. She was as chilling and ruthless as her grandfather and father, Hientz Grimme, from whom she took over at his death four years ago. Standing at nearly six feet, thirty-five-year-old Kaete was a strong woman singly bred by her father to make hard and ruthless choices. Her short blonde hair was always perfectly set, always very formal. She let down her guard to no one. The reality was she was more ruthless than any of her predecessors. She was in many ways pure evil. It took a strong will to maintain the future of the Fourth Reich and see their plans of world domination flourish.
Near the end of the Second World War, Hitler ordered Heinrich Himmler to establish a fortress in South America to house Germany�s most closely guarded secrets. Only a handful of the highest ranking Germans and highly trusted scientists and technicians knew of the operation. Many of the people and soldiers involved were murdered when there was no use for them. It was Hitler�s first step to rebuilding the Third Reich, which was crumbling around him thanks to the encroaching Red army and the Americans who were outside of Berlin. The plan was to move all secrets and those responsible for the secrets to a stronghold in Brazil. This site would become a base for reviving the Reich and provide a safe place for Hitler, Himmler and their inner circle to survive the inevitable downfall of Germany. They had moved tons of gold and other valuables as well as several key scientists who worked on their sinister projects back in the 1940s. Each scientist was given everything they needed to fulfill their experimental needs. For some that included money and specialized equipment. For others it included people, guinea pigs for experimentation. All was furnished by Grimme�s Fortress.
The complex was huge. It had taken almost forty years to fully construct. Loosely based on the Nazi structures built in Germany, everything had been brought into the jungle, all building supplies as well as workers. That was no easy task without leaving a huge trail right to the complex. So work was done slowly and meticulously to ensure secrecy. The result was a near state-of-the-art scientific complex spanning several acres but wholly underground, hidden from all view.
The deepest basements were ten stories below the level of the jungle floor. Housing over 350 carefully selected and trained personnel, the present personnel included the children and grandchildren of the original group brought over from Germany before war�s end. They were augmented by highly trained, dedicated Germans handpicked for their knowledge and skills. Each was trained explicitly in their crafts, from cooks to nuclear scientists. They only knew this place, this life. Only a very few trusted personnel ever left the fortress and then only for very specific reasons. They usually returned within days. All of the inhabitants were fanatically dedicated to the rise of the Fourth Reich, a new Germany deep within Brazil�s jungles.
The most important of the Nazi�s secrets were housed here. Brought over from the Third Reich, these confidences were the engine that kept this society going and growing. The initial caches of gold were brought over from Europe in 1945. That cache had financed their work until now. Now that treasure was added to the gold being produced now. Produced, not mined. Gold was produced by a process that would provide this society with inexhaustible power.
* * *
Randall sat up hearing a noise outside of his cell. He heard another door slam and voices.
�Hey, let me out!� he screamed at the top of his lungs. �Get me the hell out of here!�
There was no reply, just silence. After about thirty seconds, the door lock clicked and it flew open. A large guard burst in. Randall tried to stand but the guard slammed him against the back wall of the cell. Randall saw stars; his head had smacked the stone hard. As he tried to regain his wits and stand again, a large fist slammed into his face, then another. He fell back on the floor. A second guard lifted him up while the other guard grabbed Randall�s arms and pulled them back. Randall looked up as a large hard rubber bludgeon smashed into his face. Blood spattered the near wall.
Before he could recover another blow came and then another. He was thrown to the floor again. He never saw the boot that kicked him hard in the side, breaking two of his ribs. Nor did he see the boot that slammed him between the legs, right in the balls. Randall�s world exploded in excruciating pain as his vision flashed to a blinding white and then faded to black. He was out cold. But that did not stop the guards. For five more minutes they beat Randall�s face and body. Punch after punch after punch until his face was a bloody mess. But thank God, he did not feel it. The two guards threw him in the corner and left him. They never said a word. Maas watched from the cell entrance.
�Very good,� he said to the guards, smiling as he handed them a towel to clean Randall�s blood from their hands and face. �That should keep him quiet for a while.�
* * *
Within minutes there was a visit to Manolo�s cell. The same two guards walked into the cell and pulled him up to a standing position. Manolo stood there scared to death.
Before he could say anything one of the guards swung a two-foot long iron bar, smashing it into Manolo�s left knee. The force of the blow crushed Manolo�s knee and he screamed in pain as he hit the floor.
Manolo�s pain was excruciating. The guard stepped closer and swung the iron bar again. This time it caught Manolo on his left arm, halfway between the elbow and shoulder. The crack was sickening as the bar broke his arm nearly in two. His lower arm was now completely limp, a jagged portion of bone sticking out of a four-inch gash in his arm. Manolo passed out, the pain too severe to endure. As with Randall, the guards did not stop. As one guard held Manolo up the other guard began beating him mercilessly. There were numerous blows to the stomach and ribs and many blows to the face. An unconscious Manolo did not feel the punishment but would definitely feel it later. The two guards threw Manolo into the corner of the room against the stone wall and walked out of the cell leaving him broken on the floor. Again Maas stood at the door smiling.
* * *
Both men had been brutally beaten. Both were left to endure their pain alone. Now it was Dana�s turn. There was to be no letup for a woman.
Maas and his two henchmen walked down the corridor and turned the corner. They went down one level and through a heavy steel door. They arrived outside of Dana�s cell. Maas was very, very good at what he did. He enjoyed inflicting pain. He especially enjoyed inflicting pain on women. A complete sadist and sexual deviate, Maas was well suited for the position of captain of the guards. The job required blind adherence to orders no matter what the consequence. That was easy for him; the worse the order, the better. His orders from Kaete Grimme were to inflict pain. He relished such an order.
The guards opened Dana�s cell. She stood up and stepped forward.
�Who are you and why are you holding us here?� asked Dana, stepping forward, expecting some semblance of decorum from her captors. She hoped and prayed Randall and Manolo were not dead already. There was no response. One guard stepped into the cell and grabbed Dana by the shoulders and turned her so she faced the far wall. She tried to struggle but the guard was too big, too strong.
�Leave me alone!� she screamed. �Let me go!�
The second guard stepped around and slapped Dana hard across the face. She gasped at the strike and stars filled her eyes. The strike from his huge hand left a bright red handprint across her face. Before she could recover, the next blow landed; a massive punch to her stomach. The punch knocked the breath out of her and her knees buckled. Her eyes bulged. Tears leapt from her eyes. She could not breathe. The first guard grabbed her by the back of her shirt collar with one hand and by her short hair with the other, holding her face out for punishment. Her arms hung limply at her side as she tried desperately to catch her breath.
What followed was pathetic even for these men. Held by the guard�s iron grip, the second guard began beating Dana with his fists. Each blow smashed into her face, breaking her nose, bloodying her face and swelling her eyes. Somewhere during the continuing beating, she too passed out.�After receiving more than a dozen blows, the guards threw her limp body down to the floor and stomped and kicked her torso. Then they simply walked out of the cell. She was left alone again. Maas closed the cell door laughing quietly. The bitch had better be glad I didn�t use a fan belt on her!
Maas ordered his henchmen to monitor the three but not contact any of them. He left his lair deep within the fortress and returned to Grimme�s office.
�All three captives have been severely beaten. Pain is their companion now,� he said with a sick grin.
�Very good,� she hissed as she smiled broadly. A sadist in her own right, everything was going according to her plan. She would leave them alone for a few more days to let their pain and suffering weaken their resistance. Then she would find out what she wanted to know. Above all their secret location and plans must be guarded at all cost.
�I trust you beat them severely as I ordered?� She asked.
�Yes. My guards have bloodied them but they are in no real danger. All of them were beaten as you ordered,� Maas said proudly. �They will be ready for questioning in a few days.�
�Very well. Watch them closely,� she ordered as she slowly walked around from behind her desk. �I want them to suffer but not die. My father always used this most effective way of questioning people. His first step was to beat them into submission without saying a word. The beating shows that they are not safe nor are they in control of their own fate. That sets the stage for the second step. We will use one of the captives as an example while the remaining captives are forced to watch, but again no questions yet. Finally, the questioning begins and everyone talks or they die one at a time in front of each other. The killing is gruesome and brutal. Before it is all over, everyone talks� or dies.�
�I understand, Mein F�hrer,� said Maas smiling. �I look forward to serving you. As you know, inflicting pain is my passion.�
Grimme smiled and let out a laugh. �Ah, yes. I knew I selected the man I needed for my work,� smirked Grimme, relishing the thought of what was to come.
�Tomorrow night at midnight,� she said. �That�s when we will begin step two. Make certain everything is ready. I will accompany you for the next session,� she said, changing her thoughts to her more pressing duties. �I have much work to do before then.�
�Yes, Mein F�hrer,� snapped Maas as he nodded his head in agreement and turned and walked out of her office. He was pleased.

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Wednesday, July 6, 2011
Inside Fortress Alpha Deep in the Amazon;�10:00 a.m.
Kaete Grimme looked around her office. Even though it was eight levels below the Amazon jungle, no one would have known. The room was beautifully appointed. The fine Brazilian wood paneling gave the room warmth of home. A working fireplace adorned the far wall. The furniture was French and richly adorned with beautifully elegant fabrics. She was literally standing within a French chateau.
Her library adjoined the office. It too was as exquisite as those in the finest castles of Europe. At full two stories, the library held thousands of books, art and rare papers brought from Europe after the Second World War. Most were gleaned from the European museums, castles and homes by the Germans as they marched across Poland, Italy, France, Belgium and the Netherlands.
Many priceless art treasures were lost to the Allies before they could be brought for safekeeping in Brazil. Even so, many of the volumes in the library were priceless first editions. The artwork included many works by the masters long thought to be lost during the war. They were not lost. They were very well kept in Brazil; stolen from museums and various private collections in countries that fell to the German onslaught. The collection of art alone made this complex one of the finest unknown museums of art in the world.
The plan was for Hitler himself to be whisked away from Berlin and brought to Fortress Alpha but his stubbornness in leaving Berlin before the Russian army cut off his exit sealed his fate.
This fortress and industrial complex was to be Hitler�s new beginning. Building had begun in 1942 as a future stronghold for the new German front in South America. The German High Command wanted to create a utopia in Brazil. It would be used as a jumping-off point to take over South America and then march across Central America into Mexico and on to the United States. Built in a remote area for secrecy, the facility quickly became Germany�s safe outpost for the many spoils of war.
Kaete recalled pictures of the Biltmore House in Asheville, North Carolina back in the United States. As a young woman her father had brought in many books for her to study when she was being personally tutored by him or one of his scientists. She loved the French chateau built in the North Carolina Mountains by George Vanderbilt. Although she never visited the exquisite home, she visited through her studies. She could recite its history and walk through the house and its gardens in her mind. Privately she yearned for such a palace but knew it was not possible. But her position here was extremely important. It was the linchpin for the future of the dreams of her grandfather and father as well as all good Germans throughout the world. If she wanted to maintain her father and grandfather�s quarters, so be it.
She dealt with threats to this dream ruthlessly and completely. Over the years, very few jungle treks stumbled upon this isolated fortress. All were swiftly and completely eradicated with no trace remaining. The uninvited visit by the Finleys was merely another group to be �handled�. But first she needed to know what they were there for and what, if anything, they knew of their location. The existence of the group�s sophisticated GPS was the difference, the reason they were still alive. It pinpointed their location. One thing she had learned from her father and grandfather was that the secrecy of this complex was paramount. It must not be compromised in any way. That included reaching out anywhere in the world to protect their interests. She thought of Klaus Nader back in Miami and his fate. His death was due to his asking too many questions regarding the gold he brokered through Mr. Jackson and his group. Nader became a threat, ever so slight but still a threat. A threat of any kind or size was taken very seriously and eliminated quickly; thus Mr. Nader�s unfortunate demise.
Kaete Grimme ruled this complex. She also ruled the entire program spread throughout the world, Miami, Hong Kong, Brussels and Moscow. Gold was their tender. Gold was man�s weakness. Gold was Kaete Grimme�s power. Kaete relished her power and loved to wield it when she could. She also loved to use part of her treasures to bring comforts here to Brazil that she would have normally had in Europe. Thus her tastes were exquisite and expensive.
While she was unable to travel throughout the world as she would have liked, when she did travel she traveled well. Several times a year she left the arms of her life in Brazil to visit her minions who dealt gold for her Reich building goals. Her grandfather and father built a massive but specifically targeted gold business to broker their holdings across the world. She inherited that business and was determined to ensure its growth.
A new Germany was her goal. When she thought of what the world did to her Fatherland, she bristled. The Americans, British and Soviets in particular pounded the Third Reich into the ground. They humiliated the proud German people and made their lives hard. Only within the past few decades had Germany begun to flourish again.
Under her leadership, Germany is poised to regain its rightful status and rule the world. She and her group would not make the same mistakes as Hitler. Rather than taking the world by force, their plan is to regain power by taking over the financial world and easing into world dominance.
How can they do this? They possess the ultimate answer� gold. Gold ruled the world for centuries. It was the cause of so much death and pestilence second only to religion. Following this historical lead, these neo-Germans planned to first flood the financial markets of the world with gold to drive the price down. The world�s banks will careen out of control with the loss of capital. Once the gold price is depressed, the Germans will slowly but surely buy back the low cost gold. Germany�s banks will regain power by taking over the damaged financial institutions. This will smash the gold markets and drive the world�s economy to ruin. The key is gold. The key is an unlimited supply of gold. And they had gold!
Throughout World War II, perhaps the most important secret of the Germans was their work in alchemy, not nuclear power. Long tried since the middle ages, wizards and kings had dreamed of turning lead and other elements into gold. Some had succeeded but the cost was enormous and thus prohibitive. The Nazi scientists had discovered an easy and inexpensive way to produce gold. Too late to influence the Second World War, they protected these vital secrets from falling into the hands of the Allies by secretly moving them out along with all of the scientists involved to this Brazilian complex late in the war.
Many thousands had died protecting this secret. But the secret had been saved, so far�

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

Thursday, July 7, 2011
Finley Base Camp, Cotriguacu, Brazil;�8:00 a.m.
Ben Jamison was worried. It was three days since the last short radio message from Randall Finley. His last report said they saw men dressed in black with guns. Ben checked with the local authorities and they knew of no army activity in that general area. Ben believed the men dressed in black were trouble. He reported the missing Finley party to the local police. While mildly concerned the authorities informed Ben there was little they could do until they could prove the Finleys were in real danger. Of course, Ben could not so the authorities took a wait-and-see attitude. Ben couldn�t afford that kind of a wait. He discussed the situation with his sister, Lee Watson.
Lee had joined Ben nearly a year ago after she had lost her husband, Daniel, of twenty years and their two children, Amy, 17, and Leigh, 14, in an airline crash returning from Austin, Texas. The trio had traveled to Austin to visit her husband�s brother and to tour the University of Texas. Amy had wanted to attend UT.
The loss of her entire immediate family at one time cast her into a deep depression for months until she rediscovered one of her childhood loves, archeology and anthropology. Lee decided to take a few college courses at the University of South Carolina near her home in Lexington, South Carolina. She poured herself into her studies. With her previous psychology degree, she earned an additional degree in anthropology in three years.
Her brother Ben handled base camp operations for several Princeton anthropology expeditions in Brazil. She asked Ben for a job after she graduated since she had no ties to her home in South Carolina. Ben jumped at the chance to have his sister along. She was one helluva hard worker. He could definitely use her skills. Now a few weeks shy of a full year later, Lee remade her life here in the Amazon. She was thrilled with this new adventure.
�I�m concerned about this story about men dressed in black, Lee,� Ben said stepping out of the door and onto the wide front porch. �It does not make sense. We�ve heard of guerillas and, of course, native tribes in the area where the Finleys disappeared but I can�t say I�ve ever heard of men dressed in black.�
Lee got up slowly from her chair. She left her notes and iced tea behind. �I found something earlier,� she added in a perplexed tone. �But I�m not certain what to make of it.�
�What is it?� asked Ben.
�I decided to do some research on the Internet regarding reports of men dressed in black in the Amazon,� Lee explained. �I know it�s a long shot but I found some rather sketchy entries in the expedition papers of two groups in the same general area of the Finleys. One note was from 1963. A Belgian group of eight scientists and several bearers went into the jungle and disappeared. There was a search team formed but no trace was found. They were old school. They carried no radios and no way to communicate back to civilization other than courier. When they vanished, no one really knew where to look for them. Their trail led into the jungle but was lost after several days. One of the natives in the group looking for the scientists reported seeing black-dressed men.
�The second set of reports was from 1972, similar yet different. This time, four scientists led by Dr. Juan Perez of the University of Pittsburgh trekked a group into the same general area. This group did carry radios but only checked in for a week or so. One radio dispatch mentioned men dressed in black uniforms. After that they vanished. Neither report seemed to be taken seriously by the Brazilian authorities or anyone else for that matter. But both of these expedition parties were lost and never found. Each report mentions men dressed in black.�
�Two reports nine years apart. I can�t say that that is a pattern,� Ben answered, rubbing his three-day-old beard.
�I agree. That�s what I thought too,� said Lee. �But I can�t help thinking there may be something to this since both groups reported men dressed in black, both groups disappeared without a trace and both were in the same general area of the Amazon in Brazil. Additionally, only those two expeditions have gone into that area in the past forty years.�
�Really,� questioned Ben.
�The natives in that area aren�t even a major threat. All are relatively docile and are certainly not cannibals. Most are curious folks who have seen very little of the white man. I would find it hard for them to kill visitors and get rid of all traces. It does not make sense.�
�That does sound odd. Do you think I should contact Princeton to see if they can get us more information?�
�It wouldn�t hurt,� answered Lee.
Ben decided to contact Dr. Edmund Dukes at Princeton and ask for his advice. Dr. Dukes listened to Lee�s information but wanted to take a different tack. He decided to speak with his contacts at the U.S. State Department and the Brazilian Consulate in Washington, D.C. to see if he could get some support from them. If the local authorities in Brazil were not going to do anything, Dukes figured he would use his considerable influence in Washington to put pressure on the local Brazilian authorities to get them involved.
Several times a day Ben tried to contact the Finley party via radio. For days now there was no answer. He felt helpless. He held very strong suspicions his friends were in danger. But he had no immediate way to help them. Ben decided to make preparations to mount a rescue mission.
After talking at length with Dr. Dukes and others back in the United States, Ben and Lee decided to contact Randall�s and Dana�s families. Ben felt he must let the families know what had happened. He did not want to raise any unwarranted fears, but the way he looked at it, if he was missing in the jungles of the Amazon, he would want his family to know, but know what? He had no answers. They knew their last known location from the GPS readings but beyond that, nothing. And their last known location was nearly a hundred miles from nowhere in the deep Amazonian jungle. Not an easy place to get to by a rescue team.
Either way, he had to make the call.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

Thursday, July 7, 2011
Miami Beach Patrol Headquarters, Miami Beach, Florida;�9:25 a.m.
�Another day in Paradise� � sang Hugo Winsor as he half danced through the door. He waltzed over and grabbed Sherrie around the waist and whirled her around. Hugo just returned from the beach checking out some of the newer lifeguards on the stands. Sherrie laughed as they danced across the room. Dane poured a cup of coffee from a fresh pot, smiled and took a sip.
�You guys will never make Dancing with the Stars,� he laughed. Sometimes he wondered about those two. They made the perfect couple but knowing Hugo, Dane had to tell Sherrie to run away and run fast. Hugo loved the ladies and the ladies loved Hugo.
The phone rang.
Dane took a quick sip and grabbed the phone. �Beach Patrol Headquarters, Skoglund speaking.� Dane�s smile began to fade as he listened. He put down his coffee and sat down.
�Mr. Skoglund, this is Ben Jamison in Brazil. I�m the Base Camp manager of the Finley Expedition in Brazil. You are Mr. Dane Skoglund, brother of Dana Finley, correct?�
�Yes, I am,� a clearly concerned Dane answered. �Is there a problem?� Dane knew there was. This guy Jamison was not calling just to say hello.
�I�m afraid there is. We lost contact with your sister and her husband�s expedition,� Jamison explained. �We last talked to them several days ago by radio and haven�t heard from them since.�
�I see. Any chance of this merely being a radio issue?� asked Dane.
�Mr. Skoglund, I wish it were but I don�t think so.�
�Please call me Dane, Mr. Jamison. What makes you think that?� queried Dane.
�You can call me Ben. We got a message from Randall Finley three days ago. He reported their position and related that they ran into a group of armed men deep in the jungle. I checked with the local authorities and they are not aware of anyone in that area.�
�So you think those men have something to do with you losing contact?�
�Yes, I do. I don�t have anything specific but it is not like Randall or Dana to drop out like that. There must be something very wrong. Besides, not only did we lose radio contact but their GPS system went dead as well.�
Dane sat up straight and tried to figure out what he could do. The look on Dane�s face caused Hugo to notice.
�What�s up, Boss?� he asked, walking over to Dane�s desk. Sherrie also turned and started over.
�My sister may be in trouble,� Dane said quietly to Hugo, holding his palm over the telephone. �They lost contact with her and her husband in the Amazon.�
Hugo frowned and turned away. �Damn, that jungle can be a bitch.� He looked at Sherrie, who was just coming over, and said, �Dane�s little sister is missing in the Amazon.�
�Missing? What do you mean missing? They can�t find her?� Sherrie�s questions were coming fast and furious. Sherrie met Dana about a year ago when the Finleys stopped over in Miami for a few days of rest and recreation before going to some other god-awful place. Dana and Sherrie hit it off like sisters. While Dane and Hugo helped Randall with a few things, Sherrie and Dana went shopping and did those other girl things that brought them closer.
�We don�t know yet,� said Hugo, talking to Sherrie while keeping a watchful eye on Dane. �Dane is talking to someone on the phone in Brazil right now. We�ll know more in a second.�
Sherrie pursed her lips and walked over to the huge window overlooking the beach. Hugo followed.
�You all right?� he asked.
�I don�t know. Dana is a good friend. She�s like a sister. I am scared.�
They stood side by side while Dane talked with Jamison on the phone.
�Ben, who else have you contacted besides me?� asked Dane.
�As I said earlier, I have talked with the Brazilian authorities. Frankly, they were no help at all. They want to take a wait-and-see attitude, the useless bastards. Oh, sorry, I meant they were no help.�
�Not a problem, Ben. I know how you feel,� Dane said.
Ben continued, �Their take is that they can�t go running off into the jungle every time some group of scientists stubs their toe and are late getting back to their base camps. I also spoke with Dr. Edmund Dukes at Princeton. He is in overall charge of the expedition from the university�s side. He has contacted the State Department and other contacts in Washington, D.C. The Feds are poking around and making some official contacts with the Brazilians as well. But all of this takes time, as you well know.�
�Yeah, and Dana and Randall may not have the luxury of time,� Dane said with a clear note of concern. �So what is the next step?�
�Well, I�m the only one down here at the moment. I�m covering the base camp and handling communications. So to be honest, I�m as helpless as tits on a boar hog. That�s why I wanted to call you to get your input.�
�So you have not contacted anyone else in our family?�
�No, Dane. I thought it best that I talk to you first. I got your contact info from Dukes.�
�Thanks, Ben. I appreciate your calling me first. I will handle the rest of the family,� Dane said quietly, still deep in thought.
�Dr. Dukes is ready to send more folks down as soon as possible. He is waiting to hear back from me after I talk with you,� said Ben.
�What are they going to do?� asked Dane.
�Well, we do have the last GPS coordinates from Randall from a few days ago. Dr. Dukes wants to send a group into the bush to see what they find.�
�I�m not sure that is a good idea. If Dana and Randall are really in trouble with some renegade group in the bush, sending in another bunch of folks is probably not the best thing to do. Kinda like sending more lambs to slaughter,� said Dane.
�I agree,� answered Ben. �But I really don�t know what else I can do.�
After about ten more minutes of conversation, Dane thanked Jamison and hung up.
�Well, Boss, what gives?� asked Hugo seriously. Sherrie was right on his heels.
�Evidently, Dana and Randall are back in the jungle and ran across a group of armed men. They called their base camp and reported the situation and told the camp manager that they were going to lay low and backtrack their trail to get away. Their last radio contact said they saw the men but the men didn�t see them. That was three days ago. No one has heard from them since. Ben Jamison, the base camp manager, called the expedition management at Princeton, who opened up some communications with the Brazilian government and the U.S. State Department. Jamison thought I should know as well. He wants me to let my parents know.�
�What are you going to do?� asked Sherrie.
�Not much I can do now,� answered Dane, staring at the desk. �Not much I can do but wait.� Dane picked up his cell and walked over to the door to the balcony. �I need to let my parents know. I�ll be out here if you need me,� he said as he stepped out onto the outside balcony.
Dane stood on the balcony for a few seconds looking at the beautiful beach. It is so peaceful here. But he wondered to himself what was going on with his kid sister. She had to be all right. He went through his iPhone�s contact list, found his parents� number and pressed the number. It was still early in Washington State but he had to get this done now.
�Hello?� a bright, chipper female answered the phone.
�Hi, Mom. This is Dane� �
* * *
All in all his parents took the news well. Without any specific information Dane�s dad felt Dana and Randall encountered radio issues and would be back at base camp any time now. Dane�s mom agreed although she fostered a higher degree of concern but didn�t show it. Dane felt better now that his parents knew the situation, but he did not hold the same level of confidence as his parents. But he was not going to tell them that. He told them he would keep them abreast of the situation as he learned more and hung up. Hugo and Sherrie were waiting on him as he walked back in from the balcony.
�You said they have been missing for three days?� Hugo asked Dane.
�Yeah, that�s what Ben Jamison said. But they were at least six or seven days back into the jungle from base camp. If they high-tailed it out of there, they still wouldn�t be back at base for four more days,� explained Dane. Sherrie bit her lower lip.
�What are you thinking to do, Dane?� she asked.
Dane looked up at both of them with a look of puzzlement. �Hell, I don�t know. I just don�t know.� He paused for a second and scratched his head. �But one thing is for sure. If she and Randall don�t show up at base camp in four days, my ass is headed to the Amazon.�
Hugo looked Dane directly in the eyes. His face showed his seriousness. �If your ass goes, my ass goes.�
�I can�t ask you to do that, but I do appreciate it,� said Dane with a meek smile.
�You are not asking� and I�m going. You are the only family I have. It ain�t gonna� happen any other way.�
Dane smiled broadly and slapped Hugo on the back. �Damn you crazy Texan!�
�What about me? Dana�s my friend too,� cried Sherrie.
�Wait a second. No one�s going anywhere yet. And besides, we all can�t go. Let�s wait and see what comes up,� Dane said calmly.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

Thursday, July 7, 2011
Outside the Nader Home, Miami, Florida; 2:30 p.m.
Wayne Johnson pulled up in front of the Nader home. He dreaded the next hour. But he felt he must do it. Nathan was a good friend and surely needed the support. There were a few cars parked in the driveway, two of them with out-of-state tags. The family had begun to arrive. Wayne trudged up to the door and rang the bell. He was genuinely happy and relieved for Nathan to answer the door.
�Hi, Nathan,� Wayne said quietly. �I thought you might like someone to talk to.�
Nathan smiled weakly and stepped out onto the front porch. �Thanks for coming by. We can talk out here. Mom�s not taking this very well, as you might imagine. My aunt and uncle got here ten minutes ago so it�s pretty much a tear fest inside right now.�
�Yeah,� Wayne said, looking out toward the driveway, �I bet it is. Jesus, Nathan, do you have any more information since we talked?�
Nathan put his hand on Wayne�s shoulder and turned him toward the street. �Let�s take a walk.� The warm Florida sun filtered through the branches of the trees lining the street. Nathan wondered how the world was still moving ahead when his family was so devastated by his father�s brutal murder. But the world goes on; most everyone oblivious to the pain in his heart. He had a hard time trying to reconcile how everything outside of his house was so normal. Wayne walked with Nathan for about a half a block without saying a word.
�They killed Dad in cold blood, Wayne. It was cold-blooded murder.�
Wayne didn�t know how to respond.
Nathan looked up into the palm trees lining the street and then down at the ground. �Wayne, I got more info from the Feds. Dad was deeper into this than I first thought.�
�Your dad?� Wayne responded, genuinely surprised. �I can�t believe it. He was such a nice guy. I can�t believe it, no way.�
�It�s all true. You would not believe what I learned from the FBI and Homeland Security. They have been watching Dad for months. The Feds say Dad worked with some group moving a lot of gold from South America to the United States. Dad told me about it two days before he was killed.�
�Damn, did you tell the police?� asked Wayne.
�I told them part of it but not everything. Frankly, I�m scared for Mom and myself. We could be next.�
�We have to go to the police and get some protection,� said Wayne with a sense of urgency.
�Yeah, but I think we are already being watched.�
�Whoa, wait a minute, Nathan. Let me get this straight. You believe that whoever killed your father is watching you and your mom right now?� asked Wayne.
�Yes. Last night and the night before, I saw a black car riding up and down the street past my parents� house. I�ve been at home with my mother since Dad was killed. Sometimes during the day I have seen the same car parked down the street.�
�Why haven�t you gone to the police?� asked Wayne, suddenly looking all around for any suspicious cars parked down the street.
�I told the Miami police I knew Dad was involved in some kind of group transferring large amounts of gold in and out of the country. The police called in the FBI and Homeland Security, who have been over to my parents� house to talk with Mom. I�ve been down at FBI headquarters twice already since talking with you yesterday.�
�And that�s when the FBI questioned you and filled you in?�
�Yeah, but you know how they can be. They work like they do on TV. They listen and then make it sound like you are the cause of all of the crime and evil in the world,� explained Nathan with a sigh. �They also say they are working on Dad�s murder with Miami Police but they haven�t told us much at all yet.�
�So this was definitely not drug related; right?� asked Wayne, stopping at the corner. �With the way� well, you know, the type of death, it certainly sounded like a drug cartel or something.�
�No, Wayne; these guys are worse, much worse. I think they would kill their own mother to protect themselves,� Nathan said, clearly still hiding something. They continued walking.
�You know who did this, don�t you?� Wayne asked quietly.
�Let�s say that from what Dad told me, I have a pretty good hunch,� Nathan said, looking up at the sun. �It is a beautiful day, though, isn�t it?� he said, trying to change the subject.
The two turned around and started back toward the house when Wayne saw the car. It was a black, non-descript Ford sedan parked at the curb two blocks up the street from the house. Wayne was not sure the car was there before he and Nathan left the house. He didn�t look up the street in that direction. But it was there now. Nathan saw it and froze. As the two men stood there, the car pulled away from the curb, made a U-turn and slowly drove off. Wayne and Nathan could not read the license tag but Wayne saw it was an out-of-state tag. Before they could snap a finger the car turned down a side street and vanished.
A chill ran down Wayne�s back. �Damn, you are right,� he murmured. �Someone is watching you. You sure it�s not the police?�
�Nope; the police say they are not watching us. Neither are the Feds. I think it�s them,� said Nathan as he picked up his stride back to the house. �I need to check on Mom.�
When they returned to the house, all was fine. At least as fine as it could be under the circumstances. However, both Nathan and Wayne were worried. Wayne called work and told them that he would not be in at all today. He wanted to stick around and help Nathan.
Later in the evening after more family had arrived, Nathan wanted to go out to eat. Actually, he really wanted to get out of the house. Dozens of family members had arrived, bringing in all types of food. But all they wanted was to pull Nathan to the side and ask about the grisly details of Klaus� death. Aunt Ester was planning the funeral and basically running the household while Nathan�s mother tried to get some rest. Overall the house was a zoo.
About 9:15 p.m., Wayne was talking with one of Nathan�s cousins when Nathan walked by and whispered to Wayne.
�Hey, I gotta go. Come with me.�
Wayne excused himself and followed Nathan out of the door.
�What�s up?� he asked. �Are they back?� said Wayne as he looked up and down the street in the failing light of the evening.
�No. I had to get out of there for a bit,� answered Nathan. �There�s just too much family going on in there. Let�s go get something to eat.�
�Eat?� exclaimed Wayne. �With all of that food in there?� He looked at Nathan. His eyes were tearing up. Wayne got the message. �Yeah, sure, let�s go get a burger.� They hopped in Wayne�s car and drove off, all the time watching for the car.
It was about 9:30 p.m. when they pulled into the Five Guys on North Miami Avenue. The two sat over in a corner and talked while eating their burgers. There were only four other people eating. Like Nathan said, he needed to get away from all of the stuff going on at the house.
�Man, my relatives are driving me crazy. If it is not the family, it�s the police. I didn�t tell you but before we left I got another call from the FBI. I need to be down there at nine tomorrow morning.�
Wayne reached into the brown bag still full of fries and popped one in his mouth. �They say what they wanted to talk to you about? I mean, specifically?� asked Wayne.
�Not really. They said they wanted to follow up on some of what I told them earlier,� answered Nathan. �It didn�t sound like they had found out anything else or they would have said something; don�t you think?�
Wayne shrugged his shoulders and reached for more fries. �Maybe. You can never tell with those guys.�
�Are you going to tell them everything?� asked Wayne bluntly.
Nathan looked Wayne in the eye. Wayne could see that Nathan was scared to death.
�Dude, talk to me,� pleaded Wayne, putting his burger down. He could see Nathan wanted to tell someone what was going on but was so scared he couldn�t. Nathan took a long drink of his Coke and another bite of his burger. He stared out the window and slowly finished his meal, trying to think through what he was going to do next. Wayne ate his meal quietly. When they both finished their food, they got up and returned to the car.
�Okay. Let�s drive around for a few minutes. I guess I gotta tell somebody about this. It might as well be you.�
Wayne started the car and pulled onto North Miami Avenue.
�You know Dad was a gold trader� � started Nathan.
�Yeah, that much I do know.�
�Well, I�m afraid there is much more to the story. My grandparents came to the United States back in 1932 when Hitler was beginning his rise in Germany. Dad told me they fled their native land because my grandfather saw the war coming. He wanted to spare my grandmother having to live through that over in Europe. My grandfather worked very closely with the new German regime led by Adolph Hitler. He persuaded the regime to send him and his family to the United States to coordinate support in the States for a new Germany.�
�Okay, anyone in their right mind would have left Germany back then. That was a very nasty situation with the Nazis and all,� said Wayne, trying to support Nathan, thinking he knew where he was going with all of this.
�Yeah, but that�s not the whole truth.�
�What do you mean? I don�t understand,� said Wayne, puzzled.
�Damn� � Nathan said. �Damn, damn, damn. Man, when I tell you this you gotta believe that I didn�t know.�
�Know what?�
�Wayne, my father was a Nazi,� Nathan said, looking off out the window.
There was one of those unpleasant pauses in a conversation. Wayne drove on. He turned to look at Nathan. Nathan would not look at him.
�Hey, you can�t be sure about that. Just because your grandfather came from Germany does not mean he or your father were Nazis. I don�t believe that.�
�Wayne, he told me so a few days before he died. He wanted to, as he said, clear his soul. I�m almost certain he knew he was going to die,� explained Nathan.
Wayne was stunned. How could Nathan�s father have anything to do with the Nazis responsible for killing millions of people during the war? All this didn�t make sense.
�Wait, wait. This does not make sense. So who killed him?� asked Wayne.
�They did,� said Nathan with a hint of hatred in his eyes.��The Nazis killed him because he told me what was going on. His talking to me got him killed. First to get him out of the way; second, it was a warning to me and anyone else in the scheme. Basically, you talk, you die.�
�Oh, my God, you think that is who is watching you?� asked Wayne.
�Wayne, I�m damned certain of it,� said Nathan.
�Holy crap, man, I had no idea. So what was this scheme that he was involved in?�
�If I tell you, you can�t tell a soul. Just by hearing this, your life may also be in danger.�
�You let me worry about that,� said Wayne.
�Since World War II several groups of Nazis have worked to bring Germany back to power. Not through a war or anything like that but through a plan to destroy the financial markets of the world. They are based in South America, somewhere deep in the Amazon jungle. Remember in school they taught us about how many people thought some of Hitler�s inner circle was able to flee to Brazil? Well, it seems that my grandfather was one of the Germans planted in the United States who helped funnel money and support to the Brazilian Germans. That is the real reason he left Germany. He was sent to the United States under the pretext of fleeing Hitler when it was actually the complete opposite.
�Toward the end of the war, my grandfather was one of Hitler�s confidants paving the way for Hitler�s escape from Berlin. Evidently the Americans and Soviets flooded into Berlin and cut off Hitler�s escape route. But hundreds of loyal Nazis did get out before Germany fell and set up some kind of complex in Brazil. After the war my father was born and he was raised with the notion of the rise of the Fourth Reich. So when he became of age, he was brought into the plan. He spent his whole career buying and selling gold. He made a ton of money for the Nazis. Dad told me that this world-wide group ran everything from their headquarters in South America.�
�Oh, my God! Nathan, have you told the Feds about all of this? Dude, this is really heavy stuff. I mean, you are talking about screwing with banks and shit and causing havoc all over the world.� Wayne was still in disbelief.
�I told them some of what Dad told me but not everything I told you. Wayne, I�m scared to death! I believe my mom and I are next.�
Wayne and Nathan drove down the beach for a few more minutes. Nathan was scared but seemed to feel better that the entire story was off his chest. Wayne�s head, on the other hand, was whirling. This was a major, big time mess.
After a few minutes, Wayne looked at Nathan. �I think the only thing you can do is tell the Feds everything you told me tomorrow morning. They can set up some kind of protection for you and your mother until this is all settled. If you do anything else, these guys are going to hound you for the rest of your life. And I�m sorry to say, I don�t think that life will be very long. Sooner or later they will kill you,� explained Wayne.
�I know, but� �
�But what, man? You are playing with fire!�
�It�s just that this is going to kill my mother,� sighed Nathan.
�My God, she doesn�t know?� A surprised Wayne sat straight up in his seat.
�No, she doesn�t even have a clue. Dad and Mom were a very traditional family. Dad handled everything except the cooking and cleaning. Since he handled all of the family�s finances, he was able to hide the money he earned. And the trips he took were all under the guise of business trips. The only good thing is Mom and I are very well set with Dad gone.�
�Well, as crass as I may sound, that�s good. At least you won�t starve or have to move.�
�No, Wayne, you don�t understand. Dad gave me all the information about several Swiss accounts he has. I finally got the courage to check them yesterday. One account alone has over ten million dollars in it. Six other accounts have two to five million in them,� said Nathan. �And he showed me his secret safe hidden in the basement. There are hundreds of thousands of dollars in cash in it alone.�
Wayne damn near fainted. �Oh, my God� You really think these Nazi guys will come after that as well?�
�Hell, yes! With that kind of money, anything is possible with these guys,� Nathan answered. �I think I�m next.�
�Nathan, you have to tell the Feds about this now,� Wayne said. �If I were you, I would do it now and not wait until tomorrow. Let�s go back to the house so you can call them tonight.�
�Yeah, I guess you are right,� answered Nathan meekly. �This is getting bigger and bigger every minute.�

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

Friday, July 8, 2011
Miami Beach Patrol Headquarters, Miami Beach, Florida;�8:30 a.m.
The sun streamed down on a beautiful Friday morning in Miami Beach. The beach was already covered with the early birds beachcombing and jogging. An early morning Tai Chi class was under a few tall palms, going through their techniques. Their slow, methodical moves seemed out of place but brought semblance of serenity to the waking beach. The waves were small so the normal surfers were not out yet. But it was already hot.�The white sands reflected the heat to some degree but anyone out in this sun was sure to need sunscreen.
Dane and Hugo pulled into the parking lot as Wayne pulled in.
�Good morning,� cried Wayne.
�Man, you are right on time today, my man,� quipped Hugo with a big grin.
Dane walked around the jeep and met Wayne as he got out of the car. �How was your friend yesterday?� he said in a serious tone.
Wayne�s smile subsided as he got out of the car and took off his sunglasses. �I need to talk with you,� he said.
Hugo heard the seriousness of Wayne�s voice and walked over. �Anything I can do?� he asked quietly.
�No, thanks. I spent most of yesterday with Nathan. He told me everything. There�s a lot more to the story. That�s why I need to talk to you before the day begins,� Wayne said looking at Dane.
�You two go talk and I will see what�s up in the office. It looks like Sherrie is already here,� said Hugo walking away toward the office.
Wayne and Dane walked through the parking lot and over to a park bench under a palm tree.
�What�s on your mind, Wayne?� asked Dane.
�Damn Dane, I don�t know where to start.�
Dane tried to inject a bit of levity to help Wayne with what must be some tough news. �My mom always said the best place to start is the beginning.�
Wayne smiled. �Makes sense to me. First I want to say that what I am about to tell you is in strict confidence. I would appreciate it if you would keep it between us.�
�That�s tough. I honestly hate to promise anything without knowing what this is about but I will do my best,� he said seriously. �I�m guessing this concerns the Feds and your friend�s father.�
�Yeah. I found out last night that the family is in real trouble,� said Wayne.
�Well, that�s understandable under the circumstances.�
�No, not in the way you think. Sure they are grieving, but there�s something else. Something I need your advice on.�
�Okay. Shoot.�
�Nathan thinks he knows why his father was killed. He even thinks he knows who killed him,� began Wayne.
�I see,� said Dane.
�You are not going to believe this�.� Wayne began his story from the beginning. Dane listened intently to the whole story before asking any questions.
�Do the Feds know about all this?� Dane asked.
�Nathan called them last night. He is meeting with them this morning,� Wayne said, looking down at his watch. �He has an appointment with the FBI at 9:00 a.m.�
Dane looked off over the Miami Beach sands. He still was thinking of Dana and Randall and now this.
�Anyway, I wanted you to know what was going on. Like I said, I�m not involved in any way but after what I heard last night I had to talk with someone I trust,� said Wayne, hoping to have Dane�s understanding.
Dane sat back. �I�m glad you thought I was trustworthy enough for you to confide in,� said Dane. �You don�t think these guys know who you are or will be coming after you, do you?�
�No. I�m just a friend on the sidelines.�
�Good,� said Dane smiling. He put his hand on Wayne�s shoulder as he stood up. �Oh, and about that promise to keep things to myself. I can do that. Not a problem. Just let me know if you want to talk about this anymore. I�ll be here.�
�Thanks. You have no idea how that makes me feel. I really appreciate it. Oh, any more word about your sister?�
Dane�s smile subsided. �No, we haven�t heard any more yet. We should know more by Monday morning.�
Wayne stood up and offered his hand to Dane. �Please let me know if I can be of any help. Dane, I really mean that. If you need me to go with you, just say it. I�m ready to help.�
They shook hands. �Thanks. I will.�
�Well, time to hit the beach,� said Wayne as he put on his sunglasses and looked out over the ocean. �
�Give �em hell, kid,� Dane said as he turned and walked back over to the office.
As he walked in the door things were already popping.
�We got some numb-nuts on a float nearly a half mile out. Tower Four spotted him when they got there this morning and have dispatched a jet ski. Looks like they are going to start early on us today, Boss,� announced Hugo, scanning the ocean in the direction of Tower Four.
Sherrie walked in from the back room. �Morning, Dane! Gonna be a hot one out there today. Did Hugo update you?�
Dane smiled. �Yep, we are already cooking.�
He sat down at his desk, reached for some papers but his mind was still trying to grasp what Wayne had told him. Nazis, gold, South America? I thought this kind of stuff only happened in the movies. Then it hit him like a ton of bricks. Was there a connection with the Nazis and Dana and Randall? Surely this was only a coincidence. Dane bolted upright and walked quickly over to the windows overlooking the beach. He saw Wayne trudging through the sand out to Tower One.
�I�ll be back in a second,� he said to Sherrie as he ran out of the door and down the stairs to the beach.
�What the hell was that about?� asked Hugo looking startled. �Is there a problem?�
�No, not that I can see,� answered Sherrie grabbing up a pair of binoculars to see what was going on. Hugo stood beside her.
�Where�s he going?� asked Hugo, his eyes still fixed on Dane, who was now running out onto the sand.
�Tower One, I guess. At least that�s what direction he�s going,� said Sherrie dropping the binoculars from her eyes and placing them on the shelf below the window.
�Maybe he forgot to tell Wayne about something.� Hugo stood quietly. He knew Dane and Wayne had a conversation about the dead guy.
�Hold down the fort. I�m going to see what�s up,� said Hugo as he walked out of the door.
�Hey, Wayne!� yelled Dane as he jogged out to the tower. Wayne was washing his feet at the top of the tower steps. He looked back and saw Dane, who was about twenty feet from the tower now.
�Yeah, Dane,� answered Wayne at the same time he picked up his neon orange lifeguard torpedo. �What�s up?� Behind Dane he could see Hugo on his way out.
�Quick question,� huffed Dane as he hit the bottom of the tower�s ramp.
�Sure.�
�When you told me about these Nazis, you said they were headquartered in South America?� Dane was walking up the ramp.
�Yeah, that�s what Nathan told me.�Why?�
Dane reached the top and stood with Wayne. �Did Nathan by any chance say where in South America?� Hugo was walking up the ramp to join them.
�Well,� started Wayne glancing at Hugo, who caught Dane�s eye.
�Don�t worry about Hugo. He will not say anything. But I need to know where in South America.�
Wayne looked down thinking. �If I remember correctly, he said somewhere deep in the Amazon jungle. It�s a hidden, secret place that the Nazis built after the war.�
Dane�s mind was whirling. Could this be the clue he needed? He looked over at Hugo. �I don�t have any proof, but I�m wondering if there could be a link between Dana and Randall�s disappearance and these Nazis.
�Damn, you think there could be a link?� added Hugo.
�I don�t know. But it does sound plausible. Wayne, you sure Nathan never mentioned a place in the Amazon?�
�No, but I can call him later and see if he knows anything,� said Wayne.
�Could you do that for me, please? This sounds too weird not to be connected in some way,� said Dane rubbing his chin. �Thanks. Call me when you get an answer from Nathan, would you?�
�Sure, Dane. Not a problem. He�s down at the FBI now so it might be a while yet,� said Wayne.
�Great! Give me a call. Oh, and about my promise� I need to bring Hugo in on this.�
Wayne smiled meekly, �Sure, Dane. If it will help you find Dana, you can tell the world.�
Dane grinned broadly and gave Wayne a �thumbs-up�. He turned and walked side-by-side down the tower ramp with Hugo. Once they got out of earshot of Wayne, they started discussing what they heard.
�Hey, Boss, all this sounds pretty weird to me. What�s this Amazon stuff?�
�Come on. I have to fill you in on a ton of information.�

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

Saturday, July 9, 2011
Fortress Alpha, the Amazon;�10:15 a.m.
The jet black Bell 429 helicopter with no markings skimmed over the tree tops. The turbojet helicopter was perfect for ferrying in people and cargo deep into the jungle. Its IFR capabilities gave it the ability to move in and out of the jungle under some of the worst weather situations. Weather in the Amazon could change in a second from pouring rain to clear sky. This helicopter was perfect to overcome weather changes.
Three days ago Albert Jackson and Dieter Blocher left the comforts of Miami. Their private jet whisked them to Rio de Janeiro in luxury. The trip since then entailed the use of several modes of transport that Jackson thought to be sub-par but very necessary to provide the strict security and privacy they demanded.
This was Blocher�s first trip to South America. The natural beauty of the countryside amazed him. Everything was so green. Each leg of their journey, the private jet, a small puddle-jumper plane, a ramshackle jeep and now this helicopter brought him new amazement. He felt like a kid in a candy store. Jackson, on the other hand, hated the trip. He especially hated the heat and humidity of the jungle. The man was sweating like a pig.
This was Jackson�s fifth trip to the complex in the last eight years. Once he got there he was fine. The accommodations at the complex were first rate in his mind. It was that damned trek it took to get in and out of this fortress in the middle of nowhere that drove him to his limit.
Even with the air conditioning in the helicopter, Jackson removed his hat, took out a white silk handkerchief and mopped his brow. It was hot in Miami when they left Wednesday morning but nothing compared to the weather in the Amazon. He and Blocher met with cohorts in Rio and discussed the events in Miami. Blocher received positive confirmation of Mr. Nader�s demise. That closed a possibly nasty security breach that may have caused problems later. With Nader gone all was back to normal.
The flight was uneventful so far and Jackson was thankful for that bit of good news. The weather had caused havoc several other times when he came to visit at the complex. During one flight the weather conditions nearly caused them to crash deep in the jungle. Jackson carried that fear of a possible crash with him each time he flew over the heavy jungle in Brazil.
�Are you all right, Dieter?� Jackson inquired, thinking of his own misgivings about the flight.
�Fine, sir,� Blocher replied, almost chipper. Jackson mumbled something under his breath about younger folks not having the sense to be scared.
�We should be there within the hour,� said Jackson. �We have a lot of work to do so stay sharp and stay attentive. You have much to learn and all of it is most imperative for you to know.�
* * *
The Fortress Alpha complex had already detected the incoming craft. The long-range radar capabilities were state-of-the-art and could track any flights within 500 kilometers. The complex personnel interrogated the onboard IFF, decoded the encoded sub-signal for Fortress Alpha and began tracking the incoming flight. It was standard operation that no aircraft entered the area without completion of this automated security process. If the incoming bogey passed the challenge, an extremely low power, low frequency beacon was turned on for the Alpha craft to follow into the complex. If it did not pass, the Alpha site simply went dark to the outside world and the camouflaged complex seemed to melt into the jungle, becoming completely invisible to outsiders. In this case the black helicopter was passed on to the complex�s approach control.
As the helicopter reached the ten kilometer distance from the complex, a second series of check and recheck operations were initiated. Some were electronic and automatic. Others required �eyes on� contact by complex personnel while the incoming craft rode the approach control glide path. The helicopter flew just at the height of the tree tops. Again, if the craft did not pass these checks, the complex went black.
So far all was well. As the helicopter crossed the five kilometer ring around the complex, the area below began to change. A well camouflaged canopy began to open exposing a huge hole in the jungle revealing a clandestine heliport. Jackson�s helicopter quickly hovered over the opening and landed. Within seconds the hole in the jungle was gone. The massive heliport doors closed. To anyone flying over the site, there was nothing but jungle.
The two men sat patiently as the rotor blades wound down to a final stop. The ground crew swarmed the craft and the door was opened. Jackson was the first out, followed quickly by Blocher. They were met by a uniformed officer dressed perfectly. He strode up to the side of the helicopter.
�Good morning, Herr Jackson,� he said with a snap salute and a click of his heels. �We are expecting you and your group,� he said, glancing leeringly at Blocher. �I trust you and your guest had a very nice trip?�
�Yes, yes, quite nice,� said Jackson, wishing to move on. �I have with me my replacement in Miami, Mr. Blocher.�
�Herr Blocher. I am pleased to meet you and welcome you to Fortress Alpha.� He saluted again and clicked his heels.
�Thank you very much. I am� �
�Would you both follow me, please,� he said, cutting Blocher off in the middle of his sentence. �The F�hrer is ready to see you.�
�Yes, certainly,� said Jackson.
The officer led them off of the heliport pad and down a hall to an elevator. Blocher was fascinated with what he saw. There were guards everywhere. But it was the newness and cleanliness that was extraordinary. The complex looked brand new.
The group entered an elevator and descended several floors, emerging to see a mini subway station. This was the main backbone of the complex. On three levels subways were designed to move personnel and equipment from one end of the vast complex to another. After a quick ride, the car stopped and the group was met by another older man.
�Albert, how are you? Was your trip satisfactory?� said the man, who looked about sixty-five years old.
�Ah, yes, Herrman. It was very good. I brought an associate with me. Allow me to present Dieter Blocher. This is his first visit to the complex. �
Dieter Blocher stepped forward and offered his hand. �Dieter Blocher at your service, sir,� he stated very formally.
�Yes, so this is Mr. Blocher,� the old man said, shaking Blocher�s hand with an iron grip that frankly startled Blocher. �I finally get to meet you. I am Herrman Kunze.�
Dieter recognized the name. Jackson had filled him in on a few people he would most likely meet during this visit. Mr. Kunze was one of them. Kunze was the Administrative head of Fortress Alpha and reported directly to the F�hrer herself. This put him in charge of most every facet of the site.
�So Mr. Blocher, what do you think of our little secret hiding place?� asked Kunze, not really expecting an answer. Kunze was already sizing Blocher up. Looking for weakness; looking for maturity. For Blocher to take over Jackson�s position in Miami was a big step for this young man. Kunze was convinced by Jackson and others that Blocher was the best candidate. Kunze was not a hundred percent certain. This visit would either solidify Blocher�s case or be his downfall.
Blocher was all eyes and ears. Jackson taught him well. Always be observant and speak succinctly only when it is absolutely necessary, Jackson told him. Dieter took the advice to heart.
�The complex is magnificent,� said Blocher without emotion. �It is a fitting site for the resurrection of the Fourth Reich.�
Kunze smiled slightly. That was a good answer, he thought. Blocher sounded like some of those SS officers from days gone by.
The officer that led them to Kunze stepped forward. He waved the group toward a large steel door. As the group stepped through the opening, the character of the surroundings changed drastically. The other portion of the complex had a very clean industrial look about it. It reminded Blocher of a hospital. This area looked like a fine home. The walls were covered with a beautiful mahogany paneling as was the ceiling. The hardwood floors were covered with rich carpeting with a reoccurring pattern of old world castles. The guards were not present. Still one got the distinct feeling of constant surveillance. And so they were. Small high-definition cameras were deftly imbedded in the ceilings and walls. No one was beyond the range of the cameras.
�This way, please,� beckoned the officer as he opened a large mahogany door and stood at attention.
The group entered the room. Blocher was amazed. He had seen many opulent buildings and hotels in his time but this was beyond those. This was fit for royalty.
�Please take a seat, gentlemen,� offered Kunze. �We will be joined momentarily by our F�hrer.� The room had a large desk at one end and conference table at the other. The men seated themselves around the conference table leaving the head chair open. Within minutes a hidden door near the desk opened. An impeccably uniformed officer stepped through.
�Actung!��The officer had a strong voice along with a loud pop as his heels clicked together.
Everyone in the room rose quickly. All eyes were on the open panel door. Two other officers came in followed immediately by Kaete Grimme. She was dressed in a simple, black uniform. She walked over to the head of the table briskly and stood, eyeing everyone in the group. She paused for a moment, smiled and walked over to Jackson.
�Herr Jackson, it is so very good to see you again.�
�Thank you, Mein F�hrer,� Jackson answered as they shook hands. Blocher was stunned. Grimme looked past Jackson at Blocher.
�I assume this is Dieter Blocher,� she said.
�Yes, Mein F�hrer. May I present to you Herr Dieter Blocher.�
She stepped over to Blocher and offered her hand. Blocher took her hand. She shook his hand twice and then pushed his hand away, a point of behavior she had learned from royalty. This prevented any long handshakes from those enamored with meeting her.
�I am very happy to meet you, Herr Blocher. I am certain you will serve us well in your new assignment.�
�Thank you, Mein F�hrer,� Blocher said strongly and succinctly.
Both Kunze and Jackson took note. Dieter had handled the introduction very well. Kunze mentally racked another plus down for Blocher.
Grimme turned and returned to the head of the table and sat down. The rest of the group sat down.
�Gentlemen, we are on the verge of what we have worked toward for more than fifty years. What our fathers and forefathers worked so hard to create. We are once again on the verge of world domination,� stated Grimme with little emotion.�Dieter had goose bumps running up and down his arms and neck. He could not believe what he was hearing.
�Here at Fortress Alpha we are now ramping up to one hundred percent output in production. Our work was started by our predecessors. We have worked very hard to build upon their findings and move forward. Our scientists have now perfected the greatest scientific breakthrough in the history of man.� She paused to let what she had said sink in. �We are now making our own gold!�
The group leapt to their feet and began their applause. Blocher was right with them although hearing this was as astounding to him as Jesus Christ walking in through the door. Make gold? My God, how in the hell was that possible? Surely she meant �mine� our own gold. If you can make gold, the future is limitless. Of course, Dieter knew of the gold shipment back to the United States. Jackson and he handled the financial recordkeeping of the transfers. But he had no idea where the gold came from other than Brazil. And that gold was created here at Fortress Alpha? Blocher�s head was swimming.
Grimme raised her hand and the group was seated.
�As we all know, we embarked upon a plan to conquer the world back in the 1930�s. Since then many others gave their lives to transfer that plan to Brazil after the fall of the Third Reich. Our forefathers risked everything to see that we had the ability to further our cause,� she explained.
�Now their work and our work are yielding great rewards. We have plans to overwhelm the world markets and bring them to their knees. We will succeed in doing what our beloved F�hrer Adolph Hitler was unable to do with brute force. We will conquer the world but through the strangling of its financial system. The actions have been set into motion. Within a year we will control the gold market and control the world.�
The men stood again applauding. Dieter was proud to be here in this room. This was a great moment for the Fourth Reich and they were all part of its birth.

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

Saturday, July 9, 2011
Finley Base Camp, Cotriguacu, Brazil;�11:00 a.m.
Ben Jamison and Lee Watson waited hoping to hear something from the Finley party. He, Lee or one of his men staunchly stood by the radio the entire time. Many times each day and night they attempted to contact the Finleys by radio. The result was nothing but static.
�Something�s definitely happened to them,� Ben said quietly under his breath. �I just know it. It�s not like Randall to not get back to us somehow.�
Tecal, one of Ben�s trusted natives, was sitting at Ben�s side at the table. Tecal worked with Ben and Lee for ten years and knew Randall, Dana and Manolo well. He accompanied Randall on one of his solo treks a few years ago while Dana stayed back at Princeton. Tecal knew the jungle well and also knew that the jungle carried many dangers.
�Mr. Ben, what about the GPS?� Tecal asked. �Why have we not the GPS?�
Tecal was right. Even if Randall ditched the radio he still had a GPS unit small enough to be on Randall�s belt. They should be receiving GPS info all of the time. But there was no GPS signal at all. That worried Ben. He felt that something very bad had happened. Especially after hearing about the men dressed in black. Putting all of this together, Ben knew something terrible had happened to the Finleys.
The Finleys were at least three or four days back into the bush when they last contacted Base Camp. So logically it would take at least three days or so for them to return. If that were true, Dana and Randall should be back by tomorrow. Ben anxiously felt he could not wait that long. Hell, it would be five or six days total to initiate a rescue mission. That was too long to wait in his opinion.
Lee walked into the hut and sat down at the table. �Anything new?� she asked tentatively. She so wanted to hear there had been contact. Dana and Randall were not only colleagues but friends. One does not spend days and weeks with folks in the wilds of the Amazon without becoming close.
To Lee, Dana reminded her of her deceased daughter. If she had survived the car crash, Amy would be the same age as Dana now. Maybe that was why she felt so close to Dana. It gave her comfort.
�Not a peep,� said Ben looking up. �I can�t see a light at the end of this tunnel.�
�They are out there somewhere,� Lee said. �We�ll find them. I know it.�
�God, I hope so,� Ben said seriously. �What worries me is the GPS. That damned little unit is almost indestructible. Why aren�t we getting that signal? It must have been destroyed. That worries me.�
�I know. It worries me too,� said Lee softly.
�Well, I don�t know what else to do but send someone out to try to find them.�
Lee looked at Ben. �You think that�s a good idea? I mean, what if someone did kidnap them? We could be sending in more people into a trap� or worse.�
Ben thought for a second. �That�s true but we can send someone out to meet them. Maybe they are on their way back. We would know that much sooner,� answered Ben.
�Then let�s do it,� chirped Lee. �Let�s send Tecal now.�
Ben looked at Tecal. �We have to send someone out after the Finleys today,� blurted Ben. �I can�t sit here another minute without knowing something.�
�Yes, Mr Ben.�
�Get a few men and follow the Finleys� trail. Take a radio and GPS and leave as soon as possible. Within the hour would be great. If they are out there and on the way back, you should find them within a day.�
�Yes, Mr. Ben,� agreed Tecal. �I get three men and leave quick. We can travel fast and make good time in the jungle. �
�Call me immediately on the radio when you find them. Otherwise radio me every four hours,� explained Jamison.
�Yes, Mr. Ben. We go now,� said Tecal as he raced from the hut to gather his men for the trip.
Ben sat back and wondered if it was too late. Possibly he should have done this yesterday. He might have known something by now. Dumbass, he thought. You are a complete dumbass! He should have acted on this earlier. God, he thought, I hope we are not too late.
* * *
It took Tecal only twenty minutes to corral three of his men, a bit of food and a handheld radio and GPS with a portable antenna. They were ready to go.
Tecal and his men walked over to the base camp hut.
�We are ready to go, Mr. Ben,� Tecal called inside.
Ben walked out onto the porch of the hut and smiled. Lee followed.
�Tecal, you guys are as fast as lightning. Everything�s set?�
�Yes, Mr. Ben. We leave now. We can travel very fast in the jungle. Tyana is one of the best trackers,� Tecal explained, patting the small native standing beside him on the shoulder.
�Great!� smiled Ben. �You go find the Finleys and be sure to call me every four hours.�
Tecal gave Ben a big grin and the foursome turned and trotted off into the jungle, Tyana leading.
�Good luck,� yelled Lee.
Suddenly, Ben felt there was some hope as he pulled out a handkerchief and wiped his sweating brow. He looked at his sister. Some hope�
* * *
Four hours passed. Right on time Tecal radioed Ben. No contact. They were moving fast. Ben was following the GPS signal. He was amazed at the speed Tecal and his men were moving through the jungle. Finally some progress.
Lee was plotting Tecal�s progress when the eight-hour check-in call came in. Tecal still found no sign of the Finleys. According to the map, Ben saw that Tecal�s group had gone two days deep into the jungle as the Finleys would have trekked. He was worried now. Ben knew the Finleys were not coming back in. Tecal should have found them by now if they were. He decided to have Tecal move on for four more hours. By then it would be dark.
* * *
After four more hours it was dark at the base camp. Lee and Ben waited intently at the radio. Lee checked the GPS system and plotted Tecal�s position. They had gone much further than Ben had hoped. They were within thirty miles of the Finleys� last reported location. This did not look good, thought Ben as he held his head in his hands. The crackling of the radio startled him. It was Tecal reporting in. Lee ran over to the table.
The news was not good. Still there was no sign of the Finleys. They were able to track the group far into the jungle. They found their campsites but did not find them. Ben thought about sending Tecal on a bit further but decided against it. They had to have been captured or worse.
�We need to call Tecal back in,� Lee said dejectedly.
Ben did not want to give up. But he also did not want to lose anyone else. He had his answer.
Ben grasped the microphone and keyed it. �Return to base camp as soon as possible, Tecal.� Ben could not believe he was saying that. He looked at Lee. Both had tears in their eyes. Both felt horrible. But it had to be done. Tecal acknowledged the message to return.
That left one thing to do, one thing that Ben dreaded. He had to call Dane again.

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

Saturday, July 9, 2011
Miami, Florida;�9:00 p.m.
Normally Dane would be out to dinner on a beautiful vibrant Saturday night in Miami Beach. But tonight he worried about his sister and her husband. He waited to hear from Ben Jamison in Brazil about Dana and Randall. He hoped he would get word tonight that they were safe. He was so certain he decided to stay home and watch a little TV when the phone rang.
Dane answered, �Hello.�
�Dane, Ben Jamison here. Can you hear me?� he asked.
�Sure. What�s the news, Ben?�
�It�s not so good, I�m afraid. I decided to send a few of my guys out this morning hoping to meet Randall and Dana as they were coming back.�
�Sounds like a good idea, Ben,� Dane said. �What did they find?� he said, closing his eyes and praying for the best.
�My guys tracked Randall three days back into the jungle. They found no trace of them at all, nothing,� explained Ben. �They found their campsites and their trail. They also found a lot of blood but no bodies. There was no other trace. No tracks in or out. Dane, I think they are prisoners of those guys dressed in black that they reported.�
Dane�s mind swirled. After what he found out about the death of Nathan�s father he was more worried than before. It seemed more and more plausible that Dana and Randall had stumbled across the Germans in the Amazon. That was not good. But he decided not to let Ben in on his theory, at least not yet.
�Damn,� said Dane after a few seconds of silent thought. �I had hoped it would not come to this but� � His voice trailed off. Now he was very worried. If someone had them, they were in great danger; especially Dana. He knew what men in the jungle would do to a woman and it was not pretty. He could not stand to think of what his sister may be going through.
�So Ben, where do we go from here?� asked Dane.
�Well, my next call will be to Princeton to report all of this and hopefully come up with some kind of plan.�
�Personally, I�m afraid that will take too long. Those guys will talk about it for months before acting. Dana and Randall will be dead by then if they aren�t already. We need to get back in there ourselves and find out what�s going on.�
Ben was silent for a few seconds. �I don�t know, Dane. That�s very harsh jungle out there and those guys don�t sound like they�ll just roll over and give Dana and Randall back to you if you ask nicely. We need some big time help here. Military type help,� explained Ben.
�Yeah, Ben, I agree. We need military type help. And that�s just what I�m going to get.�
�What do you mean, Dane?� asked Ben. He was puzzled.
�Don�t worry. I�ll handle it. Thanks, Ben. I�ll get down there soon. Meanwhile I need to make a few calls.�
�You coming down, you say?� asked Ben, thinking he didn�t hear Dane correctly.
�Yes. I will see you very soon. I have to run.� With that Dane hung up the phone.
Dane sat thinking for about twenty minutes, reflecting on his previous conversation with Ben. He was oblivious to all sounds around him. He was deep in thought. He had to go to Brazil. He had no plan. He contemplated the worst scenario; both Dana and Randall were dead. He rejected that thought. In his heart he knew they were alive. For a second, he thought the group was picked up by a band of men and were being cared for in the jungle. He immediately rejected that idea as well. The Finleys would have contacted someone if that were true. No; it had to be they were held against their will possibly by these men dressed in black, the Nazis. That was the only plausible answer.
He looked at his watch and dialed Ben�s number again. Ben picked up on the first ring.
�Ben, Dane here.�
�Yes, Dane,� Ben answered.
�Have you talked with Princeton yet?� Dane asked.
�Yeah, Dane, I did. I talked to Dr. Dukes at Princeton. You were right. He wanted to get the State Department involved. He is probably calling them as we speak.�
�Ben, did Dr. Dukes say anything about being contacted by anyone for ransom money or anything like that?� asked Dane.
�No, he didn�t. Has someone contacted you?� Ben asked excitedly.
�No. I wanted to make certain before I came down there,� explained Dane. Ben�s initial excitement dropped like a stone.
�So you are still coming?� asked Ben.
�Yes. It may be two of us. I won�t know until later but I will try to get down to Rio tomorrow and then make my way to you.�
�If you can get to Caceres, Brazil, I can arrange to get you here,� said Ben.
�Damn, exactly where are you?� asked Dane feeling a bit dumb.
�I am at the base camp in a very small village about 400 miles north, northwest of Caceres. The village is called Cotriguacu. It is in the state of Mato Grosso on the Rio Juruena. Take it from me; this is the middle of nowhere,� Ben said with a slight chuckle. �As my dad used to say, this is God�s country; holding one piece of land to another piece of land. Other than that, this place is worthless but beautiful.�
Dane smiled to himself on the other end of the line. At least he was talking to a man who had a sense of humor.
Ben continued, �When you get to Caceres go to the government office and ask for Bill Nelson.�He will make your travel arrangements to get you here. Otherwise you could get lost.�
�Thanks, Ben. Bill Nelson. I�m writing that down now; at the government office in Caceres� If all goes well, we should be there by late tomorrow or the next day, depending on flight availability,� said Dane. �We will see you then. And thanks again for all you are doing.�
�Hey, no thanks needed. These are my friends as well. No, I should say family. We will get them back. I�m certain of that,� Ben said confidently, although inwardly he was not as sure as he sounded.
�Right. We will. See you soon, Ben.�
�See you when you get here,� said Ben. They both hung up.
Within a minute the phone rang. �This is Dane.�
�Hey, Dane, Wayne here. I talked to Nathan about the specific location we talked about in the Amazon. The only thing he could remember was a place called Caceres. Does that ring a bell?�
Dane sat up straight. �Yes, Wayne, it does. It�s in the same general area where my sister and her husband disappeared. Did he say anything else?�
�No.�That was all he could remember,� answered Wayne. �I hope that helps.�
�Yes, it does. It helps a lot. Thanks for getting back to me.�
�Not a problem, Dane. I�ll see you tomorrow at work.� With that Wayne hung up.
Now Dane had a connection. He began adding to his notes.
Dane picked up his phone again. Dialing a number, he waited for an answer. After four rings there was an answer but there was also blaring music.
�Hey!�
�Hugo, this is Dane.�
�Yeah, Boss. What�s up?� answered Hugo as he tried to get to a place a bit quieter.
�I need a huge favor, buddy,� Dane started.
�Hold on a sec while I get to a quieter place.�
Hugo stepped outside of the Miami Beach club and into the warm humid night. �Okay, Dane,� he said. �I can hear you now. What�s up?�
Dane took a deep breath. �I need a huge favor, buddy. I�m headed for Brazil tomorrow� �
�Damn,� Hugo interrupted. �Not bad news about Dana� �
�No, it�s not that. But it looks like I�m going to have to go down there with Ben and try to find them.�
There was no hesitation on the line. �I�m going with you,� said Hugo. �And don�t even try to tell me no. I�m leaving right now. I�ll be at your place in twenty minutes. We can figure out a plan together and get this thing done right.�
Dane lowered his head into his left hand while holding the phone with his right. �Thanks, Hugo. You don�t know what this means to me.�

CHAPTER THIRTY

Saturday, July 9, 2011
Fortress Alpha;�9:15 p.m.
Randall heard the heavy footsteps outside his cell door. He struggled to get to his knees. The beating had left him with several broken ribs and a myriad of cuts about the face. He felt like a truck hit him. He tried to open his eyes to see what was happening when the cell door opened and two giant men walked in and grabbed him by his arms. They pulled him to a standing position and walked him out of his cell. The light was blinding. His mind raced as he tried to make some sense as to where he was and what was happening.
Randall had lain in his cell for three days after his brutal beating at the hands of the guards. Dried blood was smeared across his face and his eyes were nearly swollen shut. He could barely speak.
�What is happening?� he murmured to the guards. There was no answer. He was half led, half dragged down the hallways and up a flight of stairs until they came to a large steel door at the end of one hall. The guards opened the door and flung him into the room. Randall fell to the floor with a splat.
�Oh, my God!�
Randall looked up, turning his head toward the sound he recognized. He could see someone else but could not recognize who it was.
�Who,� he began to say, straining his eyes even more to make out the person crawling toward him.
�Oh, God, Randall,� came the voice again. Randall wiped his eyes. It sounded like Dana!
�Dana, is that you?� he asked, raising a hand toward the person nearest to him.
�Yes, Randall. Are you all right?� Dana asked, sobbing uncontrollably. She was so happy to see him. She smiled widely. She had resigned herself to the thought that Randall was dead.
�I�m alive. Just a bit rough,� Randall said, noticing he had lost at least two teeth. �Dana, are you all right? What have they done to you?�
Dana reached Randall and took him in her arms. �Oh, baby, I thought you were dead. I thought they killed you.�
�Not dead but not doing too great,� said Randall, wincing from the pain of the broken ribs.
�Oh, am I hurting you?� Dana said.
�I think I have a few broken ribs,� he said, trying mightily not to show Dana his true pain.
Randall sat up and took a look at Dana. He forced his eyes open and nearly puked. His beloved Dana was hardly recognizable. Her face was swollen with two large cuts, one over her right eye and the other one on her left cheek. Her nose was broken, bent off to one side. He could see that she had teeth missing and her lips were split open with two nasty gashes. She had clearly been beaten like him. But she still had her smile.
�Oh, God, baby, what have they done to you?� he cried. He reached out and pushed back her hair so he could see her face better. �They did this to you?�
�Yes, and you and Manolo too, I guess,� she said quietly. She looked over to the other side of the room where Manolo lay.
Randall looked over and saw Manolo for the first time. Manolo was sitting against the wall and was a bloody mess as well. His eyes were open but he said nothing. The first thing Randall saw was Manolo�s hideously broken arm. He turned away. Manolo�s arm was folded in half in front of him. The white jagged bone protruded from his upper arm about halfway down from his shoulder.
�Manolo,� Randall called. There was no answer. Randall called to him again; nothing but a blank stare and a moan in return. Randall turned to Dana. �Where are we? Do you know?�
�I have no idea,� she answered, wincing in pain.
�Your ribs� broken?� asked Randall.
�Yes, I�m certain of that; and my nose too. That�s what hurts the most,� Dana said, gingerly touching the crusty blood covering her nose. �I hope I look better than you do,� she said with a slight smile trying to lighten the mood a bit. She was so happy to see Randall alive.
Randall tried to break a smile but the pain in his face was too much. �Sweetheart, you gotta stop making jokes. They hurt too much.�
Randall leaned over toward Manolo. Even though he had a lot of pain throughout his body, he slowly crawled over beside him. Manolo�s eyes followed Randall. That was good, Randall thought.
�Manolo, can you hear me?� he asked. Manolo slowly opened his mouth and finally spoke.
�Yes.�
�I know you are in pain. Is there anything I can do to help?�
�No.� The reply was curt and quick. It seemed that Manolo wanted to just lie there and not move.
�We will get out of here, Manolo. Believe me, we will,� said Randall quietly as he turned to crawl back over beside Dana.
�Randall, what the hell are we going to do?� she said, starting to sob.
�I don�t know, babe. But I do know someone out there misses us and will try to come help us. Do you have any idea how long we have been here?�
�At least three days, I think,� Dana answered, again wincing, �maybe more.� It was clearly painful for her to talk with the severe mouth and face injuries she had.
Randall�s ears picked up footsteps again. They were getting closer. They stopped outside of the cell door. He heard the key in the lock and the door opened wide. The glaring light from the hall outside caused Dana and Randall to both shade their eyes with their hands.
The two guards who had beat them previously walked into the cell and stood on both sides of the door. Jorgen Maas stepped into the room and stood over Randall and Dana.
Randall and Dana looked up at Maas. �Who are you?� Randall asked.
Maas kicked Dana in the side, knocking the wind out of her. �I do the talking. You understand?� Maas sneered.
Dana was gasping for air. Randall tried to help her but couldn�t. Every movement hurt. He looked at Maas. �You damn pig,� Randall sneered. �Let us out of here! We haven�t done anything to you.�
Maas did not move. He glanced over to the two guards and nodded ever so slightly. The two guards jumped into action. Randall stiffened, ready to receive a kick or worse. His eyes widened as the guards did not grab him but grabbed Dana and held her up. One guard pinned her arms behind her back. She screamed in pain as they straightened her arms and pulled them straight back. As one guard held Dana�s arms back, the other guard pulled out a rope and tied Dana�s hands. He handed the other end to Maas, who attached the rope to a pulley hanging from the ceiling of the room. No one hesitated. They must have done this many times before to others. Their efficiency was amazing. Maas jerked on the rope pulling Dana�s arms and hands up high behind her back. She screamed with pain from her shoulders as her feet left the ground. Maas tied the rope onto a stanchion on the wall. He stepped over in front of her and slammed his fist into her stomach. The sound was horrible. She already was having trouble breathing from the initial kick but this blow struck her so hard the air came out of her with a hideous groan. Her body tried to double over but the guard behind her grabbed her blood-crusted hair and pulled her head back up while the other guard slammed home a second body blow that literally sent Dana swinging across the room. The guard holding her let her go and she slammed face first into the stone wall. There was a nasty crunch as her head met the wall. A guard steadied her and readied her for another blow.
�You son-of-a-bitch,� screamed Randall as he saw Dana hanging painfully by her arms, stretched high behind her back. She was thankfully unconscious and bleeding profusely from her mouth as she was slowly swinging. Randall was in tears. �Stop. She�s hurt. You are going to kill her!�
Maas stepped back and spoke with a booming voice. �Any more words from you and I will kill her in front of you. I am the boss and you will do what I say or� �
Maas reached into his waist and pulled out a Glock 45 automatic pistol and aimed it at Manolo. The shot was deafening. The bullet slammed into Manolo�s forehead and his brains spattered the wall behind him. A ghastly huge stream of blood spurted from the gaping hole in Manolo�s head spraying both Dana and Randall with his warm blood. It was like a fountain. Randall vomited. My God, this was Hell.
Maas stepped back. �I will only ask you this once. I expect truthful information. Do you understand?�
Randall wiped his mouth with tears still streaming down his face. He was covered in blood and vomit. He could see that Dana was breathing but was out cold. He looked up at Maas, his eyes drilling a hole through Maas� head. �Yes,� Randall answered. He figured he better talk or he and Dana would not be alive in five minutes.
�Who are you and why are you here?� demanded Maas.
�I am Dr. Randall Finley and this is my wife, Dana. The man you killed was Manolo, our guide.�
�Very good,� smiled Maas. �You are very correct. Now, why are you here?�
�You already knew that,� cried Randall, �then why all this?� He looked directly at Maas and glanced at the two huge guards. There was no emotion from them.
Maas glanced over at one of the guards.
Randall saw this. �Wait. We are searching for lost Amazonian tribes. We are part of an expedition from Princeton University in the United States. We are United States citizens and demand to be released and returned to our base camp,� explained Randall, hoping Maas would not turn on Dana again.
�Your base,� Maas� interest renewed. �You have a base near here?�
�No,� answered Randall. �Our base camp is at Cotriguacu. We trekked back into the jungle from there.�
�So you are U.S. citizens?� Maas said. �That does you no good. You are in Fortress Alpha, the headquarters of the Fourth Reich.�
Randall looked stunned. The Fourth Reich? What in the hell is that, he thought. Are these people Germans? Now he was really confused.
�We found you with a radio and a GPS. Who were you communicating with?� demanded Maas, staring directly at Randall.
�Our base camp,� answered Randall tiredly. �They know where we are at all times. The GPS goes back to base camp and Princeton, New Jersey.�
�That is what I thought you might say. Not good for you, I�m afraid,� hissed Maas, his fears now confirmed. �Do you expect someone to come after you?�
�I don�t know. I think they will if we don�t turn up soon,� answered Randall.
Maas said something in German to one of the guards. The guard reached over toward Dana with a huge knife.
�Wait,� screamed Randall. �I told you everything. Please don�t hurt her again; please don�t.�
The guard cut the rope and watched Dana fall to the floor. He reached down, placed her over against the wall and untied her hands.
�You see good things can happen when you cooperate,� Maas said with a smirk. �If you do not, well, I will personally kill you. It will be a slow, excruciatingly painful death, I assure you.� Randall stared at Maas� if eyes could kill.
�Please help her. She�s badly hurt,� begged Randall. He glanced over at Manolo�s body. His eyes were wide open and blood was still oozing from the finger-sized hole in his forehead. Randall had never see anything like that, just old films of executions during the Vietnam days. There was no helping him. Poor Manolo probably never knew what happened. He may turn out to be the luckiest one of us, he thought to himself. Manolo�s hell was over.
Maas stepped over to Dana. His prurient mind led his hands to Dana�s body. Randall could only watch as Maas ran his hands over her body as he smiled. Randall closed his eyes tightly.
�Leave her alone, you pig!� Randall shouted, figuring he would pay dearly for his statement.
Dana moaned and turned her head slightly. Maas stepped back and smiled broadly. Randall was thankful she was still alive.
�I will send a doctor and some food in a few minutes.� Maas turned to the guards again and spoke to them in German. The two stepped over and picked up Manolo�s body and dragged him from the room. Randall was amazed at the amount of blood around them on the floor.
Maas saw him looking at the blood and yelled something else out in German to the guards outside. Two other guards came into the room. One picked up Dana and the other helped Randall to his feet.
�I will move you two to more comfortable accommodations on Level 8 so you can recover,� said Maas. �Bringen Sie die Beiden zum Wartebereich auf dem 8 Stock.�
�We can talk again after you have eaten something and your wife wakes up. Maybe she and I can have some private time.�
Randall seethed at Maas� comment. But trying to placate Maas, Randall only said, �Thank you.�

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

Sunday, July 10, 2011
Rio de Janeiro, Brazil;�10:35 p.m.
The TAM Airlines flight touched down minutes ahead of time at the Gale�o Airport in Rio. Both Dane and Hugo traveled light, each using only a carry-on bag. While this concerned Hugo, Dane explained Ben could get them what they needed. They raced through the airport trying to get to an information counter as quickly as possible to secure their next flight.
At the information center, Dane and Hugo found the best route to Caceres was to fly to Cuiaba, Brazil. Once in Cuiaba they could charter a small plane for the flight to Caceres. The only problem was the flight to Cuiaba was scheduled for the next morning. They booked the morning flight and decided to grab a cab to a nearby hotel for some sleep.
The cab driver was a gregarious Brazilian. Hugo and the cabbie talked the entire way to the hotel.�Hugo tried to see what action was close to the hotel. Dane shook his head. You can�t change Hugo.
At the hotel the two grabbed a bite to eat. Dane succeeded in persuading Hugo not to hit the bar but hit the sack instead. Both slept well and were ready to go the next day, arriving at the airport for their Cuiaba flight with time to spare. The Boeing 737�400 was an old craft but seemed to be in reasonably good shape.
�Thank God we are not flying some prop puddle jumper,� cracked Hugo as they hustled aboard.
�Wait until you see what we have to fly in to get to Caceres,� laughed Dane.
�Speaking of getting there, what are your plans?� asked Hugo, being serious for the first time in a while.
�I�ve been thinking about that,� said Dane, studiously. �I figure we first need to locate them and then survey their situation. If they are dead, well, there�s nothing we can do about that but I do want to know what happened and who�s responsible. And whose ass we have to kick. On the other hand, I truly believe they are alive but in the hands of those men they reported. Ben was unable to find out anything about them but I had an ace in the hole.�
�Uh-oh, what did you do, Boss?� asked Hugo. He was wondering who Dane talked to. With both Dane and Hugo being ex-SEALS, they had several friends who stayed in the Navy and had moved up in the ranks. They both kept in touch with many of them, usually by way of SEAL group reunions. The �Once a SEAL always a SEAL� adage was true.
�You remember Davis Engle?� asked Dane, knowing full well Hugo knew him well.
�Sure I know Davis. He�s somewhere in Washington, isn�t he?�
�Yeah, you could say that,� explained Dane. �Davis is over at the CIA these days. Let�s say he is in a position of authority that could help us. Two nights ago I contacted him and explained my situation and filled him in on what was going down. Officially he can�t help us, as you might imagine. However, being a close friend, he was able to get me some information from his cohorts responsible for the South American area.�
�That sounds good so far. What did he come up with?�
�Officially nothing,� Dane said with a smile. �But let�s say some interesting side information was discovered.�
Hugo grinned. �I like discovering things.�
As the plane rumbled down the runway and took off, the warm, humid air caused a bumpy ascent. Dane looked out the window and was struck by how fast they had left civilization and seemed to be over endless jungle. Finally the plane leveled off.
Dane continued, �It seems there are increasing reports and comments of people disappearing in this part of the Amazon. Nothing big, nothing noted on the national news anywhere in the U.S. but all the same, people are reported missing. There was the University of Pittsburgh thing back in the seventies but nothing ever became of that. The Brazilian government is not well known to follow up on these types of reports and, frankly, neither is the U.S. government. My guess is the government figure you are on your own when you decide to go deep into these uncharted areas of the Amazon. Remember, Randall and Dana decided to trek into some of the most uncivilized regions of the Amazonian basin. Evidently these disappearances over the past forty years were few and far between with no more than a total of thirty to forty people during those years. In the grand scheme of things these days, that�s small stuff.�
�Okay. I can see where that would be under everyone�s radar but what does that have to do with us?� a puzzled Hugo asked. �Or do you think Dana and Randall are victims as well?�
�Well, on the surface I would say no,� explained Dane. �But here�s where it gets interesting. On the first hand, thirty or so folks disappearing in the Amazon jungle are a drop in the bucket. The Amazon jungle is not the place where any dumbass can walk in and think everything is beautiful. There are animals and, for that matter, natives that will kill you and eat you. No traces left. You are simply gone. But there is one bit of info that has been dismissed. There have been several instances where men dressed in black have been mentioned. Not in all reports but many more than just a few.�
�Whoa, you don�t think� �
Dane looked back out of the window and across the vibrant green jungle below. �I can�t say but it does make me wonder especially after hearing Nathan Nader�s story. Let�s say some Nazi nutcase has created his own little world out there and doesn�t want to be bothered. So much that he kills anyone that is unlucky enough to discover them.�
�Sounds a bit far-fetched but I guess that�s possible,� said Hugo, not totally convinced. �It seems to me that it would be harder and harder to stay undiscovered especially these days with satellites and stuff.�
�Well, that�s what I thought until I dug deeper and found that many of these disappearances have occurred in one general area.�
�The same area that Dana and Randall disappeared� � said Hugo, catching on to Dane�s idea.
�Bingo,� said Dane. �It�s also the same area that Nathan says his father mentioned.�
�Damn. So you think Dana and Randall did run across these Nazis out in the jungle and were captured?� questioned Hugo.
�I can�t prove it, but it does fit with the whole gold, Amazon and Nazi story.�
�Still loosely, my friend,� said Hugo. �But without anything else to go on I think it�s as good a theory to run with as any.�
�So when we get to the base camp I don�t want to share this info with Ben or anyone else, at least yet. But here�s what I think we need to pull together when we get there.� Dane pulled a piece of paper from his shirt pocket and handed it to Hugo. �I hope Ben or one of his buddies can give us a hand with this stuff.�
Hugo studied the list intently. �Hmm, looks like you want to go in hot,� he said, looking over the list that included many firearms and other military equipment. �You think they can get this stuff for us?�
�I certainly hope so. Unless you packed away something I was not aware of.�
�Well, as a matter of fact, I did bring along some extra cash.� Hugo grinned at Dane. �I figured we would be in procurement mode. Especially for let�s say items that are not normally standard fare for Princeton University doctors who are in town to look for artifacts.�
Dane laughed and looked back out of the window again. �Hugo, I can�t ask you to foot the bill for this.�
�Ah, hell, Dane, it�s only money,� Hugo said with another big grin. �Besides, I would probably spend it on women and booze anyway.�
�No, man, I�m serious. This is going to cost a pretty penny before it�s over. I have some savings that I will dip into.�
Hugo�s face turned serious.��Listen to me, Dane. You are the only family I have on this earth. You and I have been through a lot both at home and over there in the Mideast. We have saved each other�s asses many times. I consider Dana and Randall my family as well. I want you to know that whatever I have is yours and that�s no bullshit.�
�Damn, you�re gonna make me cry,� Dane said smiling. �Thanks, man. I really mean it. But you and I are not rich men. I�m not sure how I�m going to swing this one. I guess I could borrow the cash I need.�
Hugo sat quietly for a few minutes. �There�s something I should tell you that I�ve never told anyone about my family.�
�What do you mean? You�ve told me about your parents back in Texas,� said Dane.
�Yes, I have but not the whole story.�
�Which is?�
�When my parents were killed, I inherited a rather large sum of money,� Hugo explained, looking sheepishly.
�I thought your dad was a mechanic in a garage,� asked Dane.
�Yeah, he was. But he also invested in a few wildcat oil ventures. My uncle was one of those Texas oil tycoons you read about that ran around Texas buying up small oil fields and drilling for oil. Most of the wells were busts but several wells netted Dad and his brother quite a large amount of money.�
Dane looked at Hugo. �I normally would not ask someone this question, but how much money are we talking about here?�
Hugo paused for a few seconds and then answered quietly, �Let�s just say tens of millions.�
�Tens of millions?� exclaimed Dane, turning to Hugo totally astonished. �Hugo, are you serious?�
Hugo grinned. �Yeah, millions and millions. At my parents� death I inherited it all as well as their share in the oil fields back home. Some of those fields are still money-makers. They give me a pretty good income from the wells alone.�
Dane was stunned. He had no idea Hugo was a rich man. �Why in the world didn�t you tell me about this? What the hell are you doing working as a lifeguard?�
Hugo looked down at his feet, embarrassed. �Dane, I wanted to tell someone, especially you, but I was scared to death it would change my relationship with you and my friends. I mean, I had finally achieved the life that I wanted. I didn�t want money to get in the way,� he explained.
Dane sat there for a few seconds. �I guess I understand that point of view. It�s your life, your money, and you have to do whatever you think is right, but damn, what a surprise.�
�Well, anyway, let�s agree we have a nice bankroll for this rescue mission.�I can�t think of any better way to spend some of this stash.�
�Wow,� Dane said, shaking his head. �Wow!�
�So I think we can agree that we shouldn�t have any problems getting what we need to get Dana and Randall back,� stated Hugo. �No problems.�

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

Monday, July 11, 2011
Fortress Alpha; 11:00 a.m
The doctor had come and gone. A nurse cleaned and attended to their wounds. They showered and were issued a pair of gray overalls which they happily donned. They both felt much better after the cleanup. Dana and Randall were able to get some sleep after a few pain shots. Randall looked over at Dana, who was just waking up.
�Hey, babe, how ya feeling?� he asked quietly as to not startle her. He tried to run his hand through her hair but it dried a bit tangled after her shower.
She tried to sit up, grimacing and holding her stomach and side as she arose.
�Whoa now, let�s not have you moving around so much. You took a really bad beating,� said Randall in a soothing voice as he sat up and eased her back down. Randall bit his lip trying to hide the intense pain of his own injuries.
Dana looked at Randall. �Who the hell are these people? Why are we here?� she asked. �Are you all right?�
�I�m a bit beat up but I�m okay. How do you feel?�
�Everything hurts,� replied Dana. �My God, I�ve lost teeth!� Dana was suddenly realizing some of her injuries. �And my face hurts like hell.�
�Yeah, I would think it would. They beat the hell out of you. I think you have broken ribs and I know your nose is broken,� explained Randall, beginning to choke up. �I thought they were going to beat you to death. I was so scared.�
Dana looked around the room. Vastly different than cells they were in before, this room looked like a normal, simple bedroom. It was sparsely furnished with two cots and a chair and painted a pale yellow color. There was only one door, steel, and no windows. The ceiling was solid. It looked like painted concrete. The floor was linoleum, not bare concrete. And the room was heated or air conditioned. She could not tell other than it was somewhat comfortable as opposed to the cold, dank cell where they were earlier.
�Where�s Manolo?� she asked, suddenly realizing Randall was the only one there with her.
Randall�s face went serious. �I�m afraid he�s dead, Dana.�
�Dead? They killed him?� she gasped.
�Yeah. Thank God you were out. It was not pretty,� said Randall.
�But why kill Manolo?� she asked, tearing up. �He didn�t hurt anyone. Why kill Manolo of all people?�
�Shhh� I don�t know. I thought they were going to kill us too.� Randall put his arm around her to console her.
�What day is it?� Dana asked, suddenly realizing the concept of time.
�I have no idea,� answered Randall standing. �I could not tell you what day it is or for that matter how long we have been here. If I had to guess, I would say we�ve been here several days. Actually, I could not tell you we are still in the Amazon. This place cannot be in the jungle.�
Randall stood up slowly and walked over to the door. He tried the doorknob. It was locked. Not that he had expected anything else but it was worth a try. He walked around the room dragging his hand along the wall. It all felt solid. It felt like smooth concrete, not drywall. While the room looked nice, it was clearly still some type of containment cell.
Dana watched as he circled the room.
�What are they going to do with us?� asked Dana.
�I don�t know. So far they know who we are and why we are in the Amazon. They are also very concerned that we had a radio and a GPS. They also wanted to know about our base camp. �
�Did you tell them?�
�Dana, I had too. They were beating the hell out of you. I had to tell them what they wanted,� Randall said. �If I had clammed up, they would have killed you or worse. Look what they did to Manolo. They never asked him one question. They shot him in the head. Besides, what�s the big secret? We are doing our job, trekking through the Amazon looking for artifacts. We aren�t spies or anything like that. What�s to hide?�
Dana grimaced and tried to sit up again. This time she made it up before Randall could make her lie down again. She sat there for a second to let her head clear. Randall was right, she thought. Why did they want to know so much about what they were doing and where they came from? Someone had beaten the hell out of her to find out. Her head hurt. She was missing teeth. She could barely see out of her swollen eyes and face. Her whole body was bruised and it hurt to move.
�Well, what do we do now?� she asked.
�I don�t know. They said they would interrogate us later.�
�I hope they talk to us and don�t beat us anymore,� Dana said. �I don�t think I can take anymore. We will tell them what they want. We don�t have any secrets.�
�That�s it, Dana,� said Randall. �There�s this one big guy in charge that knew who we were. He asked a few questions but I really don�t think he wanted answers. He wanted to beat us up. These guys are sick.�
Both Dana and Randall froze at the sound of the door being unlocked. Randall recognized the same two guards as they walked in and stood by the door. Then there was Maas. Randall knew him all too well. But this time someone else walked in; a tall thin woman dressed in black. She stepped inside the room and silently looked both Dana and Randall over. They must have looked a mess. Slowly she placed her hands behind her back and took a step toward the two.
�I would welcome you to our base but you are not welcome here. I hope you realize our predicament,� Kaete Grimme began. �You have come here uninvited. I cannot tolerate that. I think that after your experience with this gentleman you will answer our questions,� she said, turning and glancing at Maas.
Randall stood beside Dana. �Look, we said we would cooperate. But you still beat us. Please. We have nothing to hide. We�ll answer all of your questions. Then please let us go. We don�t even know who the hell you are or even where we are,� pleaded Randall.
�I�m afraid that is impossible,� said Kaete with little emotion. �You will remain here indefinitely. I strongly caution you, however. You will obey every order. No exceptions. Failure to do so will put this man to work again. He will not be so gentle next time.�
Randall stared intently at Maas. If only I could wring his neck, he thought.
�I want to know about your radio and GPS,� began Maas in a low tone. �Who were you contacting with the radio?�
Dana spoke for the first time. �We communicate regularly with our base camp with the radio. By now they know we are missing and will be sending a search party for us.�
Maas smiled at Dana. �So the pretty one can talk. What about the GPS?�
Randall took over, seeing Maas� interest in Dana. �The GPS pinpoints our location at all times so we don�t get lost. That�s how they will find us. Even here,� showing a slight smile to Maas and Kaete.
Maas was not amused. His smile turned to a scowl.
�Dr. Finley,� Kaete began with a deadly serious stare. �Let me make this perfectly clear. It is not in you or your wife�s best interests to have such an attitude. I assure you I will have no hesitation to give your wife to this gentleman for his personal use. Do you understand me clearly?� Kaete looked directly at Randall.
Randall swallowed hard. He knew exactly what that meant. He had stepped out of bounds with these monsters. He said too much too fast. Now he had to calm everything down.
�I did not mean any harm, ma�am. We can handle this without any more violence,� Randall said meekly, stepping slightly in front of Dana. His intention was clear. He must protect Dana, even if he sacrificed himself.
�I thought you would agree,� said Kaete curtly. �I have seen what he can do with a woman. I assure you that you do not want to see that happen to your wife. Now, about the GPS; you were saying� �
Randall was relieved. They seemed to be placated. �The GPS information is sent automatically back to our base camp and relayed to our expedition headquarters at Princeton University back in the U.S. via satellite. It is part of our normal operations. We are tracked both locally and from Princeton when we are on an expedition in uncharted areas of the world. If anything goes badly, they can quickly send help. It�s not our prerogative. It is a condition of our funding and work with the university.�
Kaete Grimme�s concern was now clear on her face. This was not good. God knows who all had access to that GPS location information. That information pointed directly at them. She realized that she may have to spare their lives in case there was a need for them as bargaining chips. This weakness made her angry, very angry.
�See that they are kept under heavy guard but unharmed further,� she ordered Maas. Grimme turned and looked at Maas. She put her face directly in front of his. �Do you understand, Captain Maas?�
�Yes, Mein� of course,� answered Maas, looking straight ahead. He had caught himself before calling Kaete �F�hrer�.
But Randall did pick up on the �Mein� �. Germans, he thought. What were Germans doing here?
Grimme turned and left the room without another word to the Finleys. Maas gave Randall a nasty stare and then smiled at Dana. He turned and left the room, followed by the two guards.�The door closed and was locked.
�Randall, what in the hell is going on?� asked Dana. �These people are crazy.�
�I have no idea. This all sounds like a bad dream. Did you hear him say Mein?� asked Randall, thinking. �They are Germans. What are Germans doing in the Amazon?� Then it hit him like a ton of bricks. �My God, Dana, these can�t be Germans, Nazis from World War II, can they?� he said turning to Dana.
�Jesus,� sighed Dana. �If they are, we are screwed.�

CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

Monday, July 11, 2011
Finley Base Camp, Cotriguacu, Brazil;�2:30 p.m.
The jeep pulled up to the base hut. Before the dust cleared Dane and Hugo jumped out of the vehicle. Ben and his sister, Lee, stepped onto the porch.
�You must be Dane. You made damn good time,� Ben said as he stepped off of the porch and shook hands with the blond man wiping his brow. �I�m Ben Jamison.�
�I�m Dane Skoglund. This is Hugo Winsor.� Ben shook hands with both of them.
�I�ve heard a lot about you two,� Ben said smiling. �This is my sister, Lee Watson. She�s my right hand here in the jungle,� Ben said turning to Lee, who stepped to his side.
�Nice to meet both of you,� smiled Dane. �Hopefully what you heard wasn�t too bad.�
�All good and all very impressive,� said Ben with a grin.
�Is there any more word from the jungle?� asked Dane.
�I�m afraid not,� answered Ben. �My guys came back in. They have a good trail back into the bush. We can leave whenever you want. I�ve put together some gear so we can move pretty quickly.�
Hugo stepped forward. �How are you fixed for armament?�
�We have several handguns, 9mm and .45s and eight rifles. Three of them are CAR-15 tactical assault rifles. The others are 30.06, Remington 700�s to be exact, and two Weatherby 300 magnums for any big stuff,� explained Lee coolly.
Hugo smiled at Lee. �The lady knows her guns. I like her already.�
Ben laughed. �She should. She can use all of them as well.�
Dane looked at his watch. It was almost 3:00 p.m. He looked at Ben. �How long will it take to get to the area where they disappeared?�
�It will probably take several days, depending on how fast we move and weather conditions. Tecal and his guys have set a good trail back to the last known GPS site,� answered Ben.
Hugo pulled his gear from the jeep. �It�s 3:00 now. If we book it, we could get about four hours worth of travel under our belts before it gets dark and we have to stop.�
�With a good trail that sounds good to me,� said Dane. �What do you think, Ben?�
�Hell, I was ready to go two days ago. Tecal, get the boys together. We leave in fifteen minutes.� Tecal gave Ben a wave and took off to get his men. Lee and Ben began bringing out equipment and guns. Dane and Hugo changed into fatigues furnished by Ben and went through a quick checklist in their minds. Within ten minutes Tecal had returned with two men. They were ready to go.
�I want to travel as lightly as we can,� said Dane. �Speed is our only hope.�
�No argument here,� added Ben.
The group split up the gear that included a small radio, GPS, guns, ammo and some food. Nothing but the essentials, as Dane had asked.
�Feels like the bush again, Boss,� quipped Hugo.
�Yeah.�Let�s hope it is not as dangerous as we have seen in some of our past escapades,� said Dane as he grabbed a knapsack and picked up a CAR-15 and several loaded clips of ammo. So did Hugo. �We ready?�
�Let�s go,� said Ben. �Lee, hold down the fort. We will contact you in about four hours when we set up camp for the night.�
�Sounds good to me,� said Lee smiling as she stepped back on the porch. �Call me immediately if you find anything.��She paused for a second. �Good luck, guys.�
Ben turned and waved to Lee, then followed Dane, Hugo and Tecal and his men into the jungle. Lee watched them disappear. She wondered if they would ever be able to find Dana and Randall.
* * *
The pace was torrid. One of Tecal�s men took the lead and set a pace that would have burned down most men within an hour but not this group. Hugo and Dane were ex-SEALS. They were trained to numb physical pain and exhaustion. Ben�s military background included the Green Berets. His work in the jungle made him an even harder man. He was up for almost anything. Tecal and his men were born and raised in this jungle. This was their backyard.
Tecal knew this country very well. His survival skills were amazing. He had his father, grandfather and the rest of his tribe to thank. All young men of his tribe were indoctrinated in a two-year long process. At the end they became men of the tribe.
This group was seasoned and jungle smart. They were a very different mix than Dana and Randall�s group, whose main objective was educational. The Finleys displayed decent jungle skills but nothing to match this group flying down trails through the Amazon.
The group made two five-minute water and rest stops over the next three hours. Soon the impending darkness forced them to stop for the night. Dane checked the GPS against the maps. Ben set up the radio for the check-in call to Lee. Tecal and his men set up a small but efficient camp area. Hugo, on the other hand, set off to scout the trail ahead. There was no fire. Just a small camp stove to heat a meal. Even that was hidden behind a shroud of heavy banana leaves. They did not want to advertise their location to anyone.
One of Hugo�s strengths during SEAL days was his scouting abilities. His buddies back in the military swore Hugo was part Texan, part Indian and part bloodhound. Hugo loved it. And he put it to good use. Once on a classified mission in the Mideast Hugo�s abilities saved his entire SEAL team when he identified and neutralized an insurgent group that threatened his mission. Hugo downplayed the incident but the Navy gave him a Navy Cross for his troubles.
Ben fired up the radio. �Raven to base.�
Lee answered within seconds. �Base here, Raven, go ahead.� She was hovering over the radio waiting for their check-in call.
�All is okay. No contact as yet. Will check in tomorrow at 1100 hours. Over� �
�Affirmative, all okay. Check in tomorrow at 1100 hours. Base out.�
�Roger base, Raven out.� Ben immediately powered down the radio to conserve power. He did not want to stay on the air very long. One never knows who might be listening. He walked over to Dane.
�I checked in with base. Everything�s okay,� he said quietly.
Dane looked up and pointed to the map. �We made excellent time today. According to the GPS and the map, we are only about a day and a half away from their last check-in point.�
Ben looked down at the map and crouched beside Dane. �Then where do you think they first spotted the men in black? We must be getting close.�
�Yeah,� Dane said worriedly. �I was thinking that as well. They reported the men about a day before they disappeared. I would say that would be about here,� he said, pointing to a spot on the map. Ben looked at Dane�s spot and clenched his teeth.
�That�s not very far,� he said. �It couldn�t be more than several miles ahead.�
�That�s right. And to make matters worse, if I�m the men in black and I know the people I have had a GPS and a radio, I know someone is bound to be coming to look for them. Therefore, I would want to know as soon as possible when they are coming.�
�And you would send out an advanced guard to watch for us,� Ben said, his voice trailing away. �Do you think they are that smart?�
�Our training always required that we think ahead. We have to assume that our adversaries are as smart as we are. Hell, yes, I think they are smart and will definitely be looking for us.� Dane gave Ben a slight grin. �That�s why Hugo is doing a recon for us right now. We�ll see what he comes up with, if anything.�
Ben smiled and nodded his head in agreement. He turned to Tecal to remind him, �Tecal, no fires tonight. We don�t want to be seen.�
�Yes, Mr. Ben. I understand. You want me send the men out to watch?�
�That may not be a bad idea,� said Ben turning to Dane.
�Do it,� Dane said without hesitation. �Tell them to not be seen.�
Ben turned and walked over to Tecal to tell him their decision. He also wanted to let them know Hugo was out there as well. After a few minutes, Tecal gathered his men and told them the plan. His men each grabbed a handful of food and scurried off into the jungle, disappearing silently like ghosts.
* * *
Nearly two hours later Dane saw Hugo skitter back into camp. He immediately signaled to Hugo to join him under the tree he had picked for his bed. Ben came over as well.
�Okay, Boss, we got trouble,� he said nearly out of breath. �We got signs of folks in the bush and not our folks. I was able to pick up a trail beside the main trail; two maybe three people traveling light. Recon, I would guess. It looks like someone is expecting to see us.�
Ben looked at Dane. �You were right. But these guys are way out from where I would have expected them.�
�Yeah, that makes sense to me. It�s exactly what I would do. They are very careful. That makes them very dangerous,� said Dane quietly. �Hugo, how far out are they?�
�It�s hard to say. I was about ten to twelve klicks out when I picked them up. It was hard to tell if they were headed this way or back.�
�Okay.�We assume they are headed this way. Ben, get Tecal to bring his men in. But bring them in very quietly. It looks like these men in black are hunting us,� said Dane. �I want to turn that around now.� Dane�s mind was clicking through his options. He needed to find these guys and find them fast.
As Tecal was rounding up his men, Ben, Dane and Hugo discussed their next move.
�The last thing we want is for these guys to make contact with us,� explained Dane. �So, Ben, I want you and Tecal to go back to the stream we passed about two hours back. Wait there. That should put you out of the way of these guys but assume that you are under surveillance at all times. No fires and keep a tight watch. Meanwhile Hugo and I are going to press on and try to flank them. Hopefully we can follow them back to their base. Then we will see if they have Dana and Randall.�
�Can do,� answered Ben. �How long do you think you will be gone?�
�Hard to say,� answered Dane. �It depends on how fast we find these guys, how long they are out on patrol and how far away from their camp. It could be several days. If we are not back in four days, assume we are captured or dead.�
Ben stared at Dane for a second, then gathered his backpack and handed Dane and Hugo each a 9mm Glock automatic pistol and four clips of ammo.
�This should help out,� said Ben. �You both have a 15. Do you need more ammo?�
Hugo checked his pack and Dane checked his. �Looks like we are okay, Ben,� answered Hugo.
�Good. Then we are going to head out right now while it is dark. We should be in position by dawn,� said Ben. �Why don�t you keep the GPS and we will keep the radio. That way I can follow you.�
�Good idea,� said Dane, looking at the GPS, turning it off and stuffing it in his knapsack. �I�ll turn it on every now and then. I don�t want to give away our position if they are monitoring the GPS signal as well.�
Ben nodded his head and shook hands with both of them. �Good Luck!�
�Thanks. We may need it,� smiled Dane. With that, Ben and Tecal and his men trotted back down the trail.
Dane looked at Hugo. Without saying a word they both reached down and got a small handful of jungle mud and smeared it on each other�s face to camouflage their white faces.
�Well, it seems like we have been here before, Boss,� said Hugo.
�Yeah, ain�t it sweet?� smiled Dane as he patted Hugo on the shoulder and trotted into the jungle avoiding the path.
�Hey, wait for me,� said Hugo. �I�m the one who knows where we are going.�

CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR

Tuesday, July 12, 2011
Fortress Alpha;�11:00 a.m.
The world had changed drastically for the Finleys since Kaete Grimme�s visit yesterday. They were told they would receive medical attention twice a day. At 7:00 a.m. this morning they were awakened by a doctor and nurse who came in, redressed their wounds, gave them both shots and prescribed pills. Dana and Randall were told they would be seeing a dentist before tomorrow. At 8:00 a.m. the couple was delivered a very nice breakfast of eggs, pancakes, coffee and milk. After breakfast, they were led down the hall to a shower room where they took another shower. Fresh, clean clothes were also found in the shower room. Both were given khaki pants, white shirts and slippers. Not extremely fashionable but at least they were not in overalls. They were happy but still on their guard with the new way that they were being cared for.
When the couple was escorted back to their cell, there was a lady waiting. �Hello. I am Mrs. Sankt. I am here to move you to another part of our complex.�
Randall asked, �I don�t understand. Are we still prisoners?�
Mrs. Sankt managed a grim smile. �I am sorry for all you have been through. But it was necessary.�
�Necessary?� Dana said raising her voice. �You killed Manolo and beat us half to death. Why the hell is this necessary?� Dana was not taking any of this lying down. She was pissed. Randall reached out and placed his hand on her shoulder to calm her. He saw the two guards standing outside the door. One turned to see what was going on. He definitely did not want to go down that road again.
Mrs. Sankt did not react at all. Her stoic figure stood there, either not realizing Dana�s tirade was directed at her or not caring. �If you would follow me, we can go now.�
Randall stepped around Dana and reached back to take her hand as Sankt turned to lead them down the hall. They followed. The two guards followed them. Randall figured out quickly they were still prisoners. But he was also paying particular attention to where they were and where they were being led.
The halls were made of concrete block and painted a pale yellow color. The floor was linoleum. It reminded Randall of a military base although it had a particular smell. It smelled like a hospital. As they walked they passed several doors, some marked, some not. The first door they passed had a small sign, Lagerraum 8-213. They continued down the hall. Randall saw several more doors ahead. Medizinisches Labor 8-214 was the door sign. He realized the signs were in German. Across the hall was a door with the sign Apotheke 8-215. That sign he figured out, a pharmacy. He was right; this was a medical center of some sort. The group continued past two other doors with a like naming convention, 8-216 and 8-217, and came upon an elevator.
As they stood there waiting for the elevator, Mrs. Sankt turned to Randall. �We have ten levels in this complex. You will be housed on Level Six in a guest area.� She was interrupted by the elevator doors opening. As they stepped in, Randall paid particular attention to its buttons. The number Acht � eight was lit.�There was a total of ten numbers, one through ten, ten levels. At least the lady was telling them the truth, Randall thought. He tried to make a mental map of where they were, hoping to figure out a way to get out. He watched as Sankt pressed the number Sechs � six.
The number eight on the elevator panel was still lit while the doors were open. Randall remembered the pharmacy room number was 8-215, level eight, room 215. There could be more than 215 rooms on this level alone. If there were ten levels with 215 rooms, there could be more than 2,150 rooms in this complex! He began to get a feel for the enormity of the complex but still had no idea where they were. Had they been flown out of Brazil or were they still near the area they were captured? He had to find out.
The elevator doors closed and went up to Level Six. When the door opened Randall was amazed. This level looked exactly like a five-star hotel. The floor was covered with a rich burgundy, white and red design carpet. The walls were fine wood which looked exotic. Randall recognized the wood. It was a type that came from the jungles of Brazil. Maybe they were still in Brazil, he thought. The room smelled of furniture polish. The group stepped out into the hall.
Dana was also amazed. �Is this where we will be housed?� she asked.
�Yes, it is,� answered Sankt in a quiet voice. Two men were walking toward the small party moving down the hall. They had what looked like military uniforms on. Randall noted the uniforms looked very similar to those worn by the German SS during World War II. They were black with a silver piping. The men were also wearing one-piece tall leather boots as well. Randall soaked in the information for use later.
The group passed about eight fine mahogany doors with small brass room number plates. They stopped in front of Guest Suite 6-208.
�Here we are,� smiled Sankt. One of the guards stepped around them and produced a small metal card about half the size of a credit card. He pushed it into an almost invisible slot in the door frame and opened the door. Again Randall noted the electric locks. The group stepped in the door. The guards came in, closed the door and stood beside it, one on each side. Mrs. Sankt led them into a large, well appointed living area. Dana was amazed as she dragged her hand across the back of a leather chair.
�I hope this will do nicely,� Sankt said. �Beyond that door is a bedroom. The bath is off of the bedroom. If you have any needs, please do not hesitate to pick up the telephone and press the white button. Someone will come and assist you. I do apologize; the door must be locked at all times.�
She pointed to one wall of the room. �There are many books and journals you may be interested in reading. Please make yourself at home.�
Dana and Randall were standing in the center of the room stunned.
�Oh, lunch and dinner will be served in your room, lunch in twenty minutes and dinner at 7:00 p.m.,� added Sankt as she walked toward the door. �Goodbye.�
Sankt left and the two guards left with her. The door was closed and locked.
�What in holy hell just happened?� asked Randall. �We go from a hellhole cell to a medical room to the Ritz. I don�t understand this at all.�
Dana sat down on the large sofa and ran her hands over the fine material. �This is very nice furniture. It beats the devil out of anything we�ve ever had at our home.� She looked at Randall. �What is going on? What is this place?�
�I don�t know but what I do know is that Manolo is dead. We got the crap beat out of us. And now we are being treated like kings. But we are still prisoners,� said Randall. �We must be worth something to somebody.�
�Well, I guess so if we have graduated to this level of jail cell comfort,� said Dana, still amazed at her surroundings. �I wish I knew why.�
�The only reason I can fathom is that they want to use us as bargaining chips and they need us in relatively good shape for that,� hypothesized Randall.
�But we still don�t know where we are,� added Dana. �Do you know what day of the week or month this is?�
�Not a clue,� said Randall as he walked over to the bookshelves and perused the volumes. �But this is much better than the jail cells we came from.�

CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE

Tuesday, July 12, 2011
The Jungle, Brazil;�4:00 a.m.
Hugo was on point with Dane trailing about ten meters behind. Even after being out of the SEALs for several years, their ingrained training was still there. They both moved through the jungle like cats. Each made very little noise and was always on alert. They quickly learned the normal sounds of the jungle and were intently listening for sounds out of the ordinary. They intentionally were several yards off the trail the Finleys had recently traveled. The bad guys certainly would expect them to be on that path. Being off the trail slowed them a bit but was much more prudent in their minds.
The men in black would not expect two of America�s finest fighting machines. This gave Dane and Hugo a huge advantage. They were highly trained in all elements of combat. SEALs excel in direct action, reconnaissance, hostage rescue and unconventional warfare. They are instructed specifically to act upon their training, not their gut. Dane and Hugo in all respects were professionals in combat who could be placed in situations anywhere with the expectation of success or death. No other options existed.
The most important trait of a SEAL is mental toughness. They receive core training to disregard pain and suffering. They put it a box. A SEAL has no problem with lying in wait for an enemy for days in whatever environment needed to gain the advantage. The men in black had no concept as to what was coming their way.
Hugo and Dane traveled silently parallel to the trail. It was raining. They were on the move for about three hours. Hugo stopped. Dane stopped. Both listened intently to the sounds of the jungle and the rain. Each man had the uncanny ability to filter out normal jungle noise and hone in on man-made sounds. Neither heard anything abnormal. They pressed on. While the rain masked the sounds of the two moving though the brush, it made it harder for Dane and Hugo to hear abnormalities.
After another hour Hugo stopped again. Dane came up behind him. There was an inkling of daylight beginning to show. The rain had subsided.
�This is where I saw signs,� whispered Hugo, pointing over toward the trail. Dane nodded showing his understanding. �We�ll move out from the trail and try to come in on their flank to surprise them.�
Again Dane nodded and Hugo was off. They moved further away from the trail to get behind the men in black. One of Hugo and Dane�s worries was the men might have night vision equipment. They could see them before Hugo and Dane could get close enough to strike. They figured coming in behind them would negate their night vision advantage.
About one-half klick out, Hugo froze and raised his fist. Dane froze. That�s when Dane heard it; a soft rustling several meters to their right. Then there was a voice. It was a man�s voice, low but audible. Contact! Hugo motioned for Dane to stay put. Then he slithered through the heavy jungle underbrush toward the sounds. After a few meters he heard the voices again, two distinct voices. He continued a meter or so closer until he could make out movement in the early morning light. Carefully pushing back some foliage, he spied two men in black sitting at the base of a large tree about two meters away talking quietly. Each was heavily armed with Heckler and Koch G11 assault rifles. He watched them for a few minutes as they broke out rations and began to eat breakfast. Hugo smiled to himself. Those assholes may be eating their last meal. While they were not paying attention to their surroundings, Hugo circled back to check for a third man and made his way back to Dane. There were only two.
Dane watched Hugo come through the foliage. Hugo motioned for Dane to follow him as he turned back toward the men in black. Hugo pointed out the location of the men and motioned Dane to flank them to their left. Hugo went right. Each slithered into position without alerting the two men eating. Since the jungle floor was still wet, leaves held no crunch when stepped upon. Hugo signaled Dane to go on three. Hugo began the countdown with his fingers held up. On three, Hugo and Dane pounced on the men. The two men in black reached for their guns but were face-to-face with Dane and Hugo�s gun barrels before they could grab them. The two men stared in horror at Hugo and Dane in disbelief.
Without a word, Hugo covered the two men while Dane removed their weapons. Hugo motioned for them to place their hands behind their heads. Quickly Dane pulled out two poly cuffs, pulled the men�s hands behind their backs and zipped them on the men�s hands, incapacitating them. One began to speak. He did not like being cuffed.�Before he could hardly utter a word, Hugo smashed his gun butt into the man�s face shattering his nose. He was out like a light. The other man�s eyes widened. He evidently got the message. He said nothing. Dane crouched in front of the two men and Hugo slipped back into the jungle. Dane and the men stayed there quietly for fifteen minutes before Hugo popped back in from the bush.
�All clear,� whispered Hugo. Dane kneeled in front of the man Hugo had not hit.
�Who are you and where do you come from?� questioned Dane with steely eyes. One could tell Dane meant business. His CAR-15 muzzle was inches from the man�s nose. At first the German stared at Dane.
After a few seconds the German spoke in a low but serious voice, �Ich spreche nicht.�
�He doesn�t want to talk,� said Hugo. �I can fix that.� Dane held up his hand.
�Do you speak English? Sprechen Sie Englisch?� asked Dane, staring intently into the eyes of the German. The man looked away for a second and then glanced at his cohort out cold beside him.
�He�s not dead,� said Hugo, �at least not yet.� Hugo grinned at the German. �But you will be if you do not start talking now.� Hugo�s facial expression went to dead seriousness. The German glanced again at his comrade and returned his eyes to Dane. Dane�s eyes had never left the German.
�I am Leutnant Shaffaer,� he said in a normal tone.
�Quietly,� demanded Dane. He didn�t want any more noise than necessary. �So you do speak English? Where are you from?�
Leutnant Shaffaer stared at him with a mixture of hate and disdain. Dane unsnapped the strap on his USMC black K-Bar knife and wrapped his fingers around the handle.
�Answer or die. It is that simple. I will ask only one more time,� hissed Dane.
The leutnant looked at Dane and could tell he was not joking. �I came from the complex,� he said almost in a whisper as he looked at his comrade, who, although bleeding, was still out cold. The leutnant did not want his comrade to hear him telling Dane anything.
�What complex?� Dane asked.
�It is about four kilometers that way,� he said, nodding his head toward the north.
�What kind of complex? How many personnel are there?� Dane peppered him with questions. Before the German could answer, Dane asked him the question he really wanted to know.
�Do you have two Americans as captives?� asked Dane. The German looked both scared and angry. Dane�s guess was that he was going over any options to escape. His eyes flashed between Hugo, Dane and the jungle.
�Hey, Bub, don�t get any crazy ideas about escape,� said Hugo in a menacing tone lowering his CAR-15 to the German�s chest. �You would not get your arms raised before I would burn you down. You understand?�
The German again stared at Hugo. He realized that he had no choice.
�I was told we have three people. I do not know if they are Americans,� he whispered. �I never saw them.�
�Then they are alive?� asked Hugo.
�Yes, I think so,� he answered. Then he added, �I don�t know.�
�How do we get to the complex?� demanded Dane.
The German hesitated for a second and with one quick glance back at his buddy, he began to talk.
�There are several ingress points,� the man said. �There are two about four kilometers north of here.�
�How can we find the ingress points?� asked Hugo. �Are they marked in any way?�
�They are marked by small stones about a foot high. They look like tombstones.�
�We should be able to find those,� remarked Hugo. �Let�s move.�
�Take their weapons,� said Dane as he stood. He turned and knocked out the leutnant with a blow to the head using the butt of his CAR-15. The two men in black were both out. �Bind their feet, gag them and tie them to the tree. We don�t want them waking up and following us. Then let�s head north.�
Hugo bound their legs, gagged the men and tied them to the tree.
�These two aren�t going anywhere,� smiled Hugo. He checked their bindings once more and Dane and Hugo were off through the jungle. Still ever vigilant, the two men moved through the jungle like cats. They listened for any abnormal sounds, reacting instantly when they thought they heard something.
After an hour of travel, they felt they were near the complex. But there were no signs whatsoever of any tombstones, only jungle.

CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX

Tuesday, July 12, 2011
Fortress Alpha, Brazil;�7:30 a.m.
Their visit at Fortress Alpha was to be brief. Since their arrival yesterday there had been constant meetings. The next morning was to bring even more. It was early; seven-thirty in the morning to be exact. Dieter Blocher had been awake for over an hour. He had one last appointment with Albert Jackson and Herrman Kunze before he and Jackson were to leave. Blocher was inwardly excited to ride on the helicopter over the vastness of the Amazon jungle.
They met for breakfast in another small but opulent dining room. This room was decorated with all of the trappings of the Third Reich. There was a huge picture of Adolph Hitler on one wall and a large German flag on the opposite wall. Rich mahogany paneling and moldings surrounded the room. It was clearly a showcase of the richness and importance of the soon to be Fourth Reich.
�Good morning, gentlemen,� smiled Herrman Kunze as he walked into the room. �I trust you slept well last night?�
�Extremely well, I must say,� answered Jackson, taking the first sip of his coffee. �Your hospitality is wonderful. The coffee is particularly good.�
�Very well, thank you,� added Blocher. �This is a remarkable complex, Herr Kunze.�
�Please call me Herrman,� said Kunze. �We will be working very closely over the next several months. We must feel comfortable with each other.�
Kunze looked at Jackson, an old friend.��The coffee is one of the benefits of living in the Amazon. Some of the finest coffees in the world are grown here. We take advantage of our natural resources.�
Blocher nodded in agreement.
Kunze began the meeting. �Dieter, Albert tells me that you are quite an effective administrator of our work in Miami. You have a big job ahead of you. You will be the apex of our gold operations in the United States.�
Dieter sat up a bit straighter. He was very pleased with the comments. �Herr Jackson is very kind with his comments,� began Dieter. �I have learned a great deal from him. I feel confident that I will be able to fulfill your needs in Miami.�
Albert smiled and took another sip of coffee. �Dieter will do well. Not only has he worked well with the operations but his quick and decisive handling of the Nader situation was perfect.�
Kunze�s brow wrinkled slightly. �Yes. That was very unfortunate but also very necessary. I do commend you on your work, Dieter. Our sources in Miami confirmed his demise and I can also say that the authorities there are totally baffled. No clues or traces of evidence were found. That was excellent work. Sometimes we have to step out of bounds to protect our investments, you see. Your handling of such a touchy issue was noted in high places.� Kunze was alluding to the F�hrer.
Dieter tilted his head slightly to one side and gave Kunze a small nod of appreciation.
�On to our next opportunity,� said Kunze, redirecting the conversation. �Up to this time we have been shipping our manufactured gold in very small lots back to the U.S. with Albert�s help. Now we need you, Dieter, to take up the task of doubling our shipments beginning next week. When you get back to Miami you will be contacted by a new gentleman taking the place of the late Mr. Nader. He has been totally vetted by our security teams and can be trusted completely. Mr. Eric Clark is his name. You will have his dossier in your hands by tomorrow.�
�Very good,� said Dieter. �I look forward to working with him.�
�Good! He will also have a new operational plan for you to follow. I would give it to you now, but the F�hrer has yet to completely approve it.�
Dieter nodded again. �I understand completely,� he said.
When they finished their breakfast, Kunze stood. Jackson and Blocher stood as well. Kunze walked around the table and offered his hand to Dieter.
�This is a glorious time for the Reich,� he said, smiling broadly, shaking his hand. �And for you, my good friend, I look forward to working more directly with you,� he said, shaking Jackson�s hand. Kunze checked his watch. �Ahh, it is time for you to catch the helicopter. Let me walk with you.�
The trio left the dining room and walked through the complex toward the flight center. While Kunze and Jackson talked of old times, Dieter was still amazed. He was totally in awe of the complex. They walked past a children�s center where the children of the workers and scientists played and went to school. There was even a small university, cinemas, a gymnasium, basketball court and a pool. Other floors they passed through were living quarters for the inhabitants. Everything Dieter saw was state-of-the-art. He was proud to be a Nazi; proud to be involved in the entire operation.
When they arrived at the helicopter, their luggage was already packed aboard. The pilots were ready.
Kunze congratulated Blocher and Jackson on their work again and wished them well. Kunze made a particular effort to invite Blocher back again. When the two men were aboard, Kunze stepped back a safe distance and the helicopter began its starting sequence. At the same time, the large overhead doors began to open enabling the takeoff. Kunze braved the prop wash and waved a final goodbye as the helicopter lifted from the ground. Blocher and Jackson were on their way back to Miami.

CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN

Tuesday, July 12, 2011
The Jungle, Brazil;�8:45 a.m.
Hugo froze. Dane froze as well. They heard the helicopter seconds before they saw it rise up over the trees ahead. The black, unmarked helicopter seemed like it came from nowhere. It was quieter than most due to some type of stealth package. Both men dove under the foliage to make absolutely certain no one could see them from above. The helicopter rose higher and higher, stopped abruptly, hovered for a second and sped away. Within thirty seconds the chopper had moved away to the east and out of range.
Dane looked at Hugo. �Bingo,� he whispered. �I think we have something. That chopper had to come from somewhere. It has to be their base. Stealth helicopters like that don�t grow on trees out here.�
�Yeah, you don�t see a chopper like that everyday. Looks like it came from about a hundred yards ahead. Let�s move up and see what we can find,� said Hugo quietly.
It was nine in the morning and the sun was climbing in the sky. While the sun made their vision much better, the probability of Dane and Hugo being seen was greater. They moved forward gingerly. They knew something was out there, but what?
About one-half klick from where they saw the chopper, the two stopped abruptly. Hugo saw it first. Through the bushes was an aluminum stanchion sticking out of the ground about a foot. They moved closer to get a better view.�They could see that it was part of something man-made buried under the jungle floor. Neither Dane nor Hugo could identify what it was.
�Hold it,� said Dane. �If we are near an entrance, we have to assume the area is being monitored. There may be cameras, motion sensors and vibration sensors around each entrance.�
�I�ll check it out,� whispered Hugo as he moved over to the right.
Dane took a knee partially hiding under a bush. He worried they may have been seen or detected in some way. He watched and listened intently, ready for anything that may rear its ugly head.
Hugo was gone twenty minutes. There was no response from the base. Maybe they were lucky, thought Dane. But he was taught not to count on luck. Count on facts.
Hugo appeared out of the bush.
�I found nothing,� he reported. �Not one camera, monitor or anything. It all looks clear to me.�
�That�s what worries me,� said Dane, biting his lip. �It�s too damn easy. Let�s sit back for a few and see if anything develops.�
�Your call, Boss,� said Hugo, also taking a knee beside the bush. �I need a bit of rest anyway.�
Dane cracked a small smile. �Don�t get too comfortable. We�ve got work to do.�
They waited for twenty more minutes; nothing. During his earlier recon, Hugo determined they were on top of the base. But they had no idea of its size. Both decided to probe a bit more for an entrance. The two men skulked through the jungle brush trying to make as little noise as possible. There was no trail to be seen. As they moved about fifty meters to their left, Dane noticed a small stone half buried in the ground.
�Got one,� he said quietly to Hugo, tapping him on the arm. Hugo turned. There was what looked like a tombstone as the German told them. They both knelt around the stone looking for an opening.
�See anything?� asked Dane.
�Nothing here,� answered Hugo. He moved to his left about a meter when his foot hit something. �Wait!�
Dane stepped over. Hugo�s foot had hit a small pile of brush. But the small pile did not move.
�I think I found something,� Hugo whispered. He moved his hands around the pile. This was not a brush pile but a very well camouflaged entrance. He used his hands to outline the hatch-like opening. This was definitely a door to somewhere underground.
�So that�s where these bastards are hiding. Underground,� said Hugo. �I knew it. I knew it.�
�Makes sense,� said Dane. �I�m guessing that helicopter came from a covered underground cavern that can�t be seen from the air.�
�Now, that would be pretty sophisticated,� quipped Hugo. �Somebody spent some money to build an underground heliport. And it must be pretty big.�
�Well, if these guys are the ones with all the gold that would explain the underground complex and the stealth helicopter. Both of those would cost millions,� explained Dane. Hugo nodded his head in agreement. �So far it looks like we are on the right track.�
Hugo uncovered a lock mechanism on the hatch. �You ever seen anything like this?� he asked Dane as he searched for a way to open the lock.
�Actually, I have,� answered Dane, taking off his gloves and kneeling beside the hatch. �This is a European design I ran into on that quick run we had in Bosnia. Let me see what I can do here. There�s a spring-loaded lock and a counter lock. Release the counter lock and you have it.� Dane took out a small cloth folder with some metal picks and hooks. Hugo�s head was on a swivel looking around for any sign of movement. He didn�t want to let down his guard and let one of the Germans stumble upon them. While he watched, Dane worked intently. After about two minutes there was a dull click. �We are in!�
�Guess we will find out if they have entrance monitors,� Hugo said. �Keep a sharp eye.�
�Roger that,� Dane said as he put away his tools and pulled back the lock lever and opened the hatch. There was no audible alarm, just a soft low red glow. However, unbeknownst to the two, deep in the complex a small red alarm light began to flash on a security control panel.
Dane looked into the shaft quickly and brought his head back. He didn�t see anyone. There was a small empty room painted in a dark color with a soft red light. Hugo looked in and surveyed the room. It was all clear. He quickly stepped down the short ladder and into the room, his weapon ready.�Scanning the room he saw only one door. He covered the door while Dane came down, closing the hatch behind him. In the red glow of the room they looked at each other. So far they had encountered no issues. They both wondered how long that would last.
* * *
In the security center the red indicator light burned brightly. The guard monitoring the board noted the silent alarm light and immediately grabbed his log book. He picked up the telephone and called in the alarm.
�Security reporting an open hatch alarm at Hatch 0-122 at 0951 hours. Request visual check,� the guard reported, waiting for further instruction.
An answer came quickly. �Security, adding Hatch 0-122 to visual check during regular check rounds. Guards are heading that way now.�
The guard noted the call and the response in his log book and returned to his monitoring.
* * *
Dane and Hugo stood in a four meter by four meter room. There was no furniture, no accoutrements of any kind in the room. The only light was two glowing red lenses on opposite sides of the room.�There was no light switch. It was clear to Dane and Hugo that the soft red light was to obscure the entrance at night if the hatch opened.
�Try the door,� said Dane, stepping to the left side of the entrance to cover the opening. Hugo stepped up and pulled the lever handle. The door opened. They were met with a cool breeze. Dane could see a short hallway with a set of stairs going down about three meters ahead. He listened for a few seconds. Hearing nothing, he stepped out of the door into the hall swinging his weapon back to the left. The corridor to the left was empty as well. At the end of the passageway was another door with a small brass plate, Luftzufuhr 1-123. Dane immediately noticed the language was German. He tried the door. It was locked. Meanwhile Hugo stepped to the top of the stairs to the right. He looked down quickly. He saw no one. But he heard and felt a low rumbling.
�Clear here,� called Dane quietly.
�Clear here,� replied Hugo. He looked at Dane. �Guess we go down.�
�Lead on, buddy,� said Dane moving toward the stairs. Hugo started down leading with his weapon in a ready-to-fire position. They crept down two flights of steps to another door with a small window. Hugo looked as far right and left as he could. Again he saw nothing. With Dane behind him he turned the lever door handle and opened the door. This time he heard voices. It sounded like they were several feet away, maybe even in another room. Hugo pulled out a tiny mirror and looked down the hall to the left. He saw two men dressed in dark green coveralls walking away from them. He checked the other way. It was clear.
They both moved into the hall, one facing right and the other facing left, covering both aisles. Dane looked at the first door he came to on the right. The brass plate read Nahrungsmittelspeicher III, trocken 2-112, more German. He tried the door handle. This time the door opened. He quickly checked that no one was in the room. He turned and signaled to Hugo and they both slipped into the room. They listened and heard nothing. After a few seconds they switched on the light. There were boxes everywhere. Dane read some of the labels. Flour, Cornstarch, Salt; this was a food storage room.
�Some kind of food storage,� said Dane. Hugo moved toward the back of the room looking over more of the boxes.
�Yeah, and lots of it too,� said Hugo. �There must be tons of stuff stored in here.�
�The labels on the doors are in German. This one said something about dry storage room number three,� said Dane, watching the door. Hugo came back to the front of the room.
�This room is huge,� said Hugo. �It has to easily be forty feet by forty feet. A lot of food can be stored here.�
�And there may be at least two more of these rooms if this one is number three,� said Dane.
�See the German labels on the doors?� asked Hugo. �I think your theory was right. This is a German base of some kind.�
Dane�s thoughts went to stories about Germans fleeing Germany after World War II. Some of Germany�s worst war criminals disappeared late in the war or after the war. There were many stories regarding Nazis in South America. Some were proven, such as Josef Mengele, the so-called �Angel of Death�, famous for his medical experiments on prisoners at the Auschwitz Birkenau Concentration and Extermination camp in Poland. He was certain they�d found a group of Nazis here, deep in the jungle.
�I got a very bad feeling about all this,� said Dane, looking around the room. �If this is the base Wayne�s friend Nathan told us about, we have stumbled upon something huge. These are Germans from the war and they have Dana and Randall. They are somewhere in this complex.�
�If this place is as big as we think it is, it�s definitely a threat to the free world,� said Hugo, still looking around the room. �This amount of food could feed thousands.�
* * *
The security guard patrol came up the back stairs and into the small room through which Dane and Hugo had entered earlier. They looked around the room quickly. One guard climbed the ladder and checked the hatch above. It was locked. Dane had previously locked it in case someone came checking behind them.
One security guard pulled his radio from his belt, keyed his microphone, �Visual check of the alarm at Hatch 0-122 all clear.�
�Affirmative, all clear on visual check, alarm at Hatch 0-122,� came a tinny reply.�The guard returned his radio to its belt holster.
�Let�s move on,� sneered one guard as they went back into the hall. �We�ll write it up to be checked by maintenance. It must be a faulty sensor.� With that the patrol moved back down the stairs and continued on their rounds on Level One.
* * *
�We�ve got company,� snapped Dane as he heard someone coming down the hall. He switched the light off. They stepped behind several pallets of flour and aimed their weapons toward the door. There was a clatter outside the door as a young man of about twenty-two dressed in a white cook�s uniform stopped his cart by the wall outside the door of the food storage room. He stopped, glanced at his watch and waited. Within a minute a young girl wearing a technician�s white coat came around the corner with a wide smile on her face. She was about his age. He opened the door, switched on the light and held the door open for her and then pulled his cart into the room. When the cart cleared the door the door closed. They both turned around to see two CAR-15 muzzles inches from their face. They were stunned. Their eyes were as large as saucers. His hands flew up into the air. She froze.
�Nicht schie�en! Nicht schie�en! Ich bin ein Koch! Nicht schie�en!� he cried.
�Quiet! Get back here,� demanded Dane as he grabbed the man by the arm and slung him toward the back of the room. Hugo grabbed the girl by the arm and stepped up to the door and listened for anyone else coming down the hall. He locked the door from the inside and moved the girl back behind the pallets of flour where Dane was with the man. They sat them both down on flour sacks.
�Sprechen Sie Englisch?� asked Dane in German to the young man.
�Yes, yes,� cried the man. �I speak English.�
�What about you?� asked Dane. He looked at the girl. He expected a yes answer from her as well.
�Yes, I can speak English.� Her tone was deliberate and cold.
�Excellent,� said Dane, looking over each of them. �Are either of you armed?�
�No, sir, we are not armed. Please don�t hurt us,� said the man quietly. �We will do anything you want.�
�What is this place?� Dane said forcefully, his weapon�s muzzle still in the man�s face.
�What do you mean?� said the man, scared to death. �It is dry food storage.�
�I don�t mean this room, you idiot, this complex. What is it?�
�This is Fortress Alpha,� the girl said as if everyone should know.
�Sit down,� demanded Dane. �Tell me about Fortress Alpha.�
�This is our home. We have thousands of people here,� said the girl defiantly. �Who are you and how did you get in here?� she asked, her voice showing contempt.
Dane was stunned at her answer regarding thousands of people. But he did not show it. �You say you have thousands here. Are they all Germans?�
The man�s eyes widened. Dane had guessed well. �Yes. Most of us grew up here. A few came from Germany but most were born here,� explained the man.
�How long has Fortress Alpha been here?� Dane asked, sensing that this cook would probably answer any question he asked.
�Since the end of the war,� the man answered calmly.
�Which war?� Dane asked hoping he wasn�t going to hear what he expected.
�World War II, of course.�
Dane�s theory was confirmed. Still he was shocked. �You mean to tell me that the Germans set up this place after World War II and have been here ever since?� he asked in disbelief.
�Yes,� answered the man, clearly puzzled at Dane�s shocked facial expression.
Dane looked back at Hugo. �You getting this?� he asked.
�Yeah,� answered Hugo. �Holy crap, what the hell have we found here?� He looked at Dane. He knew this confirmed what Dane thought but he didn�t want to let these two know that they weren�t surprised.
�I don�t know, but I do know this is much, much bigger than I thought. Dana and Randall are in worse trouble than I imagined.�
�And what are you two doing here?� asked Hugo.
The man stood up. �I must get back to the kitchen,� he said, hoping to get out of the room. The girl stood too.
�I guess you have to go too,� said Dane.
�Yes, I must return to work.�
�Work, what kind of work do you do?� asked Hugo.
�I am a technician and he is a cook,� she answered quietly.
�You two sit your asses down,� barked Dane. �You aren�t going anywhere until I learn more about you and this Fortress Alpha. You can talk now or you can sit here until we leave and you go with us. It�s your choice. Do you understand?�
The two looked at each other. The man reached out and held the girl�s hand. �We will cooperate if you don�t hurt us.�
�I got the door,� said Hugo as Dane began to interrogate the technician and the cook.

CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT

Tuesday, July 12, 2011
The Jungle, Brazil;�10:00 a.m.
Ben and Tecal sat silently in the rain under a small tarp that was part of a tent. Their camp, as it was, sat beside a stream underneath several large palm trees and lined with a few oversized ferns. The site provided extremely good cover. The noise of the rain beating on the tarp overhead blocked out much of the background jungle noises. Tecal�s men were dispatched into the jungle back in the direction of Dane and Hugo. There had been no contact with Dane and Hugo since Ben had retreated to the stream to wait.
�I hope the guys are okay,� said Ben. �Hopefully they have made contact with someone by now. I have a bad feeling that something has happened.�
Tecal looked at Ben. �Mr. Dane is good man. He will be back soon. You see.�
Ben smiled. �Damn, I hope so.� Regardless of Tecal�s words of encouragement, he was still concerned. Ben constantly monitored the GPS frequency of Dane and Hugo�s unit for their location. Dane was instructed to check in with a GPS signal if everything was all right, but there had been no contact in hours. It was possible Dane didn�t want to use the GPS since he thought the men in black might be monitoring the frequency. If Dane used the GPS, not only would Ben know they were all right and where they were, but the bad guys may be able to find them as well. That made sense, thought Ben, trying to rationalize why there had been no contact. At least that was what he wanted to believe.
The rain was letting up slightly. Both Ben and Tecal heard an odd sound at the same time. It was one of Tecal�s men running back into the camp. Tecal pulled him under the tarp and began talking to him. The man was speaking very fast and was very animated. Ben thought the worst.
Tecal and the man talked for a few minutes. Then he sent the man back out.
�What�s happening?� asked Ben excitedly.
�He found two men in black tied up,� explained Tecal. �Looks like Mr. Dane caught two bad men. Tracks show Mr. Dane moved on. Also say many other bad men in jungle. None near here, but he saw three groups of three men around trail waiting for us to come. Not good.�
�Damn,� said Ben under his breath, staring out into the jungle toward the trail. �Those bastards really want us bad. They must be protecting something important. I wonder what the hell it is.�
Tecal nodded in agreement. �Second man should be back soon. Maybe he has more to tell.�
Ben stood up. The rain stopped but the humidity of the Brazilian jungle seemed to squeeze the life out of everything. It was oppressive. You felt you could cut the air with a knife. Ben remembered a summer once many years ago in Savannah, Georgia, where the temperature was in the high 90�s with 100�% humidity and no breeze. At the time, he thought there was no place on earth that was more miserable. He was wrong. The Brazilian jungle is worse, hands down.
He turned around and picked up his pack, still under the tarp. He removed the radio. He was bitching about not hearing from Dane when he realized he had not contacted Lee back at base camp.
He turned on the radio and adjusted the squelch to get rid of the static. He ensured the proper frequency was tuned.
�Ben to base camp, Ben to base camp, come in base camp, come in Lee, over� �
There was no answer. He decided to call again.
�Ben to base camp, Ben to base camp, come in base camp, come in Lee, over� �
He waited. About a minute later he heard Lee�s voice.
�Base camp to Ben, base camp to Ben, God, where have you been? I�ve been dying to hear from you, over� �
Ben smiled. �Hi, Lee. All is okay here. Dane and Hugo have gone ahead to make contact. One of Tecal�s men reports they found the dangerous guys and went on. So far we have not heard from Dane or Hugo, over� �
�Understand. All okay. Do you need anything? Over� �
Ben took a few steps trying to get rid of some of his tenseness. �Roger, Lee. We are waiting on Dane and Hugo. We don�t need anything now. Everything back there okay? Over� �
Lee responded, �All okay here. I�m in contact with Princeton. They are sending personnel down now. I don�t know what their intention is yet. Over� �
Ben grew concerned. �Lee, do not let anyone follow us. It is very dangerous. We need to find out what we are up against before we send anyone else into the jungle. Do you understand? No one comes in no matter what anyone says. Over� �
�Roger, Ben. Understand. If they get here before you get back, I will keep them here. Any idea when you will be back? Over� �
Ben answered, �No. We are waiting for Dane and Hugo to return. Hopefully they will be back soon. I will call you back tomorrow and let you know where we stand. Over� �
�Not a problem. Call me back tomorrow to let me know what is going on. Over� �
�Will do, over and out.�
�Roger, over and out,� Lee responded.
Ben placed his radio back into his backpack. So the Princeton guys were sending someone down. That�s all we need; some administrative bureaucrats getting involved to help us out. Bullshit! They haven�t a clue as to what is going on. He hoped they would all be back at base camp soon to help Lee with those folks. Then Ben smiled and laughed to himself. What was he saying? Lee could handle anyone short of the President of the United States when they got here in the jungle. She was one helluva lady even though she was his sister. Ben went back over to the tarp and sat down to wait for Tecal�s other man to return to report in. He looked over at Tecal. �Hey, what�s for lunch?�

CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE

Tuesday, July 12, 2011
Fortress Alpha, Brazil;�10:00 a.m.
Hugo used a pallet jack to move several stacks of flour and other supplies around in the back of the storage room. They decided to make this area a small base of operations. The sheer size itself lent its use as an excellent hideout. Since the room was a secondary storage area, according to the cook, Dane and Hugo decided that it was as safe as they were going to find. Besides, if the cook and his girlfriend thought this was a good place for a discreet rendezvous, it was good enough for Dane and Hugo.
Hugo set himself up behind some flour sacks near the door so that he could hear anyone coming down the hall and trying to enter the room. Dane was in the back with the two captives going over the setup of Fortress Alpha.
�You are Americans,� said the cook. �Why should we tell you anything?�
Dane silently pointed his weapon at the girl. He did not say a word. The cook�s eyes got big and he swallowed hard.
�I think you are smart enough to answer a few questions or� � Dane looked him in the eyes.
�Why do I care what happens to her?� the cook said indignantly. Dane smiled and glanced at the girl.
�Well, number one, she�s pretty. Number two, you guys did not show up unannounced. If I were a betting man, I would say you two have a thing going.� The cook swallowed hard. His bluff had been called. The girl sat there quietly.
�Okay. She�s my girlfriend,� said the cook meekly.
Dane sat back. �Well, in that case, I would think that you would want to tell us what we want to know so no one gets hurt.� Dane had no intention of hurting the girl but using her to get info from this guy was another thing. The cook sat there and said nothing.
�Ich spreche nicht. We have nothing to say,� said the girl defiantly. �You go to hell!�
�Yeah, right, two tough guys,� smiled Dane. Dane stood up over the girl.
�You said you were a technician,� started Dane. �What kind of technician?�
The two folded their arms and sat without saying a word. They were acting like indignant children. Dane was getting impatient.
�Listen to me very closely. This is not a game. If you talk, you will be released unharmed. If you do not talk, well, one of you will be on the receiving side of some pressure and the other will talk. Do you understand me?�
The two sat there.
�Okay,� said Dane shouldering his weapon. �I�ll let �Hugo the Butcher� go to work.� The two looked at each other and looked back at Dane. Hugo, listening to the conversation, stepped out of his lair and walked over to the two captives and pulled his combat knife from a scabbard strapped to his lower right leg. He took his thumb and ran it across the razor-sharp edge. He looked at Dane.
�I�ll start with the bitch,� his voice menacing. He reached over and grabbed the girl by the hair and pulled her up. The cook almost fainted as Hugo ran the backside of the knife over her cheek.
�Wait; no, please, wait,� he cried. The young girl was scared to death and sobbing. The cold steel stung her face slightly. She thought Hugo had sliced her face. She waited for the flow of warm blood. Hugo stopped and Dane looked at them.
�Talk or she gets sliced up,� hissed Dane. �Last chance.�
�Okay, okay, please stop. Please let her go. I�ll tell you anything,� cried the cook. �Don�t hurt her.��Hugo dropped the girl down on a flour sack. She immediately crawled over to the cook, checking for blood on her face, sobbing all the while.
�Now talk,� demanded Dane, �or we�ll cut her to ribbons.� Hugo stood behind Dane trying to keep from laughing. These kids were scared to death. And even Dane knew they weren�t going to slice anybody up. He hoped they didn�t call his bluff.
Dane began asking questions and the answers flowed like a river. The questioning continued for twenty minutes.
Dane and Hugo learned there were thousands of personnel in the complex and the prime objective was research with various elemental transformations. The girl worked with one of the groups responsible for generating power for the transformations. That is what interested Dane the most.
They also learned the complex was huge. It was completely underground except for a hangar level that housed several helicopters and other land-based vehicles. Ninety percent of the personnel at the site were born and raised in this complex. They were well trained in their particular occupations and educated in at least two other occupations. The cook was trained as a lab technician as well as a horticulturist. As a lab technician he had knowledge of some of the core alchemy work being done.
�So,� continued Dane, addressing the cook, �what exactly did you do as a lab technician?� The cook, still scared, fidgeted in his seat.
�I worked in the gold lab,� he said. �I worked with the gold transformations.�
Dane was puzzled.�Gold transformations?
�What kind of gold transformations?� he asked.��Transformations into what?�
The cook looked at Dane as if he were stupid.
�Not to what. From lead to gold,� he answered calmly. The girl nodded in agreement.
Dane sat back. From lead to gold? What the hell were these idiots talking about, alchemy? That was impossible. Dane pressed him more. �You mean changing lead to gold? Is that what you are saying?� He looked at Hugo, who was as surprised at what he had heard as Dane.
�Yes,� answered the cook.
These folks were turning lead into gold! And they had succeeded, according to the two captives. So that is the big secret with all the gold, thought Dane. Things were definitely getting clearer.
�Bullshit!� said Dane, trying to get a reaction. �That�s impossible. People have been trying to do that for centuries.�
�Yes, I know,� said the cook, now feeling a bit more comfortable. �Dr. Swingler and Dr. Koch made the discovery in the late 1940�s after the war. They brought all of their research teams to Brazil along with the German gold. They used the captured gold to build this complex and carry on the research for all of these years.�
Dane was listening intently. �Okay. So you guys brought the stolen World War II gold here and used it to build this place? Do I understand this correctly?�
The cook and the girl both nodded in agreement. �But that was before we were born, of course,� added the girl.
�How did they get the gold here?� asked Dane.
�They brought it over on submarines as the war was ending. The F�hrer was supposed to come but he could not get out of Berlin in time,� the cook explained.
�So you �make� gold here; is that right?� Dane asked again still in disbelief.
�Yes, we do,� the girl stated, stepping into the conversation. She seemed very sure of herself.
�And you work in the power station that runs all this?� Dane asked the girl.
�Yes,� she answered proudly.
Now Dane understood the secrecy. He understood the men in black and the security. This was much, much bigger than he even dreamed. This explains why Dana and Randall disappeared. Or did it?
�Do you know about any captives taken in the last few days?� Dane asked the two.
�I heard about some people brought here after they came too close to the complex, but in the past those people were disposed of immediately. Why do you ask?� the girl queried.
�Not your concern,� said Dane, now very worried that Dana and Randall were disposed of. �Where are captives held in the complex? Are they near here?�
�There are visitors� quarters on Level Six. That�s where most guests are housed. But captives? I�m not sure where they might be. There are some sublevels that are off limits to most of us. Only security and power technicians are allowed down there. If they are down there, it would be impossible to get down to them.�Even I cannot go down there,� the cook explained.��Have you seen anything?� he asked his girlfriend.
�I heard that several people were brought down to the security area sublevels several days ago. One of the new girls in Security told me at lunch, but I didn�t see them. They could have been complex personnel that got into trouble. That�s where the jail is located,� she said.
Dane was afraid she was right. His only hope was Dana and Randall were on Level Six. If they were in the jail area, that would not bode well for them.
�These Level Six guest quarters, are they near here?� asked Dane.
�We are on Level Two very near the middle of the complex,� said the cook. �You would have to go down four levels and find the room they are in.�
�What else is on that level?� asked Dane pointedly. He wanted to know all he could if they were going to try to get to Level Six.
�On one end is housing for families, dining halls, recreation areas and some offices. On the other end are offices, a library and several other areas, mostly areas for the people who live here.�
�So there are a lot of people moving about Level Six?� Dane asked.
�Yes. Levels Six, Five and Seven are primarily housing levels. There are hundreds of people on those levels all the time,� said the cook, now hoping to dissuade these two men from trying to get onto Level Six.
Dane considered the cook�s answers but did not outwardly show any reaction. Hugo was standing near the door, listening.
�I have to go,� said the cook. �I am long overdue. My supervisor will be looking for me.�
�Me too,� said the girl. �I am late.�
�He may have to look long and hard for you, my friends,� said Dane, �because you are coming with us.�
The girl looked at the cook. The cook�s eyes got huge. He was terrified. �We cannot leave this place,� he said fearfully. �They will kill us.�
Dane looked the cook in the eyes. �Only if they catch us.�Remember that.�You two cooperate and you have a good chance to live. If not, I assure you that you will die.�
Dane turned to Hugo. �Hugo, we are leaving.�
�Ready, Boss,� answered Hugo, checking the door.
Dane brought the cook and girl forward. �You do exactly as I say or I will kill you immediately. I can tie your hands or keep them free� my choice. Do you both understand?�
�Yes, I understand,� answered the cook.
�Yes,� answered the girl. She clasped the cook�s hand.
�One slip and one of you dies, right then and there,� said Dane in a serious tone. The cook and technician nodded their understanding.
Hugo opened the door, checked the hallway and away they went.
They backtracked to the same small access room where they came in. Hugo climbed the short ladder and popped open the hatch. He checked the area and all four were out and away within a few seconds. But, as before, the flashing security light was noticed by the guards.
* * *
�Security reporting another open hatch alarm at Hatch 0-122 at 1054 hours. Request visual check, immediately!� The guard�s report this time drew a flurry of actions. The first incident was written off as an alarm anomaly. This was a second alarm at the same location. The security officer in charge did not wait for normal guard rounds. She dispatched a guard unit immediately. Within two minutes the small room was filled with guards poring over the hatch. Two guards were sent outside to look for any indications of intruders. Nothing was found. Again the guards were puzzled. There were two incidents in about a few hours at the same entrance. Something was afoul. The security officer in charge stood in the small room trying to figure out what was going on.
�Have maintenance report here immediately,� ordered the officer in charge. �I want this hatch checked out and the sensors replaced. Until that is done, I want a pair of guards here all the time. Do you understand?� she asked.
�Yes, ma�am,� affirmed the lead guard as he stood at attention. The officer in charge whirled around and left the room. She was concerned. Something was going on and she was going to get to the bottom of it.

CHAPTER FORTY

Tuesday, July 12, 2011
The Jungle, Brazil;�11:50 a.m.
Hugo, Dane, the girl and the cook flew through the jungle. They traveled slightly south of the trail they used before. This precaution hopefully would keep them out of harm�s way since there was a chance the Germans were lying in wait for them. They decided to circle south and come around downstream from where Ben and Tecal were waiting. They would then go upstream, pick up Ben and Tecal and race back to the base camp.
With Hugo on point, they moved at breakneck speed but ever aware of any threat in their way. After taking the southerly route for 20 klicks or so, Hugo turned the group back northwest. By his reconnoitering they were about 20 kilometers from the stream.
The group stopped for a water break to refresh them.
�Everything looks good so far,� said Hugo. �I figure we are a few hours away from Ben at this pace.�
�Good. The quicker we get back, the faster we can learn more about the complex and return for Dana and Randall,� said Dane, breathing hard. He looked at the cook and the girl. Both poor captives were worn out. �You have to keep going,� explained Dane. �If you stop, you die.�
The cook and girl nodded, catching their breath and each taking a drink of water from Hugo�s canteen. Two minutes later they were on the go again. After about ten minutes, Hugo called the group to an abrupt halt. He found something. While Dane and two captives crouched under some bushes under a capirona tree, Hugo scouted the immediate area. Within minutes he returned to the group.
�Okay. We spotted a small campsite ahead. It looks like it could have been the Germans. No fire, but there�s evidence of people spending time there,� reported Hugo.
�Any chance they were natives?� asked Dane.
�No. I found a small fuel spill probably from a camp stove; definitely not natives. They were good. They cleaned up pretty well; but not quite good enough.�
Dane nodded in agreement.
�It looks like they cleared out early this morning. They went north, back toward the old trail. I don�t think they believe we would be this far south. I say we make a hard break for it and get out of the area quickly,� suggested Hugo.
�Great! Let�s get going then,� said Dane, standing and pulling the two up with him.
Hugo took off. Less than a minute later Dane, the girl and the cook followed in almost a dead run. Speed was the key, thought Dane. We have to get back into the complex and rescue Dana and Randall.
They moved quickly for four hours. The sun was beginning its slow trek into the horizon. All were exhausted. But Dane and Hugo were close to their objective of escaping from the Germans. They decided to take one last five-minute break.
�Looks like we are in the clear,� said Hugo as Dane and the captives squatted beside him. They were all panting heavily.
�How far are we from Ben?� asked Dane, slowly regaining his breath.
�Not far now,� answered Hugo. �How are they doing?� he said, nodding at the captives.
�They�re alive. They know what will happen if they fall. They have a real incentive to keep going.� The cook and the girl were bent over panting like dogs, drenched in sweat.
�I�m okay,� the cook croaked. �Some water, please? She needs some too,� he said, motioning to his girlfriend.
Dane gave the cook his canteen. He passed the canteen to the girl, who took a long drink.
�Not so much,� snapped Dane, taking the canteen from her hands and handing it to the cook. �You�re going to get sick if you drink too much.� The cook took a few gulps and handed the canteen back to Dane.
Dane turned to Hugo. �I�m guessing we have an hour or so before it starts to get dark. Think we can make it to Ben by then?�
�Not sitting here,� answered Hugo as he stood up, grinned and headed off into the brush.
�Amen to that,� cried Dane as he stood pulling the captives to their feet. �Off we go, my friends.� With that they were off behind Hugo.
* * *
It was dusk as Ben pulled out his radio and turned it on. Again he adjusted the squelch and keyed the microphone. �Ben calling base camp. Ben calling base camp. Come in base camp.�Over� � There was silence for a few seconds.
�Base camp here,� answered Lee. �Over� �
�We are still waiting for Dane and Hugo. Have not heard anything. All is well here. Over� �
Ben heard some commotion over to his left. He reached for his gun in time to see one of Tecal�s men trot into the clearing. Right behind him was a smiling Hugo. Ben keyed the microphone again.
�One second, base. We have someone coming in. Over� �
As Hugo walked over to Ben, Dane and the two captives emerged from the bushes.
�Welcome back,� beamed Ben. �Damn glad to see you guys!�
The four walked over to Ben and sat down, exhausted.
�Base, we have Dane and Hugo here. They are okay. Over� �
�Halle-damn-luja,� was Lee�s cry over the radio.
�Yeah, same here,� said Ben grinning. �Over� �
�Great news, Ben. You headed back now? Over� �
�Yes. We�ll get some rest and start back at first light. We should be back there by tomorrow night. Over� �
�Good. We are scheduled to have some folks in sometime tomorrow from the States. Just a heads-up.�Over� �
�Affirmative. We will see you all tomorrow night. Ben out.�
�Roger that, Ben. See you tomorrow. Base out.�
Hugo and Dane caught their breath. The other two collapsed and were lying beside each other still gasping for air. Tecal got them all water. They tried to drink between gasps.
Ben stared at the cook and the girl.��Who�s this? Where the hell did they come from?�
�You won�t believe this one,� said Dane, taking another sip of water. �But first, what do you guys have to eat?�
Ben began to break out some food and told Tecal that they were leaving at first light. Tecal went off into the jungle to let his men know the plan. After a quick meal for all, Dane and Hugo fell asleep. The cook and the girl were tied to a tree. They were out like a light as well. Tecal set one of his men to watch over the captives while the rest of the party slept. Morning was going to come too quickly.

CHAPTER FORTY-ONE

Tuesday, July 12, 2011
Fortress Alpha, Brazil;�7:00 p.m.
The officer in charge, Feldwebel Hilda Bock, was finishing her shift report. She knew the report would cause concern. Not one but two unexplained perimeter violations, both at the same location. Damn curious, she thought. Add to that a report of missing personnel: a cook and a technician. She wrapped up her report and walked down the hall to the security office. As she opened the door she was taken aback. The Captain of the Guard, Jorgen Maas, was standing there with two of his guards. She hesitated a second and then briskly walked into the room. She placed the folder with her daily report on the security officer�s desk.
�My daily report, sir,� she barked, standing at attention.
�Yes, I see,� answered Oberleutnant Gr�bner. �We were discussing some of the issues we had today. Would you care to sit down? You may have something to add to the discussion.�
Bock glanced quickly around the room. The faces were very stern.
�Of course, sir,� she replied. She sat in a straight chair near the door. Maas watched as Gr�bner opened the folder and quickly scanned the report. He closed the folder and placed his hands on top of the folder. Gr�bner looked at Maas standing over him.
�Her report is exactly as we discussed. The two �intrusions� are accurately reported and the missing man and woman have been reported. Additionally, there are follow-up maintenance work orders and conclusions regarding the viability of the hatch sensors. Everything looks in order.�
�Everything is in order?� Maas hissed, clearly concerned. �I cannot and will not report that to my superiors. That is not true.� Gr�bner�s eyes grew wide. This was turning ugly. �Let me see. We have not one but two security breaches, both on the same hatch to the outside. That in itself is deeply disturbing to me. I do not believe it is a sensor issue regardless of the maintenance reports. Was someone coming in or was someone going out? That is my question. Either way it is a major violation of the security of this complex. Now with personnel missing I have to conclude they left without permission. This is a serious breach of security punishable by death.�
Maas continued, �I do agree that Bock did what was required. She followed up with a visual check and found nothing. That seems reasonable and acceptable to a point. After the second alarm at the same hatch, she followed up again with an immediate visual check and left two guards on site. She followed procedure and called maintenance to investigate the hatch and the sensors. You say that all of this information is in her report. Is that correct, Oberleutnant?�
Gr�bner swallowed hard. �Yes, sir,� he croaked. �All of that is in her report.�
�Then I commend you, Bock. You did your duty. You are excused for now,� said Maas. �If I need you, I know where to find you.�
�Yes, sir,� barked Bock. She stood and walked briskly out of the room, closing the door behind her. She was damned glad to be out of there. She could see that someone was going to get chewed out because of this incident. Thank God it wasn�t her.
Maas slowly walked over and stood in front of the door. �Now let�s address the missing persons, this cook and a technician, you say.�
�Yes, sir,� said Gr�bner, checking his notes. �Wilhelm Door, he is the cook, and Carla von Gerber is a power plant technician.�
�Door,� said Maas. �A cook, you say. Was he an original or was he brought over?�
�He was born here in 1988. His parents are Paul Door, a science technician in the Production Department; his mother, Lena, is a childcare worker,� reported Gr�bner, checking his files.
�Any issues with Wilhelm or the family?� asked Maas.
�None, sir,� reported Gr�bner. �They are all model personnel.�
�Carla von Gerber,� said Gr�bner. �What about her?�
�Von Gerber was born here in 1989. Her father was Dr. Johann von Gerber. He was one of the main developers of our power generation systems. His wife, Ute, is one of our schoolteachers.�
�Dr. Johann von Gerber. I remember him. He died several years back, right?� queried Maas.
�Yes, sir.�Dr. von Gerber died of a heart attack in 2008,� answered Gr�bner.
�Yes, I do remember him,� said Maas walking across the room. �He was a bit of a troublemaker, if I remember correctly.�
�I see he was reprimanded for speaking openly about leaving,� said Gr�bner reading from the file. �But he was younger. As an older man, von Gerber helped the cause magnificently with many important power innovations.�
Maas continued to walk about the room. �So why did they leave?� asked Maas rhetorically. �Why would such fine personnel leave?�
�I do not know, sir,� said Gr�bner, sitting straight up in his chair nervously.
�Have the Doors and Frau von Gerber been told of their children�s disappearance?� asked Maas.
�Yes, sir; they were told about twenty minutes ago. Both families are very distraught and concerned for their safety.�
�I see,� said Maas scratching his head. �And they looked sincere?�
�Yes, sir.�They seemed very upset. �
�Oberleutnant, find out why this man and woman left. And find out fast. My opinion is we have two love-struck kids looking for a better life outside. They are involved; correct?�
Gr�bner hesitated to answer. He quickly scanned the dossiers in front of him. �Yes, sir; we do know the two are romantically involved. �
�Were their intentions recorded in the central file?� asked Maas pointedly.
Gr�bner again checked the dossiers. �No, sir; not to anyone�s knowledge.�
Maas stopped abruptly and slammed his fist down on Gr�bner�s desk. The entire room seemed to shake. �Why didn�t you know about this relationship? Why did you not know of this tryst going on under your nose?� demanded Maas.
�I�m sorry, sir. It looks as though they hid their relationship very well. We had no way of knowing� �
�Oberleutnant, you are incompetent!� cried Maas. �Your inadequacies may have cost us this complex. You, not me, will be held totally responsible. Do you understand?�
Maas calmed a bit and stood beside the door. He took a few breaths to calm himself down even more.
�Have you alerted the perimeter forces?� Maas asked calmly.
�Yes, sir; the perimeter forces were alerted as soon as we discovered the two missing,� said Gr�bner.
There was a knock at the door. Maas turned and opened it, faced with another security guard. �Sir, we have a problem.�
�Come in,� said Maas. �What is the problem now?� Maas grinned at Gr�bner. Maas was furious. The guard stepped in and closed the door.
�One of our perimeter patrols was attacked. Another patrol found them bound and gagged a few minutes ago,� reported the guard.
Maas stepped up in front of the guard. �Attacked? What happened?�
�They report two men dressed in fatigues jumped the patrol, disarmed them and tied them up.�
�Any sign of where they went?� asked Maas coolly, now deep in thought.�Gr�bner, on the other hand, was about to faint when he heard the report.
�No, sir; we cannot find any trace of them anywhere around the area of the patrol or the complex,� said the guard. �Our patrols are continuing.�
�Damn,� cursed Maas, slamming his huge fist into his hand. �This is a big problem. Now I wonder if the two escaped or were taken from here. Gr�bner, I want every available person on this now. Add extra patrols and find me those two men. Kill them if you have to. They must not get away.�
�Right away, sir,� said Gr�bner as he stood and picked up the phone. He called the ready room and ordered his men to meet in five minutes. Everyone was required. This was an all-hands-on-deck situation. Minutes later they were all in the ready room.
�I do not have to tell you the importance of the security of this complex,� lectured Maas to the men in the room. He turned to his guards. �Get all available personnel and double the guards about the complex. I want to know if someone as much as sneezes. Your very existence relies on this. Do you understand?�
�Yes, sir,� the guards answered. They turned and flew out the door and down the hall. The security of Fortress Alpha truly became that of a fortress. Nothing moved without permission.
�I will report this to the F�hrer personally,� said Maas. �She will not like it.� Maas looked directly at Gr�bner. �You will fix this situation. Do you understand me?� Maas� glare was frightening.
�Yes, sir, I understand completely,� Gr�bner said snapping to attention.
Maas smiled deviously. �Gr�bner, you damn well better understand or I will personally kill you.� With that Maas snatched open the door and walked briskly down the hall. Oberleutnant Gr�bner stood there for a second. He nearly soiled his pants. He is a dead man, he thought. Dead!
* * *
Ten minutes later Maas was in the F�hrer�s office. �Mein F�hrer, we have a serious security problem,� started Maas.
As he reported the incidents to Kaete Grimme, Maas saw her becoming angrier by the minute. Her face was becoming red as she clenched her fists. Her eyes were fixated on Maas with a fury raising fear in Maas� mind. When he finished his report, she exploded. Her temper was uncontrollable. She screamed at Maas. She marched around him as if he was a child caught doing an unspeakable deed. She ranted about the years of service she had to the Reich and the importance of their operations. After a tirade lasting almost twenty minutes, she sat down and simply stared at Maas as if she was exhausted. Maas knew he must perform a miracle and find the cook, the technician and these men. It was either he find them or the F�hrer would take care of him. But not before he took care of Gr�bner.

CHAPTER FORTY-TWO

Wednesday, July 13, 2011
Finley Base Camp, Cotriguacu, Brazil;�7:00 p.m.
The sun was descending below the trees as darkness began to blanket the jungle. Lee Watson was expecting Ben, Dane and Hugo any minute. She wanted to radio them but decided not. She sat back in the wooden rocking chair on the porch reflecting on the last several days� events.
The jungle was beautiful this time of the evening. The heat of the day was past and tonight there was a slight breeze that cleared the jungle haze. She could hear the sound of rolling thunder in the distance. There must be a storm coming, she thought. She closed her eyes for a moment and thought of the United States.
Although she missed the U.S. she was truly happy in Brazil. She longed to drive a car to the local burger joint and wrap her hands around a nice juicy cheeseburger and fries. And don�t forget the onion rings and ice-cold Coca-Cola, she thought. She also missed pizza, no special type. She missed any kind of pizza, whether it was sausage, pepperoni or just plain cheese. For a second she thought of contacting the Princeton folks to see if they could bring down some pizza when they came. She laughed to herself and shook her head. That would be a very expensive pizza carry-out order.
Furthermore, Lee missed her husband and kids. Many years had passed since their death, but sometimes at night she imagined she heard her husband�s voice. To have all of them taken from her at once was a devastating shock; a shock from which she never expected to recover. But she did, to some extent. At least the pain was not so sharp. The emptiness was still there especially when she was alone. The jungle is a peaceful place to think over one�s life, but at the same time it is a disturbing place when remembering deceased loved ones.
A tear formed in Lee�s eye and ran down her face. She wiped it with her hand and continued to rock.
Lee�s husband, Daniel, was a successful lawyer in Columbia, South Carolina. They lived in a wonderful home out on the shores of Lake Murray. He was well established in governmental affairs and was a bright and shining star in South Carolina politics. They even entertained his running for governor or even for the U.S. Senate. The night of the plane crash dashed all of those hopes. Two hundred and ten souls aboard and only three survived; two babies and one young man.
She wondered what would have been if Amy had lived and gone to the University of Texas. She so loved UT, not only because her father went there but she dearly loved Austin. By now Amy would have graduated from UT and would be attending medical school. She wanted to be a pediatrician. She loved children as much as her younger sister, Erin, loved animals. Amy would have made a wonderful doctor.
Erin was Lee�s baby, a sweet child of fourteen when she died. She was too young to know what she wanted in a career but she always loved animals. Maybe she would have been a veterinarian. Lee smiled to herself. She remembered Erin�s dogs and cats. She couldn�t decide which she wanted so Erin had lobbied her father for one of each, a puppy and a kitten. She loved her animals so much, Rascal the spaniel and Hobie the cat. That led her to adopt still another cat and two more dogs; the Watson household was a veritable animal menagerie. All that was gone now, but they all lived in her heart forever. The rumbling of the storm was getting nearer, bringing Lee back to reality.
She listened to the bugs and frogs screaming in the trees. She heard the creaking of her rocking chair and more distant thunder. There was a flash of lightning off in the distance high in the clouds. Even with all the noise and other goings on, this was one of the most peaceful places she had ever been on earth. She loved it here. It was a place she could put her life back together and get her soul back. That�s when she heard a shout from the jungle. She rose to her feet as Tecal burst from the trailhead, smiling ear to ear. They were back! She stepped off of the porch as Tecal ran up to her.
�Mr. Ben coming very soon,� he said. �He send me ahead to tell you he coming and all is okay.�
�That�s great, Tecal.�Thank you for letting me know,� smiled Lee. �I�ll bet you have missed your wife and babies.�
�Yes, Missy Lee,� said Tecal, still smiling. �They will be happy to see me.�
�Well, run along to her,� Lee said, waving her hand over toward the small village area down the road where Tecal and his tribesmen lived. �Oh, how long before they get here?�
�Not long time now,� Tecal said as he turned toward his village. �They here in twenty minutes or sooner.� Lee turned and stepped back on the porch. She decided to get some food and drink ready for the guys. One of Tecal�s brothers had brought in fresh meat this morning and Lee had spent the afternoon cooking it with some vegetables. Amazon stew she called it. There was cold beer in the refrigerator.
She barely finished getting the food ready when she looked out of the window and saw Ben, Dane, Hugo, and a couple with two of Tecal�s men walking up to the porch. They were back. The couple was a man and woman. They all looked dead tired, wet with sweat, dirty and out of breath. They really humped it big time to get back so soon. She couldn�t wait to talk with them.
�Welcome back!� she squealed hurrying onto the porch. Lee was so happy to see the guys back.
Ben smiled ear to ear as he dropped his pack and gave Lee a big hug. �It is great to be back, sis,� he said. �We have a lot to tell you and a lot of work to do.� His smile evaporated. �We have big problems.�
Hugo handed the two captives over to Tecal�s two men.
�You guys watch them. Don�t let them get away,� Ben told the men. �Feed them and give them a place to sleep. We�ll talk with them later.�
Tecal�s men led the two away, toward the village.
�Hey there, fine lady,� said Hugo, also smiling and walking over to Lee. Ben let her go and she embraced Hugo. �Wow, this is great!� cried Hugo, picking her up and twirling her around. �We need to do this every day.�
Dane laughed dryly. �Just like Hugo to find the best-looking girl for miles and stake her out.�
�Aww, quit. You flatter such an old woman.� A grinning Lee gave Hugo a small slap on the back as he lowered her to the ground. �You guys hungry?�
�Famished,� said Ben, placing his gun on top of the porch rail. �What�s for dinner?�
�You guys come on in,� said Lee. �I have stew and cold beer for you. How�s that sound?�
�Wonderful!� said Dane, placing his gear on the porch. �We can discuss our situation while we eat.�
The trio walked inside followed by Lee. Four chairs were gathered around the table in the middle of the room. She dispatched one of the native boys to get the beer from the refrigerator out back.
�Sit down, sit down,� she said. �The beer is coming and I�ll get the food.�
As the men sat down, it began to rain. The once far off storm had finally arrived. Lee was very happy. To her, feeding these guys at her table reminded her of her days as a mother and wife back in the United States. She stopped a second to savor her thoughts. Her eyes began to water. Her children were home.
The men devoured the large pot of Lee�s Amazon Stew along with local bread and the cold beer. The men were at peace for a few well-earned minutes. But that would not last. Dane began the task of briefing everyone of the situation. Hugo added his views with Ben and Lee asking many questions. Dane and Hugo brought everyone up-to-date on the information they got in Miami and what they learned over the past several days.
�So there you have it,� Dane explained, summing up the situation. �Now you know everything we know. Evidently Dana and Randall stumbled upon a German Nazi stronghold deep in the jungle. Based on what we�ve gotten from interrogating our captives, there are thousands of Germans there. We also know at least their major goal includes gold. We also know they have perfected a way to create gold from lead. I know it sounds outrageous but it is evidently true. They want to use this gold to rekindle a German empire, a Fourth Reich. How exactly, we don�t know. But more importantly, as of right now, I believe Dana and Randall are still alive but in grave danger. I want to go back and bring them out safely.�
�Not I, Kemo Sabe,� interjected Hugo.��We will go back and get them out. I�m going with you.�
Dane gave Hugo a big smile and placed his hand on Hugo�s shoulder. �You are the best friend a guy can ever have.�
Ben looked at Dane. �I�m going too. These are my friends as well. I can handle myself out there. We make a great team.�
Dane smiled. While he did appreciate the support from these guys, he was worried that he could be sending them to their death.
Ben interjected, �But first, should we report this mess to the authorities? It sounds like these Germans are a serious threat. The Brazilian government won�t take this incursion of their sovereignty lightly. They should be notified immediately� and the Americans.�
�I understand and fully agree,� started Dane. But we� �
�How do we know they don�t already know about these guys?� interrupted Hugo. �History shows the Brazilians and others down here have had a soft spot for the Germans since the war. Some say a lot of high-up German officers fled to South America and Brazil. You ever see that movie, The Boys from Brazil?�
�I don�t know if the Brazilian government does or does not know about these guys, but Ben is right,� said Dane. �The government needs to be told, the quicker the better. However, we,� looking at Hugo and Ben, �are not going to wait on anyone. I plan to go back as soon as possible and get Dana and Randall.�
Lee stepped up to the table. �My vote is the government waits. At least until you can get Dana and Randall out. The government will muck it up.�
They all smiled. Ben rubbed his chin. �This will not be easy, Dane. You know they must know about our captives by now. It won�t take too long for them to swarm through the jungle looking for their asses. We need good planning and more firepower.�
�That�s exactly why we need to strike fast. I�ll bet they think this guy and girl just ran off. Hopefully they don�t know they were kidnapped.�
�Then let�s get started,� cracked Hugo, standing. �What do we need to storm the place?�
�First, we need to get in there unannounced,� said Dane. �We have to travel light, strike fast and get out like a bat out of hell.�
�Easier said than done,� said Ben, taking a swig from his beer. �But nothing we can�t handle,� he continued with a grin. �Let�s do it.�
Lee got the group a few more beers and they got serious with the planning. Even though they were dead tired, they brought the two captives up to the cabin and interrogated them. With that information, they worked on a plan until 1:00 a.m. with a noisy tropical thunderstorm outside.
* * *
The next morning the guys reassembled back at the table for breakfast. Even at seven in the morning the jungle heat was already building and the humidity was one hundred percent, thanks to the previous evening�s storms. A low haze hung over the vegetation. While the haze looked like smoke, it gave the early morning a freshness not seen back in Miami.
Again, Lee whipped up a fine breakfast of eggs, potatoes and local meats. The guys relished the meal while Lee enjoyed cooking for them.
�Okay. We need provisions for three or four days. We should be able to get that together here. Ben, what�s the quickest way to get some more guns and walkie-talkies?� asked Hugo. �And I know this is out of your box, but what about some explosives?�
Ben thought for a second. �We can go to the town several miles down the road. The town acts as a base for several other expeditions in the area. As far as quick, that will be our best possibility. There is a provisions store that has or can get almost everything. The guy who runs the place is known to delve into, let�s say, areas that are frowned upon by the government. He�s not the cleanest guy around, if you get my drift.�
Dane grinned widely. �Sounds exactly like the kind of guy we need. I�ll bet he requires cash as well. I think we can count on that!� They all laughed.
�Yeah, we know the type,� said Hugo. �He�s what the doctor ordered. When can we leave?�
�Give me ten minutes to get the jeep up here and we can take off,� said Ben, motioning to Tecal to go get the jeep.
�Great,� answered Dane as Hugo kept going down the list they had made the night before. �Looks like we have some of the ammo and guns we need but we could use some more. I do not want to get into a firefight with these folks. They will whip our butts very quickly. But I do want to be prepared. Stealth and quickness will get us what we want.�
�Agreed,� said Hugo. �If we can get some radios and explosives, I think we have a good chance. Silenced weapons would be a great help. Since we don�t count on that hatch being available again, I think our plan to go in through the heliport is best.�
�I agree,� said Dane. �Our two guests gave us a pretty good general layout of the complex. Dane pulled out a rough map he drew based on what they learned from the cook and technician last night. If we go in somewhere around here,� Dane said, pointing to the helicopter access port, �we are as close as we can get to the two stairways down to the lower levels and the captive cells in the subbasement.�
�If,� added Ben, �those two are telling us the truth.�
�Yes, and frankly, that�s a big if,� said Dane quietly. �But that�s all we have to go on right now. We know there is a helicopter landing area there. Hugo and I saw it for ourselves. There has to be a way in there. We go with what we know.�
The group continued to look over the diagram of the complex. As they studied, Tecal drove up in the jeep.
�Let�s go,� said Ben, bounding out of the door of the hut. Lee, Dane and Hugo followed.
�Oh,� Lee said, �the folks from Princeton should be here today or tomorrow. What should I do if they show up while you are gone?�
�Don�t tell them anything about our plans. Tell them we went into town to get some supplies. We should be back in several hours,� said Ben.
�Wait a sec,� cried Hugo as he turned and ran into the hut. After a few seconds he ran back to the jeep.
Dane looked at him curiously.
�I needed some spending cash,� grinned Hugo. �I don�t think this is the kind of guy to take a credit card.� Dane and Ben laughed.
�No, I don�t think so,� smiled Dane.
The guys piled into the jeep and drove off, leaving Tecal and Lee standing in the dust.

CHAPTER FORTY-THREE

Thursday, July 14, 2011
Unnamed Settlement near Cotriguacu, Brazil;�9:00 a.m.
What Ben called a town wasn�t much more than a clearing in the jungle near the road to Cotriguacu.�It didn�t even have a name. Its dusty streets beckoned the natives from the forests into the land of civilization. At least in their eyes it was civilized. To those from the States or any other town or city in Brazil, this was the pits. As with most small, out-of-the-way places, the unsavory elements seemed to arrive first. They flourished until the town became big enough to require some semblance of law and authority. Here the unsavory still ruled.
There were only a dozen or so buildings gathered in three general areas. The first area was clearly the entertainment section of town. Here was the bar that looked like a U.S. southwestern saloon. There was a small caf� serving who knows what kind of food and a curious little hotel that advertised rooms, baths and women. There was also a barber shop/doctor.
About thirty yards away were several native dwellings. In the midst of the dwellings was a stable with several very nice horses in the corral outside. That caught Hugo�s eye immediately. He wondered if they should use horses to get back into the jungle. Dane could feel Hugo�s yearnings and put a stop to them right up front.
The most interesting area of the town was a large general store type of business. It was large; it was twice the size of other buildings. Dry goods, provisions and arms were advertised on big signs outside. This was the mecca that brought most people into the town. The bar and the women kept folks there.
�Now this is my kind of place,� said Hugo as they slowly motored through the length of town. �This place has everything a man needs: food, drink and women.�
Ben burst out laughing. Dane grinned. �Oh man, don�t encourage him. Or we will never leave,� said Dane. �We are here for a specific reason.�
�Yeah, I know but coming here with Hugo makes it feel so much better than all of the times before,� laughed Ben.
Dane spotted the general store. �Guess this is the place?�
�Yeah.�This guy is as slimy as they come. Hold on to your valuables. Not only does he sell just about anything you want but he is also the law in these parts. He is a true renaissance man,� explained Ben.
The jeep pulled up in front and the group trudged up on the porch and stepped inside. The term general store was never so true. Although dark and dingy, the selection of goods seemed to run the gamut from smoked meat to auto parts. One side of the room was a bar/grill combination that served alcohol, soft drinks and native concoctions. Toward the rear was a gun shop and gun smith. The rest of the store was full of home goods, i.e. pots and pans, rugs, hardware and even furniture. A selection of shoes and boots lined the far wall. U.S. government surplus camo gear and clothing was a full row.
�Holy crap!� exclaimed Hugo as he walked through the place. �I love this store.�
A middle-aged woman saw them immediately and headed their way.
�We have anything you need, gentlemen,� she said matter-of-factly. �You looking for expedition supplies?�
Ben stepped up to the front of the group.
�Oh, hi, Ben,� the woman said smiling. �I didn�t see you back there. Are these your friends?�
�Yeah, they are my friends, May. We do need some supplies and equipment but we need the special stash.�
The woman�s smile vanished to a serious look. �I�ll get Enzo.� She turned and walked away, disappearing behind a canvas curtain behind the gun cabinets. Enzo Garcia was the proprietor of this store and owned a major part in everything in the settlement. His history was spotty as most crooks� background. His history did include a stint in the U.S. Marines, according to him, but that was not confirmed. Physically, he was about forty-eight years old, six feet tall and well built. He looked like he could hold his own in a bar fight. His jet black greasy hair made him look younger than he was but also reminded one of his slickness. This guy was bad through and through.
�Enzo�s the guy,� explained Ben softly. �He�s one dirty, sneaky bastard.�
After about a two-minute wait, the curtain opened and this man that looked as though he was dressed for dinner strolled into the room. �Ben, how are you, my friend? It is so good to see you and your friends. Come back to my private office so we can talk.� He waved his hand toward the canvas-covered door and followed the group into a rather nice conference room. Nice� at least it was clean.
�Sit down my friends,� said Enzo. �May, bring us some drinks. These guys look thirsty. Bring the good stuff!�
Enzo was the only one smiling in the room. The others sat quietly with no expression.
�We are here to make a few purchases,� started Ben. �My friends need a few weapons for their trek into the jungle.� Enzo grinned.
�I see. Why you don�t bring your own weapons from your home? You are from the United States, no?�
Ben�s smile vanished. Enzo was setting them up for a much higher price than normal. The bastard knew they were in need of weapons that they could not get their hands on in the United States.
�Tell you what, Enzo. Show us what you have on hand. We don�t even know if you can help us,� said Ben.
�Sure.�What do you have in mind?�
Dane sat forward. �We need several assault rifles, fully automatic with silencers, several semi-auto handguns, Glocks if you have them, and various explosives. Comm units if you have them. Of course, we also need ammo. Can you handle that?�
Enzo gave the group a serious look and rubbed his chin. He was trying to figure out who Ben�s friends were and what they were doing. �Not a problem.� Enzo�s demeanor changed within a second. Now he was serious as death. No more salesman crap. �Any particular makes of models on the assault rifles? I have HK, Uzi, SKS, M4, and the old reliable AK-47. I can make you a deal on anything you need.�
�Sounds good,� said Hugo. �Let�s see what ya got.�
�Well, I don�t let anybody look at my stock� � Enzo shot back.
�Except us,� said Dane forcefully. �We don�t have the time or inclination to put up with any crap. We want to buy now. We have cash. Do you want to sell?� Enzo glanced over at Ben and then back at Dane.
�Okay.�I see you are men of action. Let�s go downstairs.�
Enzo led the men out of the conference room and down a dark hall. At the end was a heavy steel door. He removed a key from his pocket and opened the door revealing a wide stairway going down into a pitch dark area.
�This is my vault where I keep my prime merchandise. Please follow me.� As the group descended the stairs, an automatic lighting system flickered on bathing the stairway in an eerie blue glow. They walked down approximately two stories below ground. They found several hallways and steel doors. The group turned to the left and walked another twenty feet and stopped in front of a steel door with no latch. Once everyone caught up, Enzo pressed a small keypad. The men heard the door at the top of the stairs close. Then Enzo pressed in another set of numbers. There was a heavy clunk and the door opened.
The room was a veritable fortress in itself. Smooth concrete walls were lined with heavy steel shelving carrying almost any kind of weaponry in existence. Dane�s group was stunned at what they saw. Ben was singularly amazed. He never had an inkling that this vault was here. He couldn�t believe Enzo could have it built without anyone knowing.
�Gentlemen, please take your time and take a good look at my stock. I assure you I have what you need. If you don�t see it here, I can get it for you for a small procurement fee. After you have made your selections, we can determine a single price that I assure you will be fair.� Enzo waved his arm across the room. �Gentlemen, please� �

CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR

Thursday, July 14, 2011
Fortress Alpha, Brazil;�11:00 a.m.
Oberleutnant Heinrich Gr�bner had been working for two full days to determine the details of the Wilhelm Door and Carla von Gerber situation. Their disappearance was stunning. Over the years only a few people tried to leave. None made it past the perimeter guards. All were executed immediately. Their deaths served to make the general populous well aware of the consequences of escape.
But this seemed different now. After talking with the families, there was absolutely no evidence to lead one to think the two would leave on their own. Sure they were hiding a love affair but that in itself was no cause to leave. It was a relatively simple matter to register their intentions. The establishment actually encouraged such relationships in order to produce new inhabitants.
Most importantly, however, the Nazis wanted to know what was going on at all times. This young couple had no experience in the ways of the world outside of Fortress Alpha, especially in the jungle. If they did escape, they would not last a day in the jungle with all of its dangers. It would take days to make it to civilization. This couple had no training in survival techniques.
None of it made sense, unless they were kidnapped. But the question was by whom; who in their right mind would come into the Fortress and take someone away? Gr�bner was stumped. But then he had the two perimeter guards� report of being subdued by two men in fatigues. And then there was the curious �malfunction� of the sensors at the same hatch twice in the span of an hour or so.
It finally occurred to Gr�bner that the two missing personnel were taken from the complex by the two men! That was it! The evidence supported his theory. The two men jumped the guards, came into the complex causing the first assumed malfunction of the sensor, captured the missing personnel and escaped through the same hatch causing the second assumed malfunction of the sensor. So there was no malfunction. The alarms were indicating a real threat. But no one saw the two men come in or leave. Gr�bner picked up the phone and called Maas to tell him of his findings and conclusions.
* * *
After taking Gr�bner�s call and hearing his theory and conclusion, Jorgen Maas hung up the phone and reviewed his notes. After careful consideration he too was convinced there was an incursion and the missing man and woman were kidnapped. This was not good at all. Now his ass was on the line. The security systems evidently worked correctly but the human response was not adequate, at least not in his mind. Not adequate because the intruders were not sitting in one of Maas� cells or dead. Damn! Someone outside of the family knew of the Fortress. That must not go unaddressed. The F�hrer would not stand for it.
Maas� mind raced. How could anyone know where they were? For nearly seventy years the Fortress was never revealed to the outside world. Did someone merely stumble upon it? No, he thought, that was very unlikely. The Fortress was many miles away from any known settlements or trading paths used by the indigenous tribes of the region. No one comes in this area�
Then it hit him. The two Americans! They said they stumbled on the Fortress. They had no idea it was there. That was understandable, but they were picked up with a GPS. Damn, how stupid he was. Maas� men destroyed the GPS but the signal must have been transmitted everywhere until destroyed. And didn�t one of the Americans say that they were being tracked by someone back in the U.S. for safety reasons?
A cold chill ran down Maas� back. It was that goddamned GPS! That�s how they found us. It was ironic that technology was responsible for their gold production when such simple technology such as a GPS may cost them everything. The two mystery men in fatigues were looking for the Americans. Now it all made sense.
Maas stood and grabbed his notes and strode out of his office. He must inform the F�hrer immediately.

CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE

Thursday, July 14, 2011
Finley Base Camp, Cotriguacu, Brazil; 3:00 p.m.
You could hear the jeep�s engine screaming long before it came into sight. Lee excused herself from the table with the group from Princeton. They arrived about two hours after the guys left that morning. She stepped out of the door and off of the porch into the intense sun and heat. She saw the jeep come around the bend with Tecal sitting up on top of a tarp pulled over a mound of supplies. Tecal looked like a king being transported back home. She smiled and waved as the jeep ground to a stop in a cloud of dust.
�What a ride,� yelled Hugo as he leapt from the passenger side covered in sweat and dirt.
�What�s the matter? You didn�t like the natural air conditioning?� Lee cracked with a big grin. Even though these were very capable men, she couldn�t help to see them as her �boys�. And they were one rambunctious bunch too. Ben, Dane and Tecal hopped out of the jeep in unison, all covered in the same road grime as Hugo.
�Honey, I�m home,� grinned Ben. �We brought you some presents.� Dane came around the jeep as Dr. William Nance stepped from inside the hut. All three men saw the doctor at the same time. Their grins evaporated.
�So we have visitors?� asked Dane, straightening his hair after trying to get the road dust out. He did not recognize the doctor.
�Yes, we have,� answered Lee in her most hospitable tone. �Gentlemen, this is Dr. Bill Nance from Princeton.� Dane took one look at him and felt uneasy. Here was this tall, thin man of about fifty-five with sandy blond hair and glasses. He looked completely out of place.
Dr. Nance stepped toward Dane extending his hand. �Dana and Randall have told me an awful lot about you, Dane. Please call me Bill.� Dr. Nance nodded toward Hugo.��You too, Mr. Winsor.�
�Mr. Winsor?� Hugo said smiling. �I�m just Hugo. Dad died years ago.�
Nance smiled and felt a bit more at ease with Hugo�s casual way.
Lee stepped over. �Dr. Nance, this is my brother, Ben Jamison.� She motioned toward Ben.
�I�m very glad to meet you, Mr. Jamison,� acknowledged Dr. Nance as he shook hands with Ben. �I brought along a few people I would like you to meet as well,� he said, turning toward the hut. �They are inside.�
Hugo gave Dane one of his �What the hell?� glances as they stepped up on the porch.
Dane turned back toward the jeep. He wasn�t ready to show his hand with these Princeton folks, at least not yet. �Tecal, can you get some help to unload the jeep? Put the stuff over here on the porch. Be careful with those red boxes. �
Dr. Nance stole a look at the red boxes sticking out from under the tarp. �Looks like you are planning an invasion.�
Dane looked the doctor in the eye. �Just being careful,� he said with a slight grin.�Nance smiled meekly and stepped up on the porch.
Dr. Nance�s colleagues were standing around the table looking at a map of the Amazon when the group walked into the hut.
�Everyone,� announced Dr. Nance, �This is Dane Skoglund, Hugo Winsor and Ben Jamison.� All began a round of handshakes. �And this is Dr. Nell Weeks, one of my colleagues back at Princeton, and our local guide, Tim Dothan. Please sit down,� said Dr. Nance. �You have to be tired after your journey.�
�Dothan,� began Ben. �I�ve heard good things about you. You were in this area about six months ago with another group.�
�Yes, and I know of you as well. I hear you do a great job,� said Dothan, trying to return the compliment.
�Glad to have you aboard,� smiled Ben. Dothan smiled back and nodded his acknowledgement.
Hugo stood over beside Dr. Weeks. �What brings you here, Dr. Weeks?� It was natural for Hugo to start a conversation with the lady. Her long dark hair was in a pert ponytail in a desperate attempt to keep cool in the heat.
�I work with Dr. Nance coordinating the Finleys� expedition. Dana and I were roommates years ago and we have worked together for five years off and on.��Her smile was as inviting as Dana�s, Hugo noticed. He could see why the two were roommates and friends.
�Oh, we brought some �special supplies� from the U.S.,� Nance interjected as Dothan heaved a large box up on the table full of Twinkies, Mars bars, Snickers, Skittles and other treats. Dothan also opened a large cooler of U.S. beer, liquor and wine. �We wanted to bring you folks a few things I didn�t think you�d have down here to give you a lift. But most importantly, we also want you to know we are here to do whatever we can to help find Dana and Randall.�
Dane managed a weak smile as he grabbed a Twinkie. �Bill, we really appreciate your support. For you guys to come all the way down here� well, I know Dana and Randall appreciate it also. But before we turn this into a party, I have to tell you we know where Dana and Randall are.�
�You found them? That is great!� exclaimed Nance. Dr. Weeks was beaming. �Where are they? When can we see them?�
�I�m afraid it is not that easy,� said Hugo stoically but gripping two candy bars. �We know where they are.�
Dane stood up to address the visitors. �Folks, I wish I had better news but we now know that Dana and Randall are in the hands of a neo-Nazi group based in the Amazon. We believe they are still alive but frankly� well, you know.�
The group looked stunned. �Nazis, like Germans?� asked Nance.
�Yes, that is exactly what I mean,� explained Dane as he sat down opening his Twinkie, �and just as dangerous.� Nance looked puzzled. The entire Princeton group was speechless. There was a quick gasp from Nell Weeks. Dothan was quiet but his eyes were like slits. This was not good, he thought.
�What do you mean?� asked Dr. Nance after a few seconds. �Nazis, are you certain? You must be wrong� �
�I�m afraid he�s right,� said Hugo stepping forward, exchanging a glance with Dane. �Here�s what we know.� Hugo and Dane spent the next hour and a half explaining the situation to the Princeton group. But they deftly left out the gold production part. The group sat quietly taking in the entire story. They were clearly amazed.
�I had no idea,� exclaimed Dr. Nance. �What in God�s name are we to do? What does our government say about all of this?�
�We haven�t told them,� said Dane, looking directly into Dr. Nance�s eyes. �And we don�t plan to until we get Dana and Randall out of there.�
�What do you mean? We have to let the authorities know,� Dr. Nance said, his voice rising.
�Yeah, but not yet,� said Hugo, leaning over the maps on the table. �All the Brazilian government or ours will do is slow us down. Both Dane and I believe that if we don�t get Dana and Randall out of there damn quick they won�t have a chance.�
�But� � started Nance.
�No buts about it, Doc,� Dane interrupted. �I�m afraid that is the way it is. We don�t know a lot about the people that have Dana and Randall. But what we do know is that they are seriously evil. It looks like they already killed four or five people already in Dana and Randall�s party. We considered all of our options and made up our mind. It is done. Hugo and I will return to the Fortress and get Dana and Randall out. After that you can notify anyone you want. It�s a done deal; nothing to be negotiated. �
Tim Dothan, the Princeton guide, stepped up to the table. He was standing in the background taking in all of the conversation. He turned toward Dr. Nance. �Doctor, after hearing all of this, I strongly agree with Dane and Hugo here. We�ve heard rumors of some weird things going on back in the jungle in this area for years. The natives know to stay away. Several people braved the rumors and went into the jungle. They disappeared. The Brazilian government writes the disappearances off to natural causes, meaning they aren�t going to lift a finger to investigate. Actually, I wonder if the government doesn�t know exactly what is going on, at least some of the government� those being paid off by this illegal group. This is some deep shit. Pardon my French, ladies.�
Dane looked at Dothan, thinking this guy was pretty level-headed. At least he was no namby-pamby educator. Hugo smiled as if reading Dane�s mind. Dane actually liked him.
�In fact, in my mind, I think what Dane and Hugo are talking about is the only way to go. If we wait, Dana and Randall will � well, enough said.��Dothan�s voice trailed off.
A strange silence engulfed the group. It was as if each person in the room suddenly came to grips with what must be done. This will be a very dangerous operation.
�Do you realize what you are saying?� asked Nance. �If these people are as evil as you believe, you�re talking about taking the law into your own hands. Someone could be killed.�
�That is exactly right, Dr. Nance,� said Dane sternly. �Some of our people have already been killed. That�s a fact. Now I want to make certain that Dana and Randall get out alive. Frankly, if these bastards are like we believe they are, it is certain some of them will die. Maybe even some of us as well.�
�As bad as it sounds, if it is between some neo-Nazi guys and Dana and Randall, I vote to save the Finleys and screw the Nazis,� Dr. Weeks said without emotion. �I have read about these kinds of people. If they are, as you said, Dane, descendants of the World War II Nazis, we have no choice but to get the Finleys out now. We can�t wait.�
Hugo leaned over to Dane. �Now, she�s my type of girl,� he whispered.�Dane gave Hugo one of his shut-up looks.
�All right, all right,� said Dr. Nance, seeing that he was vastly outnumbered and frankly way out of his comfort zone. �I understand. What do you need us to do to help? That is unofficially, of course. I cannot get the university involved, but what they don�t know won�t hurt them.� He looked around the table at the other Princeton folks. �Nothing, and I do mean nothing can ever be spoken about what we are about to do. Does everyone understand?�
The group nodded their acknowledgement, each taking their vow seriously.
�Great. Now that we have an understanding, Hugo and I already have a plan. Any help you can give us would be appreciated,� said Dane, standing up.
�I�d like to help if I could,� said Dothan. �I have experience in military ops.�
�What kind of experience?� asked Hugo.
�I spent ten years in the Army,� said Dothan, �Green Berets. Did some covert stuff and saw some pretty nasty action that I can�t talk about. You understand. I know my weapons and can handle myself in a fight.�
�Sweet,� smiled Hugo, bumping fists with Tim. �You may be able to help big time. Gotta love those Greenies.�
�Ready when you are,� grinned Tim. �In this case I�m glad to help out.�
�So the way I see it, we have Hugo and I, Ben and Tim here. That�s a great start. But I want you all to know that this is real. These guys we are going up against play for keeps. I guarantee people will die,� warned Dane. �It�s our job to make sure it is them and not us. Is everyone clear about this? I want to make sure you know what you are getting into. If you don�t feel good about going, we can use your help back here. Nothing bad will be said.�
They all looked at each other with sober eyes, each letting the seriousness of the situation sink in.
�Looks like we are going to war,� Tim Dothan said quietly. �So be it.�
Hugo grinned. �Damn, this is like old times,� said Hugo, glancing at Dane.
�Well, let�s get cracking on the plan,� said Dane as he pulled up a chair to the table. �I want to take off at dawn. That does not give us a lot of time. Here�s what we had in mind; a little piece of hell on earth for the Nazis.�
As the light of day began to fade, the group hunkered down to refine the plan to rescue Dana and Randall. Lee and Nell would stay back at base camp with Dr. Nance monitoring the radio in case things went to hell. Dane, Hugo, Ben and Tim would go to the Fortress with Tecal and several of his men. Once they got there, Dane and Hugo would go into the Fortress and get the Finleys out. The others would create a diversion to keep the Nazis at bay until Dane and Hugo could complete the rescue.�The plan sounded simple. That�s the way they wanted it. But even simple plans have ways of exploding in your face.

CHAPTER FORTY-SIX

Thursday, July 14, 2011
Fortress Alpha, Brazil;�7:00 p.m.
Captain Jorgen Maas asked to see the F�hrer just before lunch. He was given an appointment for 7:00 p.m. That delay infuriated him. That damned bitch, he thought. She had no time to see him about such an important issue? What the hell was more important than their collective survival?
Maas sat in the F�hrer�s waiting room. He heard her loud voice behind the large polished mahogany door. He wondered what she was raging about now. It seemed she was always mad at someone and leveled that anger at all levels of her command. It was not like this in the old days, he thought. When her father was the F�hrer, he had a more workmanlike demeanor. It was true her father ruled with an iron hand and was as cruel to offenders as ever, but his daughter left much to be desired in Maas� eyes. Maybe it was because she was a woman. In Maas� opinion women were to be ruled and taken by men, owned by men. The Third Reich was gone but in Maas� mind the �Fatherland� was so named to be ruled by men. Women were soft and not meant to rule over men. Maas� fury over the kidnapping issue was spilling into his deepest thoughts; thoughts that could have him executed. He decided he must guard those thoughts well or risk death.
Maas looked up as the F�hrer�s door opened and three of her minions scurried out of her office, their figurative tails between their legs. He swore to himself that would never happen to him.
�You may go in now,� said the F�hrer�s secretary in a soft monotone voice. Maas arose and strode commandingly into her office, closing the door behind him.
The F�hrer was sitting behind her huge desk intently reviewing two documents, her reading glasses perched on her nose. Maas noted the desk was perfectly clear of any other items. The distance from the office door to her desk was nearly twenty meters. The long walk was designed to instill a regal feel to her presence, causing visitors to feel intimidated as they approached the desk; a purposeful belittlement that the F�hrer relished.�It worked. Maas stopped and stood before her and felt overwhelmed.
�And what news do you bring me?� she asked without looking up.
�My F�hrer, I have uncovered a major security problem, one that could have dire consequences.�
Kaete Grimme reached up and flipped her glasses off and looked directly at Maas. �What do you mean?�
�Remember the security issues we experienced a few days ago regarding the disappearance of the cook, Wilhelm Door, and the technician, Carla von Gerber?�
�Yes. Go on.�
�One of my men, Oberleutnant Gr�bner, has investigated the situation and has developed a very dangerous hypothesis as to what happened.�
Grimme sat straight, her eyes fixed upon Maas. She said nothing.
�After his investigation, we concluded they did not escape. They were kidnapped. They were taken from the Fortress against their will.�
Grimme�s eyes narrowed; her intensity building. She was clearly agitated at the news.
�Gr�bner researched Door and von Gerber�s backgrounds and found their records were perfect. Their parents were also reviewed. Again perfect. It seems Door and von Gerber were friends, maybe lovers. Interviews with both their co-workers brought up no issues at all. We concluded Door and von Gerber were not the kind to escape.�
�Continue,� hissed Grimme.
�Minutes before the first hatch alarm we found one of our perimeter patrols attacked and severely beaten. The two men reported two heavily armed Americans dressed in camouflage military gear jumped them and tied them up. Minutes later we received the first hatch alarm. The alarm was checked out accordingly. Within a few minutes Door and von Gerber were missing. Door was sent to get baking supplies and never returned to his job. Von Gerber was on break and never returned. Then we received a second alarm on the same hatch. Door�s cart was found in a dry storage area very close to the hatch in question. We believe von Gerber met Door in the storage room. Gr�bner believes the Americans neutralized the perimeter guards, came into the Fortress through the hatch, found and abducted Door and von Gerber and escaped through the same hatch. After reviewing Gr�bner�s report and the records, I concur with his findings.�
�So two of our personnel have been kidnapped,� said Grimme sternly. �They are in the hands of the enemy.�
�Yes, Mein F�hrer, it seems this is so.�
Grimme stepped out from behind her desk and walked over to a cabinet holding several bottles of fine spirits. As she poured herself a glass, she turned abruptly to Maas.
�Captain Maas, how can that occur?� Grimme asked in a solemn but menacing tone. Her face was becoming red. �It is your job to see that such things do not happen.�
Maas felt his temper rising but he held his indignance in check. �It seems that the two Americans we captured were carrying a global positioning system device that reported their location back to their base. That information was transmitted to their base before we could disable the GPS.� Maas waited for the explosion but Grimme remained calm, at least on the outside, sipping her drink. There was silence in the room.
�I have full and complete confidence in you and your people to adequately address this situation, Captain Maas. I trust you have taken sufficient actions to address this �issue� and take care of any necessary let�s say deletions. Am I correct?� Grimme stared at Maas, her fury showing through her stoic face.
�Absolutely, Mein F�hrer.�We have taken and will take even more steps to ensure our safety and security,� answered Maas tersely.
�I am sure you have and will, Maas,� answered Grimme in an equally terse voice. �Our survival depends on it� yours especially.� Grimme stood beside her desk for a second and then turned toward the bookcase behind her. She began perusing the titles. �Captain Maas, I believe you have a job to do?�
�Yes, Mein F�hrer,� he responded as he stood, turned and strode out of the F�hrer�s office. That damned bitch, he thought. I will fix her one day. How was he to know that these Americans were going to cause such trouble? He didn�t have a crystal ball. If it were not for that damned GPS, this whole thing would be over and done with.
But first he had work to do. This was the kind of work he relished. Pain and torture were the most favorite tools at his disposal. He walked quickly back to his office and sat down. He must do this right, he thought. There was no room for error. He should take this slowly and ensure a correct outcome. He picked up the telephone and called Gr�bner to his office. Between the two of them, they should be able to devise a plan to clear this up. It was time to go to work.
By the time Gr�bner arrived, Maas was already deep in his planning. �I have briefed the F�hrer of the situation. She has complete confidence in our actions. I expect that we will have another visit from the people that kidnapped our people.�
�I agree,� said Gr�bner. �I believe they used the two to gain information on the size and layout of the Fortress. I expect them to return at any time to try to rescue our captives.�
�That is why we will double the guards on the perimeter and set out additional sensors around the area of Hatch 0-122. They found their way in before using that hatch and I believe they will do it again. But this time we will be ready for them. They will disappear from the face of this earth.�
�I have already doubled the perimeter guards, Captain. I will deploy more sensors immediately.� Gr�bner reached over the desk and picked up the phone to order the sensors.
Maas stood and walked over to a large wall-mounted blueprint of the entire Fortress Alpha complex. He looked for any other areas near Hatch 0-122 that might be threatened. Gr�bner finished his call and joined Maas at the blueprint.
�The extra sensors are being placed as we speak.�
Maas studied the blueprint. �We were lucky. That hatch is way out on the outer edge of the complex. There are no other entryways in the immediate area. We should be able to grab anyone that shows up there.�
�My men have encircled this area,� Gr�bner said as he pointed out the area around the hatch. �No one or nothing can get past us. I have also ordered an increase in perimeter patrols doubling our coverage, especially in that area.�
�Good. I am holding you completely responsible for the security of the perimeter. You do what you see fit to defend it. Is that clear?� asked Maas.
�Yes, sir,� replied Gr�bner. �I assure you we will stop anyone that comes near.�
Maas turned toward the door. �I have some personal business to attend to. If there are any incidents, I expect to be informed immediately. Do you understand?�
�Yes, sir,� answered Gr�bner. �I will also get you periodic updates as well, sir.�
�Carry on, Oberleutnant.� Without looking back Maas turned and walked out the door and down the hall. Gr�bner was finally able to breathe.

CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN

Friday, July 15, 2011
Base Camp, Cotriguacu, Brazil;�6:00 a.m.
The sun was creeping from its night slumber, barely lighting the sky behind the trees. Dane ambled out on the front porch of the hut and lifted his coffee cup to his mouth. Mornings in the jungle were beautiful but hot. The sun�s rays began to pierce the jungle canopy through the individual openings through the trees. It looked like thousands of laser beams hitting the ground. As Dane relished the taste of the coffee, Hugo and Tim joined him. In the early air the animals of the jungle were quiet. Even the insects were not singing their incessant songs yet.
Late the previous evening Dane and Hugo interrogated the two captives brought back from the Fortress. After instilling the fear of death or worse to both of them, the two decided to talk. They helped Hugo draw a rough map of the complex, pointing out the major entrances and strongholds.�They located the different components of the complex, the power station, motor pool, jail and other key areas. Although Hugo and Dane wanted more information, they were pleased with what they learned. One thing Dane and Hugo asked about was the gold production.
Carla von Gerber filled the two in on some of the process.
�Theoretically the transmutation of lead to gold is simple. One must only change the number of protons,� explained Carla. �The problem is not only that the process requires enormous amounts of energy but also in the catalysts added to the process to make the changes. This is where our scientists had a breakthrough back in early 1945. Our process remains a secret to this day. Only senior level personnel know the operation and even then only those who must know.�
�Wow,� said Hugo, rubbing his head suggesting he felt overwhelmed. Dane smiled.�He was very interested in the technician�s story.
�So the Germans brought this gold secret over to Brazil?� asked Dane, still not fully believing the whole story but still eager to hear what Carla had to say.
�Yes.�A core group of German scientists were moved secretly out of Germany in the last few weeks of the war, bringing their developments with them. They also brought over a huge cache of gold bullion to keep it out of the hands of the Allies. With those resources, we were able to create a foolproof gold operation.�
Dane pressed on. �So how did this gold and the scientists get here?�
�That was simple,� Carla went on to say. �They had access to the German submarine fleet. The SS commandeered more than forty U-boats to ferry the gold and secrets to Brazil.�
�Sweet,� said Hugo. �All they had to do was load �em up and send them over. Perfect.�
Carla continued, �But there was a cost. A decision was made that only those directly involved in the new situation here in Brazil were to know what was happening. As a result, all of the U-boats were destroyed after they made their deliveries. Many U-boat crews died. Even the soldiers that loaded the U-boats back in Germany were executed to keep the secret. That part worked very well, as you can attest. The world still does not know of this complex and its secrets.�
Dane looked at Hugo and let out a soft whistle. �This is much bigger than we thought. No wonder folks in the area have been disappearing over the years. It may even be a miracle if Dana and Randall are still alive. If all of this is true, which I am inclined to believe, this is a huge threat to not only the U.S. but the world.�
�Yeah, an alpha threat to the hilt,� cracked Hugo. �What does the other guy we got say about all of this?�
�Actually, not much.�His primary job was a cook. He had some secondary technician duties but he didn�t mention any of this. She knows much more than him.�
Dane thought about what he learned from Wayne�s friend Nathan back in Miami. All of this fit nicely into the theory of the gold and gold trading back home. In fact, it was becoming crystal clear as he listened to Carla.
Dane looked back at von Gerber.��You said you worked in the power center of the complex?�
�Yes, that is correct.�
�So where does the power for this complex come from?�
�A very large volcanic system deep beneath the complex,� answered Carla.
Hugo suddenly sat up straight.��A volcano?�
�It is much more complex than that but the power is enormous. Using our technology we match the power of a nuclear process without the radiation or residual waste; pure, almost unlimited power.��She looked smugly at the two men as she talked of their superior technology.
�Holy crap,� said Hugo, glancing at Dane. �That�s a lot of power, my friend.�
* * *
Hugo and Dane stood together on the front porch looking at the jungle across the dirt road, coffee in hand.
�It�s the calm before the storm,� said Hugo, gazing across the road at the calm waters of the river.
�You know, if we weren�t here because of the situation, this would be one beautiful place,� added Tim. �I do love this jungle.�
�We�ll see a lot of it over the next few days,� said Dane. By now Ben and Dr. Nance had joined the crew on the porch.
�Morning, guys,� said Dr. Nance, taking a slug of hot coffee. The rest of the crew nodded in agreement.
Ben leaned against the porch rail. �I guess we are ready?�
�As ready as we will ever be,� said Dane, staring into the morning sky. �I hope and pray we are in time and none of us get hurt.�
�Here, here,� answered Hugo, waving his cup slightly.
�You�ve done this type of thing before, I imagine?� queried Dr. Nance, still a bit skeptical of not informing the government. Dane turned to Dr. Nance.�In a low, stoic voice Dane tried to explain.
�Dr. Nance, several of us have seen the horrors of war. I can tell you most definitively that war is exactly what the Civil War Union General Tecumseh Sherman said it was� Hell. You are scared, the men around you on both sides are scared, but somehow you go on. You must be crazy to put yourself into a situation where someone wants to kill you but sometimes you do just that. I�m not doing this to be a hero; I do this to save my sister and her husband. I must do it to be able to live with myself. The others,� Dane waved his hand around the group, �I can�t speak for but I suspect they want to come because they believe it is the right thing to do.�
Hugo took a sip of coffee. �For me it is simple. Where Dane goes, I go. We�ve been through a lot together. We have probably saved each other�s life ten times over. Bosnia, the Middle East, Iraq, you name it. To me, Dane is my brother as well as my brother in arms.�
�Okay, let�s don�t start waxing poetically here. We have a job to do,� interjected Dane. �Is everyone ready? Let�s get this done.��The men took their last sips of coffee.
Tecal appeared from one side of the porch with several of his men. They all carried small homemade rucksacks looking ready for a long trek in the jungle.
Dane put down his coffee cup. �Everything ready, Tecal?� he asked.
�Yes, Mr. Dane. Everything is packed and ready.�
�Well, gents, it looks like it is time to hit the trail. If we make good time, we should be in the general Fortress area by late tomorrow. We�ll all travel together until we get to that location but I want Hugo to take point,� Dane explained to everyone standing there.
�Yes, sir, I love point,� grinned Hugo.
�Ha!� said Dane, grinning back. �You know you wouldn�t have it any other way.�
Hugo smiled even wider. �I guess I�m like an ol� huntin� dawg. If I�m not out front, I don�t want to go.�
Lee and Nell joined the group on the front porch.
�You guys ready?� asked Nell, taking Dane�s empty cup from his hand.
�Yeah, we will be leaving within a few minutes,� answered Dane. His thoughts were of Dana and Randall. Here he was on this quiet morning ready to launch an assault on a military-like fortress deep in the Amazon where his baby sister and her husband were being held. Damn. What happened in the last few weeks to bring us to this, he thought.
At the same time Dane was worried. He was worried his skills were not good enough to bring out his sister alive. Sure, he and Hugo were well trained once, but he inwardly wondered if they had lost their edge. Not only that, but they were going into this with Ben, who was even more out of tune, and Tim, who seemed to be ready and willing but unproven in Dane�s eyes. He hoped and prayed the four of them and several of Tecal�s men could pull this off. He hoped they still held the element of surprise although he doubted it.
When they absconded with the two captives they probably caused enough of an issue at the Fortress to sharpen the Nazis� resolve. Even though they learned a great deal from them, they still didn�t understand the actual size of the force they were up against. This could be a bloodbath or a trap.
His thoughts turned to his parents. Far away in the state of Washington, they had no clue as to what was happening. Dane purposely made sure they didn�t know. It was several days since he�d talked to them. He knew they were worried enough about Dana and Randall. He didn�t want to add to that worry.
�A penny for your thoughts,� said Hugo quietly, smiling at Dane.
Dane smiled back and looked at his buddy Hugo and hoped he was not leading them all to doom.
�I�ve seen that worried look before, old man,� said Hugo, looking whimsically out across the river. �We can do this. We will do this. We will go in, get Dana and Randall and get out, all according to plan. This I know.�
Before Dane could answer, Tecal stepped up to the porch. �We go now?�
Hugo jumped down to the ground. �Yes, sir, Tecal, we go now.�
Dane realized this was Hugo�s way to take control of a worrisome moment. Hugo�s MO was when in doubt, jump in. What a great friend.
Ben turned to Lee and gave her a peck on the cheek.��You hold down the fort, sweetheart. Remember, you guys are our backup. Monitor that radio 24/7. You never know when we may need you.�
�Don�t worry about us,� said Lee. �Between me, Nell and the doctor, we can man the guns here. You all take care. God bless you all.�
�Amen,� added Dr. Nance. �I�m not normally a very religious man, but in this case I will be saying prayers for you all. God go with you all.�
�Thanks, Doctor,� said Dane. �We may very well need your prayers before this is over.�
The men gathered around the supplies that Tecal and his men organized. Each hefted their burdens and grabbed their guns. They all set their individual comm sets and adjusted the tiny boom microphones and earpieces.
A quick burst of static on the comm channel had everyone adjusting their volumes.
�Test, test, test. Do you read?� asked Dane. Everyone waved a hand in acknowledgement.
�That�s a rog. Reading you 5 by 5,� answered Hugo.
After a minute or two of tests and adjustments, all was ready.
�Okay, guys,� began Dane, �use your comm units sparingly and always on the private channel. We do not want these guys to tap into our communications. Also I want strict noise discipline. No talking unless it is absolutely necessary. And when you do talk, make it short and to the point.�
Hugo, Tecal and two of his men started out across the road and down the trail. As they disappeared into the jungle, the three Americans crossed the road followed by three natives. Within a minute they too were swallowed up by the jungle. Lee, Nell and the doctor stood in front of the hut hoping this was not the last time they would see these brave men. Quiet tears welled up in Lee�s eyes. She knew this was dangerous, damn dangerous.
* * *
After four hours of trekking through the jungle, Hugo stopped the group for a quick rest and a radio check with base. Dane wanted to make the reports to base camp very quick; no more than twenty seconds long. This prevented the Nazis from determining their location if they did pick up their transmissions. This operation was to be run as if they were at war.
They rested for five minutes and were away again. Hugo knew the trail almost as well as the natives since this was a return trip. They continued for eight more hours through the hot, unforgiving jungle. There was no contact and Hugo didn�t see any signs of the Nazis. All was well.
They continued long into the night. Dane and Hugo�s plan was to camp well outside the Fortress� perimeter area. Dane figured the Nazis would be ready for them; but where? That was the ten million dollar question, the answer to which they all wanted to know.
The group continued their journey. Another full day passed as they made steady progress toward the complex. Always vigilant, Hugo lead the group deeper and deeper into the jungle. With all of their experience, each man watched continuously for signs and sounds of clues to the Nazis� presence.
The next morning the group was on its way by dawn traveling swiftly through the early mists of the jungle. They stopped briefly to check in with base camp. Dane decided this was the last check-in until the mission was complete. He did not want to risk being detected.
Hugo was now in full point man mode. Both Dane and Hugo felt confident the Nazis were expecting them. The Nazis would expand their perimeter far beyond their normal patrol areas. It was very late in the day and they were getting close to the Fortress� location.
Hugo stopped the group and everyone circled around Dane.
�Okay. We are close. If I were them I would expand my perimeter. That includes where we are now. According to my calculations, we are about four and half to five hours from the area we first encountered these guys. So this is where we split up,� whispered Dane.
All eyes were now on Dane. The sounds of the jungle resonated in their ears. Even then each man listened for any noise that might not be akin to the jungle, a noise that might reveal unwanted visitors in the jungle about them. They made their final checks and broke into two groups. Ben and Tim moved ahead directly toward the entrance that Hugo and Dane used before. The danger would be most intense in that area given they thought the Nazis expected them. Dane and Hugo, on the other hand, planned to move toward the helicopter landing area where they watched the black helicopter take off during their first visit. Ben�s job was to create a ruse that they were the main thrust of the action. With that distraction, Dane and Hugo hoped to find a way to slip into the complex through the heliport without being detected.
As the two groups split up, each was acutely aware of their roles in the grand plan to rescue Dana and Randall. Everyone wanted to do their best, do their job and be a success. The sun rose higher in the sky burning off some of the early morning mist. All assumed danger lurked everywhere. With their senses as sharp as a razor�s edge, the two groups proceeded to their goals.

CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT

Sunday, July 17, 2011
Fortress Alpha;�9:00 a.m.
It was several days since the security breaches. Maas ordered increased surveillance and his men were on high alert. He wanted to make damned certain the incursions would not happen again. The jungle patrols were increased and extended further than normal. Maas expected the Americans to return. But there were no sightings since the two captives were taken. He reviewed the nightly reports from the check points. No mention of any unusual activity although one patrol reported several natives of the area on an apparent hunting trip on the far northeastern perimeter of the complex far from the exterior hatch compromised earlier.
Maas needed more information. Exactly who were the Americans? Why were they here? Were they looking for the American man and woman they had captured over a week ago? Damn, he thought to himself. If he only knew these answers they could better prepare for any more clandestine intrusions. There was only one way he knew to get the answers he needed, the old-fashioned way.
Maas picked up the telephone on his desk. �Have the Americans taken back down to a holding cell below and wait for me there,� he told his guard on the line. �Place them both in one cell and do not harm them in any way. Do you understand?� Maas received the acknowledgement from his guard and placed the phone back in its cradle. He would put a stop to this game right now. After all, the life of the Fortress was at stake. And the F�hrer made it clear his life was at stake as well.
Maas stood and left his office for the conference room just down the hall. Damn weekly meetings, he huffed to himself. Maybe this one would be short.
Maas arrived with the other heads of the various departments in the Fortress. The F�hrer, as always, was late. It was one of her ways to show how important she was. Nothing could begin without her. Women� Maas loathed women.
Within minutes the F�hrer entered flanked by her personal bodyguards and her secretary. Everyone in the room rose and saluted her arrival.
�Be seated, please,� she said without any emotion. Everyone sat together as one. She looked over at her secretary and nodded an order to proceed.
�Report on security,� the secretary ordered.
Maas stood and relayed the information regarding increased surveillance and the continuation of a high alert status for the complex. He reviewed the highlights of the various reports for the week. He made no mention of the two captive Americans or the kidnapping of the cook and technician. The F�hrer looked at him with stern eyes and reluctantly nodded her acceptance without comment. She was infuriated he did not tell the group the entire story, but decided to deal with him later. Maas sat down relieved that the F�hrer did not take the opportunity to grill him further about the breaches and the missing personnel. He breathed a sigh of relief. But when he glanced over to the F�hrer, her eyes were still on him. She was not happy.
�Report on gold production,� the stoic secretary ordered without changing her tone.
The director of gold production, Dr. Stefan Scholz, stood and read three technical briefs pertaining to the transformation of lead into gold. The numbers were staggering. Over two tons of gold was produced that week alone in the four transmutation units on site. Several other department heads applauded the news. The F�hrer smiled openly. For the first time in many months production had returned to a �normal� mode. Previous issues surrounding the processes were solved after months of extensive research and work done by the technical and production teams. This was very good news as all four of the transmutation units were now online. Fifth and sixth units were now under construction with target production dates of mid-next year.
�Our production personnel have done a great job in solving the previous issues that have plagued us. Now we can move steadily ahead toward our ultimate goals,� said the F�hrer as she clearly congratulated the production department. Dr. Scholz sat proudly with a smug look about his face as he took in the praise and looked about the room.
�Report on energy production,� the stoic secretary ordered without looking up.
A small, wiry man stood to give his report.
�Our energy situation has also improved,� he said. �Now we can easily maintain the current production goals and support the long-term goals.� He nodded toward the F�hrer and continued. �Our use of technology to tap the geothermal volcanism of this region has afforded a near limitless source of energy.�
The Nazis had good reason for their pride in their energy production. Their early trials sought to use some of the nuclear technology brought over from Germany after the war. However, after many attempts, the Nazi technicians abandoned the use of nuclear power due to its high cost both in nuclear materials and the cost of building and maintaining a usable reactor.
Ten years ago the technicians discovered a small fissure beneath the Fortress enabling access to volcanic actions deep beneath the ground. They found a limitless source of heat which, once harnessed, would provide for the growing power needs of the Fortress. After a huge project to create a safe tap into the geothermal source, the Nazis finally perfected the process of producing steam by injecting water into a heat source. This in turn ran their power-generating equipment. The project also developed a way to multiply the effectiveness of the process by a factor of one hundred. Technicians hailed this process as a nuclear reactor without the radiation. This endless power production process enabled the Nazis to bring four gold transmutation units online. Two more units were planned. The F�hrer was pleased.
�Report on finance,� the stoic secretary ordered, glancing to her right. Herrman Kunze rose.
�I too have great news,� he began. �Our financial contacts throughout are strongly in position and have established numerous gold and financial accounts in banks across the globe. With our gold production becoming normal, thanks to Dr. Scholz, we are poised to set our plans into full motion. We intend to flood the market with gold over the next several years to artificially drive the price down. At the same time our subsidiaries will quietly begin a trickle of gold buying and position ourselves in the market to corner the entire gold market, thus making the Fourth Reich the owner of the vast majority of gold in the world. With that financial power we will topple governments, replacing them with our puppet heads to gain full control of the world.� Kunze smiled. �That is the short version, of course. We developed a very detailed plan which we have already embarked upon. The plan is flawless. The Fourth Reich will endure.� With that Kunze sat down to a room of applause.
�This is all excellent news,� said the F�hrer, not masking her excitement in any way. �With this power breakthrough we will continue to grow our capabilities to produce gold. We will use the gold to cripple the world financial markets. We will step in at the appropriate time and seize the markets, controlling the world�s gold market and thus controlling the world.�
Applause again filled the room. The F�hrer continued.
�Your work has brought us to the brink of the demise of the financial and political norms we are all saddled with at this time. The world will no longer be controlled by the United States, the European Union, OPEC nations and the sheiks and power-hungry leaders who think they rule the world. We, the Nazis, will continue our rise to power and complete the creation of the Fourth Reich. We will rule the world!�
Another rousing round of applause filled the room. A quick glance at her secretary by the F�hrer brought forth a loud rendition of Deutschland �ber Alles from hidden speakers around the room. The F�hrer smiled broadly as everyone in the room stood and sang along. She did her job well. She whipped the group into frenzy, instilling in them a feeling of invincibility. They all felt that this time they would rule the world. Not by war but by a much more powerful tool� Gold!
As the anthem came to an end, the F�hrer nodded to her secretary and her entourage left the room. The remainder of the department heads turned to each other, congratulating themselves on a job well done. While Maas was all smiles and shaking hands outwardly, his thoughts were on the Americans.
* * *
By now Maas was obsessed to know answers. He wanted to stand up in this meeting next week and report the most formidable threat to the Fortress and the movement was crushed. But first he must determine what to do about the American rescuers that he knew were coming. As long as they thought he had the two Americans, he knew others would come and seek their release. Maas was determined to kill them all.
After the meeting Maas returned to his office. He checked for any reports that were placed since he was in that ridiculous meeting. There were none. He picked up the phone and called Oberleutnant Gr�bner. Gr�bner answered the phone on the first ring.
�Yes, sir,� snapped Gr�bner, recognizing the extension number on the phone. Gr�bner was scared to death of Maas. He saw him operate for many years. One thing Gr�bner was very certain of, do not get on his bad side. Maas loved to simply place someone in a jail cell and leave them there until they died: no food, no water. Sure it took a while but Maas felt this was a good way to inflict the maximum amount of pain and suffering on his enemies. And one thing Maas surely loved was inflicting pain and suffering.
�Any news from our patrols?� asked Maas without any niceties such as �good day�. His abruptness startled Gr�bner for a second. It was meant to startle him.
�Ah, no, sir, we do not have any adverse reports from the patrols or the sensors. I am checking personally with the team leaders every thirty minutes. I also deployed several long-range patrols a full ten kilometers from our normal security perimeter especially in the areas from which the intruders came. Our security cloak is very well in place.�
�That is very good for your sake, Gr�bner,� growled Maas. �Both the F�hrer and I are holding you personally responsible for our protection from these intruders. They will return, I guarantee you. And when they do, I expect you to handle them quickly, quietly and effectively. Do you understand, Oberleutnant?�
�Absolutely, sir,� answered Gr�bner as he wiped a small rivulet of sweat from his brow. �I will handle it.�
�See that you do,� snapped Maas as he hung up the phone. He sat back and looked at the large map on his wall. He stood, walked over to the map, reached down and picked up a red push pin placing it on the map at the site of the hatchway where the intruders had gained access. He stepped back and surveyed the land around the hatch. This area was close to several native trails that crossed through the area.
He wondered to himself about the capabilities of the intruders. Would they come back the same way? That would be foolish in his mind. But that was also the only reasonable way into the Fortress area due to the close proximity of the native trails. His hunch was the intruders knew only those trails and that entrance to the Fortress. For that reason they would try to gain entrance there again. But the big question was when. Several days had elapsed with no reports of the intruders. That worried him. They were long overdue in his mind. He would have struck earlier. Where were they?

CHAPTER FORTY-NINE

Sunday, July 17, 2011
The Jungle, Brazil;�3:35 p.m.
Hugo heard the man first. The Nazi made little noise but it was enough for Hugo to hear. Now he was in Hugo�s sights. The man never saw Hugo step out of the underbrush.
Hugo�s knife silently sliced through the trachea and jugular vein until it ended its work near the earlobe of the Nazi. The man�s eyes bulged as he felt an intense stinging sensation, then a flow of warm liquid down his chest. Suddenly it became very hard to breathe. The Nazi tried to look back at his attacker but Hugo�s hold was strong. His hand clasped over the Nazi�s mouth and pulled back his head, further opening the crimson chasm in his neck. Blood was pouring from the gaping wound. A strange lightheaded feeling came over the Nazi. He knew his life was coming to an end but there was no real pain. The Nazi�s eyes looked toward the heavens as darkness closed his view, first around the edges of his field of vision, then closing from all sides like the iris of a camera. Once darkness was complete, there was one less person on this planet earth.
Hugo eased him to the ground and wiped his knife on the man�s trousers. He grabbed the Nazi by the epaulets on his fatigues and pulled his body under two huge ferns. The man�s gun was tossed under an outgrowth of underbrush behind the ferns. Hugo returned to the killing area and carefully spread leaves over the pool of blood. He wanted to ensure that anyone coming this way would not find the body or see the blood unless they looked really hard. Hugo whispered the all clear to Dane, who silently appeared beside Hugo. It looked like the small animals and the bugs of the jungle were in for a nice meal.
Dane and Hugo made good time prior to this situation even though Hugo played it safe on point. The two moved through the jungle like leopards. Fast but extremely dangerous.
Within minutes Hugo heard the movement of a second man. He froze like a Louisiana birddog. Dane froze as well.
Then Dane heard it. There was a slight rustling in the jungle. Not a natural sound but a distinct staccato that gave away the Nazi walking through the jungle. Without hesitation Hugo quickly flanked the man and was on him in an instant. There was no noise, hardly even a sound. But the man was dead none the less.
Hugo made a name for himself in the Middle East as a tracker and a cold-blooded killer. That was his alter ego. Once he switched into his military mode, Hugo was extremely dangerous. Some in his SEAL unit likened him to a cobra, silent and deadly. He could stalk anyone and still stay concealed. When the time came to take out his prey, he struck with incredible precision and fury. There was no wounded left when Hugo attacked, just bodies or nothing if the need be. He was the kind of weapon one needed in this jungle pursuit.
Dane and Hugo came across their first patrol sentry about ten kilometers from the Fortress. Dane was right. The Nazis expected them and expanded their defenses in order to meet the two as far from the Fortress as possible.
Since they split from the others, Dane and Hugo�s path tracked due north. Dane plotted the northern approach to the Fortress with their target being the helicopter port where they first witnessed the black helicopter taking off nearly a week ago. The Nazis had no clue he and Hugo knew of the heliport entrance to the Fortress. Dane hoped the Nazis were counting on a return visit to the hidden hatch Dane and Hugo used earlier. Ben and his team were headed to that hatch to create a diversion.
Hugo turned to Dane and flashed a nasty grin. �That�s two down� �
Dane returned the grin with a thumbs-up. Hugo turned back north and vanished into the jungle. Dane followed keeping a reasonable distance behind. Less than three klicks later, Dane smelled smoke. He froze and called Hugo on his comm unit.
�Smoke, off to the left,� he whispered into the tiny microphone. Before he could finish the call, Hugo was already on it. He spotted a small group of men under a tree huddled in a makeshift topless bunker dug into the ground just in front and under some large ferns. They were hidden very well, almost too well. If they had not smelled the cigarette smoke, neither Dane nor Hugo may have seen these guys until they were on top of them. Hugo moved closer from the right and Dane moved in from the left. There were three Nazis dressed in black fatigues. Two were down in the bunker while one was watching for movement as he knelt behind a screen of palm fronds to the right of the bunker.
The Nazis didn�t know what hit them. Hugo came from the right and Dane from the left. They were on the men in seconds, firing their silenced Heckler and Koch MP-5 submachine guns in single-shot mode. Hugo�s first shot hit the kneeling man in the temple. His body crumpled without a sound. Before the other two could react, Dane took both of them out with head shots as well. The wounds on the two in the bunker were both spurting what seemed like gallons of blood onto the dirt floor of the bunker. The blood puddled around their feet, already about one inch deep. In this case a �pool of blood� was an appropriate description.
�Good work, Boss,� Hugo whispered. �Nice call on the smoke.�
Dane smiled and pointed in the direction of the Fortress.
�Let�s move.�
As fast as they came, they were gone.

CHAPTER FIFTY

Sunday, July 17, 2011
The Jungle, Brazil;�3:45 p.m.
Ben sent Tecal and one of his men in the lead. The two native men knew this jungle very well and it showed. They cruised through the jungle like gazelles, sliding through thickets and avoiding larger trails they knew were covered by the Nazis. They were right.
About ten kilometers out they encountered their first patrol. Three men dressed in the black fatigues moved quietly down one of the major trails. Tecal watched the men go past and radioed their location. Ben�s group moved slightly south, concentrating on their northern flank. Within twenty minutes they also saw the patrol. They sat quietly as they passed. Once gone, Ben and his group continued to move toward the hatch.
After several hours Tecal and his man stopped in the general area of the hatch for about ten minutes. The two found a semi-underground bunker. It was empty but had been occupied recently. Tecal used the comm unit to inform Ben of their discovery. The bunker was a simple eight foot wide hole about four feet deep. Its sloping bottom rose until it was at ground level about twelve feet behind the front of the bunker. The bunker�s face consisted of several large logs placed so they formed a long slit opening to the front. Much of the earth dug from the pit was piled around the front of the logs. Small ferns and other vegetation were planted at the front concealing the opening completely. Viewed face on, the entire structure looked like a small rise in the terrain. Tecal carefully looked inside, making certain he did not leave tracks around the perimeter. Tecal and his man tied large leaves to the bottoms of their feet concealing their prints. This was a jungle trick his father taught him years ago.
Tecal noticed there was a small stove in the bunker. He wrapped a fresh leaf around a long stick and stuck the leaf down on top of the stove. The leaf slowly began to change color indicating the stove was still hot. Tecal concluded roaming patrols must have recently left. Tecal motioned to his cohort and they silently crept away, leaving no trace. Moving about twenty-five yards from the bunker, they found themselves in an outgrowth of large ferns. They crawled under the fronds and waited silently. They hid so well they seemed to vanish. Tecal informed Ben of their findings and new position and sat waiting.
Ben acknowledged Tecal�s location and began moving in their general direction, keeping clear of the main trail. Ben figured this was the trail Dane and Hugo found. Within thirty minutes Ben slowly moved his group into position about ten yards off the trail and about twenty yards southwest of Tecal. They too waited silently.
�Now it�s a waiting game until they return or we hear from Dane and Hugo,� said Ben, keeping his eyes glued on the path.
�So far so good,� smiled Tim, who was beginning to feel the pressure of the hunt. �My hands are sweating,� he said, rubbing them together and against his pants.
Ben glanced at Tim. �We�ll be fine if we follow the plan. Dane and Hugo put a lot of work into this. We have to get Dana and Randall out of there as soon as we can.�
Tim nodded in agreement. �I keep thinking about what Dana and Randall could be going through in the hands of these guys. It can�t be good.�
�God, I hope they are okay,� added Ben, checking his watch.
It didn�t take long for the patrol to return.
�Someone�s coming down the pathway,� Tim whispered in his comm unit while lying under the bush with a relatively good view of the trail. Ben acknowledged. As Tim watched, he saw one of the Nazis in black moving quietly down the side of the trail closest to him. The man was listening and searching for any movement around him. His eyes scoured the ground for tracks.
The Nazi was heavily armed. Tim noticed the men were carrying the new style Heckler-Koch G36C Commando assault rifles. He had read about them in several Soldier of Fortune magazine articles and other articles in other military magazines but had never seen one. He was shocked that the weapon was in their hands, especially in compact configuration. The HK G36C fired a 5.56x45mm round at a maximum rate of fire of 750 rounds per minute. It is a sweet weapon. These guys were obviously well financed to have such leading edge armament.
Tim watched silently as the man moved past, followed within minutes by two other men. They too were patrolling intently, watching for movement and listening for intruders.
Within ten minutes Ben got a whispered comm message from Tecal. The three men were back in their bunker.
�Men back,� whispered Tecal. �They get ready to eat.�
�Ten-four, Tecal,� acknowledged Ben. �We are moving into position opposite you.�
�Yes.� Tecal�s whispered response was concise, just like Dane taught him.
Ben motioned to Tim and the other native. They all moved about twenty feet away from the main path knowing the trail was under strict surveillance. Slowly and quietly they slithered through the bush led by Tecal�s man. They had to be absolutely quiet as they moved into position to spring their trap.
Ben and Tim decided to ambush the three Nazis while they were in their bunker. It was the last place the Nazis would expect anyone to attack them. Ben shifted into position on one side of the bunker and Tecal did the same on the opposite side. Once situated, the two groups would attack on each side of the exposed rear of the bunker. If precisely executed, the Nazis had no chance once caught in the crossfire.
It took about ten more minutes to get everything ready.
�Countdown execute from five,� whispered Ben across the comm link. Tecal acknowledged.
�Four.� The two groups glided quietly within five yards of the bunker. All safeties were off. Nerves were on edge. This was what they came for. Both groups could hear the men talking even though they were whispering.
�Three. Two. Execute!� Instantly the six men leapt up and stormed the bunker. Each man fired multiple shots. The Nazis had no chance at all. Before they could react all were riddled with bullets from the silenced weapons. It was over in less than five seconds.
After the intensity of the kill, the group stood motionless, silent. Their adrenalin levels were over the top. What the hell happened? Each seemed momentarily stunned at killing a human being. Then calm fell over them as they realized it was necessary. These guys would have killed them all without hesitation. Tim checked his weapon to get his mind off the kill. As he removed the clip and cleared the chamber, he looked around at each of his group. He had not felt this way since his days in Iraq. He felt powerful yet almost ashamed.�He loaded another fresh clip, threw back the bolt and switched the safety on. He slid the empty clip into his pouch. He was ready again.
�Everyone all right?� asked Ben. Everyone nodded yes.
�Good job all,� added Tim. �Now let�s pick up all of this brass.� He was referring to the spent cartridge casings ejected from their weapons when they fired. They planned to hide the bodies but Tim didn�t want the tell-tale brass lying around. Tecal�s men scooped up all of the casings and buried them under a bush about ten feet away.
Ben shouldered his weapon and knelt beside the bunker, peering in. His eyes moved about the bunker and came to rest on a small radio lying on a narrow ledge. The tiny green light on the top of the radio denoted that it was turned on. Tecal and his men pulled the dead men out of the bunker while Tim prepared a hiding place beyond the area.
�Let�s pull �em over here,� said Tim quietly, using a large branch to pull back groundcover. As Tecal and his men struggled to hide the bodies, Ben was in the bunker looking for information they might use. There was a small amount of freeze-dried food, water, ammo but that was all. He finally found a cylindrical case buried slightly under the first log inside the bunker. He quickly dug it out. Ben uncapped the case and pulled out several maps. He unrolled one of them to find a map of the area with strange markings and symbols. He brought the maps out and sat on the side of the bunker.
�Tim, take a look at these. They seem to be maps of the area but I can�t make out these odd markings.� Tim joined Ben and took a look. One map seemed to denote several other defensive bunkers dispersed in a semi-circle east to west. There was a small check beside one of the markers.
�It looks like these are other bunkers,� explained Tim, pointing to several marks. �This must be this one,� his finger noting the checked mark.
�Damn, if that�s it, there are at least a dozen more bunkers like this east and west of here,� added Ben. �I wish we could get this to Dane and Hugo before they run into these.�
�Give them a call,� said Tim. �We can at least give them a heads-up as to what we find even if we can�t show them.�
�I guess that�s the best we can do,� replied Ben, taking the map in his hand. He gave Dane a call on the comm link.

CHAPTER FIFTY-ONE

Sunday, July 17, 2011
Fortress Alpha;�6:45 p.m.
Jorgen Maas felt good about the security measures that had been taken. He and Gr�bner were getting hourly reports that said there were no strange occurrences noted. This was what they wanted to hear. The two men walked together down one of the corridors checking their protection measures within the Fortress.
�Several days have passed with no adverse reports from our outposts or patrols,� said Maas without emotion as they walked.
�Yes, sir,� replied Gr�bner. �It is very quiet out there. I don�t think we�ll see those American intruders again.� Gr�bner walked faster to keep up with the long gait of Maas� stride.
Maas glared at Gr�bner. �I�m not so sure about that. If I were in their position, I would not give up easily. Either way, the information does not support the idea that our intruders decided to give up their efforts.� The two men rounded a corner and stepped up to a checkpoint. The two guards snapped to attention.
�Report,� snapped Gr�bner, eager to show the efficiency of his men. One of the security guards reached down and picked up a clipboard and handed it to Gr�bner. Maas watched intently. �All is normal. No incidents during our watch, sir,� said the guard mechanically. Gr�bner quickly reviewed the pages and handed the clipboard to Maas. Maas scanned the page quickly and handed it back to him.
�Very well,� said Maas. �All actions and incidents are documented no matter how small?�
�Yes, sir,� replied Gr�bner. �From my experience, to ensure compliance with a procedure, all of the actions supporting the procedure must be documented in detail.�
Maas sneered at Gr�bner. �I trust your men are committed to security matters as well as they are committed to their paperwork.� Maas was impressed but did not want to show him any leniency. He really hated this man, Gr�bner.
�Sir, I assure you my men are completely committed and capable,� answered Gr�bner.
�We shall see,� said Maas with a slight grin. �We shall see.� The two walked further down the corridor. They were nearing Maas� office.
�Sir, might I suggest that we interrogate the two American captives to get more information from them?� asked Gr�bner.
�You don�t believe my men did an adequate job?� questioned Maas, a bit taken aback at his suggestion.
�Oh, no, sir, I do not imply that at all,� answered Gr�bner, backpedaling with all his might. �They have been here for several days secured in relatively comfortable lodging. Maybe they will talk now. Maybe they have become a bit complacent and less confrontational. They may welcome some conversation even if it is with us.�
�Bullshit!� thundered Maas, clearly angered at his comments. Besides, Gr�bner had no idea that Maas had moved the two captives to another holding cell, one not so comfortable. Gr�bner�s eyes were like large saucers. He was scared. Maas was an evil man. He had personally seen him torture, maim and kill more people than he could count.
Gr�bner quickly changed the subject. �Sir, would you like to survey some of our newest sensors? These are the ones we implanted throughout the jungle in the areas not covered by our security patrols.� Maas stopped dead in his tracks.
�You limited the deployment of sensors?� Maas demanded, his eyes glaring.
�Well, sir, we only have a limited number of sensors and� �
�Dammit, your incompetence will kill us both,� bellowed Maas. �You told me you set sensors everywhere. Now you tell me you did not. I want sensors at all locations, even in the patrol areas. Is that clear?�
�But sir, there will be false readings when our men� �
�Look at me, Gr�bner,� Maas growled as he reached over and grabbed him by the chin, turning his face toward him. �I don�t care if you have to personally track down hundreds of false alarms. I don�t care! What I do care about is your incompetence. You put this facility�s security at risk because you did not take every step necessary to insure our safety and well being. I will be reporting this to the F�hrer at once.�
Gr�bner was crushed. He stood there like a puppy that had been beaten with a stick.
�I assure you, sir, I will take care of this immediately. I will personally make certain the sensors are deployed before morning,� Gr�bner said defiantly.
�Damn right you will!� yelled Maas. �You will or I will take care of it and take care of you.� Maas spun around on his heels and walked away. Gr�bner swallowed hard. He knew what �take care of you� meant. He wanted no part of that.
* * *
Maas stormed into his office, still furious at Gr�bner. That damned man is going to get us all killed, he thought to himself. If we are not killed by the Americans, the F�hrer would kill them herself. She did not accept excuses for major transgressions. Maas decided to make a mental note to have Gr�bner killed and replaced immediately. He stood and walked over to a locked filing cabinet. He reached under his shirt and felt for the chain around his neck holding two keys. One was for this filing cabinet, the other for his �private� files hidden in his apartment. As he began sifting through the files, he called out to his assistant.
�Max, come here at once,� he bellowed. He was still pissed.
Max Delper strode into the office from his desk outside the door.��Yes, sir?� he answered.
Maas took several heavy files from the cabinet and handed them to Delper. He turned, closed and locked the filing cabinet door. �Let�s go to my private conference room. We need to find a replacement for Heinrich Gr�bner.�
Delper knew better than to ask any questions. He complied quickly and with the absolute best of his ability. Something happened and he did not know what it was. But he did know this� Gr�bner was a dead man if he was not already dead.
The two entered the conference room and Delper placed the files down on the table.
�I want the best replacement for him,� hissed Maas, �and I want a name now.�
�Yes, sir,� answered Delper. �I have two candidates in mind, Leutnant Foerster and Leutnant Boehm. Both are fine officers with spotless records. Either one would make a fine replacement. Delper pushed the two files over to Maas, who began reading them.
�Ah, I know Foerster. I know his parents,� Maas said while intently looking through his file.
Delper interjected, �Sir, Boehm is senior and has an impeccable background. Her grandfather was General Paul Boehm, one of Hitler�s closest aides. The General insisted on suicide when he learned that the F�hrer died. He felt there was nothing to live for without Germany being in control.� Maas pulled Boehm�s file on top of Foerster�s.
�Yes, I do like her,� said Maas in a strangely menacing tone. �She would do very well. I can control her much more easily.� Maas ran his finger over the photo of Leutnant Boehm in her file. She was a striking blonde about thirty years old and a fine body. What he could do with that, he thought.
Maas smiled and closed the two files and handed them to Delper. �I want you to check on Gr�bner. He is presently working on a priority one project for me. He committed to have it completed by morning. When he is finished, arrest him and take him to my private retention cells. I will make his death an extremely painful one. Promote Leutnant Boehm to captain and put her in charge of security. Do you understand?�
�Yes, sir, I understand completely. I will inform you tomorrow morning when Gr�bner has been incarcerated and Captain Boehm is in charge. Consider it done, sir,� snapped Delper.
�Very good, Delper, very good. It is good to have such a loyal and committed assistant.�
�Thank you, sir,� said Delper, clicking his heels with a slight bow to Maas. �Now, if you will excuse me, I will check on Gr�bner and his project.� Delper turned and left the room with the files.
Maas sat there thinking. That bastard Gr�bner may have screwed this up beyond control but Boehm will straighten it out� or she would feel his wrath as well. She was pretty and torturing her would be a pleasure. Maas rose and returned to his desk, feeling in total control and confident that all was well.

CHAPTER FIFTY-TWO

Sunday, July 17, 2011
Outside Fortress Alpha;�11:30 p.m.
It was several days since their original break-in at the Fortress. Now Dane and Hugo were back. They were dead tired, but with the information Ben found in the patrol bunkers, they were able to skirt the bunkers in their area and arrived north of the Fortress� helicopter landing area. Dane slid under the brush and up to Hugo�s side.
�Welcome to my nightmare,� joked Hugo. It was his way of coping with the stress. �It looks like we found our way in.�
�What do you have?� asked Dane.
Hugo slightly raised a frond from one of the bushes in front of them. They were about twenty-five yards from a slight clearing, something odd in this thick jungle. But upon closer scrutiny, one could see the jungle floor in the clearing was not as it looked. There was a low growth of plant life but almost too flat for a natural area. Under the trees and underbrush around the clearing were several low huts. These reminded Hugo of his old duck blinds back home in Texas. The huts were small and heavily camouflaged. To the unknowing, it looked like more jungle. However, as they sat there in the darkness, they donned their night vision goggles and bingo! There was plenty of activity all around the clearing. Each hut looked to be made of concrete block with a small door and numerous firing ports. Through the goggles Dane and Hugo saw about a dozen men working and patrolling the area in the dark.
�Damn, this looks bad,� huffed Hugo. �There are people everywhere.� He kept his eyes on the closest hut, just ten yards away.
Dane was also looking. �We have to be very careful,� he said whispering. �We must assume they have night vision goggles too. That could cause us a problem.�
�It certainly could,� sighed Hugo, trailing off to a yawn. �Getting a bit tired, Boss. We should get some shut-eye before we go in tomorrow.�
�Agreed,� said Dane. �I want to go in at daybreak.� Dane motioned to Hugo and the two slithered back into the jungle away from the security guards. They found a small hole about a half klick back in a small grove of trees.
�Looks like a feather bed to me,� smiled Hugo.
�Yeah, this is perfect. Even if someone comes along, our heat profile will be below ground to the extent that they shouldn�t be able to �see� us with night vision unless they are right on top of us.�
�If they are on top of us, they won�t be able to see� they�ll be dead,� said Hugo quietly. �Should we check in with Ben before we crash?�
�Not a bad idea,� answered Dane. �We need to coordinate our attacks.�
Dane got Ben on the comm and noted their location and plans to go in at 5:30 a.m. They discussed a few other logistics quickly and stopped their transmissions.
�I hope the bad guys didn�t pick any of that up. Could cause us all kinds of trouble,� said Hugo quietly.
�Yeah, I know but we had to check in. I guess we have to trust they didn�t but act as though they did hear us.�
Hugo smiled, �Sounds like a plan, Boss.�
With that the two men hunkered down in the hole and covered themselves with as much brush as they could pull on top of them. Then they went to sleep.
* * *
Meanwhile Ben, Tim, and Tecal and his men were doing the same. However, Tecal set his two men up as lookouts for the night. Their position was more at risk as they were jammed up under some tree roots behind several large ferns. Ben thought it prudent to have a guard in case someone happened to come up on them.
Tim was cleaning his rifle and preparing his ammo for tomorrow�s action. He was scared. He admitted it. But he also felt Ben, Tecal and the others were excellent partners to be involved in such a mission. He kept a watchful eye and listened intently as he readied his weapon.
�Getting nervous?� asked Ben quietly as he opened his eyes.
Tim grinned. �Yeah, a bit, I guess. It�s been a while since I was involved in anything like this. I guess I�m a bit rusty.�
Ben smiled. �You and I both, buddy. It�s been a long time for me too, but it�s like riding a bicycle; you start up again and everything falls into place. You need to get some rest before morning. Looks like you�ve got everything ready.�
�Yeah, pretty much. I do need the rest. Something tells me tomorrow is going to be one interesting day� one way or another.� With that, Tim put his weapon aside and leaned back against the tree trunk. He had one last question. �Ben, are you scared of dying?�
Ben looked out into the jungle. �Sure. I guess everybody is, but my mother once told me that death was like going to sleep. Once you are dead, you don�t know it. So I figure once I�m gone I won�t know it.�
Tim cracked a weak smile. �You can�t beat a mother�s wisdom, Ben. They always have a way of being right.� Tim closed his eyes and thought of his mother.
* * *
About 5:10 a.m., Dane nudged Hugo. �Wakie, wakie, time to hit the trail.� Hugo snapped awake instantly and checked his weapon. �Damn, I wish I could do that,� said Dane.
�Do what?� asked Hugo.
�You know, awake from a dead sleep and are ready to go in an instant.�
Hugo smiled. �Ya gotta train for that, my man,� joked Hugo. �It comes from many battles and many women. I don�t know which one has the most influence.�
�Figures,� said Dane. �You ready?�
�Let�s hit it, Boss.�
With that Dane and Hugo began their journey back to the clearing.
* * *
Tim and Ben were awake for several minutes. It was now 5:15 a.m. Ben looked over at Tecal, who was chewing on some jerky of some kind for breakfast. Ben knew better than to ask what kind of jerky. He really didn�t want to know. He knew it was nourishing and took the piece Tecal offered. Tim took a piece as well.
�Beef jerky, I love it,� whispered Tim.
�It�s jerky, yes, but what kind? You would have to ask Tecal. But I can assure you that it is not beef,� said Ben, getting up to one knee.
�Oh,� said Tim, �Mystery meat, huh?�
Ben grinned. �Yeah, something like that.�If you want to know, ask Tecal. But for God�s sake don�t tell me what it is. I just don�t want to know.�
As they chewed on the jerky they readied themselves.
�Tecal, are your men ready?� asked Ben.
�Yes. My men ready to go.�
�Good. Let�s get into position. Dane will kick off in a few minutes and we must be ready. You know your positions around the hatch and in a defensive position around the immediate area. Let�s do it,� said Ben as they all rose and headed into the jungle toward the hatch.

CHAPTER FIFTY-THREE

Monday, July 18, 2011
Fortress Alpha;�5:00 a.m.
It was several days since the incursions. Maas ordered increased security and his men were on high alert. Patrols outside the complex were increased. No new incidents were reported. Maas was up early to deal with the Gr�bner situation. Maas sat alone in the senior staff dining room eating breakfast when his assistant, Max Delper, strode into the room.
�Good morning, sir,� Delper said triumphantly. �Your issue is resolved. Captain Boehm will join you at 7:00 a.m. to discuss any orders. Oberleutnant Gr�bner is in custody and awaiting your attention.�
Maas smiled widely. Something he very seldom did. �Very good news, Delper,� he bellowed. �No, in fact, that is extraordinarily good news. You handled the situation well. I will see you are rewarded.�
�Thank you, sir. I appreciate that, sir,� answered Delper as he turned and left the dining room. Maas smiled again and savored his sausages and eggs. This is a fine day. Yes, a fine day indeed. He continued eating. He looked up and saw Captain Boehm enter the far side of the dining room.
�Captain Boehm, please join me!� Maas bellowed.
Boehm strode across the room, smiled politely and sat down across from Maas. �Good morning, sir. I must thank you for the opportunity you�ve bestowed upon me. I will do my best to make you proud.�
Maas continued eating but stopped long enough to answer her. �Captain, I have full confidence in your abilities. I am glad you were available at such short notice. As you may be aware, many times we have very little time to settle unfortunate situations that arise. In this case I believe we have chosen well.�
Boehm nodded formally to Maas. �Thank you, sir.� She knew his comments were complimentary but she also realized she was informed her situation could change at his whim. She was certain she could do a good job. She felt the veiled threat that he could crush her at any time.
�Waiter,� cried Maas, �Please take the captain�s order. We have things to discuss.� Boehm�s breakfast arrived and they discussed the security situation Gr�bner screwed up so badly. Maas wanted to fill her in before he retired to the holding cells in the subbasement where not only the Finleys were taken but now Gr�bner.
Maas finished his breakfast and pushed his chair back from the table. �Captain, I have complete confidence in you. I know you will do well.�
�Thank you, sir,� replied Boehm. �I will do my best.�
Maas smiled slightly, �Yes, I know you will.� He stood and walked away, stopping to share a few comments with three officers at a table beside the door.
Maas left the dining room and returned to his office. He checked the morning reports. Again there was nothing of interest, until he came to a one-line item on the communication center�s nightly report.
11:35 PM � Picked up a phantom radio transmission. Transmission lasted less than one minute before it was lost. Recalibrated the radio and attempted to reconnect. Unable to reconnect. Listened to the frequency for another two hours. No activity. Placed a watch on the frequency. Could be a bounced signal.
It was probably nothing but Maas knew any radio transmission in the jungle was odd. This was not an area many people entered in general and even more rare, people with radios. It could have been a common shortwave radio signal bounced off of the ionosphere. But Maas felt there may be some validity to the interception. He was convinced that the Americans were going to try to re-enter Fortress Alpha sooner or later. He damn well wanted to be ready. He picked up the phone and dialed the Security Command desk.
�Security.�
�Maas here. I want you to pay particular attention to any radio transmissions detected within our area. I don�t care how many there are or whether or not you can specifically get the transmission recorded. I want the frequency on which the transmission was encountered,� he ordered. �I also want a location. I want a personal report of all of them immediately. Do you understand?� asked Maas. He was ready to explode if there was any indication of issues or problems the security personnel might encounter.
�Yes, sir,� came a crisp acknowledgement. �All transmissions will be recorded, located and noted, regardless of any issues. I will report each transmission to you personally.�
Maas liked what he heard. He wondered if Boehm already cracked the whip. It sounded so. He was in no mood to hear any backtalk.
�Very well,� snapped Maas. He hung up the phone and sat there contemplating his next move. After a few minutes, he decided to check on his visitors. He got up and left his office, headed for the elevator. He reached into his pocket and retrieved his keys and found his elevator control key. He entered the elevator alone. As the door closed, he inserted the control key and turned it. A small sliding window silently slid open. A keypad was exposed. Maas typed in a five-digit code and the elevator began to drop. He was on the way to his private security areas at the lowest levels of the Fortress.
When he arrived in the holding cell area, Dana and Randall were brought down and placed in a cell. Maas strolled down the dank, narrow passageway and into a large dungeon � like room. He called it his play room. The 20-by-10 meter room was as large as some ballrooms. The stone walls were damp in some places due to the room being essentially a sub-basement of the Fortress. It had a smell of a cross between a furnace room and a gym locker.
Few people other than Maas� personal guards even knew this place existed. It was his private place to handle those that did not follow the rules. Kaete Grimme�s father and grandfather used to frequent this hellhole but Kaete was hardly aware of its existence.
The room looked like a twelfth century dungeon. The low ceilings were held up by large stone pillars and arches. Over on one side of the room a large fire burned in a fireplace. But this fireplace did not look like the inviting ones in many homes. It was foreboding. It looked menacing with its fire turning the stone wall red and orange with its flickering light. It had the look of a torture chamber. That�s because it was.
Maas� guards snapped to attention at his entrance. After bidding them at ease, he conferred with two of his guards. They broke up laughing. Maas was smiling; a very rare occurrence. He walked back down the passage stopping only for a second outside the Finleys� cell. He peered into the small opening in the door and saw the two Americans sitting against the far wall. Maas smiled. He loved this.
He decided to check up on his latest issue, Gr�bner.

CHAPTER FIFTY-FOUR

Monday, July 18, 2011
Fortress Alpha;�5:45 a.m.
Dana awoke to a sudden noise outside the cell. It was a man screaming in the distance, clearly in pain. She panicked and immediately looked over to the other bunk. Randall was still there. She sighed in relief. At least it wasn�t him, thank God. They had been brought back down here yesterday; for what reason they did not know. The guards were like eunuchs. They did their jobs and said absolutely nothing. Step out of line and they would brutally put you back in place. You certainly were not getting any information from those sons-of-bitches.
The screaming died down. Dana got up and stood by the door. She listened. She heard someone talking but could not make out the conversation. She heard scuffling and a few muffled yells. Then everything went silent. That�s when she heard the footsteps of a guard coming down the corridor. The footsteps stopped in front of their cell. She stepped back against the back wall to hide. Randall was startled awake and sat up.
They heard the keys turn the heavy lock in the cell door. Slowly it opened. Both of the Finleys stared wide-eyed, not knowing what was going to enter. To the relief of the Finleys, a guard entered carrying a tray of food� breakfast. As always, the guard said nothing. He merely placed the food on Dana�s bed and backed out of the room. Within seconds he returned with two canteens of water and then walked out, slamming the cell door behind him. The Finleys heard the heavy bolt lock the door again. Hell would continue.
�Good morning,� said Randall weakly. �Anything new?�
�Nothing, Babe,� said Dana quietly as she came over and sat next to Randall. They had been captives for at least a full week, although they were not really sure what day it was. Other than the first day of the beatings and the killing of Manolo, they were treated relatively well. Their wounds from the beatings were almost healed except for the lost teeth.
�They brought food and water?� asked Randall. �Let�s eat.�
�Sure,� cooed Dana. �We can have a feast together here.� She got up and brought the tray over to Randall�s bed and then picked up the canteens. �I did hear something interesting earlier, just before you awoke. It sounded like a man screaming. I think we have company down here.�
�Great,� smiled Randall. �We must have him over for dinner.� Dana looked at him as if he were crazy. Then she burst out laughing.
�Leave it to you to make jokes while we rot away down here,� she said.
�Hey, somebody�s got to keep our spirits up.� Randall perused the food. �Hmmm, not breakfast at the Ritz, but meat, cheese and bread beats starving.� He tore the bread in two. �It�s kinda fresh too. We must be on someone�s good side.�
�And the cheese is not moldy,� added Dana. �You may be right for once.�
�Once?� exclaimed Randall. �I�m always right.�
�Mmffph,� grunted Dana as she bit into the bread. They quietly enjoyed their feast without saying any more. Things were certainly bad but they were better, especially over the past several days, at least until they were brought back down here. But they were left alone. That was a huge thing in Dana�s mind. She had a great fear of that Maas guy. He killed so easily. And she feared he could do much more.

CHAPTER FIFTY-FIVE

Monday, July 18, 2011
Outside Fortress Alpha;�6:20 a.m.
Dane moved silently through the bushes staying very low to the ground. Hugo was about three yards ahead. It was dusky, reflecting little light from the sky. The jungle bugs and frogs were nonetheless singing their nightly mantras calling for mates or proudly proclaiming their superiority. Dane and Hugo were on the north side of the Fortress along the small open area that was actually a well-designed cover for the heliport.
Hugo stopped and Dane came up on his six.
�Ready, Boss?� whispered Hugo. Dane replied with a thumbs-up and checked his watch. It was 6:30 a.m. on the dot. He keyed his microphone.
The �Bingo Alpha� meant the lead Alpha team was moving in. �Bravo go� denoted the Bravo team was complying and moving in as well.
�Bingo, Alpha,� he said quietly. Within seconds there was a quiet reply in his earpiece.
�Bravo, go.�
Dane turned to Hugo and motioned him to move ahead. They had previously set up several quick code messages to enable the teams to communicate quickly but only for a second or less. Dane hoped it would be fast enough to keep someone from hearing and tipping off their locations. Dane was glad they were lucky enough to witness the helicopter lift off when they first visited the Fortress. That was the key to them finding a second entrance to the complex. They were very fortunate since Dane believed the original hatch was now heavily guarded. He did not want to have to fight his way in. To their knowledge, no one knew Dane and Hugo saw the heliport. If they could get in undetected, they had surprise on their side.
Hugo skirted past multiple huge ferns and was always about three meters ahead of Dane. He was nearing the edge of the faux clearing. He cautiously looked out from under the fern fronds. To his right about eight meters away was a small, low structure that looked very much like the catapult officer�s dome on an aircraft carrier deck. It rose about one half meter above the ground and several darkened glass-encased view ports were clearly visible. Hugo guessed correctly this was an aircraft control bunker for the heliport. He looked over to his left. He did not see any other structures at first, but upon a further look he spotted a similar bunker about twenty-five meters away. He continued his recon of the clearing and picked up a third bunker almost directly across from him. There was no movement nor was he able to see into the view ports. But he suspected there were folks behind those ports. Hugo slid back a bit and met Dane, who moved forward.
Using hand signals, Hugo reported the three bunkers and their location. Dane nodded in acknowledgement. He motioned for Hugo to go over to their right toward the closest structure. As Hugo got closer, he froze as he heard a sharp click. He saw movement, barely noticeable, behind the structure and heard voices. He quietly leaned to his left to take advantage of cover.
As he watched, a man dressed in black emerged from the ground. Hugo observed silently as the man rose out of the ground, climbing steps from an underground entrance. He heard a slight rustle and turned to see Dane moving up. He held up a fist to signal Dane to freeze. Hugo looked around again and saw the man dressed in black now standing on the ground beside the small windowed structure looking into the trees above. It seemed to Hugo the man was expecting someone; maybe expecting a flight to come in.
Hugo turned and signaled to Dane. This was their chance to get into the Fortress. All of the noise and commotion of a helicopter landing should give Hugo and Dane the opportunity to get into the Fortress undetected. Hugo motioned for Dane to join him and they moved behind a group of trees and cover ten feet from the structure and behind the Nazi. They could now see a faint red light glowing from a stairway leading down into the Fortress. Dane looked to the sky. He could hear the faint sounds of a helicopter. As he was listening, there was a deep humming sound as the clearing began to open exposing a huge hangar large enough for several helicopters.
The Nazi moved over to the edge of the clearing and waved down at someone below. While the man was over at the edge of the large opening, Hugo and Dane quickly moved over to the stairway. Dane looked down the stairs into the Fortress. There was no one in sight. While Hugo covered him, Dane scampered down the stairs into a red light bathed hallway. Hugo kept his eyes on the man in black as he moved over to the stairs and disappeared below. They were in!
Dane waited at the bottom of the stairs on high alert. Hugo came down the stairs and pressed himself against the wall beside Dane. Hugo froze for a second and then methodically moved down the hall with his weapon aimed in front of him. He was ready for anything. Dane followed behind, keeping an eye on the stairs in case the man above came down. They both felt a growing breeze and heard the noise of a helicopter coming in for a landing in the hangar. Hugo came to a door on his right, Ausr�stung H-5. He tried the door latch. It was open. Hugo stepped in weapon first. It was an equipment room. It was dark and appeared as if no one was there. He stuck his head out into the hall and called Dane in.
�Come in,� Hugo called quietly. Dane moved into the doorway still aiming his weapon toward the open hatch and stairway. He could now hear that the helicopter was very close. He stepped into the room and closed the door and locked it.
Dane reached into his vest pocket and removed a small LED flashlight. He clicked it on and placed the butt of the flashlight in his mouth so he could see but have his hands free. Hugo did the same. Dane looked around noticing that the room contained various pieces of equipment from shovels and picks to ropes and come-alongs. Over to one side was a large floor-to-ceiling cabinet. Dane opened the door and saw it contained small tools and solvents. Hugo stood beside a small desk with a telephone. He opened the top drawer. He found several mechanical diagrams of large hangar equipment such as crane plans and electrical diagrams. He closed the drawer and opened the top right-hand door and pulled out an eight-by-ten folded document. Hugo unfolded the document. It was a map of the Fortress.
�Dane, over here,� Hugo called quietly.
�What did you find?� asked Dane.
�It�s a diagram of the entire complex, Fortress Alpha. We hit pay dirt with the first shovel full,� Hugo said grinning with the small flashlight still in his mouth. �Now we can plot a way deeper into this place and find Dana and Randall.� Hugo spread the diagram out fully on the desk. It was so large that several inches hung over the sides and bottom of the desk.
�This is great,� said Dane. �With this we can get in and get out quickly.� Both he and Hugo pored over the diagram. The first thing they both noticed was the sheer size of the complex. This sucker was huge. They looked at the plans and then at each other. Both were amazed.
�Can you believe this?� asked Hugo rhetorically.
�I have never seen anything like it,� replied Dane.
There were more than three hundred rooms on some levels and there seemed to be at least eleven levels of various sizes. Dane noted the multitude of elevators but saw only a few went down to the lower levels. He remembered their captives told them that the Finleys would probably be held in the lowest levels where the security and jail sections were located. Running his finger along one side of the diagram Dane saw an elevator away from major traffic areas. It was probably a freight elevator of some kind. Better yet, it seemed to go to all levels. It looked like the perfect way in and out.
Hugo, on the other hand, found the security lockup area deep within the complex, literally on the other side. Oh, well, he thought. We got lucky getting in and finding this diagram so I guess we can�t be as lucky as we have been. Hugo also noted the large power station at the center of the complex on its deepest levels. That would be a good target to throw the complex into total turmoil if need be.
�Okay, look. We are here,� noted Dane, pointing to a small equipment room on the diagram on one side of the Fortress. �If we can move down two levels and get over here,� he said pointing to the corner of the complex with the solitary freight elevator, �we can get down to the lockup as quickly as possible.�
�Looks good to me,� added Hugo. �What about getting out? We need a secondary escape route.�
�Yes,� agreed Dane. �I was looking at this,� he said pointing to a large airshaft that rose up through several levels from the power station. �If we can�t get out the way we came in, we should be able to get out this way.� Hugo nodded in agreement.
�What�s this?� asked Hugo. He was pointing to a motor pool garage. �It looks like another way out.� Dane looked closer.
�Yeah, I agree. Let�s mark it down as well. If we leave that way, we may at least have wheels to get us out of the area quickly. But there will be a lot of folks there. We may have to fight our way out.� Dane thought about their situation for a minute. �In fact, I think it should be our primary escape route, the airshaft our secondary and our entrance route as our tertiary route.�
�Done,� said Hugo. �I wonder how Ben and the guys are doing.�
�Don�t know. But we can�t be thinking about them. They are on their own. They know what to do.�
Hugo turned toward the door. �Okay, Boss. Let�s do this.�
Dane looked at the diagram. �Okay, we�ll move down two levels, traverse the complex via this hallway and get to the freight elevator and get down below.� Hugo nodded while Dane folded the diagram and jammed the document into his shirt. They both moved over to the door and listened. They heard nothing. Dane carefully unlocked the door, cracked it open and peered out. He could still hear the helicopter. He stuck his head out the door. The hallway was clear. They both moved out leading with their weapons. Down the hall they went.

CHAPTER FIFTY-SIX

Monday, July 18, 2011
Outside Fortress Alpha;�6:30 a.m.
�Bingo Alpha,� the message chirped through the earpiece. Ben instinctively raised his hand to his ear. He pressed his transmit key.
�Bravo go,� he replied. He turned to Tim, walking just behind him. �We have a go.�
Ben motioned to Tecal to stop. Tecal stopped and gathered his men. The group paused on a knee as Ben relayed the message.
�We have a go signal. Dane and Hugo are going in. We all know what we need to do. Stay on plan and don�t take any unreasonable risks. We should be all right. Let�s get closer to the hatch and set up.�
Tecal nodded in acknowledgement and turned to tell his men in their language that they were ready to go. Two of them disappeared immediately into the jungle. Tecal turned to Tim and Ben and smiled.
�They understand and know what to do,� Tecal said quietly. Then he began to move on. Ben and Tim followed Tecal.
The small group didn�t go one klick before one of Tecal�s men slithered back through the brush and stopped directly in front of Tecal. The two spoke quietly in their native tongue. Tecal�s man whirled around and slid into the jungle again. Tecal stepped over to talk with Ben and Tim.
�They found two men on patrol resting under a tree,� Tecal said whispering. �They were about thirty yards in that direction.� He pointed north.
Ben was puzzled. �You say were?� he asked.
Tecal grinned. �They are dead now.� He said it so matter-of-factly that Tim swallowed hard and looked at Ben. Tecal turned and seemed to glide away, disappearing almost immediately.
�I told you Tecal�s men are good,� explained Ben. �They are experts at hunting and killing their enemy before they are aware of their presence.�
�I�m glad they are on our side,� said Tim stoically. �They are some of the best weapons I have ever seen. And that includes many of the guys I served with.�
�Don�t let their size fool you. They are extremely good,� said Ben. �Let�s move.�
About twenty minutes later Tecal appeared again in front of Ben.
Ben listened to Tecal. �Hatch is just ahead,� whispered Tecal. �There are many men in black around. There are four in a bunker within sight of the hatch and several more patrolling around in twos. We will get the ones walking.� Tecal�s pronouncements were chilling. �You wait here.�
Ben flashed a thumbs-up and motioned for Tim to join him under a large pair of bushes.
�We�ll rest here while Tecal�s men do more work,� said Ben quietly. �They found the hatch. It�s just beyond those trees. But Tecal says there are four guards in a bunker watching the hatch. There are also several patrols roaming around. Tecal and his men will take care of them. All we have to do is hit the bunker.�
�All we have to do?� questioned Tim, shaking his head with a smirk. The two checked their gear and weapons. The MP-5s with silencers they carried were deadly, especially at close range. Ben drew out a rough diagram of the bunker and hatch for Tim as described by Tecal.
�Once we get the okay from Tecal, we will split into two groups and move into position on two sides of the bunker. Once in position, we should be able to take all of them in one swift blow. Then we will hide the bodies and move in on the hatch. By then I hope to hear something from Dane or Hugo,� explained Ben. �It�s our job to cause havoc on this side to take the heat off of Dane. So we have to make a big splash. That�s when we will take off these silencers and make some noise!�
�I�m following your lead,� said Tim. �Point me in the right direction when the time comes.�
Ben reached into his pocket and took a quick look at his watch. It was nearly eight o�clock in the morning. He was slightly worried. He had not heard from Dane or Hugo. He hoped they were okay and on schedule. By this time they should be inside the Fortress and moving toward rescuing Dana and Randall.
Tim saw Ben look at his watch. �How are we doing on time?� he asked. �It�s getting much brighter. It must be close to nine by now.�
�Just coming up on eight,� responded Ben. �I�m getting a bit worried that we haven�t heard anything from Dane. I�m hoping no news is good news, although if they were captured we would never know it.�
�They are all right,� said Tim with authority. �Those guys are amazing. It�s us I worry about.�
Ben snickered. �I know what you mean. I know why we are here but at the same time I wonder why we are here.�
Fifteen minutes had passed since Tecal and his men disappeared into the jungle to hunt down the patrols in the area. As Ben and Tim sat patiently under the bushes, they imagined they heard someone several times. Each time they sat quietly, their weapons at ready, waiting for action if need be. Still no one came.
Thirty seconds later Tecal and two of his men appeared out of the bush beside them. Tecal squatted and began to tell Ben about the patrols they saw. He was just finishing his report when one of Tecal�s men stopped suddenly as his chest exploded. Blood flew everywhere. He fell like a sack of potatoes. They never heard the gunshot.
�Down!� screamed Ben as he pulled Tim and Tecal down to the ground, one in each hand. Tim rolled over and raised his weapon scanning the jungle where they thought the shot originated. A second shot smacked into Tim�s canteen strapped to his hip. The force rolled him over.
�Shit,� cried Tim. �This guy has our range. We gotta move!�
Tecal looked over at his man. He had died instantaneously, the shot piercing his heart and tearing through his chest. Tecal placed a hand on him seeming to both say goodbye and bless his body to their god. He picked up his weapon and shot into the jungle. Tecal was mad as hell and someone was going to pay. Ben and Tim crawled over to the right behind a large tree.
�You get a sight on him?� asked Tim.
�He�s over there somewhere; he�s using a silencer! He�s a good ways out and closing,� answered Ben. �Tecal went after him. Let�s stay here and try to pick up on the shooter.� Tim raised his head slightly and looked in the direction of where the shot came. After a minute, his eagle-eye caught movement about fifteen yards out moving through the bushes. Tim raised his weapon and took aim and glanced at Ben.
�You see him?� Ben asked whispering.
�Yep, I think so,� answered Tim quietly, trying to get a good shot. A second later Tim watched as Tecal and his remaining man sprung upon the shooter and stabbed him repeatedly. Tim blew out his breath, stood down and turned to Ben.
�They got him.�
�Great,� said Ben. �We know there are more out there so keep sharp.� There was a noise to their right and both turned swinging their weapons and taking aim. Tecal and his last man popped out of the bush and took a knee. Tim noted that Tecal�s man had the shooter�s ears tied around his waist.
�Is that� � asked Tim, pointing to something bloody hanging from Tecal�s man�s waist.
Ben placed his hand on Tim�s shoulder and interjected. �He has the man�s ears to take back to the family of the man killed. Here in the jungle when someone kills someone part of the payback is to bring the family the ears of the man who killed their loved one.� Tim nodded wide-eyed. He understood but it was still mighty weird.
�Let�s move over to the bunker by the hatch. We will take the bunker so we can have some cover and watch the hatch,� said Ben, getting up to one knee. �But keep sharp. We can�t afford to lose anyone else. The ruthless guys are out there. We know that. We have to get them before they get us.�

CHAPTER FIFTY-SEVEN

Monday, July 18, 2011
Fortress Alpha, Security Operations;�6:30 a.m.
�Bingo Alpha.��A message came in over the listening post�s speakers. The technicians leaped into action. Recorders were checked to ensure the messages were being properly recorded for further review.
�Bravo, go.� Another transmission came almost immediately. The security technicians were monitoring several frequencies and their scanning equipment was excellent.
�Sir, we have a contact!� one of the technicians cried. The security supervisor stepped over briskly.
�Report,� he said.
�We picked up two transmissions within the last minute. Both were transmitted in the open. Here is the transmission.�
�Bingo, Alpha.�
�Bravo, go.�
�Where did the messages come from?� asked the supervisor.
�Hard to say, sir,� replied one of the senior technicians. �Both messages were too fast to get a hard contact location, but they appeared to be close.� The supervisor checked the written report offered by the technician. With a quick scan he concluded there was a transmission of some kind and it was from close range. Both messages were transmitted on a very low frequency but strong signal strength suggested the intruders are close. The supervisor knew this was a problem since the fortress was miles from other radio sources.
�I want you to stay on this,� he told the technicians collected around him. �I have to assume we have intruders very close to us. And they are talking to each other. Using Alpha and Bravo, I believe we have two groups. What their intentions are, I do not know. That is not my call. I will report this contact immediately.� He turned and began to walk away. �Very good work,� he said encouragingly.
The supervisor stepped over to his desk and picked up the phone. �Security, this is Communications. We have intercepted two distinct radio transmissions. Confidence is very high this is not an aberration. We believe the transmission was very close.� A voice over the phone acknowledged and took the oral report and asked for a written confirmation report immediately.�The supervisor acknowledged and hung up the phone.
�Get me a written report now!� he bellowed. Almost before he was able to finish his sentence the senior technician handed him the written report.
�I have it here,� the senior tech said.
�Perfect,� replied the supervisor. �Keep on top of this. I want to know immediately if we pick up anything else. I�m going to Security with this report.� The supervisor spun around and walked out of the door and down the hall.
The supervisor walked briskly toward the main Security Center. He was convinced they were under attack. But he knew that around here many times the messenger was punished rather than the instigator. He thought through what he would say. He decided to merely report the messages and not divulge his personal hypothesis. He turned the corner and walked into the Security office.
�I have a detected messages report,� he said matter-of-factly. He laid the report on the security officer�s desk. The officer snatched the report up. He was not amused.
�What the hell is this?� he demanded. �What do you mean messages? Who are you listening to?�
The supervisor straightened up. This was not going well already, he thought. �Sir, we monitor all radio transmissions around the area per direct orders from Captain Maas, sir. A few minutes ago we detected these brief messages.� The supervisor was not impressed with this young officer. Against his earlier thoughts, he decided to go out on a limb. �We have intercepted radio transmissions from two distinct groups closing in on us.�
The security officer sat back and stared at the supervisor. He picked up the report again and scanned it.��I don�t see that here. Besides, we make the determination whether there is a threat based on these reports. You say there were only two?� he asked the fidgeting supervisor.
�Yes, sir,� he answered.
�And I see they lasted for only a few seconds?�
�Yes, sir.�
�Now, don�t you think if someone was storming our position there would be a bit more conversation between the two forces?� asked the officer pointedly.
The supervisor hesitated. He did not want to argue with this officer or any officer for that matter. �Yes, sir.� He bit his lip to fight back the urge to say more.
�Well, I will pass this on but I seriously doubt there is anything to it,� said the officer, acting as if the supervisor had already left. He placed the report in an out tray and began working on other documents. The supervisor just stood there. He wanted to say more but wouldn�t dare. The officer looked up again. �You may go,� he said, dismissing him. The supervisor saluted and spun around and left the office. What a damned idiot, thought the supervisor. Anyway, I did my job and reported the messages. Let him take the blame when the shit hits the fan.
Twenty minutes later the security officer reported the messages to his superior.
�When did you get this?� demanded his superior, bolting out of his chair.
�About twenty minutes ago,� said the officer. �It looks like some idle chatter out there somewhere.�
�You damned fool!� his superior screamed. �Your orders were to report all message interceptions immediately. Why the hell did you wait twenty minutes?�
�Well, I� � the officer said meekly.
�Shut up!� his superior screamed. �I�ll deal with you later. I have to report this right now!� The officer�s superior ran over to the telephone and dialed.
�I have an emergency message for Captain Maas,� he said loudly. �Maas needs this information now. Where is he?�
The answer was Maas was not there but somewhere in the Fortress.
�Find him!� the superior officer yelled. �Find him now and tell him we have messages from two groups attacking the Fortress.�

CHAPTER FIFTY-EIGHT

Monday, July 18, 2011
Deep within Fortress Alpha;�7:00 a.m.
Jorgen Maas slowly waltzed into the room savoring his actions. He studied the operations of the Reichsf�hrer of the SS in Germany, Heinrich Himmler. Himmler�s actions and the actions of his Gestapo (the German Secret State Police) directly caused the deaths of more than six million souls during World War II. Their actions were a prominent tenet of Nazism; attack the total person; attack them completely and sadistically without regard to morality or human life.
Maas had no regard for anyone, even his own men. Oberleutnant Gr�bner was already a mess. Maas� men had him for only an hour but had almost beaten the poor man to death. Maas walked over to Gr�bner, whose wrists were tied securely behind his back and he was suspended by his wrists, hanging naked in the center of the room. His hanging brought horrific pain to his muscles and shoulder joints. His body was drenched in sweat and blood. He endured the suspension for thirty minutes, during which time he was beaten with an old truck fan belt. This was a favorite interrogation tactic of Maas� men. They took notice of the techniques not only of the Germans in the war but those used by Saddam Hussein�s troops against the Iranian prisoners during the Iran-Iraq war in the mid to late 1980�s. Many hundreds of rule breakers and other offenders in the Fortress were dealt with in this manner.
The reinforced fan belts were strong and would not come apart. They lasted for a long time and survived multiple uses. The belts did enormous physical damage to the poor person they were used upon. The belts had wire reinforcing built into their structure. They created heavy damage to the skin and seemed to rip the skin open, delivering horrible results.
Most persons did not survive extended use of the belts against them. Western military personnel viewed the use of the fan belts as a violation of the Geneva Conventions, although the belts were not specifically mentioned.
Maas stood before Gr�bner looking over his men�s handiwork. His face had been beaten as well. Several well placed lashes across the face almost blinded the poor man. He was hanging there moaning.
�Very nice work,� Maas said, smiling at the two goons standing over by the wall preparing some other ungodly torture. �It looks like Gr�bner�s last hours on earth will be very painful. That is exactly what I intended,� Maas said loudly as he smashed his fist into Gr�bner�s midsection. He spewed blood and spit all over Maas. This infuriated Maas. �You stinking pig!� he screamed. �I will flay you like a fish!� Maas strode over to his henchmen. �Flay the skin from his body. But take care. I want him alive to suffer the pain. If you kill him, you will take his place,� he hissed.
One of Maas� men opened a small chest and took out a sparkling set of stainless steel cutting instruments and laid them on a tray. This was not going to be pretty.
Maas walked over to a large padded chair placed eight feet in front of Gr�bner. He wanted a front row seat. As he settled in, a man came running into the room.
�What are you doing here?� Maas bellowed as he stood and faced the man.
�Sir, I�m sorry but I have urgent news. We are under attack!�
Maas� face went from rage to concern in less than a second. �What is happening? Tell me!�
�Sir, the communications room picked up several radio messages. We believe they point to an attack by two separate groups,� reported the man, still breathing hard.
Maas� thoughts switched immediately from Gr�bner to the situation. He strode out of the room with the man following. �How many men were involved? Where are they attacking? Have you sent our troops in?� Maas was asking questions faster than the poor man could answer.
�Sir, we do not know how many men or where they are attacking,� he explained. Maas stopped and looked at him puzzled.
�Then how in the hell� � Maas started.
�Sir, we believe the two groups are small and are very close to the Fortress. Where, we do not know. Our patrols have not reported any contacts but the radio messages persist.�
Maas stopped, turned back to yell at his henchmen. �Keep him alive,� he screamed. �I want to see him die myself.�
�Yes, sir,� one of Maas� men responded.
Maas spun around and raced to the elevator. He needed to get on top of this right now.
When he got to the Security Center, Maas� assistant, Max Delper, met him at the door.
�Sir, we have confirmed multiple radio messages close to the complex. All of our watch posts and patrols were notified. All but two reported back in.�
�Those that did not report back,� Maas questioned, �have you sent someone to notify them directly?�
�No, sir.�Their operative orders were to maintain watch in the bunkers and periodically patrol the area around their bunker. We believe they are on patrol,� explained Delper.
Maas looked at him with steely eyes. �You believe� � Maas looked like he was going to explode. �Where are the two bunkers in question?�
The two men stepped over to the map on the wall. After checking the reports, Delper pointed to two block-shaped red icons on the map.
�One is here and the other north of that bunker,� noted Delper. Maas looked at the map and the locations. He immediately saw the problem.
�That bunker,� he said, pointing to the southern bunker, �is the one we set up after the last visit of the intruders. In fact, it was placed there to provide visual protection for the external access hatch there.� He jammed his finger on the map where the hatch was located. �Now you tell me the bunker is not responding; the exact location of the first incursion? I don�t believe it for a second!� he boomed. �Get some troops to that position immediately! I think the reason our patrol has not checked in is because they are dead!� Maas stared at Delper. Delper hesitated for a split second and then grabbed up the phone and ordered troops to the bunker.
�While you are at it, send troops to the other bunker as well,� Maas sighed. �They are probably dead too.�
Delper hung up the phone and turned to Maas. �Sir, we have troops en route.�
�Thank you, Delper,� said Maas in a low tone. �That makes me feel better!� he screamed, pounding his fist on the desk. Almost immediately the phone rang.
�Delper,� answered Maas� assistant. His face turned pale. He listened and nodded his head. �Thank you,� he answered and turned to Maas. �Sir, we have confirmation of the death of two of our men from the northern bunker. A patrol just came across their bodies.�
�Dammit! I knew it. They are back. The sons of bitches are back,� he yelled. �Put the entire complex on highest alert, now! All defense teams to their positions. As of this second we are at war!� Have Captain Boehm report to me at once. I will be in my office. Maas stormed out of the Security Center and down the hall to his office.
Five minutes later, Captain Boehm stepped into Maas� office. �Sir, you requested my presence?� she stated.
�I did not request anything, Boehm. I ordered it!� he stated loudly. Boehm did not flinch. She stood her ground. Maas liked that. He thought about Gr�bner. That sniveling bastard would have tucked his tail between his legs and meekly apologized. Boehm took it like a soldier. �We have now been at war for more than ten minutes. Report!�
�Sir, all units answered the call. I personally deployed our best troops to the two areas in question as well as to all other important ingress and egress points. If they are after something here, they have to get in. We will stop them from entering the Fortress. All access points are secured and under heavy guard. I also deployed tactical teams outside of the complex to guard the access points. They are under orders to fight to the death before letting anyone in.� Boehm stood there in front of Maas like an iron stake driven into the ground. �I am, of course, open to any additional suggestions you may have, sir,� she snapped.
�Very good,� said Maas, actually feeling better about the situation after hearing Boehm�s report. �I have no further orders but this� � He leaned over within an inch of Boehm�s face. �I hold you personally responsible for the defense of the Fortress. I don�t have to tell you how important its defense is to our cause. Now go. You have my full support. If you need more men or equipment, you have authority above all others except me. Do you understand?� Boehm�s eyes remained fixed on Maas.
�Yes, sir, very good, sir,� she said as she spun around and opened the door. She turned back to Maas. �My troops and I will defend this Fortress to our deaths. Make no mistake about that.� That said, she walked out of the room and closed the door.
Maas smiled for the first time in several hours. What a complete bitch she is, he thought. I knew there was something I liked about her besides her ass.

CHAPTER FIFTY-NINE

Monday, July 18, 2011
Fortress Alpha;�7:20 a.m.
Dane and Hugo were lucky, very lucky. According to the maps they found, they were close to the freight elevator to transport them to the lower levels. As they passed room after room they only had to hide twice in their quest across the width of the complex.�That is until they came to the last corner before the elevator.
Hugo led the duo. As they neared the corner, Hugo heard several voices. He stopped and raised a clenched fist. Freeze! Dane froze and looked around instinctively scanning the area for a hiding place. Across the hall about two meters away was a door. Dane stepped back, his weapon trained on the corner in case someone came waltzing around. He looked at the label on the wall beside the door: Lufffahrtausrustung SH-12. Dane stepped over and tried the door handle. It was unlocked. He crept over behind Hugo and motioned to follow him. They both backed away from the corner.
Dane opened the door and stepped into the well-lit room, Hugo right behind him. Dane went in forward. Hugo went in backwards covering the hall. Dane scanned the room. He saw no one. But he heard voices. He tapped Hugo on the shoulder and signaled he heard something. Hugo spun around. Two avionics technicians walked out from behind a parts area in the back of the room. Everyone froze. The techs were stunned seeing two camouflage-dressed guys wielding weapons staring at them. Dane and Hugo were aiming their weapons at the two, deciding whether or not to fire. One of the techs pushed the other toward Hugo and tried to reach a telephone on the wall. Hugo fired twice; Dane once. Both technicians died instantly with perfectly placed shots to the torso and head. Hugo moved forward and checked the bodies while Dane quickly surveyed the rest of the room. Dane flashed an all-clear signal. He walked back to the door and listened. He could barely hear voices. Dane reached down and locked the door.
�Looks like we stay here for a few minutes,� said Dane quietly. Hugo was rummaging through the room.
�This is some kind of electronics shop,� Hugo said finally.
�The sign outside said something about aircraft I think,� added Dane.
�I�ll buy that,� answered Hugo. Dane was still at the door listening.
�It sounds like they are moving a ton of stuff in the elevator. We may be here for a while until they finish,� said Dane.
�I�ll tidy up a bit back here. You keep an ear to the door.� Hugo pulled the two bodies over into the back corner of the room and stacked several boxes and crates to hide them. He crept back to the front of the room beside Dane.
�All nice and pretty,� Hugo quipped. �Are we ready to go?�
�Let�s see,� answered Dane, cracking the door open for a quick look. All looked clear and he did not hear anyone in the hall outside. �Sounds like they all left on the elevator. It�s time for us to use it now.�
Dane opened the door with his weapon leveled for action. He looked both ways and stepped into the hall to his right. Hugo followed leveling his weapon back to the left. All was clear. Dane let out a breath he had been holding. They crept down the hall to the corner. Still they heard no sounds. Suddenly a small flashing red light up near the ceiling caught Dane and Hugo�s eye. At the same time an alarm went off. The speakers blared a warning:
�Achtung, Achtung, Warnung Rot, Keine �bung!�
�That can�t be good,� barked Hugo.
�No, it�s not,� answered Dane quietly. �Sounds like they know we�re here. Let�s move.� The two burst around the corner as the elevator opened. Dane fired first. The man stepping out of the elevator reached for his sidearm but never made it. A non-silenced shot rang out. The report was deafening in the hallway. Hugo looked up to see two men running down the hall toward them, weapons drawn. Hugo dispatched both of them with a single silent burst of fire. Just their falling to the floor made ten times the noise Hugo�s weapon made. The two men stepped into the elevator and closed the door.
�We go to the bottom; right?� asked Hugo.
�Affirmative,� answered Dane. �Then straight down the hall for about twenty yards and then take a left and ten yards to a stairway on the left. That should take us into the bowels of this complex.�
�Lead on, Boss,� said Hugo quietly. �I�m covering the rear.� The elevator stopped two floors down. Dane and Hugo hugged the side walls of the elevator ready for anything short of a hand grenade. The door opened and a single technician reviewing papers on a clipboard stepped in. The technician looked up and turned facing the elevator door. His eyes opened wide. Before he could react, the blade of Hugo�s knife slid into the man�s abdomen in an upwards thrust slicing into the technician�s heart. He died before he hit the floor. Dane closed the door and repressed the basement button. When the door opened Hugo stepped out, weapon leveled for action. No one was there. Hugo placed the technician�s body outside the elevator.
Both Dane and Hugo were surprised that the environment down here was vastly different. This level looked like it was underground. The chilly air was damp. The walls were poured concrete but the lime was leaching profusely from the mix. In some places you could see water leaking through the walls and ceiling. It was a far cry from the nice clean air-conditioned levels above.
�Are we in the right place?� asked Hugo, scanning the area outside the elevator. �This place looks damn near like Hell except it is not hot.�
�To some it probably is,� said Dane quietly. They headed quickly down the long hallway past several doors that looked as though they had not been opened in years. �It doesn�t look like this place gets much traffic.�
Hugo nodded and kept moving. They came to the left-hand turn. Voices! Someone was coming behind them. The two men rounded the corner and ran directly into three armed guards. Hugo fired and slammed himself up against the right side of the wall. Two of the guards dropped dead in their tracks. The third guard unshouldered his weapon and moved behind his two dead comrades and fired. The bullets barely missed Dane�s head and smashed into the wall. A bullet fragment smacked into Dane�s forearm. Even with the bullets flying, Dane was able to get off a burst with his MP-5 and the third guard crumbled. Hugo looked at Dane.
�You okay?� he asked.
�Fine,� said Dane. �Took a bullet frag to the forearm but all is okay except for my ears. I�m gonna bleed a little.� Hugo took a quick look.
�Looks like just a scratch.�
The German weapon fire was loud and resonated throughout the basement.
�We gotta get moving before more guards come,� Dane said. They started moving further down the passageway. Once again they heard many footsteps headed their way.
�Here they come,� said Hugo, leveling his weapon ahead. Within seconds a dozen Germans rushed around the corner. Hugo unloaded a burst of fire, killing at least three. But the return fire from the Germans was withering. Both Dane and Hugo dove into door insets on both sides of the hall, firing constant bursts. The unsilenced German weapons were deafening in these confined halls. Bullets were ricocheting off the concrete walls with concrete chips and powder flying in every direction. For a few seconds chaos reigned.
As the firing ceased, a heavy fog set in from the concrete dust. The Germans pulled back to the far corner about twenty-five yards ahead. Hugo stooped low trying the handle above his head. It opened and he leaned on the door and dove in, reversing his movement and re-aiming his weapon down the hall. Dane tried his door. It was locked. Damn, that was just his luck, he thought. After a few seconds, Dane rather ungracefully leaped over to Hugo�s door and flew over him into the room. The room was dark. Dane couldn�t see his surroundings. All he knew was they were safe from the incoming rounds from the Germans. He crawled up behind Hugo.
�You see �em?� he asked.
�No, but they�re there,� answered Hugo. Suddenly Dane heard a door open behind him. Two Germans were silhouetted in the light coming in through the back door to the room. One was crouched and the other stood behind him. Dane tiptoed across the floor of the darkened room until he had a clear shot. Two short bursts took both men down, one clearly wounded but in terrible pain. Dane leaped under a desk for cover. Chances were the Germans would try to get in again, probably from the front and back simultaneously. Dane glanced back at Hugo. He was gone! Dane looked at the back door and saw shadows. The Germans were coming in again. He checked his clip and prepared for the onslaught. Before he could take another breath, there were several long bursts of fire in the hall outside. Dane heard a man scream and then heard several large thumps as several men fell. He refocused his attention to the back door when a hand appeared waving.
�All clear.��It was a familiar voice. �Don�t fire, Boss. It�s me.� He gingerly poked his head in the door as Dane rolled out from underneath the desk. �Taken to hiding, have we?� Hugo asked smiling. Dane grinned.
�You crazy Texan, why the hell did you do that?� asked Dane, standing up.
�Hell, I figured you blocked the back door so I rushed the bastards from the front and caught all of them readying to rush you through here. I moved in and mowed them down.�
�Well, I can�t argue. It worked like a charm. Let�s go.� The two men stepped to the door, listened and resumed their search for the stairway.
* * *
Throughout the rest of Fortress Alpha all hell broke loose. With the general alarm going off, Captain Boehm�s troops raced through the halls, checking critical rooms and locking down critical staff. Most everyone in the complex was armed and hunting for the intruders. On the F�hrer�s level, almost every inch of the level was teeming with heavily armed storm troops. Massive blast doors were closed, virtually sealing in the F�hrer and her immediate, high-level staff. The storm troops were deployed close to the outside of the blast doors. Their job was simple. Die before letting anyone get to the F�hrer. And they were ready.

CHAPTER SIXTY

Monday, July 18, 2011
Fortress Alpha, Jorgen Maas� Office;�7:35 a.m.
Reports of gunshots came pouring into Maas� office. While information from outside of the Fortress was sparse, the reports from inside the complex were numerous.
�Sir, we have shots fired on several levels. Two technicians were killed on the hangar level. Three men were shot and killed at the elevator on the hangar level. A firefight has erupted with several of our men killed on the basement level. All the disturbance is in the northwest quadrant,� reported Maas� assistant, Max Delper. Delper was a worried man. Maas made it clear to him he was not happy with Delper�s actions in documenting the incursions. Delper did not want to get on Maas� bad side. So Delper was particularly efficient in gathering and reporting all actions occurring throughout the Fortress. He stood before Captain Maas waiting for his reaction.
�Move all available resources to the northwest quadrant. Block all elevators and entrances. They got in, but they will not get out,� Maas said sternly. He looked directly at Delper. �You still here?� he bellowed. �Move your ass now.�And get troops to the basement!�
Maas thought for a second. He knew where they were going. Those sons-of-bitches were going after the two Americans jailed in the sub-basement. But, he thought, the intruders would not know about the sub-basement. He whirled around. �I�m headed to the sub-basement. Have all reports come to me down there!� he yelled as he opened his office door and strode off purposefully down the hall to the elevator. When he turned the corner down the hall, he was pleased to see seven of his armed crack troops guarding the elevator. They all snapped to attention. �Open the damn door. I�m going down there,� he barked to the group leader, who turned and began fumbling with the elevator controls. Maas waited, becoming more and more frustrated with each second. �Why am I waiting?� he shouted just as the elevator door opened, revealing several more armed guards. Maas didn�t give anyone time to answer. He stepped into the elevator and looked at the men. �Get out now,� he said curtly, motioning them toward the open elevator door.
�But sir,� questioned the group leader, �they are guarding the elevator. What if the intruders get in?� Maas gave the group leader a stern look and pulled his pistol.
�They will have to deal with me,� Maas replied matter-of-factly. �I will send the elevator back up. Put these men back in then.� With that, Maas closed the elevator doors and reached into his pocket for the elevator override key. He placed the key in the keyhole and turned it to the right. The elevator began to go down, down to Maas� secret sub-basement.
When the door opened three of his select guards were aiming their weapons at the interior of the elevator. They quickly raised them when they saw it was Maas.
One of the guards gave a quick report. �No incursions at this level, sir,� he said quickly. �I don�t think they know we are down here.�
Maas glared at the guards and walked past them down the short hall to the main chamber. A small smile came across his face as he saw Gr�bner still hanging, moaning quietly.
�Get the Americans, now!� he bellowed at the top of his lungs. Two guards at one end of the room ran off down the hall to get the two prisoners. Maas turned and looked at Gr�bner sternly. He grabbed his chin and pulled it up so Maas could see what was left of his eyes. �How are you, Oberleutnant?� he asked. Gr�bner, although now nearly blind, cracked open his eyes through the dried blood and sweat that glued them together. Weakly he tried to speak. Maas simply stepped back and hit him with his fist across the face. Gr�bner�s head snapped back and he let out a long, low moan. Maas grinned.
Behind him he heard a scuffle. The two guards brought Dana and Randall into the room. Their eyes fixated straight on Gr�bner hanging naked before them.
�Oh, my God!� gasped Dana. She closed her eyes, looked away and started to sob. She had never seen anything like this. She heard Gr�bner moaning. She opened her eyes now realizing it was worse than she thought. The man was alive!
Randall grimaced as he took Gr�bner�s situation in. This was what Maas was capable of? My God, we are going to die.
�Bring the girl and hang her here,� Maas ordered with a slight smile. Randall jumped forward only to be slammed down on the floor by the guard holding him. His head bounced off of the concrete floor. It made a hideous sound. Randall was out like a light. �If he tries that again, kill him,� hissed Maas. �I am finished being nice.� The two guards stood over Randall waiting for him to move again.
�Randall!� screamed Dana, not knowing how badly he was hurt. �Randall, no!� she screamed, trying to fight off her guard but keeping one eye on Randall lying on the floor. The burly guard manhandled Dana over near Gr�bner while another pair of guards pulled an overhead trolley with chains hanging down over to Dana. She sat down hard trying to delay the inevitable as long as she could. The trolley was attached to a set of rails that ran the length of the room. There were two more trolleys still waiting against the wall. Evidently four victims could be hung from the ceiling at one time. It seemed Maas� playground was well equipped for his kind of play.
Dana struggled to free herself from the guards with no success. Her screams clearly hurt the guards� ears. Regardless, the men simply grabbed her hands as she sat there squirming and thrust each of them into steel shackles being locked tightly around her wrists. She tried to lie on the floor and kick the guards.
�Randall!� she screamed as the shackles were locked. �No!� Randall was still lying on the floor. He was not moving. �Oh, God, Randall!� Dana was squirming, trying to release her hands. Her slippers flew into the air as she tried repeatedly to kick at the guards. The two guards stepped back as another pressed a button on the control box in his hand. There was a heavy whirring sound as the chain�s slack was removed, pulling Dana up into a standing position. The whirring stopped for a few seconds, then returned. Dana felt enormous pressure on her wrists and then felt the steel cuffs cutting into her wrists.
�Stop!� she screamed. �It hurts!� She struggled even more as she went up on her tiptoes. She continued to rise as the whirring continued. Then her bare feet left the floor. She hung freely but continued trying to kick the guards.
The pain in her wrists was excruciating. The tight steel cuffs began to cut into her wrists. As she squirmed to try to get out of the cuffs, they cut further into her skin, with small streams of blood immediately becoming visible from underneath the cuffs.
Her screams of pain awoke Randall. He was dazed. He thought he heard screaming but he couldn�t think straight through the haze in his mind. Where was he? He tried to look about the room but could not remain focused. His head was ringing. He felt a warm liquid running down the side of his face. It was blood. He tried to shake his head to clear it but was met with a searing pain in his head. He tried to look up again, his eyes squinting, determined to see clearly what was going on. He could see other people in the room and saw someone hanging from the ceiling but he could not see who it was.
Randall tried to raise a hand to his head but one of the guards stomped heavily on his hand with his heavy boot. He heard the sickening crunch of the bones in his hand but did not feel the pain. As the boot left his hand, he looked blurrily at his crushed appendage and tried to raise it again. This time he felt the pain. A searing pain almost overwhelmed him as he saw his crushed hand hanging limply from his wrist. He looked up at the guard, who was grinning. Blood was oozing from his broken hand.
�Hurts, doesn�t it,� the guard grinned. �Move again and I will crush your other hand.�
Dana�s screaming now filled Randall�s ears. She sounded like a banshee. He looked over at where the cries were coming from and saw Dana hanging from the ceiling by her wrists, kicking and squirming. Her legs were flying in all directions. But Randall couldn�t do anything.�He simply stared at her in a stupor caused by the blow to his head. He still could not fathom what was happening. His mind was moving in slow motion. Sounds from around him were getting to his head but at a delay. It was surreal, like he was in a fog.
�Tie the bitch�s legs,� Maas ordered. �Stop her flailing.� One of the guards reached down and grabbed Dana�s legs just above the ankle. She fought with his grip, kicking him as best she could. Her bare feet slapped against his huge hands. She continued to fight the guard when another guard stepped over and, with a vise-like grip, grabbed her ankles. The first guard pulled away his hands and reached for a section of rope from his pocket. Maas stepped in closer. �Tie her legs tight at the ankles. I do not want her moving.� The sight of her hanging helplessly excited Maas.
�Damn you, you son-of � a-bitch!� Dana screamed. �You bastard!� Dana hurled every expletive she could think of at Maas.
Maas merely smiled and reached into his pocket and brought out a handkerchief. He grabbed Dana�s face with one hand and pried open her mouth with his fingers. She felt the pain of him forcing her jaw open. He roughly jammed the handkerchief in her mouth and stepped back. Dana�s eyes were as wide as saucers and full of tears. She saw this on TV and movies but had no idea how much it hurt to have something jammed into her mouth. She tried to scream again but just a muffled sharp grunt came out. Maas smiled again.
�See,� he said quietly, �We have ways to quiet you down.� He reached up and ran his hand down the side her face and down across her left breast. Dana�s eyes widened and he squeezed her lightly. �Very, very nice,� said Maas almost nicely. �I�ll get to you in a minute.�
The two guards finished lashing her ankles together. Now she could only whimper, hanging there helpless. Randall was still woozy lying on the floor a few feet away.
Maas motioned for the guards to step back. He stepped up to Dana and stood in front of her gazing into her eyes. She was petrified with fear. She had seen what this monster could do to a man. She was afraid she was next. She was right. He looked at her menacingly and reached up and wiped some of her blood trickling down her arm from her wrist with his finger. He put his bloody finger in his mouth.
�Mmmm, you taste good,� he said. �Don�t worry, my dear. Your time will come very soon.�
Dana thought, my time? Oh, God, what was this madman going to do to her? She was more terrified than ever.
Maas turned to Randall, still sprawled on the floor. �Pick him up,� he ordered. �I seem to have several unwelcome visitors here in my complex. I believe they are coming after you. They have already killed several of my men. So I will ask you this only once, Mr. American. Then I will start to enjoy your lady here.� Randall�s head had cleared a bit but was not totally coherent. Maas knew this. Randall�s inability to answer would be his key to justify doing the woman harm. Maas was ready for her.
Randall raised his head and concentrated. He knew Maas wanted Dana in the worst way. He knew he must answer. He also knew whatever plausible answer he gave would hopefully delay Dana�s fate. �They are here to free us,� Randall began, concentrating on his words. Even then they were a bit slurred. �They are U.S. soldiers coming to rescue us. The university sent them when we went missing.�
Maas stood there motionless. He believed Randall. These intruders were well trained, he thought. Look what they had done to some of his crack troops. Maas rubbed his head with his hand. �How did they find us?� demanded Maas.
�The radio� We used the radio. We called for help,� answered Randall, deliberately misleading the German. �When your men jumped us and killed some of our group, we called in for help and gave them our location. They simply brought in troops and are now coming to get us. We told them where your complex was and how to get here. It sounds like they have come as we asked.�
Maas� face was becoming red. If this was true, the battle was just beginning. He had to move and move fast right now. But he glanced over to his prize, the American female. She was young and beautiful. He wanted to ravage her more than anything else. But he must be alive to do that and the intruders outside were definitely closing in. He had to make a decision and make it fast.
�Chain the man to the wall over here,� demanded Maas. The guards walked over and picked up Randall, dragging him over to the wall opposite Dana. �I want him to have a front row seat while I torture this bitch.� With that Maas walked out of the room.

CHAPTER SIXTY-ONE

Monday, July 18, 2011
Deep within Fortress Alpha;�8:00 a.m.
It was quiet. Hugo stuck his head out of the door of the closet to look down the hallway. A single shot rang out and the bullet smacked into the door frame barely missing his head. Sparks flew as the bullet crashed into the metal frame with a loud clink. He pulled his head back and turned to Dane. �It�s hot out here,� he said, bursting through the door and into the recess across the hall. The door barely moved. Even his weight could not force it open. He leveled his weapon as one of the Germans peered around the corner. Hugo fired his silenced weapon and the burst smashed into the German�s face, knocking him back against the far wall now spattered with blood and brain matter.
Hugo reached behind and tried the door handle. It was locked. He checked the corner again, stepped out from the doorway and fired at the locking mechanism. It opened as another German rounded the corner. He stepped back into the open door a step and fired another burst, taking down the two Germans who decided to throw caution to the wind and rush Hugo.
They got exactly two steps each before Hugo�s burst cut them down. Three down, Hugo noted in his mind. He wondered how many to go. He glanced over his shoulder. There was the stairway they were trying to locate. Still covering the corner, Hugo motioned for Dane to come over. Dane peeked out of the opening and leveling his weapon at the corner scooted across the hall and past Hugo into the stairwell.
�Go on,� cried Hugo. �I�ll hold �em off here.�
Dane nodded his understanding and galloped down the metal stairs. He immediately realized he was making too much noise and slowed a bit. He came to the first landing. He took a quick look down to the next landing. Immediately the stairway was alive with gunfire. The sharp clink of lead hitting the steel stairs and the powdery dust from the bullets smashing into the concrete walls threw a blanket of haze and confusion over the area. If it was not for Dane�s safety glasses he was wearing, the tiny bits of concrete would have caused temporary blindness, something you cannot afford in a close firefight.
At the same time he heard gunfire back up the stairs. Evidently Hugo was wreaking havoc on his own. Dane reached into a large pocket on his vest and produced an M67 fragmentation grenade. With bullets still peppering the concrete walls around him, he pulled the pin and released the spoon. After waiting about a second or two, Dane tossed the grenade over the railing and down the space between the two opposing stairways. He turned his head, crouched and readied himself for the explosion. Within seconds there was a deafening explosion magnified immensely by the closed confines of the stairwell. The concussion stunned Dane momentarily.
After a second or two to clear his head, Dane jumped up, raised his weapon, charged down the stairs to the next landing. Smoke was all around. He pushed himself against the far corner of the stairwell and pointed his weapon down to the bottom floor. As the smoke began to clear he could see several bodies lying about him. No one was moving so he carefully stepped down the stairs until he was amidst the bodies. There was no one left alive. Five men and their weapons were sprawled out at the base of the stairs. They didn�t expect to encounter a hand grenade. Dane looked back up the stairs. He still heard shots being fired from above. For a second his thoughts turned to Hugo. Then he quickly realized Hugo was well equipped to take care of himself.
Dane stepped over to the door. He could hear someone on the other side. He reached down with one hand and tried the handle. It was not locked. He used a foot to move one of the bodies away from the base of the door and took position against the concrete wall. He threw open the door and stepped in, leveling his weapon at several Germans in the hall. Immediately he felt a blow to his head and stars filled his eyes. Then everything went black. Dane fell flat on his face. A German stepped away from the side of the door, his weapon still raised. As Dane had come through the door, the man had smashed the butt of his assault weapon into the back of Dane�s head just below Dane�s hairline. Two other Germans quickly jumped on Dane and removed his weapon and his grenades.
�Bring him,� commanded the group leader. �Take him to Maas.� Two other Germans reached down and grabbed Dane by his arms and dragged him down the hall.
Maas rounded the corner and saw Dane. �Well, you got one!� he bellowed. �It�s about damn time.� Maas motioned with his hand as he spun around and walked back to his playroom. The guards struggled to drag Dane as they followed Maas. When the group came to the heavy door of the playroom, Maas stopped and turned to look at Dane. �Who is this son-of-a-bitch anyway? Bring him in and check him for ID.�
�Sir, he has no unit patches on his uniform,� said the soldier. �He�s not a U.S. soldier.�
�Bullshit,� bellowed Maas. �He damn well fights like one. I don�t care if he has Mickey Mouse on his suit. �
The heavy door opened and Maas stepped in. �I have a surprise for you. We have another visitor,� announced Maas, turning to see his men drag Dane into the room. Dana looked at the unconscious man. He looked familiar.
�Oh, my God, Dane!� she screamed. Maas� head snapped around to look at Dana.
�So you know this bastard?� he asked. �He came to free you?�
Randall, still foggy, did recognize Dane but wanted to try to protect him. �Dana, that�s not Dane. It�s only some soldier.� Maas turned his gaze to Randall, who was chained to the opposite wall. Dana realized she screwed up by letting Maas know she knew Dane. She immediately picked up on Randall�s lead. She decided to say nothing more.
�So you don�t know this guy?� asked Maas smiling. �No, I think you do. I think you know exactly who he is.� Dane started to stir, still flanked by the two German soldiers. �Let�s see what he can tell us,� said Maas, walking over and standing over Dane.
Dane�s head was spinning. He never saw the man that cracked his skull and sent him into never-never land. He made a critical error, one that may cost his life. He tried to open his eyes. He was welcomed by a blurry vision of several people standing over him. He decided it would not be prudent to try to take all of them on at once.
Dane slowly shook his head, still trying to clear his mind. All he knew was he was in a large, dungeon-like room with walls made of stone. There was a noticeable smell of smoke as he saw the open fire in a firebox/fireplace to his right. The air was moist and dank except for the slight smoky haze. But there was something else here. There was the smell of fear and suffering. This was definitely not a friendly place.
�Welcome back, asshole,� chided Maas. �I�m glad you are still with us. Maybe you can clear up some things for me.�
Dane looked at Maas. �And who the hell are you?� he asked almost humorously, letting out a grim smile. �Oh, you must be the Devil himself.� He slowly came up on one knee. The two guards beside him stepped back but still held their weapons trained on him.
Maas stepped over and stood in front of Dane. He used his hand to motion to the guards to step back. �I will ask the questions here. Don�t try anything. My men would love the chance to kill you.� Maas turned away from Dane, relishing his control over this intruder. As he stepped away, he began asking questions. �Who are you and where did you come from?� Maas commanded in a low, controlled voice. �I assume that you are part of the army that is attacking us.�
Dane looked at Maas. �Part of a huge army encircling this complex,� Dane said calmly, his head clearing. He mentally checked his acuity as he looked around the room. First and foremost he saw Dana hanging from the ceiling in the center of the room beside a naked, bloody man. He also saw Randall chained to the opposite wall looking untouched. Although hanging by her wrists and barefoot, Dana was still wearing the gray overalls given to her earlier. She did not look molested in any way� yet. He winked at Dana. She winked back. Dane looked at Maas. �Looks like I interrupted your fun.�
Maas spun on his heels and strode back over to Dane and looked him in the eyes. �With one order I can have you killed. Or better yet, we can work on you like this pig here,� he said, motioning toward Gr�bner, still hanging now unconscious. Dane glanced at Maas� victim. What a mess.
�Nice work. So what happens now?� asked Dane.
Maas laughed. �Easy. You talk,� he said loudly, �or I kill you and this twerp chained to the wall and I rape this beauty from now �til hell freezes over!� Maas was grinning broadly as he stood beside Dana.
Dane watched Maas fondle his sister but suppressed his growing anger. �I do have some prepared comments, if that�s what floats your boat,� chided Dane, attempting to piss off Maas. Dane figured if he could get Maas mad he had a better chance at causing enough commotion that he may be able to jump a guard and get a weapon.
Maas laughed again. His guards stared at him. They had neither seen nor heard Maas laugh like this.
�You are a funny but dead man. You simply don�t realize it yet,� chided Maas.
�So,� said Dane looking around the room, �I love what your decorator has done. Early twelfth century, I believe?� Maas grinned and walked over to Dane.
�You have no idea what you are into here.�
�Sure I do. Let me tell you. This is a large underground complex with several thousand devoted Germans set to wreak havoc on the world. How will you do that? You are making gold and have a plan to set the financial world on their ear. Once that is done, your folks take over the world. Am I close?� Dane stared directly into Maas� eyes, waiting, searching for a glimpse of weakness.
Maas was stunned at Dane�s knowledge. And he couldn�t hide it. Randall, who heard the entire explanation, was astounded. Making gold? What the hell was Dane talking about? You can�t make gold.
Maas quickly regained his composure. �Well, we have done some homework, have we not? But that won�t stop your dying.�
�No, probably not, but it just means I will be in heaven a few minutes before you get to hell, asshole. Half of the U.S. and Brazilian army are closing in on this complex with firepower you cannot conceive. Talk about shock and awe� you and yours are going down, hard.� Dane grinned at Maas. He was still trying to piss Mass off, big time. It was working.
Maas strode over to a telephone and dialed a number. With his back to the room he spoke quietly but sternly. After a minute or so he hung up the phone and turned toward Dane.
�You think you have won, do you? Well, you have not. I have called in reinforcements to match your forces. They will be wiped out within hours.�
Dane laughed openly. Maas threw back his head, hands on his hips and laughed.
Dane smiled and wiped sweat from his head and face. He glanced at the guards, who were not paying attention. Maas� laugh and smile vanished in less than a second. In one fluid motion, Dane leaped up from the floor, pulled a knife from his vest. Before the guards could react, Dane had one arm around Maas� neck and the tip of the knife at his throat. The guards stepped back and leveled their weapons at Dane and Maas.
�Put down your weapons!� demanded Dane, slicing into Maas� neck, blood oozing from the cut. Maas reached up and tried to grab Dane�s arm. Dane pulled back, exerting a huge amount of pressure and pain on Maas� neck as he dug the tip of the knife into the underside of Maas� jaw. Maas immediately froze. �I�ll cut this guy�s head right off if you don�t drop your guns, NOW!� The two guards glanced at each other and at Maas. Maas� head was pulled back so far that the guards could not see his eyes or get a sense of Maas� intentions. Both guards dropped their weapons and stepped back.
�Now, that is smart,� said Dane. �Get your butts over by the fire.� Dane kept pressure on Maas� neck as he turned to watch the guards move over by the fire. Dane sliced into the underside of Maas� jaw leaving a three-inch gash. Maas grimaced in pain as blood began to run down his neck. Dane shoved Maas to the ground over toward the two guards. Before Maas hit the floor, Dane reached down and scooped up his weapon from the floor and aimed it at the men.
�Okay, let me tell you what will happen. You,� Dane pointed at one of the guards, �get her down, now!� The guard began to move over toward the lift control. Maas and the other guard began to move slightly. �Whoa! You move, you die.�It�s that simple,� commanded Dane, aiming at Maas and the guard. �Anyone comes through that door, you die. As you said yourself, no more nice guy.�
Dane stepped back a few steps so he could survey the guard at the lift controls and the other two by the fire. There was a whirring sound as the guard lowered Dana to the floor. She moaned slightly as she touched the floor and her arms were relieved of the weight of her body.
�Unlock her shackles!� Dane commanded. The guard started to move toward Dana. �Very slowly,� threatened Dane, watching closely. �You touch her and you die.� The guard held out his hands and stepped over slowly to Dana. He stood there a second and very slowly reached into his pocket and produced the shackle keys. Dana painfully raised her hands toward the guard. He unlocked her right hand. Dane noticed a bloody ring around her wrist as she grimaced in pain when the shackle came off. He fought back his emotions seeing what these pigs did to her and Randall. The guard turned the key to unlock the second shackle, looked at Dane and then dove for his weapon.
Dane�s bullet caught the guard in the head in mid-air. He was dead when he hit the floor. Immediately Maas and the other guard rushed Dane. One of Dane�s shots hit one guard in the chest just as Maas grabbed Dane. Dane�s silenced weapon spun across the floor as Maas and Dane rolled on the floor.
Dana threw off her last shackle and limped over to Randall as fast as she could move. Dane rolled Maas over on top of him and drove his thumb into the open gash under Maas� jaw. Maas screamed in pain and let up a bit. That was all Dane needed as he threw Maas off, against the wall. Dane stood up, wiped his face and glanced at Dana and Randall. Dana had the guard�s keys and was trying to unlock Randall�s chains.
When Dane looked back Maas came at him, grabbing him in a bear hug, both men slamming into the hanging Gr�bner. There was a nasty sounding wet, crunching sound as the impact dislocated both of Gr�bner�s shoulders, immediately placing all of his weight on his two out-of-socket joints. Even with Gr�bner�s silent suffering, this was too much for him. He screamed at the top of his lungs as his left shoulder joint split open revealing a bony, bloody arm socket.
Dane and Maas slammed against the wall, Dane getting a hand free to pummel Maas� face with three sharp punches. Maas� face was red and swelling fast. Blood from his wound flowed down his chest. With a quick spin, Maas was behind Dane, his one arm around Dane�s neck and his other arm up under Dane�s armpit and behind his neck. This was effectively a half nelson wrestler�s hold. It was very hard to recover from the hold. Maas felt he had the upper hand, but again he was wrong.
Dane jerked his head back, slamming the back of his head into Maas� nose. There was an explosion of blood as Maas� grip loosened and he fell back to the floor. Dane lunged toward Maas, hoping to take advantage of the pain and disorientation caused when one has his nose broken. Maas, however, had recovered enough to catch Dane in mid-air and fling him over into the hard rock wall near the fireplace. Dane�s head crunched hard into the hot stone, nearly knocking him out. As he struggled to get up again, he felt Maas� huge arms around him again. Another half nelson� This time Dane was ready for it.
Dane fumbled with his free hand and located another large combat knife within his waistband, under his vest. As the two men danced across the room in an embrace of death, Dane pulled the knife and with a quick blow stabbed the knife between Maas� legs and deep into his crotch. Maas� eyes bulged from his face as Dane lifted Maas up on the razor-sharp blade and jerked the knife up and out between the legs of Maas.
The razor-sharp combat knife did its duty. Maas� grip lightened as the extreme, stinging pain ran like lightning through his loins as he realized his manhood was sliced from him. Maas released his grip on Dane and instinctively reached for his crotch, now gushing blood. Dane�s knife severed Maas� genitals and opened the entire underside of his crotch from back to front. Dane stepped back as a part of Maas� insides simply dropped to the floor with a disgustingly sounding spat. With his entrails hanging from his bloody body, Maas looked at Dane with a strange calm look and then down at his guts on the floor.
�Die, you son-of-a-bitch,� Dane said, looking directly into Maas� eyes. �Your guts are on the floor and you have tortured your last victim. You should have never screwed with my sister!� Maas� eyes widened as he realized Dana was Dane�s sister. That was why this man was so hell-bent in rescuing her. But that was Maas� last thought as he fell to the ground in a huge pool of blood which was getting larger each second. �That was a nice day�s work,� Dane said as he stepped over to Dana and Randall. He took the keys from Dana and unlocked Randall�s chains. His sister and brother-in-law were now free.
�Oh, my God, Dane, are you all right?� asked Dana.
�Frankly, I�ve never felt better,� answered Dane with a smile. �I�m so glad to see both of you alive.�
Dana�s mind turned toward Gr�bner. �Can we get this poor man down?� asked Dana, looking over at him. He was hanging by his dislocated arms, his knees a few inches from the floor. If he wasn�t dead, he was very close. Dane stepped over to Gr�bner and with one hand lifted his head and looked into his eyes. The man was dead. He was Maas� last victim.
�Dana, he�s gone,� answered Dane. �We can�t do anything for him now. �
�God, that poor man,� said Dana, tearing up. She felt a strange kinship with Gr�bner as they both had been at the mercy of Maas. She also realized she could have been hanging there dead as well.
Dane collected his weapon and looked about the room for the best way out. Now the hard part started. He had to get them out of this hellhole.

CHAPTER SIXTY-TWO

Monday, July 18, 2011
Outside Fortress Alpha;�8:10 a.m.
Ben watched calmly as yet another German patrol passed by his hiding place. Tim was to his right, also well hidden. Tecal and his men were still out in the jungle around them. With German patrols in all directions, Ben continued to have a view of the hatch. As the patrol moved away, several shots rang out to Ben�s left. It must be Tecal, thought Ben. Quickly there was return fire sounding like the German weapons they heard previously. Tecal�s men most likely were ambushing the Germans while staying out of direct confrontations.
Tecal�s men were similar to the forces of The Swamp Fox, Francis Marion. Marion was the Revolutionary War officer who led the militia back in Ben�s home state of South Carolina. His forces refused to line up as conventional forces did in European wars where the opposing forces lined up and took turns firing at each line until one side broke and ran. Marion�s men instead hid in the forests and pounced upon the redcoats as they passed on roads and trails in the woods. So unconventional were his ways, British officers complained he was not fighting fairly, as if war was fair.
Ben removed his silencer from his weapon. He motioned for Tim to do the same. Immediately there was a rustling in the underbrush behind him. Ben raised his HK MP-5 submachine gun, moved the firing selector to automatic and waited. Five seconds later a German stepped into view not five feet from Ben. Ben looked the German in the eye and squeezed the trigger. The noise of the weapon was loud and the result fatal. The quick burst of the MP-5 sent five bullets into the German, ripping open his chest. He fell immediately. Thinking there may be a trailer, Ben remained alert. Ben jerked his head around as Tim fired a short burst and took down another German just off to their left. That was the trailing one, Ben surmised. Thankfully the two bodies fell into the underbrush and were virtually hidden. Tim crawled over to Ben.
�That was close,� Tim whispered.
�Too damn close,� answered Ben. �Those bastards are all over the map. We really stirred up a hornet�s nest this time but we are doing our job, causing a diversion. I hope Dane and Hugo are having better luck.�
�Have you heard anything from them?� asked Tim, his eyes still on the surrounding brush.
�No. I�m getting worried. It�s been several hours. They are either very successful or dead.�
�Damn,� sighed Tim.
More gunfire broke out further out to their left. They could hear cries of pain and then more gunfire.
�Any action with the hatch?� asked Tim.
�No,� answered Ben. �We must assume Dane and Hugo are okay. It would help if we could take some heat off of them.�
�Yeah, I was thinking the same thing. What say we hit the hatch and stir up some action,� said Tim.
After quickly checking their arms and ammo, Ben and Tim crawled their way toward the hatch and the bunker beside it. Now within twelve feet of the bunker, Ben flashed a thumbs-up sign to Tim and ran the last few feet to the empty bunker. Ben settled down inside aiming his weapon out of the front opening covering Tim. Within seconds Tim burst over the edge of the bunker and climbed in.
�So far so good,� reported Tim. �Cover me while I check the hatch.� Tim pulled a hand grenade out of his vest pocket and hung it on the outside of his vest. �I always wanted to do that again,� he grinned. �Just like my old military days.
Tim crawled from the bunker and moved the ten feet over to the hatch. He looked for a latch of some kind and found it on the back side of the hatch. He tried to open it. It wouldn�t budge. He reached back into his vest and extracted a small 3-by-3 inch cube of C-4 plastic explosive.
* * *
Deep inside the fortress, another alarm screamed. The outside sensors deployed earlier detected someone. That someone was Tim.
�Alarm at Hatch 0-122! The intruders are entering Hatch 0-122!� cried the technician on duty. The security supervisor bolted into the control center from his office.
�Report,� he ordered.
�I record multiple sensor alarms at Hatch 0-122,� the tech said calmly after settling his nerves a bit. �Several sensors around the hatch are detecting movement; possibly persons out there.�
The supervisor picked up the phone and called Maas� office. Delper answered quickly. �We have multiple sensor alarms at Hatch 0-122.�
�Understood,� answered Delper. �I will inform Maas myself. Keep me apprised of the situation.� Delper hung up the phone and re-dialed the number down in the sub-basement. After ten rings he realized no one was answering the telephone. He turned and motioned to an orderly standing over beside a file cabinet. �Go down to the sub-basement and tell Captain Maas we have intruders coming in through Hatch 0-122. Go now!�
The orderly scampered off down the hall toward the elevator. Delper stood there staring at the map on the wall. He wondered if this was the beginning of the end both for himself and the fortress.
* * *
Each man carried several small cubes for heavy duty demolition as needed. Tim took the C-4 out of the wrapping paper and pressed the putty into the crack under the hatch lock. Once happy with the placement, Tim pulled out a detonator and small timer and connected the two. He checked the connection, set the fuse for twenty seconds and implanted the detonator into the C-4. Another quick check and he tripped the timer and leaped up and ran over to the bunker.
�Fire in the hole,� he said to Ben as they both ducked their heads. There was a medium-sized explosion and it was all over. Both Ben and Tim jumped from the bunker and ran over to the hatch, now lying about three feet from the opening in the ground. Ben peered in to see a small room painted white with a ladder leading down. He looked at Tim. �Your honors� �
Tim stepped up to the hatch and looked inside. Seeing no one, he scrambled down the ladder and stood beside the door leading from the room. He turned and looked back for Ben. That�s when he noticed a small red light flashing in the corner of the room.
�Ben, looks like there is an alarm. We are going to have company very soon,� said Tim, watching Ben descend the ladder. The two stood together for a second as Ben nodded to Tim. Tim opened the door leading to a hallway. He looked out and immediately met with a hail of gunfire. He jerked his head back in.
�Holy shit!� he exclaimed turning to Ben. �Change that� we have company.�
The continuous fire sent bullets and fragments bouncing off the walls and smacking into the door frame. Both Tim and Ben plastered themselves against the wall trying to avoid being hit. Tim took the grenade from his vest front and pulled the pin. He held on to the spoon.
�Which way is the fire coming from?� he asked Ben.
�Both ways,� answered Ben. Tim reached into his vest again and produced another grenade and pulled its pin. With both grenades armed, Tim waited for the inevitable lull in fire and stepped into the doorway. He released the two spoons, waited a second and threw a grenade in both directions. As he twirled around back into the inside wall, two loud explosions ripped through the hallway. There was concrete dust high and low. Both Tim and Ben heard moaning as they stepped into the hallway, one to the right and one to the left. The two aimed their weapons ahead and moved down the hall. Ben noticed the same room numbers Dane and Hugo reported. They were printed in German.
The hall to the right ended several feet down from the hatch room. Tim saw four dead Germans lying behind a short, quickly built sandbag wall. He checked to see all were dead and turned and gave Ben an all-clear call.
�Clear,� chirped Tim.
�Clear,� answered Ben, checking his victims at the other end of the hall. There were five more dead near him. At Ben�s end the Germans sandbagged the corner before the door to the elevator. Ben kept one eye on the elevator should it suddenly open and more troops poured out.
�Tim, over here. I found an elevator,� called Ben. Tim sprinted down the hall to meet Ben. They looked at the elevator lights and saw it was operational as it moved from floor to floor. It seemed to be locked out of this floor, though. Suddenly Ben and Tim were startled by a crackling message from a radio on one of the Germans� bodies.
�Komandozentrale. Bericht� � Then there was static and silence. It took ten seconds until the second call came in.
�Komandozentrale. Nochmals. Wiederholen. Bericht� �
�Sounds like company�s coming again,� said Ben. �Let�s get ready for �em.� Ben and Tim raced down the hall and dragged sandbags down, placing them against the elevator door. After about four trips they had a sizable wall built. Still watching the elevator lights, they waited. Every now and then they heard a few shots outside. Tecal and his men were doing a great job out in the jungle, Ben surmised.
�If the elevator comes, let�s cover both sides and lob in a grenade as soon as the door opens. They�ll first see the sandbags before us,� explained Ben. Tim nodded in agreement and pulled out two grenades and sat them on top of the sandbag wall. Tim was on the left and Ben was on the right of the elevator doors. They knew other Germans would come soon. Since no one answered the report calls, reinforcements were surely on their way. They waited.
Their wait was not long. Only two minutes passed when Ben saw the light outside the elevator light up for their floor.
�Heads up, here they come!� Tim picked up the grenades and pulled the pin, still holding the spoons of each. As the door opened the Germans inside began shooting. The door was not open a foot when Tim tossed the two grenades into the elevator.
�Granate!� someone screamed from within the elevator. But it was too late. The grenades rolled around at the Germans� feet while some were still firing; others were on their knees scrambling for the grenades. The two explosions were deafening. The elevator door was completely torn off, making a scrambled mess of the men inside. When Tim peered in, there was nothing left in one piece. He couldn�t even count how many men were inside.
�That�s a damned mess,� he said to Ben. �But I doubt they will be able to use this elevator again.� Ben�s eyes widened.
�Okay. There has to be a stairway on this floor. Let�s find it!� Both men had forgotten about a stairway, a back door to the floor. Tim hustled down the hall opposite the elevator. Ben took off back toward the hatch. It was Tim who noticed a large door with a wire reinforced window.
�Here!� yelled Tim. Just as he called to Ben, he noticed movement behind the door. He stepped back and fired a burst into the door. Ben rounded the corner, not knowing what to expect. �They�re in the stairwell,� yelled Tim, moving away from the door. �I fired through the door and got a few of them but I don�t know how many are left.
�My guess is too damn many,� said Ben calmly. �They probably sent a force up the stairs at the same time they sent these guys up the elevator. They figured they would hit us from both ways. We foiled that plot.�
There was gunfire in the stairwell. The bullets slammed through the door and ricocheted off of the white painted concrete walls, sending lead bits and concrete chips flying in all directions. Tim was sitting in a doorway a few feet away from the stairway door leaning back into the door.
�Damn! �Tim screamed as he grabbed his head.��I�m hit.�
Ben looked over to see a rivulet of blood coming down the left side of Tim�s face. �How bad?� he asked. Tim realized he was bleeding but strangely it did not hurt.
�Must be a graze.�I�m bleeding like a stuck pig but I seem to be okay.�
Tim raised his weapon and returned fire at the stairway door, riddling it again. He wiped more blood from his face and sat there. Ben moved down the hall on the other side beside the stairway door. He pulled out a grenade and placed it on the floor beside him. Tim looked at him puzzled.
�You gonna throw that thing at a closed door?� Tim asked loudly.
�Hell, no,� answered Ben. �It�s just in case we need some help,� he said smiling.
The firing stopped.
�Watch the door. They may have grenades too, you know,� warned Tim. He was still wiping blood from his face. Ben acknowledged with a nod. Suddenly there was a noise behind them. Ben turned and aimed to see Tecal peering around the corner.
�Mr. Ben!� called Tecal. �Mr. Ben, we have to go. Go now. Many, many Germans coming. My man see two trucks filled with men with guns.�
�Damn,� said Ben turning to Tim. �You hear that? Think you can make a run for it?�
�Yeah, we better vamoose,� answered Tim, holding a handkerchief to his head near the left side of his hairline. �We�ve done all we can here. Let�s go.�

CHAPTER SIXTY-THREE

Monday, July 18, 2011
Inside Fortress Alpha;�8:20 a.m.
Hugo had held the far superior force at bay for a while now. There was a lull in the fighting as both sides took a breath and recalculated their actions. After Dane went down the stairs, Hugo was inundated with troops coming from both directions. He barricaded himself in a technical services area, sealed with the exception of the doorway he guarded. He kept one eye on the hallway and one on the stairwell across the hall. He looked out again and drew no fire.
�Okay, Hugo. It�s time to get the hell out of here,� he said to himself as he rose and checked his silenced MP-5. With that thought, Hugo burst from the room and threw himself across the hall into the stairway door. This time the door flew open and Hugo rolled into the stairwell. Immediately gunfire erupted from below. Hugo hugged the wall and climbed the stairs to the next floor. At the door he looked through the small wire-reinforced window and saw normal looking people walking by: normal by way of not having guns in their hands. He could also hear an audible alarm on this floor. He pressed his face against the glass and took another look. He saw a few folks dressed in gray coveralls, some in white technician coats hurrying down the hall.
By now he hoped Dane had found Dana and Randall. If not, then they probably wouldn�t find them at all. Hugo placed this in the back of his mind as he cracked open the door and stepped out into the hall, aiming his MP-5 submachine gun right and left down the hall. Personnel scrambled in all directions. Hugo was a bit puzzled. These were definitely not soldiers. They looked like normal workers. He decided to go to his right for no particular reason. He had a map inside his vest but this was not the time to sit down and read it. He needed to move and move fast.
As folks ran about, Hugo double-timed down the hall until he found another set of stairs. He ducked in the stairwell and leaned against the wall. He could still hear the alarm outside in the hall. Hugo wished someone would shut that thing down. The noise was driving him crazy. He pulled his map and took a quick look at what was on this floor. Mostly, there were science labs for the most part. That explained the folks in white coats. He ran his finger along the central hallway looking for an alternate way out when he ran across an interesting area on the map, Main Power Generation. Bingo, he thought. What�s the best way to cause total confusion underground? Turn out the friggin� lights!
Hugo smiled to himself. He had a flashlight but he bet none of the others down here had one. He remembered seeing emergency lights, though. They operated on battery power in each unit so it would not be totally dark. But still it would screw with folks� minds down here and that�s all he needed. He could create a bit of confusion and may be able to get out alive.
Hugo roughly folded the map and jammed it back into his vest. He took a look out the small window in the door and took a deep breath. Again when he burst out of the stairwell the white coats were so startled they began falling over themselves trying to get out of the way. Hugo held his weapon high aiming in the direction he was running. He was very surprised he did not run into any guards or armed soldiers. But he was sure they would be on their way as soon as his presence was reported. Hugo hurried down the hall and turned right and stepped up to a double doorway labeled Stromerzeugung 7-79. The label was in German but Hugo knew by the map it was the power station for the complex.
He leaned against the right-side door. It was locked. He looked around and, seeing only a few people standing several meters away, he stepped back and fired two shots into the lock. The two shots sounded like a sputter with the silencer, but the door lock was mangled, parts of the lock flying in all directions. Hugo pushed the door and it opened, revealing what looked like a multi-level factory deep within the complex. There was a loud humming noise in the background. He stood in amazement for several seconds until an older man about sixty in white overalls popped around the corner of a piece of equipment and was face to face with Hugo.
�Wer zum Geier sind Sie?� he sputtered. Hugo reached out to the old man and gently led him back into a small corridor between the door and the equipment.
�Sprechen Sie Englisch?� Hugo asked in German. The old man looked at Hugo.
�Yes, I speak English. What are you doing here?� he asked nervously.
�I was sent here to guard the plant,� said Hugo smiling. �We have intruders in the complex and we believe they are heading this way. But first I have a small job to do.�
�Oh, my goodness. But you don�t work here. I must call the guards,� said the old man, clearly not totally understanding the situation. He stepped forward toward the telephone on the wall behind Hugo.
�No sir,� Hugo said sternly. �You cannot call anyone. Only emergency communications are allowed. And this is not an emergency.� The older man looked at Hugo with a puzzled look on his face. Hugo tried to change the subject. �Hey, what do you do here? This is the power plant for the entire complex?�
�I�m senior operations master of the power station,� the old man said proudly.
�Oh, so you know how this entire station works?� asked Hugo nicely, waving his hand across the area below.
�Oh, yes. I have to know that,� the old man explained.
�Well, why don�t you please tell me how it works,� said Hugo calmly, realizing the old man was not a threat and if treated with respect, he might tell him what he needed. �If I am to protect you and your station, I should know a bit more about what I am protecting, don�t you think?�
�I told you who I was; now you tell me who you are,� said the old man.
�I�m a security guard leader, Captain Werner, sent down here to guard the power plant. We are under attack and those in charge ordered me to come down here. �
�Strange,� said the old man confused. �I was not told of this. I should have been told of this,� he said, looking at the clipboard in his hands.�He was clearly confused. �I don�t see anything here� �
�We are under emergency orders,� interrupted Hugo matter-of-factly. �All normal operations are superseded by the emergency orders.� Hugo tried to change the subject again. �This is the first time I have been in this quadrant. It is very impressive,� he said, looking around the area.
While the rest of the building was very much like a regular building, this part was a factory. Huge pipes ran overhead. Rather than the office/hospital smell of the rest of the building, there was a slightly oily smell and the humidity was definitely higher. The noise was at times deafening.
�Yes, I see,� agreed the old man. �As you can see, this is the plant that produces all of the electrical power for the entire complex.�
�Wow, this is very impressive,� said Hugo, walking away from the old man farther into the room. He kept an eye on the old man as he came to a railing on an overlook. He was taking an awful chance the old man may see through his ruse. Hugo looked down. He gasped inwardly as he saw five levels below this one, all centered around a huge cylindrical tower at least four stories high. �I have never seen anything like this.�
The old man hesitated a few seconds and then walked over closer to Hugo. �That is because this does not exist anywhere else in the world. It is a geothermal power station modified to yield unlimited power.�
�Unlimited? How can that be?� asked Hugo. �Energy sources need fuel replacement periodically.�
The old man smiled meekly. �No, I don�t think this power source will run out any time soon.�
Hugo acted puzzled. �I don�t understand, sir. You mean this power station can run forever?�
�In theory, yes, it can. In practice, mechanical parts will wear out and will need replacement. But the source of the power is unlimited as we know it now.�
�How�s that?� asked Hugo.
�Our power comes from the volcanic action at the core of the earth. We drilled down to the level where we were able to reliably tap into the molten rock under the earth. Then we pump water down under pressure and it all gets turned to steam. The steam is used to run these turbines to generate unlimited amounts of power,� the old man said, motioning toward several steam turbines down on the lower levels. �Other countries such as Indonesia and Iceland are working toward this model, but no one has this technology. We are the world leaders, except we don�t share the technology with anyone. In fact, there is technology here that is highly secret. It is the key to the generation of unlimited power.�
Hugo noticed movement to his right. Two white coat technicians were walking toward them. �Here are two of my technicians now,� said the old man proudly. The technicians slowed their walk and looked cautiously at Hugo. Armed men were not the norm in these areas. Hugo let his weapon fall to his side.
�Do not be alarmed,� said the old man. �This is Captain Werner, a guard leader sent down here to protect us. Evidently we are under attack.� The two technicians seemed to relax a bit. �What do you need?� asked the old man.
�Sir, number four turbine is due for maintenance next week,� started one of the technicians. �I wonder if we can begin some of the preliminary work this afternoon. It would put us ahead of schedule.�
�Fine idea,� said the old man beaming. �See, my staff is on top of everything.� The technicians both smiled at Hugo and then turned and headed back down the far steps to a gantry way two floors below. Hugo smiled back without saying a word.
Hugo decided to make his move. �Sir, I�m afraid I must go down to the lower levels now to check out the security. Do you want to accompany me?� Hugo hoped the old man would just stay up here.
�You go ahead. I have other pressing needs about the plant. Please let me know if you have any questions or needs,� said the old man. At that, he turned and walked away, reviewing his clipboard.
Hugo smiled to himself. You know, sometimes it doesn�t take force to get what you need. Sometimes you can sweet talk your way in. And Hugo was the sweet talk king! Ladies or gentlemen, it did not matter. Hugo shouldered his weapon but made certain he could get at it quickly. He strolled down the walkway, stopping here and there to take a good look at the layout. His thoughts were to get down on the generator floor and try to blow up the portals down to the volcanic rock. That would cripple the power station and render the complex blind. All of the sensors and alarms would be out of service. Then they all stood a better chance of getting out of the complex alive.
Dane� Hugo decided to check his radio in case Dane had signaled him and he had not heard it in all of the earlier commotion. No message. He wondered what Dane was up to. Since being separated Hugo had no idea where Dane was or his condition. He decided to contact him.
Hugo keyed his radio. �Contact,� he sent. There was a short pause that seemed like forever.
�Contact green,� the response came from Dane. Contact green meant all was well. Hugo gave a sigh of relief. At least he was alive and well. His location was still a mystery. Hugo decided to risk another call.
�Delta, Hotel,� called Hugo.
�Rog, Hotel,� a raspy answer sputtered from the radio. Hugo decided the poor quality was due to his location deep within the complex.
�Status,� called Hugo.
�Package safe, egress on,� responded Dane. Dane had Dana and Randall and was in the process of getting out of the complex.
�Rog, Delta, same here.�
�Delta, Hotel, Bravo here,� the call came from Ben outside in the jungle. �Hot, repeat hot at egress one.�
That was trouble, thought Hugo. Dane rescued Dana and Randall and they were trying to get out. He was trying to get out as well. Ben, on the other hand, was in a hot situation outside by the hatch and taking fire. Not good.
Hugo figured it was time to close this joint down.

CHAPTER SIXTY-FOUR

Monday, July 18, 2011
Inside Fortress Alpha;�9:45 a.m.
Dane checked his ammo and waited while Dana retrieved her slippers. This gave Randall a few minutes to regain his strength. Dana joined Randall and looked at him.
�Babe, you okay?� she asked, caressing his head. Randall looked up with a big grin.
�Can�t think of a time I�ve been better.�
Dane turned and smiled. Thank God his sister and brother-in-law were safe.
�You lovebirds ready to fly?� asked Dane.
�Is a pig�s butt pork?� answered Randall using one of his colloquialisms he was famous for. �Hell, we were ready yesterday.�
�Okay, here�s what we have.� Dane stepped over to the two sitting by the wall and took a knee. �Hugo and I came in through an access door on the hangar deck.�
�Hangar deck,� Randall asked perplexed. �Are you saying we are on an aircraft carrier?�
Dana, puzzled, looked at Dane for the answer.
�No. I better start over. We are in a very large underground complex in the Amazon. It is run by a group of neo-Nazis hell bent on world domination. As if they didn�t learn their lesson back in World War II. Anyway, these Germans are as deadly as the World War II Nazis and equally well financed. In fact, they are making gold here to use to destroy the world�s economy so they can take over.�
Dane looked over at Dana and Randall. They were totally enthralled with his little dissertation. Their eyes were firmly focused on Dane.
Randall was stunned. �Wait� did you say making gold?� Dana was astonished. She could not believe what she was hearing either.
�Yes, I did. But that�s a conversation we can have later,� answered Dane, trying to move on.
�Anyway, it seems you two stumbled upon this complex unknowingly and were captured. Now, for the life of me, I do not know why they didn�t just kill you and leave it at that. But they didn�t, thank God. We came looking for you and found the complex and recruited a small band of folks to try to get you out. It�s us against hundreds of Germans,� Dane continued. �Hugo and I came inside to get you. Ben Jamison and several of his native friends are covering our escape back in the jungle. Oh, Tim Dothan is also with Ben.�
�Tim�s here?� exclaimed Dana.
�Yes, along with Dr. Nance and Dr. Weeks. They are all back at the base camp.�
�Damn, we sure did cause a stir, didn�t we?� said Randall sheepishly. �Maybe we should have gone to Peru like you wanted. I should have known better.�
�You can�t blame yourself. No one knew all this was here,� explained Dane, �not even the U.S. or Brazilian governments, as far as we know. There were a few clues over the years but no one ever put two and two together until you guys disappeared. Then Hugo and I did. The Brazilian government simply wrote you guys off as an accident. We never got around to asking the U.S. government, at least officially.� Dane was referring to his CIA contacts. Dane stood and took his weapon off of his shoulder. Randall got up slowly and helped Dana up.
�All that is history� now we have to leave,� said Dane. �You guys up for it?�
�We are so very ready,� said Dana smiling.
�Good. Randall, grab one of those weapons over there and collect all of the ammo you can find. Dana, get a weapon too. We may have to fight our way out. You guys know how to handle these guns?�
�Yeah,� quipped Dana as she picked up a German HK MP-7A1submachine gun, pulled back the bolt, removed the extended magazine and checked the ammo. Dane�s eyes widened as she reinserted the magazine and released the bolt, placing a live round in the chamber. �I�m ready,� she announced, her finger on the safety. Randall followed suit with the other guard�s weapon.
�Damn, little sister, I guess you are,� grinned Dane.
Dane stepped over to Maas� body. His eyes were still wide in an unbelieving stare. Dane searched Maas� pockets, not really knowing what he was looking for. But one could never tell what one might find. All he found was a crumpled printout of a few radio messages the Germans had picked up earlier. Dane smiled to himself. He knew it! Their radio silence earlier paid off. He imagined what might have been if the group had discussed their plans and operations over the open radio. Things could have been disastrously different. Then Dane came across a set of keys. He decided to take them in case he might need to get through a locked door. Dane assumed Maas� keys would fit everything in the complex. He was right.
�We ready?� Dane asked as he stood up over Maas.
Dana stepped over and stood beside her brother. She pointed her weapon at Maas� body. �That bastard was going to kill us if you had not gotten here. I never thought I would say this about anyone, but I�m glad he�s dead. I don�t even want to think about what would have happened� � Dane stopped her in mid-sentence with a bear hug.
�Don�t think about it, Dana. You are safe for now. But we need to get our asses out of here.�
�Hell, I�m packed and ready to travel,� declared Randall. �Let�s hit it.�
Dane led the group through the large stone doorway and down the hall toward the elevator. �Stick close. There�s no one else down here but when we get to the higher levels we are going to be in chaos.� He turned to see Dana and Randall looking at him wide-eyed.
�I�m as ready as I can be,� said Randall, mustering all the bravado he could. Randall was not the military type. Dana smiled meekly. Such a dichotomy, little Dana smiling and hefting an automatic weapon that made her look even smaller. The group moved swiftly down the hall and stopped at the corner. Dane popped his head around the corner and withdrew quickly. He could see the corridor was empty and the elevator door at the end.
�It�s clear. Let�s go catch the elevator and get out of here,� Dane said as he led the group in a dead run down the hall. They stopped in front of the elevator. They were lucky. The door was wide open. The group got in. Dane looked at the control panel. They were at the bottom of the complex. They needed to get to the top. Dane knew that this elevator went from the sub-basement to the hangar level but was not certain of where on the hangar level. He decided to go to the top and find their way out.
�Okay, here�s my plan. We are at the bottom of the complex now. This elevator will take us to the top level, which should be the hangar deck. That�s where Hugo and I came in,� explained Dane. I�m not certain where the closest egress point is located but at least we will be only one level underground. I figure we can find a way out. That is if we don�t run into a large group of Germans who disagree with our leaving. So once I close the door I want you two to stand on this side of the elevator.�
Dane motioned to the left side of the elevator. �I will be here. I can�t guarantee where the elevator will stop. Hopefully it will give us a non-stop ride, but I doubt it. So be ready if the door opens and the bad guys are waiting for us. They shouldn�t be expecting us, which gives us an advantage. Is everyone clear?� Both Dana and Randall bobbed their heads, still contemplating what they were about to experience.
Dane leveled his weapon at the doorway, reached over and pressed the hangar level button. After what felt like an eternity the elevator doors closed and the car began slowly to rise. Dane and the group watched intently as the lights denoted their movement up. Two levels, four levels, then the elevator stopped. �Get ready!� said Dane as he aimed his silenced MP-5 at the door. Dana and Randall followed his lead. The door opened revealing a startled group of two women and a man dressed in white coveralls. They were unarmed. One woman screamed while the man turned to go get help. Dane took his finger off the trigger of his weapon and reached over and closed the door. The car began to rise again.
There was a collective sigh of relief among the elevator passengers as the car began its upward climb.
�Ready?� Dane asked rhetorically as the group saw the panel lights move to the hangar level. The door opened.
They were immediately faced with an enormous cavern of a room. This was the hangar deck, more than four stories tall, not a hallway as they had experienced up to now. The elevator was in one corner of the room but was out in the open. Dane pulled the stop button so that the door would stay open in case they needed to use it again to escape.
He scanned the area. He saw a black helicopter over to their right. The way to the left was clear. Dane motioned to Dana and Randall to follow him as he dashed to his right, closely following the wall until they were behind the helicopter.
There was activity everywhere. It actually did remind Dane of an aircraft carrier hangar deck. He could see maintenance crews working on equipment and helicopters. Several vehicles and aircraft tugs were moving throughout the hangar level. So much for sneaking out unseen, he thought. He continued to scan the room.
�Holy crap!� remarked Randall, beginning to see for the first time the enormity of the complex they had stumbled upon. �This place is huge.� Dana said nothing. She too was in awe of this underground world.
Dane�s eye caught something. It was a flight of steps that went up to an opening four stories above the hangar floor. He had no idea where the stairs led but he was happy they went up and there was cover at the top. The staircase was about thirty feet farther to their right but very close to a group of technicians working on a large Russian-made Hind heavy-lift helicopter.
Dane pointed the stairs out to Dana and Randall.��Our way out,� he said. Dane surveyed the area further. Between them and the Hind were two small jeep vehicles and a large wooden crate over against the wall. Dane figured they could easily get to the crate and move behind the two jeeps but the last several feet to the stairs were in the open. And then there were the stairs themselves. They were attached to the wall of the hangar in plain view of the entire room. Once they began their climb to freedom, they would be in a clear kill zone for anyone with a weapon on the hangar level. What they needed was a diversion. Dane knew exactly what to do next.
The small group gathered together closely. �Okay, we are leaving now. You see the stairs over there? That�s our way out. We will sneak behind the crate here and past the two jeeps. Once we are in position I will throw a grenade down the hangar deck that will get everyone�s attention while we scramble up the stairs to that door up there,� he said, pointing to the top of the stairs. �You ready?�
�Let�s go,� said Randall.
Dana chimed in, �Ready.�
Dane reached into his vest and pulled out a grenade. Still in a crouch, the threesome scurried behind the large crate and on along behind the jeeps. They were now a few feet from the mechanics working on the Hind. They could hear the conversations clearly in German between the workers. Dane looked at Dana and Randall and nodded. Both gave a thumbs-up signal.
Dane pulled the pin on the grenade and threw it as hard as he could down toward the far wall of the hangar level, about fifty yards away. Dane saw the grenade hit the floor and skitter between several fifty-five gallon drums. Almost immediately there was a deafening explosion. Flames bolted from the area of the explosion and flaming fuel raced across the floor of the hangar. People ran in all directions. An alarm klaxon sounded. Chaos ensued.
�Go, go, go!� screamed Dane. Without hesitation the trio raced in a full run to the stairs and began climbing. As they turned to take the next flight of steps, they saw two burning men screaming and running through the flames. Others were running toward the men with hand-held fire extinguishers to douse the flames. Heavy black smoke was beginning to overwhelm the area, rising to their level on the stairs. The acrid black smoke served to shield the fleeing group from those below.
They kept climbing, climbing for their lives. They were only one flight from the top when Dane noticed an armed German stepping out of the doorway above to see what happened. Dane raised his silenced MP-5 and fired twice. The man fell back from the railing of the stairs and onto the top landing.
Seconds later the group reached the top. Dane ducked into the doorway hoping to find a clear way out. Dana and Randall stood outside on the stairway landing, horrified at the mayhem below.
The grenade had landed among several aviation fuel barrels. When it exploded, the blast sprayed burning fuel all over the area, igniting a jeep and another helicopter which was armed with machine guns and rockets. The rockets exploded causing a massive blast that either killed or injured nearly everyone on that end of the hangar level.
Fire and smoke filled the area. No one saw their escape since those that were not killed or injured were fighting the fires. Some personnel had broken out hoses and were beginning to spray the deck with water. Several men clad in silver fire suits were breaking out other fire equipment and clamoring onto firefighting rigs. The fire alarm klaxon was still blaring. The scene was utter chaos. Neither Dana nor Randall had ever seen such destruction and loss of life.
Dane stuck his head back out of the door. �Come on,� he yelled over the din of the hell below them. The heat was getting intense.
The group ran through the door. Dane closed it behind them. The roar of the fire and the klaxon subsided. Dana felt that she could think again. �This way.�I found a hatchway out.� They ran down a short hallway to a set of stairs leading up to a closed hatch. Dane ran up the stairs and looked for a lock. He had Maas� keys so he felt they should be able to unlock the hatch. To his dismay, he noticed a keypad lock on the wall just under the hatch cover. Damn, he thought. Not as easy as he thought it might be. He stepped down to Dana and Randall.
�Randall, you watch that door. I don�t expect anyone to come up but they could try to use it to escape the fire. You must kill anyone that sets foot through that door. Do you understand me?� asked Dane. �Can you do it?�
�Yes, I got it,� said Randall as he stepped down the hall a few steps and leveled his weapon at the doorway. Randall wondered to himself if he really could kill a man.
�Dana, you step back into the hall. I�m going to have to blow this hatch.� Dana stepped back without comment. Dane took out a small cube charge of C-4 explosive and rolled it between his hands to make a �snake�. He stepped back up the stairs and carefully ran the �snake� of C-4 around the inside of the hatch. He jammed a detonator into the explosive and pulled the O-ring on the fuse. Bounding down the steps, he grabbed Dana and stepped back down the hall. There was a loud bang and immediately another alarm went off, this time a high-pitched siren. Also two red LED lights began flashing in the hall. Dane released Dana and ran around the corner, looked up and saw jungle! They were free!

CHAPTER SIXTY-FIVE

Monday, July 18, 2011
Inside Fortress Alpha;�10:20 a.m.
Hugo felt the blast almost before he heard it. The huge room housing the power station vibrated as if there was an earthquake. Within seconds, alarms were going off everywhere.
He wondered what the hell happened. The rumble had to be an explosion. He hoped it meant Dane had Dana and Randall and they were attempting their escape. Several technicians were running from machine to machine and checking dials on the equipment below. From where he stood on the gantry above, he could see the excitement and the large probe-like cylinder, the heart of the power station. It seemed to go down forever. That was the key, he thought. Blow up the central core and that should do the job of blacking out the station.
Hugo moved deliberately further to his right, down two flights of stairs and onto the main station base level. He did not run to not call attention to himself. There were only a handful of personnel on the floor. None seemed interested in him since he carried a shouldered weapon and was merely walking. They were either scared to death that something was going to go wrong down here and cause a disaster or they just didn�t see him with their focused work on the machines.
He decided he could take advantage of this chaos. He walked over to the side of the room. He planned to move around the perimeter, get to the core itself and set his charges. He stopped beside two huge pipes coming through the floor and checked his satchel. Great! He had two one-pound blocks of C-4 and a couple of detonators. Now all he had to do was get to the core.
He scanned the room and saw a bank of generators and control systems in a row slightly to his right. The line extended out to within ten feet of the core. He surveyed the personnel in the area. He could only see two technicians, both working furiously on something. He planned to walk right past them, hoping they would not notice him.
Hugo removed his vest and laid his satchel down on the floor. He doffed gear he did not need to use to escape. Pushing the gear behind the piping, Hugo knelt down and pushed a detonator into each block of explosive. This was not the prescribed way to handle C-4 but it would have to do. Normal ops would have been to place the explosives, then arm the package with the detonators. But he wanted to get everything ready before standing out in the open setting charges.
He completed the rigging of the two C-4 packages, each with a small timer. He set both timers to forty-five minutes. He checked them again, quickly. He had forty-five minutes to get the hell out of there. All he had to do now was get across the room, slide up beside the core cylinder and place the charges. Then he would get out of there fast.
The blaring of the alarm was endless. Hugo wondered why someone had not turned the damn thing off. But on the other hand, the alarm was causing such a chaotic effect, most everyone would not even pay attention to just one man moving through the equipment.
Hugo shouldered his weapon, picked up his two packages and took one last look around. There were no technicians in sight. He stood and hurried out behind the generators. He stopped and looked again. There was no one stirring around the core. He quickly ran behind the systems cabinets and right up to the core cylinder. There was a pulsating sound coming from it. He reached out and felt heat coming from below the floor. Scanning the area again, he knelt beside the core and placed one charge on one side and another on the other side of the huge cylinder. He pressed the timer switches and the timers began. He checked around the room again. There was only one technician over by the wall more than twenty-five feet away. He had his back to Hugo.
Hugo sprinted back behind the cabinets and past the row of generators all the way back to the wall. It only took him a few seconds to backtrack to the stairway and gallop up two floors. He pulled his weapon from his shoulder, set the safety off and took one last look at the power house. He pressed his shoulder against the door and ran down the hall. All he could think of was getting the hell out of there. He decided to try to get out through the motor pool, which was several floors up on the back side of the hangar deck. Hugo had no idea the mess Dane had left him on the hangar deck.

CHAPTER SIXTY-SIX

Monday, July 18, 2011
Outside Fortress Alpha;�10:25 a.m.
As the small group entered the jungle, Dane could hear gunshots far off to his left. It must be Ben and his group.
�Bravo, this is Delta, status.�
There was a long pause. Finally Ben answered.
�Delta, Bravo here. Basically clear. What is your status?�
�Bravo, we are clear. Heading toward rendezvous point Mike, repeat, clear, heading toward rendezvous point Mike. Acknowledge.�
�Delta, acknowledge, meet you at Mike.�
�Well, that may be the best news yet,� smiled Dane as the group knelt in a small grove of bushes. �Ben and his group are okay and will move toward our rendezvous point.� Dane looked at his watch. It was 10:30 a.m. He pulled out a small map and a compass. Leaning his weapon against a tree beside him, he knelt on one knee and used the other knee as a small surface to place the map and compass to take a reading. He looked up. �We need to go this way,� he said, pointing to the southwest. �Keep your heads down and stay quiet. We are not out of this yet. This jungle is crawling with Germans. They know we are somewhere out here and they will do anything they can to keep us from getting away. Stay close and we will move out.�
Dana and Randall nodded in agreement and followed Dane into the jungle. Dane thought it best they avoid established trails, which slowed the group to a crawl. But since the Germans were patrolling the trails, this route was much safer.
Dana thought it was good to hear the sounds of the birds and insects. Surprisingly she missed that banter while she and Randall were held below ground. Being outside again gave her an ecstatic feeling of freedom. She even relished the heat, humidity and the smells. She turned to Randall and smiled. She admired him so much. Throughout this ordeal he remained upbeat and did what he could to protect her.
Her thoughts went back to Maas for a second. She quickly banished them from her mind. That pig would have killed Randall, raped her to death; a horrible death. Screw him.
Before this trip, she had never seen a man die. But she was glad she watched Maas die. Even though it was a violent, horrible sight, she was glad he was dead. She hoped he rotted in Hell.
Randall was holding up well after his encounter with the guards not an hour ago. She started to ask how he was but remembered that Dane said no talking. She refocused her mind toward getting through the jungle.
After sliding through the jungle for about thirty minutes, Dane brought them all to a halt. �We are not far from our rendezvous point.� There was a shot in the distance. They all turned toward the noise, wondering if it was Ben and his team. Then there was a slight stirring sound from slightly ahead. Dane motioned to the group to get down and under cover. Dana and Randall dropped and rolled under a low fern.
Dane raised his weapon, ready to fire. His eyes scoured the jungle for the least bit of movement. He had to wait until he saw who or what was out there. It could be Ben or one of his men. Or it could be a German. The group was frozen; waiting. A few seconds later there was a familiar sound.
�Mr. Dane� �
Dane�s ears picked up a voice in the subtle tones of the jungle. He lowered his weapon a bit as one of Tecal�s men slipped from under a bush and was facing the group. There were smiles all around.
�We are very glad to see you,� said Dane in a whisper. �Is it safe? Are there any Germans around?�
�Yes, safe here. No German. All back there or dead,� the small native said in broken English, pointing behind the group. �I watch here. No German.�
Dane smiled and patted the native on the shoulder. �That�s great news. Thank you.� He turned to Dana and Randall and saw all smiles. �Guess you heard the news.�
�Even at a whisper, it sounded like a cry from the mountain tops,� said Randall. �I am so damned relieved, thanks to you, Dane.� Randall reached over and gave Dana a huge hug. �I think we have finally made it, babe.�
�Okay, okay, that�s enough of that until we can find you guys a room,� Dane joked with a smile. �We need to move along to our rendezvous.� Inside Dane felt a huge load release from his shoulders. They had gotten Dana and Randall out relatively unscathed. This was a day he would never forget.
With Tecal�s man leading, the group trudged through the jungle for nearly an hour until they came to the rendezvous point. As they burst through the jungle bushes into the clearing they saw Ben, Tim and Tecal sitting under a large Kapok tree.
�Ben!� cried Dana as she recognized their base camp manager. She ran into his arms as he was standing up.
�Damn glad to see you, Dana, and you too, Randall,� said Ben, smiling from ear to ear. �Lee will be ecstatic when she sees you two.� Ben shook hands with Randall as Dana hung around Ben�s neck. Dana began to sob, tears flowing down her face.
�Oh, Ben, it was awful. Manolo is dead. They killed him for no reason. Plain shot him in the head,� she explained. Ben�s face went from happiness to doom. He had loved Manolo like a son. Now he was gone. He fought to maintain his strength even with tears welling up in his eyes.
�That�s okay, Dana. That�s okay. We�ll talk about that later,� he croaked.
Dane looked around. �Any sign of Hugo?� he asked, realizing his best friend was not present.
�No, we haven�t heard anything. I feel no news is good news in his case,� said Ben, releasing Dana. Tim walked over with Tecal.
�Damn, that is you, Tim,� remarked Randall, grabbing Tim�s hand and giving it a good shake. Then they hugged each other. �I couldn�t recognize you in that getup.�
Dana gave Tim a big hug as well. �How the hell did you get here?�
�I heard you had a party going on,� smiled Tim. �You know me, never one to miss a good party.�
�You are hurt,� said Dana, seeing all of the blood on Tim�s face and temporary bandage.
�It�s just a nick that bled a good bit. We couldn�t leave you two out there without trying to find you,� Tim said with a huge smile. �Wait until we get back to the base camp. There are more folks there.�
�And Tecal,� said Dana quietly, reaching out and stroking Tecal�s head. �Thank you, Tecal. Thank you very much for coming to help us.�
Tecal smiled widely, baring his blackened teeth. �Missy Dana, we very happy you okay.� She gave him a big hug as well.
Dane�s thoughts turned toward Hugo. With no word, he must still be in the fray. When he last saw him he was still deep within the complex. He knew Hugo could take care of himself; he had proven that many times before. But this was different. He had absolutely no contact with his best friend. He looked at his watch. It was 11:30 a.m. He instinctively looked up to find the sun to validate the time. The sun was hard to see through the jungle canopy, but he could tell it was directly overhead. At least he knew his Omega watch was nonetheless keeping time.

CHAPTER SIXTY-SEVEN

Monday, July 18, 2011
Inside Fortress Alpha;�10:30 a.m.
The long hall was empty as he peered out of the door. Hugo looked over his shoulder and checked for anyone behind him. There was no one. The alarms were still blaring and he could hear people yelling at each other in German. They had really stirred up a hornet�s nest in the complex.
He raced down the hall in a full run, figuring with all of the noise around him his footsteps would either not be heard or would be ignored. As he turned the corner on the way to an elevator, he ran directly into a female technician coming down the hall. He hit her like a huge linebacker hits a fleet wide receiver. She went flying across the hall and hit her head on the concrete block wall. At least he didn�t have to contend with her, he thought. She was out like a light, never knowing what hit her. He continued farther until he came to an elevator. He pushed the button. He felt naked standing there in an open hall armed with no one there. Hugo checked his watch.
He wasn�t alone for long. He looked up as the elevator door opened to find two young female technicians and an armed German guard. The technicians looked like they were going to pass out. The guard fumbled with his weapon trying to bring it up to firing position. But Hugo beat him to the punch by a mile. Hugo had his silenced MP-5 at ready and fired one single shot, killing the guard before he could raise his weapon. The guard fell forward. Hugo grabbed the guard and pulled him forward so that he fell outside of the elevator. The two technicians stood there frozen in fear.
�Ladies,� Hugo said nicely as he motioned them off of the elevator and into the hall. As the two stepped out of the elevator, Hugo screamed, �Run!� The technicians took off running down the hall, fearing for their lives. The two sounded like a small herd of horses, their shoes clopping on the hard floor.
Hugo stepped into the elevator and pressed the hangar deck button, praying the damn elevator would go up and not down. The door closed and Hugo�s heart stopped as the car seemed to go down at first but then began to rise. Next stop� the hangar deck, if he was lucky.
As the elevator rose, Hugo could hear rumblings that sounded like explosions and began to smell smoke. He wondered what he was going to step into when he got to the hangar level. The elevator car vibrated and then stopped. Damn, thought Hugo. What a time to get stuck in an elevator! Smoke began to seep into the elevator. He placed his hand on the elevator door. It felt warm. That was not good either. There must be some kind of fire.
Through the closed door he could hear screaming.�Some sounded like orders. Some sounded like screams of terror. He pressed the elevator button again. Nothing happened. He let his weapon fall across his chest and reached up with both hands and pulled the two elevator doors open about six inches. Acrid black smoke poured into the car. But he could see the exterior door was still closed. There was little time to lose.
Hugo drove his shoulder into the six-inch opening and heaved the interior elevator doors open. Now he was faced with a closed exterior door whose bottom was about waist high. He bent down a bit trying to see under the door. Hugo could see flashing lights, orange and red flickers in the crack under the door. It appeared the entire hangar deck was on fire! He wondered if he would be forced to find another way out.
He decided to at least give the motor pool exit a try. Hugo reached into his pocket and again pulled out the complex map. He needed to figure out where he was on the hangar deck and where the motor pool was, right or left from the elevator. According to the map, he needed to go right when he exited the elevator. The motor pool should be about twenty-five to thirty yards away. He replaced the map and took a few deep breaths. With all that smoke out there, these breaths may be his last smokeless breaths.
He stepped up to the external door and used his knife, working it into the space between the doors. He pulled the doors open enough to get his hands in and opened the doors. He was driven back immediately. A searing wall of heat rushed in causing him to cover his face with one hand and step back to the left front corner of the elevator. Hugo slowly stepped back up to the open door. He surveyed the hangar deck. It looked like he was entering hell itself.
Fire was all around. The heat was almost unbearable as the aviation fuel burned viciously. Explosions were occurring out to his left and men were running in all directions trying to extinguish the fires and pulling wounded people to safety. But to his right there was no fire. What great luck, he thought. At least they would not be bothering with him with all of this mayhem going on.
With a quick leap Hugo was on the hangar deck and headed outside. The heat touched off another missile on one of the burning helicopters. The explosive fuel in the rocket motor tore the missile in half, throwing the warhead containing high explosives across the deck near Hugo. He watched the warhead skid across the deck away from him. As the warhead came to rest against a row of equipment lockers, there was a blinding flash as the warhead exploded, throwing shrapnel in every direction. Hugo winced as he saw two Germans sliced in two by hot steel pieces from the lockers. But immediately Hugo felt a searing pain in his side and hip. He had been hit!
Hugo fell against the wall wincing in pain. He looked down and saw that shrapnel had ripped through his pants in an upward angle and sliced a five-inch gash in his hip from his upper thigh to his waist. To his surprise there was very little bleeding. The shrapnel cleanly sliced his skin open but had not cut him deeply. The hot steel had cauterized the wound slightly.
Hugo decided right then and there the wound would not keep him from getting the hell out. He took out a bandage from its pouch, opened it and placed the pad over the wound. He tied the two tails of the bandage tightly around his waist. That taken care of, he turned to his right to survey the area.
People were still screaming and running around. Firefighters had moved in to fight the fire. Hugo scrambled down beside the outside wall away from the fires and mayhem. No one was paying attention to him. That was his lucky break. He stumbled the fifty yards to a large hangar door that was half closed. He stopped at the opening and took a quick look around the edge of the door. It was the motor pool!
Hugo slipped around the open door and again traveled to his right against the wall. His wounds hampered his movement but didn�t slow his determination. In the middle of the large motor pool several medical technicians were setting up a triage area for the burn victims and those injured by the shrapnel from the explosions. With their interest on the injured, no one saw Hugo slip down the wall and into a group of vehicles lined up facing a huge open triple-wide vehicle door leading to the jungle outside. Hugo smiled broadly. He found his escape route.

CHAPTER SIXTY-EIGHT

Monday, July 18, 2011
Inside Fortress Alpha; 11:15 a.m
�Where the hell is Maas!� screamed Kaete Grimme, slamming her hand down on her desk. Her minions scurried about, many simply trying to get out of her way and her sight if possible. �Find that pig and bring him here!�
�Captain Maas is dead,� said Captain Boehm, standing in the door to the F�hrer�s office. �He was killed by the forces attacking us.� She braced for the harsh reaction she expected.
�He�s dead?� questioned Kaete at the top of her lungs. �Well, dammit, find me someone in charge. Who are you?�
Boehm snapped to attention. �Captain Anna Boehm, Mein F�hrer. I have taken Maas� place for the time being.� Grimme glared at the young officer. She certainly did not look like she was in charge, Kaete thought to herself.
�I see. Tell me what is going on. Why are the alarms going off? Why am I the last to hear of this?�
�We have a massive fire in the hangar level. Casualties are mounting. As of a few minutes ago, we have thirty-eight killed and many more injured. I just learned of Maas� death so I came here immediately to inform you of the situation.�
Grimme was seething. �Why is my hangar level on fire?� she asked through clenched teeth.
�We have intruders reported in the complex. That is how Captain Maas died. He was killed fighting the American intruders.� As soon as she said American intruders, Kaete Grimme�s face went blank.
�Americans? Here?�
�Yes, Mein F�hrer,� Boehm answered without showing any emotion. Grimme stepped away from her desk, staring at the floor. She was stunned. After a few seconds of contemplation she looked up at Boehm.
�Have these Americans been destroyed?� Grimme asked, staring directly at Boehm.
�We are in the process of killing each and every one as we speak,� answered Boehm, full well knowing they had no idea where the intruders were. �I will bring you their bodies before the day is out.�
�Good. I want them all dead,� replied Grimme with a sneer. Her facial expression changed in a second. �Wait. Where did these Americans come from? Why were they here?�
Captain Boehm swallowed hard. She knew that Grimme would not like the answer she was about to give. She also knew that around here the messenger was in as much danger as those actually responsible for the actions. She considered her answer carefully. �The Americans were evidently here to try to rescue the Americans we detained last week outside of the Fortress. Captain Maas was in the process of interrogating the detained group.� Grimme�s face became clouded. She walked around her desk and stood directly in front of Boehm.
�Verdammter Mist! I told Maas to kill them. He did not do that?� Grimme asked screaming. She was not happy.
�He did not kill them, Mein F�hrer,� Boehm answered.
�And why did he not kill them like I ordered?�
�I do not know. I believe he wanted to interrogate the Americans and find out why they were here,� answered Boehm, standing her ground.
Grimme thought for a second. �One of those Americans was a pretty young woman, right?�
�Yes, Mein F�hrer.�
�That son-of-a-bitch,� Grimme screamed, turning away from Boehm and walking over in front of her desk. �That bastard wanted the girl. That�s what happened. I knew I should have castrated that man. He let his sexual urges take him over again.� She looked up at Boehm. �I only regret that he is dead. Because if he wasn�t, I would kill him myself,� she said angrily slamming her fist into her other hand. �Where is his body?�
�It is in the sub-basement,� Boehm answered quietly.
�How did he die?� asked Grimme. Boehm was puzzled. She wondered why she wanted to know.
�He was killed with a knife at the hands of one of the Americans.�
�I hope the stupid bastard suffered,� Grimme screamed. �Bring his body here. I want to see it and I will feed it to the dogs.�
�Yes, Mein F�hrer,� answered Boehm. Grimme turned and looked directly at Boehm.
�Now for you,� began Grimme. �I want all of this fixed and fixed now! Kill the Americans and clean this mess up. We cannot afford to jeopardize our work here.� Suddenly there was a shudder throughout the complex. Then it began to shake. It felt like a long, drawn-out explosion somewhere deep below them. Grimme stopped her rant. Rather than go away, the shaking continued. Now it was getting violent. Grimme braced herself against her desk.
�What is that?� Grimme asked. Boehm was trying to stand still but was stumbling to keep from falling down. More alarms went off. Pictures fell from the wall. Both women were knocked to the floor. One of Grimme�s assistants ran into the room but fell flat on his face as he came into the room. A large chunk of the ceiling fell across Grimme�s desk. More of the ceiling fell over by the door. A large crack appeared on one wall.
* * *
Deep inside the Fortress, Hugo�s charges had gone off. The core of the power station was obliterated by the explosives. The violent removal of this subterranean cap directly exposed the volcanic activity far below. Within seconds molten magma was unleashed and began to rise from the earth�s depths. The searing heat rose as the lava reached the floor of the power complex at temperatures close to 1,300 degrees Celsius.
Equipment throughout the lower levels burst into flames and melted in pools of burning metal as the lava spread across the floor. Power throughout the fortress failed as the generators and associated cabling melted in the withering heat. The floors themselves began to burn. Technicians in the area were incinerated within seconds. Steel supports became pliable and melted. Paint on the walls burned away. Concrete simply crumbled and began to fail.
The power station was coming apart. This presented a deadly problem for the complex. The power station was centrally located at the most lowest levels of the Fortress. With the station crumbling, the floor above became unstable. Left unchecked, the lava would destroy the Fortress from the inside out. And there was no way to stop the destruction. Now that the lava was flowing nothing the Germans had could stop it. It was a fatal blow to Fortress Alpha.
* * *
Grimme looked at Boehm lying on the floor near her. A large chunk of concrete dislodged from the ceiling. Emergency lights came on with the power failure.
�What happened to the lights? Get up,� she was screaming at the top of her lungs. �You must save your F�hrer!�
Boehm struggled to her feet and tried desperately to get to Grimme. Each time she took a step the horrible shaking caused her to lose her footing and she fell again. For the first time Boehm feared they may not survive. But she had to try! Once again she jumped to her feet and moved toward the F�hrer. Grimme had not moved from her position on the floor beside her desk. She was no help at all. Boehm threw herself toward Grimme, crashing into the front of her desk.
�I�m coming, Mein F�hrer!�
Grimme was now curled into a ball on the other side of the desk like a child. �Help me,� she screamed. �Please help me.� The office was now literally disintegrating around the two women.
In a last ditch effort to get to Grimme, Boehm got to her feet by hanging on to the edge of the large desk. She steadied herself momentarily and took a step toward Grimme. Instantly a large part of the floor above crashed through the finished ceiling and landed directly on Boehm. There was a horrible dull sigh from Boehm as the weight of the concrete chunk smashed her chest. Her lungs were crushed. She could not breathe. She choked on her own blood and stomach contents as they were squeezed out of her mouth. Boehm looked over to Grimme. The F�hrer�s face was the last thing Boehm saw as she died.
After seeing Boehm die, Kaete Grimme rolled over and tried to stand. She was knocked off of her feet immediately. The room was filled with smoke and ash. She could not see the door. She tried to crawl but was stopped as a huge crack began to appear in the floor under her right hand. One side of the crack was rising and the other side falling away. As the crack enlarged steam and smoke started pouring through the crack. It became hot, damned hot.
Grimme�s eyes widened with fear as the floor below her began to give way. More concrete fell from the ceiling narrowly missing Grimme as she tried to crawl away. But where was she to go? The heat was approaching unbearable and getting worse each second. Smoke and flames were pouring in through a widening chasm in the floor.
Hugo�s explosive charges dealt the Fortress a mortal blow. Lava had obliterated several floors below Grimme�s office. The floors were buckling and failing fast.
�Help me, please!� she screamed at the top of her lungs.
Grimme�s repeated cries for help were heard. She was answered by a single male assistant who ran into the room, his arms over his head trying to protect himself from the falling ceiling.
�I�m coming, Mein F�hrer!�
He took several steps and immediately fell through a hole that opened in the floor a few feet in front of Grimme. His screams were silenced instantly as his body fell into the lava below and was vaporized. The floor was seconds from collapse. Kaete Grimme�s existence was coming to an end and she could do nothing to stop it. The heat in the room was now causing Grimme�s mahogany desk to smoke. Papers on the floor near the hole in the floor burst into flame.
The room shook violently again and the floor dropped about twenty feet down resting on the remnants of the floor below. The lava flow was rising. Grimme screamed in agony as the floor became like a griddle, searing her hands and knees. She tried to move but her hands and legs were burning and sticking to the melted rugs on the floor. The pain was unbearable. Flames burst from her pants. Grimme�s eyes bulged as the fear and pain overtook her. She was on fire! Seconds later, the F�hrer of the Fourth Reich, Kaete Grimme, was incinerated as the lava flowed up and over her.
Explosions were now occurring on all levels. Lower levels were filling with molten lava. Those levels above were failing structurally and falling into the lava pool below. Very few if any were going to survive this inferno. It was fitting that the Fourth Reich Germans were perishing by fire. But not only were the Germans themselves perishing but their secrets as well. The secret of making gold was burning away along with billions of dollars worth of German gold.

CHAPTER SIXTY- NINE

Monday, July 18, 2011
In the Jungle;�11:35 a.m.
Even though the group was well over a mile from the Fortress they could hear the low rumblings of explosions. They felt earth tremors that seemed to be getting stronger and stronger. Dane stood up and looked toward Fortress Alpha. He knew he had no chance to see anything through the jungle but it didn�t stop him. His best friend was out there somewhere and he was worried.
�C�mon, Hugo,� Dane said quietly. �Get your ass out here.� Tim stepped over beside him.
�Sounds like explosions,� said Tim. �I wonder what�s going on.�
�We gave them a small going-away present. But it turned out to be much larger than I imagined. Our grenades set off a huge fuel fire and set off some of the armament on their attack helicopters,� explained Dane.
Ben walked up, catching the tail end of Dane�s last sentence. �Well, that would give those bastards something to chew on while Hugo got out,� he said, trying to reassure Dane. �Hell, I bet with all of that going on Hugo will be able to just waltz out of there.� Dane smiled, yet was worried for his friend�s safety.
Ben continued, �Well, at least we are relatively safe here. We can wait a while until Hugo comes in. We might as well relax. Anyone want some food?� Ben walked over to one of the larger backpacks and pulled out some kind of jerky. �Dana? Randall?�
�Actually, I could eat a horse,� said Dana, standing.
�Me too,� said Randall. The two slowly half walked, half limped over to the backpack.
�Well, I don�t have a horse but I do have something that I think will tide you over until we can get you a hot meal.� Ben handed out two large flattened pieces of jerky that looked like old dirty, burnt leather. He didn�t know what kind of meat it was, but it definitely was not beef.
�Beef jerky, I love this stuff,� said Randall, tearing gingerly into one end of his slab. Dana was a bit more particular, taking a few seconds to look at what she was getting ready to eat. Both had to contend with a few lost teeth.
As Randall pulled off a stringy piece and began to chew, his eyes widened. He looked perplexed as he tried to figure out what he was eating.
�Oh, by the way, that�s not beef jerky, Randall,� Ben said grinning. Dana looked up from her perusal of the snack and looked at Randall. He was trying to swallow his piece, clearly struggling with the taste. Finally it went down.
�Ben, what are we eating?� asked Dana.
�Yeah, Ben, what did I eat?� asked Randall. Ben was grinning ear to ear. Tim was snickering.
�That�s not good when you two are laughing,� smiled Dana.
�Oh, it�s not bad,� said Ben. �It�s just that it is not beef. Tecal and his men made it. I think it might be better if you don�t know what it is. Even Tecal did not tell me what it was. If I had to guess, I would say some sort of water oxen or jungle deer.� Tecal was sitting over by the backpack happily chewing on a piece of the jerky.
�It good to eat,� Tecal explained. �It made from good meat.�
Dane had to laugh. It was the first time they all laughed together and it felt great. Dana finally took a bite and chewed it.
�Well, other than being much gamier than beef, it�s not too bad. In fact, after what we have been through it�s the best I�ve ever tasted.�
Suddenly a large explosion was heard in the distance, then another. This time they felt the ground shudder. The group all went silent. Each was worried about Hugo.
�Those were much larger explosions than those earlier,� said Ben. �You guys really touched off a mess.� Dane was looking into the distance toward the continuing explosions. His furrowed brow showed his concern.
�No, this is something else,� Dane said quietly. �What we did couldn�t have done that much damage. It sounds like Hugo may have added to their troubles.� Now a huge cloud of black smoke was rising above the jungle. �It looks like the complex is under attack.��Dane wondered if his friend may have gone too far in an effort to save them all. Hugo was not one to fail in any of his responsibilities. He would not hesitate to sacrifice his own life for the group if needed. For the first time Dane felt really scared.
Ben looked out in the distance toward the complex. He too saw the dark column of smoke rising. �Wow, that�s a helluva fire to see this far away. I wonder what happened.�
�I don�t know, but I hope Hugo gets back pretty soon. That looks like his work but I certainly hope he got out,� said Dane. He stepped over beside Dana and Randall.��Well, let�s get as comfortable as we can and wait on the ol� boy.��His tone was intentionally upbeat, but his thoughts were not. Come on, Hugo� he thought to himself.
Dane began to gather his gear. Internally he was fighting the urge to go find Hugo. At the same time he didn�t want to keep Dana and Randall in the jungle longer than he had to. They both needed medical attention. After a few minutes he made his decision.
�I�m going back in to get Hugo.�
�Wait a minute, Dane,� said Ben, stepping in beside him. �We are all worried. But Hugo can take care of himself. We cannot afford to lose you or any other person in this group. Hugo will come in. I know he will.� Dane looked Ben directly in the eye.
�Ben, that man is my brother. Maybe not in the strictest sense but a brother no less. He has risked his life for me many times. I have to help him if I can.�
�I understand, Dane. I�m not saying we give up on him. But let�s give him some time to get out. He definitely has a great diversion with all that is going on over there. Let�s wait a few more minutes.�
Tecal heard the conversation and decided to take matters into his own hands. He sent out a man to scout ahead back toward the base camp. Then he sent another man back toward the Fortress to warn of any Germans who may have made it out this far. Tecal walked over to Ben and Dane.
�I send out men to see what is happening. You wait. My men find Mr. Hugo.� Tecal smiled widely.
�That little guy is worth his weight in gold,� said Ben looking at Dane. �Come on, let�s wait over here. Everything will be all right.�
Everyone could breathe easier knowing those two were out there watching out for them. The group ate and settled down for a rest. After all, they faced a very long trek back to base camp. Within minutes Dana and Randall were sound asleep under a large fern.
Ben and Tim lay on the opposite side of the small clearing, both snoring. Dane was resting but wide awake. His guard nevertheless up, he wanted to be reasonably ready if need be. He and Hugo had gotten Dana and Randall out of the Fortress alive. He didn�t want to lose them to a fleeing German with a score to settle.
What seemed like many hours was actually only two. All but Dane and Tecal were still asleep when one of Tecal�s men hustled back to the clearing. Dane sat up.
�Big truck coming,� said the small native. �Big truck!� Dane thought that was what he heard from the native but what in God�s name would a truck be doing here in the jungle? Then it hit him; the Germans! They escaped and were fleeing the Fortress. Dane jumped up.
�Everybody up! We have company coming,� shouted Dane. Ben and Tim popped up like they were shot out of a gun. Dana and Randall were a bit slower getting up. Dane turned to them.��Hit the deck, you two. We are not out of this yet.�
�What�s up? �Ben asked.
�One of Tecal�s men says there is a big truck coming our way.�
�A truck?� gasped Tim. �How the hell can a truck be out here?�
�My thoughts exactly,� said Dane, checking his weapon. �It has to be from the Fortress and you know what that means. Some pretty pissed off Germans are headed our way.�
�Oh, boy, here we go again,� moaned Ben. �I am getting too old for all of this.�
Dane smiled. �Come on, old man. Let�s kick some ass.� The three men dispersed into the edge of the jungle, rechecked their weapons and ammo and waited for the Germans. It was about two minutes later they heard the distinctive growling sound of a large truck.
�Here they come,� said Dane, giving a thumbs-up to both Tim and Ben. The roaring growl got louder and louder until they could see the jungle bush being pushed back and aside as a huge six-by-six truck rolled forward. The men readied their weapons. Dane had moved Dana and Randall out of the clearing behind everyone. Dane could retreat, grab the two and slip off into the jungle if needed. The growling sound was now overwhelming. The truck burst through the edge of the clearing and stopped. Everyone aimed their weapons at the truck and readied themselves.
�Honey, I�m home!� The cry came from inside the truck as the motor revved down and turned off. Out popped Hugo onto the running board. Dane was momentarily stunned.
�I should have known,� grinned Dane as he rushed over to shake Hugo�s hand.��Damned glad to see ya!�
�Not half as much as I to see you guys,� answered Hugo with a wide smile. �It�s kinda hard to drive this bucket of bolts through the jungle chased by Germans and find a handful of folks that are hiding from you.�
�Well, I guess so,� said Ben, coming around the front of the truck with Dana and Randall. �Not many highways out in these parts of the jungle.� They all laughed together. They were one happy family again.
�Speaking of Germans,� asked Dane, �are any following you?�
�Not that I know of.�I stopped back a ways and listened and heard nothing but explosions. By the way, the last I saw of the Fortress, it was the Amazon�s first volcano.� They all stood there amazed at Hugo.
�Volcano?� blurted Tim. �What do you mean a volcano?�
Hugo grinned. �I�ll tell you about it on the way back. Right now I simply want to say hi to Dana and Randall and relish the moment.�
Dana was the first to notice Hugo�s bandage. �You are hurt,� she said, stepping over to give him a hand.
�I took a bit of shrapnel but it�s only a flesh wound. I�ll be okay.�
�No. We have to take care of that now. We don�t want it to get infected out here.� Dana turned to get the medical kit.
�But I do have a bit of a surprise for all of you,� added Hugo.
�Besides a ride home?� asked Tim.
�Wait �til you see this,� said Hugo, leading the group to the rear of the truck. He unlatched and dropped the tailgate and pulled back the black tarp. �Well, what do you think?� He was smiling ear to ear.
Every eye in the group looked into the bed of the truck. They were stunned. Their mouths hung open as if they saw Adolph Hitler himself emerge. There in the back of the truck were crate upon crate with German markings. One crate was open and its contents spilled on the truck bed. Gold bars, hundreds of them.
�Well?� asked Hugo again, almost laughing out loud. �Cat gotcha tongue?�
�Holy Mother of God!� cried Dana.
�My God!� cried Dane.
Ben and Tim stood there speechless. �We are the proud owners of a butt-load of gold bullion,� explained Hugo.
Dane was the first to ask what everyone wanted to know but couldn�t get the question out. �Hugo, how did you get this? There must be millions here.�
Hugo smiled broadly, �At today�s prices, maybe billions. Those Germans had it all packed and ready for me when I left.� Hugo looked at Dane. �When we split up, I found my way down to the power station where I set charges on their power equipment. Then I made my way back up to the hangar level where you guys had left me a mess.� Dane smiled and nodded his head. �Anyway, I was able to traverse the burning hangar level.�That�s where I got this,� he said, tapping his wounded leg.��I kept moving and found the motor pool. I tried to take one of the jeeps there but they were all blocked in.
�All that was left in the clear was this truck. I started the old girl up and tried my best to get her up to speed and get back to you. Even though I was following a pretty good trail, the damned truck would hardly move. I jacked it into low-range six-wheeled drive and she trudged on down the trail. So here I was blasting down this jungle trail running from Germans, a volcano behind me, God knows what in front of me and going only about five miles an hour.�Talk about frustration! I could run faster than this, except for my leg.
�I was on the road for a good twenty minutes before I decided to stop to see what was going on. That�s when I found the truck was filled with gold bullion ready to transfer to the United States.�
�So the truck was already loaded?� asked Dane.
�Yep. But I didn�t know until I stopped,� answered Hugo. �Imagine what a surprise I got!�
�Holy cow,� Ben grinned. �What a story.�
�I�ll say,� added Randall.
�Well, let�s not wait around until the Germans track us down. Let�s get moving.�
�You don�t have to say it twice,� said Dane as Dana and Randall jumped into the rear of the truck. Ben and Tim joined them. Dane climbed into the cab with Hugo. Tecal sent his man ahead on foot to find the earlier scout and lead the way back home.
Hugo started the truck. �Home, James,� shouted Dane.
�Yes, sir, Boss.� The truck lurched forward down the jungle path toward home.

CHAPTER SEVENTY

Thursday, July 21, 2011
Downtown Miami, Florida;�10:30 a.m.
The telephone rang in the offices of International Investments. Albert Jackson was in his office packing his personal papers. His transfer was to take effect today. Within seconds a stark-faced Dieter Blocher burst into his office out of breath.
�Mein Gott! Der F�hrer ist tot!� he cried. Jackson leaped to his feet.
�What?� he exclaimed.
�The F�hrer is dead and Fortress Alpha has been destroyed. Everyone was killed except for a few that were captured. I just heard from Danzler in Rio. We are finished!� Blocher was uncharacteristically upset.
Jackson wiped his face with his hand. Blocher was right. They were finished unless he could activate the emergency plan. �Dieter, send a message to Danzler. Tell him we are opening emergency Protocol A immediately. We will evacuate within the hour.�
�Yes, sir,� said Dieter, still trying to calm down.
Jackson�s mind was racing. What happened? How could this happen? A myriad of questions swirled through his head. But he couldn�t afford to spend time on such frivolous antics now. He must save what he could of the operation and above all save himself.
�Gather the transaction documents and place them in the armored travel case. Take the rest of the files to the basement and burn them in the incinerator. Nothing must be left for anyone to find out what we were doing.�
�Yes, sir,� answered Blocher, now actively trying to calm himself. He raced off to do his duty. Jackson got up and went to the wall safe behind the original Norman Rockwell painting on his office wall. He opened the safe and removed twenty packets of one hundred dollar bills and a large envelope containing more than four hundred million dollars of gold stocks. He placed the money and stocks in his briefcase and closed the safe. Before he closed his case, he placed two packets of money in his inside coat pocket. He needed some ready cash.
Jackson closed his briefcase and sat back down. He pulled a key from his pocket. He stopped for a second and stared ahead. He never thought he would have to use this key. He stood, strode out of his office and down to the basement. Blocher was burning documents in the incinerator room. Jackson walked past the room and placed his key in a vault-like steel door at the end of the hall.
�Dieter, I will be in the armament room,� he yelled back down the hall.
�Yes, sir,� came the reply from Blocher.
Jackson opened the heavy door. The light turned on automatically. It was a small vault built directly into the foundation of the building. Inside it housed enough arms and ammunition to service a small army. There were assault rifles, handguns and a variety of explosives and heavy machine guns. Jackson perused the gun cabinets for a second and then opened the locker containing handguns. He turned and picked up a leather satchel on the floor and placed it on the table in the middle of the room. He carefully selected four 9mm Glock handguns from the locker and placed them in the bag. Then he placed six boxes of 9mm ammunition in the bag. After thinking for a second, he turned to another cabinet and removed five four-by-four blocks of C-4 explosives in the satchel as well. Dieter walked into the room.
�Have you finished burning the records?� asked Jackson.
�Yes, sir, and the case has been packed as well. We are ready.�
Jackson reached back into the handgun cabinet and handed Blocher another Glock and a silencer. �Put the silencer on. We may have to use that and I do not want to cause a stir.� Jackson reached back into the cabinet and placed a Walther PPK and silencer into his pocket.
�Our emergency protocol is to leave Miami and go to Cancun and on to Havana. There we will meet others and go into hiding,� explained Jackson. Dieter was listening intently.
�Will we be able to contact our families?� asked Blocher. �My mother is ill and will be very worried about me if she cannot hear from me.�
�I�m sorry, Dieter. We cannot afford such contact now. Maybe within a few weeks once we settle down in Cuba or someplace else. The people we meet in Cuba will have the final plan of where we will go.�
Blocher looked dejected but he understood. �Yes, sir, I understand completely. You can count on my silence.�
�Of course,� said Jackson in a rare showing of concern for the young man�s situation. �Get your things together. We are leaving on the jet as fast as we can get to the airport. I will call the hangar and have the jet ready when we get there. Call Hickmann and get the limo here now.�
Within twenty-five minutes Albert Jackson and Dieter Blocher were on their private jet at 15,000 feet leaving Miami airspace headed to Cancun, Mexico.

EPILOGUE

Thursday, August 18, 2011
Miami Beach, Florida;�10:00 a.m.
The next few weeks were a bit hectic for them all. After arranging for private planes to take the gold back to the U.S., the Brazilian government stepped in to stop them. Once the U.S. government was informed, they too got involved. Both sides wanted the gold. Dane and Hugo steadfastly refused. After a series of negotiations and several not so veiled threats regarding both governments� knowledge of a Nazi stronghold in the jungle, the governments relented. It seemed that neither government relished the thought of the entire matter being spread across the news headlines around the world. Frankly, the whole story made the governments look like fools.
While everyone seemed upset at their actions officially, unofficially Dane and his group of men were profoundly thanked by the governments of both the United States and Brazil. If the Germans had succeeded in their plot to flood the market with gold and throw the financial world into chaos, every country in the world would have suffered greatly. Part of the thanks was the group could keep the gold they �found� and neither government would lay claim nor assess any taxes. So it all went straight into the bank.
Armed with the information Dane and Hugo provided, the Brazilian army mopped up the area around the site of Fortress Alpha where the threat existed. They found few remnants of the once large complex. On the site stood a five hundred foot cinder cone created when the volcano under the Fortress erupted due to Hugo�s explosives expertise. A scant few Germans who survived surrendered without further injuries. Most were in no mood to fight anymore. The hard core Nazis followed the path of the leader of the Third Reich and took their own lives.
The U.S. government along with INTERPOL and several Nazi hunting groups scoured the U.S. and the world for the Nazis� contacts. Armed with information from Dane and Hugo along with information from Nathan Nader, the FBI joined in the hunt. Hundreds of arrests were made, including the persons responsible for the death of Klaus Nader back in Miami.
The FBI and the Federal government also struck an agreement with Lily and Nathan Nader ensuring them a comfortable lifestyle for the remainder of their lives. With Nathan Nader�s help the FBI cracked the gold trafficking scheme in Miami, uncovering secret information that lead to the capture of those traffickers around the world. Governments in Japan, Switzerland, Germany and several other Asian countries cooperated fully. Both Albert Jackson and Dieter Blocher had been caught trying to flee to Cuba via Mexico.
Everyone was happy� except the Germans. The two governments involved put a cap on the information surrounding the scheme.�The media was oblivious to most of the story although they had picked up and reported on several of the arrests. The Naders were safe and well. Dane and Hugo were very, very rich men. It goes without saying that Princeton received a hefty endowment and Dana and Randall�s work was fully funded for many years to come.�Ben, Tim and Lee would only accept the paltry sum of $500,000 each after Dane and Hugo threatened them with their lives. It seemed both of them were very happy to live out their lives in the Amazon they loved. Lee decided to stay with her brother Ben in Cotriguacu, Brazil, her new home.
* * *
Miami Beach was still hot. Even for Florida in August. A full five weeks since they left the Amazon, Hugo and Dane drove up Ocean Drive and pulled into the parking lot of the Beach Patrol in Hugo�s jeep parking under a palm tree. Hugo rubbed his side. His wounds were healing well but still bothered him a bit. During the past weeks they had been debriefed by the CIA, FBI, the State Department, representatives of the United States Joint Chiefs and threatened with all manner of ills by the United States and Brazilian governments. But they survived them all and were back in Miami.
�Damn, I never thought I would be so glad to be back here at work,� said Hugo loudly. �Yes!� he screamed at the top of his lungs. Dane laughed. The door of the Beach Patrol headquarters burst open and Sherrie Knowlton and Wayne Johnson came running out to meet them.
�Dane, Hugo!� yelled Sherrie. �Thank God you two are back. Dane, how are Dana and Randall?� She said all of this in one breath. She ran around to Dane�s side of the jeep as he stepped out. �Is it okay for an employee to hug and kiss her boss?� she asked, not stopping for an answer. �Oh, hell, why ask.� Sherrie grabbed Dane around the neck, gave him a warm hug and planted a nice wet kiss on his lips. Her smile was huge. �You have no idea how glad we are to see you guys,� she said with tears in her eyes.
�That,� said Dane, �was the best welcome back I could ever have.� He showed his appreciation at being back at home with a broad smile. �Dana and Randall are fine. A little beat up but nothing a nice vacation can�t fix.�
�And what about you two?� asked Wayne, shaking Dane�s hand vigorously.
Hugo stood up in his jeep. �We, ladies and gentlemen, are very fine!�
�He hasn�t changed a bit,� cried Sherrie, running around to Hugo�s side of the jeep. �He�s still my kind of man.�
�Yes, Miami Beach, U.S.A. The ladies still love me!� yelled Hugo, jumping down to the parking lot and embracing Sherrie and giving her a big Texas-sized kiss.
Dane walked around and all four of them stood beside the jeep. Dane removed his dark glasses, closed his eyes and raised his face toward the bright sun. �There is no place like home. I actually got tired of looking up and seeing nothing but trees in the jungle canopy. This sun feels great. I can�t wait to hit the beach!�
Wayne was the first to ask what everyone wanted to know. �How was it, really?� he asked quietly. Dane�s smile eroded to a concerned look. He paused as if he were literally going to some other place.
�It was hell. Plain and simple,� he said in a monotone voice. �Good people died that shouldn�t have.� He stopped for a second to gain his composure. He put his sunglasses back on. �But we can talk about that later. Right now we both want to quietly savor being back safe and sound,� said Dane, trying to be a bit more upbeat. �I asked Dana and Randall to come down. They should be here any time.�
�Great! I can�t wait to see my sister,� said Sherrie. �Well, not my real sister but to me she will always be my sister.�
Wayne told Dane about Nathan Nader and his mom.
�That�s great, Wayne. I�m glad everything worked out for them,� said Dane. Dane didn�t mention the solution for the Naders was a key point in their government negotiations.
The warm breeze off of the ocean rustled the palm leaves above them. Dane looked up at the palms. �Now, that is music to my ears.� The group laughed.
�So how�s things going since we were gone?� asked Dane, surveying the beach.
�Same-o, same-o,� remarked Wayne. �Sherrie�s still the Queen of Baywatch and I�m simply one of her loyal subjects.� The group roared with laughter.
�After what we have been through there is nothing sweeter than being able to laugh along with you guys,� mused Dane.
Before anyone could add anything they all turned at the sound of a horn. A sweet, brand new Melbourne Red BMW Z4 35is roadster turned into the parking lot. It still had the dealer plates.
�And there they are now,� said Dane with a big grin. The car slipped in beside the jeep and came to a stop in the sandy lot.
�Hey,� squealed Sherrie, almost running over Hugo to get to Dana. Still weeks later, Dana still bore the scars of her ordeal. She had two teeth missing from her once beautiful smile and there was still a slight bruise visible on her right cheek. Sherrie�s smile vanished when she saw her. �Oh, my God, Dana, are you all right?�
Dana smiled widely, exposing her two lost teeth. �I sure am,� she blurted. �I and Randall is gonna try out for hillbilly parts at the picture show.� Sherrie looked at her and then at Randall, who smiled showing his missing teeth. Stunned for a second, Sherrie burst into laughter.
�Well, I would say you two would win that there part hands down,� she exclaimed. �Still, welcome back.� Dana climbed out of the car and gave Sherrie a big hug.
Dana�s smile morphed into pursed lips. Her eyes filled with tears. �Sherrie, both Randall and I are so, so happy to be here, thanks to these two guys.�
�Yeah, these two were like the cavalry coming at the nick of time,� added Randall, stepping out of the roadster. �I swear I always liked Dane, but when I saw his face when he came to get us, well, let�s just say I will never forget it.� Randall held out his hand to Dane and gave him a strong handshake, then a hug. �Thanks, brother.� He turned to Hugo and shook his hand and gave him a hug as well. �Thanks to you too. These two are the best in my book,� said Randall, patting both on the back.
�Mine too,� added Dana. �Well, maybe my dentist will be up there too when I get these teeth fixed.� They all laughed; one big happy family again. �Hey, where does a girl get a Diet Coke around here?�
�Come on in,� replied Wayne. �We have a cooler full of ice-cold ones upstairs.�
�Sounds like my kind of place,� quipped Dana. As the group walked toward the headquarters building, Dane and Hugo followed.
�Oh, hey, boss, we need to meet someone at three o�clock.� Dane gave Hugo a questioning look but said nothing. �You know that investment friend of mine. We gotta do something with our newly found wealth.�
Dane smiled as he realized Hugo was right. They had a boatload of money now. Free and clear. Dane stopped in his tracks, thought for a second. �He can wait, Hugo. We don�t have to do anything for a while.�
Hugo grinned and nodded his agreement. �Damned straight, Boss� damned straight.� They continued their walk up the steps of the Beach Patrol headquarters. �Hey, Dane, let�s go look at the yachts this afternoon. I may want to pick up a nice boat.� Dane slapped Hugo on the back.
�All in good time, my friend, but first, all I want is a Diet Coke and a long vacation.�
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