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AUTHOR'S NOTE

Even after nearly two thousand years, the Roman centurion's spear that pierced the body of Jesus still holds a profound mystery. Legend has it that it will grant the power to conquer the world to the one who wields it with hatred. However, it also comes at a cost — everything that is granted will be taken away in equal measure. To all who wield it with malice, a lesson and a stern warning will be given: nothing and no one truly belongs to us! One can never covet what belongs only to God, what only He can govern and dispose of. All the power and all the glory of the world will never be given to man; every hand that uses it to wound and conquer will, inevitably, one day be struck down and defeated!

Thus, wielding it will result in blindness that can never be cured, in a relentless disease, in a quest for power that will never succeed, except through the destruction of the one who seeks it. This spear has long since disappeared, and even today it remains carefully protected from the ambition of the foolish. The last person who sought to use its power was rewarded only with suffering and death.

These events lead us to reflect more deeply on our lives and on the existence of good and evil. It is unknown whether everyone believes in the existence of good and evil, but there are many indications recorded throughout history. The following situations are based on research conducted over the years and result in a completely fictional story.

“To Adhara, with love.”
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PROLOGUE
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Berlin, April 1945.

General Wellington’s car stopped at the gate of the Reich Chancellery in Berlin. The SS guard stepped out of the sentry booth, approached the official German army vehicle, and spoke to the driver, who handed over the identifications.

“General Wellington has come to see the Führer, soldier,” he said.

The soldier lowered his head and looked at the general, then at the officer seated beside him in the back seat, then at the one next to the driver, and saluted.

“All clear. You may enter,” he replied, returning the documents and allowing them through.

The powerful engine growled, and the car entered the German Reich Chancellery, the Reichskanzlei, winding through the gardens until it stopped at the entrance of Bunker² No. 1. The driver parked, and everyone got out of the car.

The general stood still for a moment, observing the Chancellery building, now partially destroyed by Allied bombings, recalling the glamorous celebration held just a few months earlier, commemorating the construction of the magnificent building that had filled the German people with pride. Wellington pressed his lips together and let out a long sigh. He was sad, yet proud.

He lifted his head, adjusted his impeccable uniform, and strode into the building. The bunker was the only effective protection against Allied attacks. Its concrete walls, one and a half meters thick, had been designed under the supervision of the Führer himself, and could withstand the impact of bombs dropped by the enemies.

Built in the gardens of the Reich Chancellery in Berlin, the Führerbunker, as it was called, protected Hitler and his aides from the assaults that had devastated the German capital. Wellington descended the three flights of stairs to the main corridor, which led to the Führer’s office. His officers closely escorted the general, Hitler’s most trusted, who walked quickly toward the conference room where Hitler awaited him, impatiently.

Wellington stopped in the corridor in front of the door, where two SS guards stood watch. They saluted the general.

¹ Führer — title used for Adolf Hitler, meaning “leader” in German.

² Bunker — underground shelter designed to protect Hitler and his staff from Allied bombings.

— Leave your weapons here, please — said the one who was seated.

— You may enter. The Führer awaits you, General — stated one of the guards, stepping aside and allowing the general to proceed. His officers tried to follow him, but the guards blocked their way with their weapons.

— You two stay here. Only the general may enter. — Ordered the seated guard. Wellington paused for a moment and looked at the guard.

— What’s going on here? Why can’t they enter? — Wellington asked.
— As I said, General, only you may enter. Those are the Führer’s orders — repeated the soldier authoritatively.
— Don’t use that tone with me, soldier! Do you see this cross around my neck? Show some respect! — Wellington replied, slightly irritated.

— Sorry, General, but those are the Führer’s explicit orders!

— Stay here — said Wellington to his two officers, then turned and entered. One of Wellington’s officers put a cigarette in his mouth, and when he went to light it, he was reprimanded by the guard in a threatening tone.

— If I were you, I wouldn’t do that here. The Führer hates cigarettes. — The officer, without thinking much, removed the cigarette from his mouth and put it away again. Wellington reached Hitler’s office door, placed his hand on the handle for a moment, and entered the room where he was waiting.

— My Führer! — said Wellington, saluting and clicking his heels. Hitler, bent over the table examining some maps, merely lifted his eyes and looked at the general without moving his head much. Then, always imposing, he leaned back and adjusted his hair.

— General Wellington, I hope you bring good news.

— They are not very good, my Führer. The Red Army is at our gates. Many armored vehicles, tanks, cannons, and planes. Millions of Red soldiers are approaching Berlin, my Führer. — Hitler looked at him severely and slammed his hand on the table in anger.

— That cannot be true! — he shouted — And our troops, why do they do nothing? My generals have betrayed me and betrayed Germany! Do you know what they deserve? All of them deserve death for this! — Wellington lowered his head. — Our troops, where are they? — He asked.

— Almost entirely decimated, my Führer.

— By force, I will not triumph, but this will not end here. Nothing will remain for me but to drag half the world into this disaster — said Hitler, sitting down and looking Wellington in the eyes. The general, with a mixture of understanding and fear in his gaze.

— My Führer speaks of the vision? — he asked.

— General Wellington! — exclaimed Hitler — Prepare to put the rebirth plan into action! Remove her from here immediately! Finally, we will do what he truly wants us to do. We came here for a purpose. Take the girl and get her out of here as quickly as possible!

— Yes, my Führer. I’ve already arranged everything. I have all the necessary documents. From now on, we will be simple Poles fleeing the war.

— And the spear? — asked Hitler, looking sternly at the general.
— Everything is in its proper place. I did exactly as you ordered.
— Excellent! — said Hitler.
— By the way, here it is, sir — said the general, taking it from inside his uniform and placing it on the table.

— Perfect, General! I want you to personally take the girl to the promised land and then to North America. Hide her there until the right time comes, and also take this. — Hitler stretched out his arm and opened his hand. In his palm lay a choker with a heart-shaped pendant with a diamond set in the center.

— What is this, my Führer? — asked the general.

— This, combined with the true spear, will bring the Führer back to the world of the living. Give it to the chosen one.

— Yes, my Führer — said General Wellington, saluting for the last time. — But you, my Führer?

— Don’t worry, I will be fine. My mission in this world is over. For now, the path is set. And don’t forget that this is the beginning of everything, not the end. The seed has already been planted and will certainly grow.

As the Red Army approached the Führer’s underground refuge, the Third Reich crumbled like a house of cards. The generals struggled to save what remained of the once-feared German army. Hitler, with the collar of his coat raised, greeted, outside what remained of the Reich Chancellery, some boys from the Hitler Youth who had distinguished themselves in the desperate defense of the city.

The Führer was finished, a human ruin. The latest events had drained the remnants of his strength. Death lurked close. Aware these were his final moments, his complexion turned ashen, aging his face, and his eyes gained the semi-dead opacity of someone knowing his end was near. The decision to remain there and fight the final battle had long been made. The Führer remained steadfast: he wanted to die in Berlin. He had to fulfill the prophecy and take his own life.

The reason Hitler would be cremated was that his body could not be desecrated. So, a few days after making the final decision, he formalized his union with Eva Braun, arranging an emergency marriage within the shelter. The couple decided to end their lives together. Hitler had remained single until then in the name of the mystique his solitary, messianic figure held over the German people. The savior could not be an ordinary man, with wife and children, bound by domestic life and bourgeois marital routine.
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The Final Moment, April 30, 1945.

The Führer formally bid farewell to the closest people who still followed him at that time. He knew what he had to do: “Suicide.” He could not die at the hands of mortals. After lunch, on April 30, he locked himself in his quarters with Eva Braun, sat on the sofa, and placed the pistol on the coffee table, alongside the cyanide capsules, side by side. His hands trembled, fear overtaking his body, adrenaline surging in waves within him. Eva Braun watched him, tears streaming from her eyes.

In an instant, Hitler transformed; his face assumed a malevolent expression, and his eyes widened. Without hesitation, he broke a capsule and placed the contents in Eva Braun’s mouth, forcing her to swallow. Then he put another in his own mouth, broke it with his teeth, and ingested the poison. Afterward, he cocked the pistol and fired at his right temple.

The bullet pierced the skull. As his lifeless body fell backward, his face contorted, and that malevolent expression vanished, leaving only a lifeless corpse. Outside, only the gunshot was heard. Upon entering, his allies found him with his head shattered, the pistol still in his lap. In front of him lay Eva Braun, with no visible injuries. She had ingested cyanide, an extremely potent poison. It was three o’clock in the afternoon.

Those in the bunker reacted in an unexpected manner. Many began to dance joyfully, mingling with the others, as if the Führer’s death had lifted the overwhelming power that had gripped them. The evil influence he had exercised over everyone seemed to vanish as if by magic.

The two bodies were taken to the courtyard and drenched in gasoline to be consumed by flames. Around them, a silent Nazi salute paid the ultimate homage. Outside, the Third Reich was collapsing. Hitler’s Germany had fallen. Berlin lay in ruins. Monuments, buildings, palaces, houses, squares, and avenues had been reduced to rubble. Survivors fled in fear, all believing that the world and its savior had ended and that the hour of final judgment had arrived.

The capital had been transformed into ruins. Berlin, the sacred city of Hitler and the Third Reich, had been chosen to bury its Führer. Hitler committed suicide at the age of fifty-six. He was aware of his fate, and without anyone knowing or realizing the purpose he had meticulously fulfilled, another step of the ancient prophecy had been completed. His thousand-year Reich had begun, just as he had prophesied twelve years before assuming the Chancellery of the German republic in January 1933.
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Santa Teresa Sanatorium, 

Washington D.C., present day.

Mitch was at the door of the military helicopter, ready for combat, manning the mounted machine gun. He looked down, scanning for enemies, when something strange to his left caught his attention.

— O’Neill! — Mitch shouted — What are American soldiers doing in this area? Why wasn’t I informed?

— They weren’t supposed to be here, sir! Officially, they aren’t!

— Then it seems they don’t know either, soldier. They’re digging something! — exclaimed Mitch. It all seemed very strange.

At Mitch’s request, making a gesture with his arm for the helicopter to turn, the pilot maneuvered, circling the area in a wide arc. Mitch leaned out to get a better view and saw, at the foot of the mountain, an opening. At that moment, a horrendous creature emerged — a demon in the form of a gigantic serpent with a dragon’s head. It rose fully upright and stared at him. Fire shot from its mouth, striking the helicopter, which exploded in midair on impact.

Mitch woke up with a jolt. Once again, he had the same dream. Looking around, he remembered he was in the tiny room he had been living in for over a year. His memory was gradually returning; a few days ago, he remembered his name and that he was part of a special army unit, but he still had no recollection of his previous life, or whether he had a family. For several days, he had been having the same dream.

Lowering his head, he took a deep breath, when at that moment Father Honório entered with lunch.

— How are you feeling? You don’t seem very well today.

— I had that dream again, Father.

— Don’t worry, all of this will pass soon. You’ll see — said Father Honório, smiling and placing the plate on his lap. Then he sat on the bed beside him.

— Eat, my son. You’ll see you’ll feel better. Maria made lunch especially for you, lucky one! — exclaimed the priest.
— Maria cooks very well, doesn’t she? — Mitch praised, removing the cover from the plate. — Hmm... Mashed potatoes, pot roast with gravy, and rice. Very good! A real feast. This reminds me of a restaurant I used to frequent in Berlin. The food was excellent.
Mitch looked at the priest and fell silent.

— I see your memory is coming back, my boy.

— I think so, Father. The memories return to my mind like a film cut into various parts.

— That’s good, my son. I believe very soon you will recover all your memory.

— I hope so, Father.

— Give time to time, my son — said the priest, patting Mitch on the shoulder and standing up — Give time to time. I must go now; I have some errands waiting for me.
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Berlin, July 2018.
Breaking News.

The camera focused on the CNN reporter, speaking live from the city of Berlin.

— This Wednesday, the United States Secretary of Defense, Bruce F. Wurdkys, invited Russia to visit U.S. technological bases for the missile defense shield that the American government plans to install in Eastern Europe. Bruce made this proposal in Berlin, where he met with his German counterpart, Wilhelm Kurtenbach. The Secretary of Defense’s visit to Germany is part of a trip that, last Monday, took him to Moscow. The Secretary stated that Russian experts could visit the interceptor missiles in Alaska and radar systems in California. With this, Bruce F. Wurdkys sent a new conciliatory message to the Russian government. He expressed hope that Moscow would recognize his country’s efforts toward a consensus solution. The Russian government was invited to cooperate in this project but has not yet given a positive response.

Washington plans to install a base with ten interceptor missiles in Poland and a radar in the Czech Republic to prevent ballistic missile attacks from Iran or North Korea. Russia, on the other hand, fears that the U.S. initiative could lead to a new arms race. Yesterday, Yuri Balevski rejected the proposal for cooperation in the American missile defense system. The U.S. Secretary of Defense visited Moscow and stated that the elements of the American missile shield in Europe pose no threat to Russia or any other country.

General Yuri Balevski, Chief of the General Staff of the Russian Armed Forces, stated in a press conference:

— We see clearly that the American missile defense system was created against Russia, and we never participated in it. The United States has not convinced us of the existence of a missile threat against Europe, coming from Iran or North Korea. Neither we nor the Europeans believe it — added the general, who is also the First Deputy Minister of Defense.

***
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The limousine of the U.S. Secretary of Defense traveled along one of Berlin’s busiest streets when it stopped at a traffic light. A man tapped on the window and waved, signaling him to open it.

Bruce looked at the man with curiosity and, against protocol, rolled down the window.

— This is for you — said the man, extending his arm to hand over an envelope, then quickly walked away. Bruce took the envelope and opened it. Inside was a drawing of a choker with a heart-shaped pendant with a diamond at its center. Bruce furrowed his brow in surprise. Robert, his press assistant, witnessed the event.

— What is this, sir? — asked Robert.

— It’s a drawing — said Bruce — of something that has been in my family for a long time. It belonged to my father and came to me when he passed away. I don’t know how anyone could know about its existence.

— Sir, there is a phone number in the envelope; perhaps we can find out what it means — Bruce took the limousine’s phone and dialed the number. The phone rang several times.

— Hello, Bruce? I was expecting you.

— Who is this?

— My name is Hermann Dietze. I was introduced to you at the cocktail for German Chancellor Andreas Kuhn at the U.S. embassy.

— I remember you. Where did you get this drawing? — he asked, intrigued.

— Your father left it to be delivered to you. — Bruce smiled ironically.

— My father died many years ago.

— I know, Bruce! It has been waiting for you for a long time. We need to speak in person.

— I’m returning to Washington now; I have many appointments.

— What I have to offer is of interest to you. Many men would like to be in your position. — Bruce thought for a few seconds.

— Wait a moment — he said, looking at his assistant — Robert, what time does our plane leave?

— In four hours, sir.

— Then we have time — he said, uncovering the phone.

— Where can I meet you?

— In downtown Berlin, in front of the American embassy, there is a building with a black glass facade. Meet me on the sixtieth floor, room six hundred sixty-six.

— I’m going there now.

— Excellent. I’ll be waiting eagerly, my leader — The man hung up, and Bruce stared at the phone, puzzled.

— What’s happening, sir? — asked Robert.

— Strange. He called me his leader.

— That’s very strange, sir.

— Let’s meet him and find out what’s going on, Robert.

Arriving at the gigantic building in the city center, Bruce and Robert got out of the car and walked along the sidewalk to a huge staircase leading to the magnificent granite entrance. They crossed the lobby and took the elevator, which smoothly ascended to the sixtieth floor. When the doors opened to a dark corridor, the two exchanged glances. Bruce and Robert exited the elevator, followed by two security guards. The lights automatically turned on; they were dim, making the place appear very eerie. Feeling a chill, Robert took a deep breath.

— What kind of place is this? — he asked — The area was richly decorated with various statues and antique paintings.
— I don’t know, Robert, but the people behind this must be very powerful. — Reaching the only apartment on that floor, they were confronted with a magnificent door, intricately carved and adorned with symbols unfamiliar to both of them. Bruce, however, felt comfortable; something about the place seemed familiar. As he raised his hand to knock, the door opened on its own, and a strange figure appeared.
— You may enter, gentlemen. The guards will stay in the hallway. The Master will attend to you shortly. Make yourselves comfortable.

The two sat on a very comfortable sofa. Numerous symbols and swastikas adorned the walls. Robert observed everything carefully, while Bruce remained still, almost in a trance, thinking everything seemed very familiar.

— Mr. Wurdkys, what do you think of this? This so-called Master has quite the taste to decorate a room this way.

— Bruce remained silent, absorbed in thought. — Mr. Wurdkys?
— What is it, Robert? — he replied, returning to reality.
At that moment, the man reentered the room.

— Very well, Mr. Wurdkys, the Master will see you now.
— The two men rose quickly, and Bruce adjusted his suit.
— You may come through here, Mr. Wurdkys. Only you. — Bruce looked at Robert — Wait for me here, please.
— But sir! — Stay here, Robert — Bruce said firmly, with a hint of sternness in his voice.
— Yes, sir — he replied, sitting back down, annoyed.
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Nuremberg, Germany, July 3, 2018.

The powerful military helicopter flying over an area south of Nuremberg moved away from the urban perimeter after several hours over a dense forest of native trees. The most advanced aircraft of the U.S. Army made a sharp left turn until reaching a clearing recently opened for helicopter landings in the middle of the dense forest.

Sitting on the right side of the aircraft, Josef looked out the window at the large wooden cabin completely hidden beneath the centuries-old trees, while the pilot maneuvered and landed smoothly. The door opened, and Dr. Josef William Kemper stepped out. The temperature was very low, and he felt his face burn. Josef tightened his coat, trying to keep warm. The rotor blades had not yet stopped, blowing icy wind in every direction.

Josef looked at the cabin as a soldier came to meet him, wearing a camouflage uniform and pulling a cap over his shaved head.

— Dr. Kemper, this way. Commander Jackson is waiting for you inside the cabin.

Josef followed, noticing an eagle tattooed on the soldier’s neck.

— What is all this, soldier? — asked Josef. The young man looked at him.

— Our squad discovered this cabin by chance a few days ago during an advanced combat training operation in the forest. It has been abandoned for a long time and is said to have belonged to the Nazis. We found many items from World War II, including weapons and ammunition. All old stuff, by the way. We contacted the base, and the commander came personally when he heard about it.

Josef listened attentively while walking, avoiding pieces of cut wood scattered across the clearing. In a few moments, the suede soles of his shoes were coated with thick mud. He struggled to keep pace with the soldier and maintain his balance on the uneven, slippery terrain, his shoes growing heavier with each step. Fortunately, they soon reached the cabin. Josef stopped, wiped his shoes on the edge of the steps, and then climbed onto the wooden balcony.

— This way — said the soldier. The cabin’s architecture, though long lost and abandoned, had been preserved remarkably well despite the humidity and harsh Nuremberg winters.

Entering the main room, Josef was amazed by what he saw. Everything seemed frozen in time; he had never seen anything like it in real life, only in films.

— Fascinating! — exclaimed Josef.

— What did you say, sir? — asked the soldier, stopping at the first step of the stairs to the second floor.

Josef approached the table, carefully observing the plates, glasses, and cutlery arranged on it. They were perfectly aligned, and over the years, a thick layer of dust had accumulated. He imagined that for almost sixty years, everything had remained there, inert, waiting to be discovered. His concentration was broken by the soldier’s hoarse voice calling his attention.

— This way, sir. The commander is waiting for you upstairs.

— Excuse me, young man, but an academic like me is fascinated by discoveries like this. — The soldier raised an eyebrow skeptically, not understanding why all this old stuff fascinated him. Without hesitation, he said:

— This way, Dr. Kemper. — Josef followed him up the stairs to the second floor.

Reaching a corridor with many doors, the soldier led him to the door at the end. Josef followed silently, his eyes examining every detail. At the last room, the soldier opened the door and stood aside as Josef approached. Commander Jackson appeared before him.

— It’s a pleasure to see you again, Doctor! Was your journey here comfortable?

— I have no complaints; the trip was smooth — he replied, shaking the commander’s hand.

— What is it that you want me to translate that’s so important and top secret it couldn’t be sent by email, Commander?

— You go straight to the point, Doctor. I like that in a man. No beating around the bush. Come with me. We discovered this cabin a few days ago during advanced training and found that it appears to have been the hideout of some Nazi officers. We found many weapons and ammunition from World War II, but none of that is as important as the documentation and war plans in this room. Beneath this bed, we found a suitcase with some folders belonging to a high-ranking Nazi officer, containing many original documents that we believe belonged to Hitler himself. They include important papers, such as Adolf Hitler’s will, his marriage certificate with Eva Braun, several maps, military strategy notes, and many documents with ancient symbols, whose meaning remains unknown. That is why I called you here, Doctor; I want to know everything about them and their significance.

Josef approached the table with the already open suitcase and picked up a folder. As he went to open it, Commander Jackson held his arm and, looking directly into his eyes, said:

— I don’t need to remind you that these documents are U.S. Army property and are now classified. I trust I can count on your complete discretion, correct, Doctor?

Josef held his gaze, furrowing his brow in disapproval.

— Commander, first, I am an academic and a patriot; my interest is purely scientific. But of course, if you didn’t trust me, you wouldn’t have called me, right? If you’re unsure, I can return to Princeton and leave everything as it is — Jackson studied him for a few seconds, staring into his eyes.

— May I analyze them now? — he asked, looking at the commander’s hand still holding his arm. Jackson released him, stepped back, and watched attentively. Josef opened the folder and began examining the documents, skimming the German text and moving directly to those with symbols. After some time analyzing them:

— These clusters here are a mixture of symbols from various cultures. The first set is more recent, from the 3rd to 5th centuries A.D., and it says the following: Funny... It all seems out of context. It reads: “I have finally understood the purpose of my existence. Many years ago, I had the vision of the future my father destined for me. I came into this world to fulfill his will and pave the way for him. The seed was planted according to the prophecy. My destiny was successfully fulfilled; my body will die in flames within Berlin, surrounded by my enemies, in the place where I carried out most of my work.”

— Why would Hitler write this in ancient symbols, Doctor?

— I don’t know, Commander. I need to study these documents further to answer your question. The second quadrant of symbols contains a very old text. I have seen some of these during a seminar on the dialect of the lost city of Atlantis. It is extremely complex; I cannot decipher it quickly. I need time and proper equipment. There’s nothing more I can do here.

— What do you need?

— I need a terminal with a powerful server. I will input the symbols into a program that will decode them. It works with a standard sequence of symbols, involving over a million known characters. It will learn the sequence and generate a statistical model of the entire text collection — he explained to the commander. — These statistical models have been used to analyze a wide variety of sequences of symbols and ancient languages, extinct for thousands of years. About five thousand seals, tablets, and amulets, each containing five hundred different symbols, were created between 2600 and 1900 B.C. by various peoples near Atlantis. Decoding it without this tool would be impossible.

— Very well, Doctor. We will take you to our base in Berlin, where you will have access to this program

— Excellent, Commander! — exclaimed the Doctor.
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Entering the room, Bruce saw the man sitting at the table. Hermann Dietze, finishing signing some papers, looked up and rose from his chair. Bruce looked at the old man, who seemed about ninety years old. His eyes were cold and mysterious.

— I am very pleased you came, Mr. Secretary of Defense. My name is Hermann Dietze, president of the Aryan Group of Germany. Please, have a seat.

— Aryan Group! — exclaimed Bruce, astonished.

— We are a consortium of companies with business worldwide.

— How did you get that drawing?

— Your father gave it to me a long time ago.

— My father? You knew him?

— Yes, he personally handed me the drawing. He also asked me to take care of you, to prepare you for your role when the time came. And that time has come, Bruce.

— I don’t understand. Prepare me for what?

— Your father was my friend. When he died, he entrusted me with your care and ensuring you fulfilled your destiny.

— Destiny? What destiny is this that my father wants me to fulfill?

— The place that belonged to your father for a long time and is rightfully yours. Our leader and guide.

— I can’t believe what you’re telling me. This story is insane! I can’t believe my father planned all this seventy years ago!

— I made a vow to him and I intend to keep it, Bruce. Believe me. Who do you think funded your education all these years? That was us, at his request. The best education possible. Your father believed in the arts, a man of great vision! Seventy years ago, he was already a person who knew things humanity only began to see today. Even then, he was vegetarian and abstinent. The leader of the German people, who loved him.
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CHAPTER SIX
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The door opened, and Commander Jackson stepped out. He walked down the long corridor of the U.S. base in Berlin, entering the sophisticated military intelligence room, equipped with the most advanced U.S. Army computers in Europe. He went straight to the workstation where Dr. Josef Kemper was working, closely watched by his guard, the soldier who had met him in the forest. The Doctor had already noticed the young man was not talkative, but alert to every move. It was obvious that Jackson would not leave him alone inside the room that held all secret American operations in Europe.

Josef had just typed some commands on the computer and was looking at the huge digital screen in front of him when he heard Jackson speak.

— How is the translation going, Doctor? — asked Jackson, approaching from behind. Josef turned his chair to face the commander.

— I love a challenge! — he said, his eyes gleaming, as he turned back to the large screen, typing a complex multi-character password. — All set, let’s wait for the program to load so we can input our data. By the way, do you serve coffee here? I could use some — he said with a smile.

— I could use one urgently too — the commander added. — Come with me, I’ll show you one of the most advanced pieces of equipment in this base: our synthesizer! Stay alert, soldier! Don’t let anyone in here, understood?

— Synthesizer! — exclaimed Josef, following the commander. After a while, Josef
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