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The dark side of the sauna


Foreword by Timo Vuorensola



There’s a saying in Finnish, and it goes something like this: “take it behind the sauna”. It means that you drag something that has become obsolete behind the sauna and kill it – it was generally used when talking about sick farm animals, but the meaning has evolved into a Finnish equivalent of “killing your darlings”.

Writing a movie of a such a vast topic like moon-Nazis is full of possibilities and opportunities, and can be a tiring job. You’d like to tell so many stories, pay attention to all the details, motivations and side characters, but in the end you only have two hours of time, so you have to pick your story carefully. This means that you usually end up dragging loads of great material behind the sauna.

A good novelization of a film doesn’t just tell the story as it happens on the screen. It actually goes beyond and delves into the heads of the characters, displays their hidden thoughts, and walks with them through numerous scenes to show how they reached the decisions they did, unearthing themes along the way that were lost in the process of screenwriting.

Having read Ilsa’s take on Iron Sky, I was very happy to see that she had understood the film instantly, fully realized the style of comedy, and was able to expand it just as if it had always been part of the story itself. In addition to this, she was eager to listen to me rummaging through the figurative backside of the sauna, bringing up ideas that were cut off at early stages and clarifying some points of the story that were only nodded to in the film.

The novelization of Iron Sky succeeds in telling the story of the film, expanding it, taking it to corners that the film never went to, and most importantly, developing the characters around Renate into an even more complete ensemble of interesting individuals. It is an essential part of the story of Iron Sky, and stands alone as a good novel as well as a fantastic companion to the fans.










Prologue



Antarctica, 1945


A blizzard raged outside the gates of Neu-Schwabenland, while the sirens inside were howling.

Hauptscharführer Manfred Adler threw several pieces of clothing into the suitcase that had been waiting for weeks, and looked around.

“Are you ready, Hildegard?” he asked.

His wife nodded. Both suitcases were packed, and she held the infant cradled in her arms. Their son, Adolf, was barely eight months old. The sirens’ noise should have made him cry; instead, he looked up to his mother with big blue eyes. He was a strong boy, and Manfred was very proud of him already.

He will do his name proud, he thought while closing the suitcase and taking it off the bed. “Let’s go then.”

The room he’d been sharing with his wife and son was tiny, furnished with just the bare necessities. There was a small window. Heavy, wet snow was driven against it. Below the window stood a bed, one wall boasted an oven, the other a wardrobe and a narrow shelf. The Führer’s portrait looked sternly down on everything. Manfred cursed under his breath, opened the suitcase once more and put the portrait inside. He would not leave the Führer behind, alone in the darkness. It was bad enough that others had done just that in Berlin.

He started towards the door with three suitcases in his hands. When he touched the door handle he noticed that Hildegard didn’t move.

“What are you waiting for? We have to hurry.”

“Are we really doing the right thing?” She tightened her arms around Adolf. “For him?”

They had been asking themselves this very question repeatedly, usually at night when they were in bed, and the storms outside were howling fiercely, giving them hope that nobody could overhear their conversations. Rumor had it that all rooms had been bugged. Manfred wasn’t sure whether he believed that or not. Now, it didn’t matter any longer.

He put down the suitcases, and took a step towards Hildegard. She wore her long, blonde hair in a bun, and a leather coat with her uniform. Nobody would have described her as pretty. Her nose was too long, her chin too little, and her ears stood in a wide angle from her head as if they were handholds. Still, her Aryan lineage reached as far as eight generations into the past; none of the other women in Neu-Schwabenland could compete with that. Manfred had considered it his duty to marry her.

Close your eyes and think of the Fatherland. These were his thoughts as he kissed her.

He grabbed her hand. “We are doing this just for him. Imagine, in what kind of environment he would have to grow up down here. He would be surrounded by mixed-bloods and degenerates, who would try everything to desecrate his pure blood. We would be locking up a race-horse with nags.”

Adolf chortled in Hildegard’s arms.

“So, it’s over then,” she said quietly. “The war is lost.”

“Yes. We wouldn’t have received the order to start if there was any hope left.”

Manfred heard the sound of heavy boot steps in the corridor. Voices barked orders, doors were banged. Searchlights illuminated the snow storm outside the window.

Hildegard glanced outside. “Adolf will never see snow, nor breathe fresh air if we take him up there.”

Manfred almost rolled his eyes. Sometimes, she was so sentimental. One might think that she had watched one of these un-Aryan, American movies where everyone strived for happiness and nobody remembered their duty.

“But he will live amongst his own and will never be submitted to all the dirt that we had to cope with. One day, he or his son will return to Earth and fulfill his holy, Aryan duty.”

She looked back to him and smiled, as if remembering a wonderful dream. “The final victory?”

Manfred knew that he had won. “Heil Hitler,” he said, closed his eyes and thought of the Fatherland.

Beneath his feet, the ground began to shake. The first wave of flying disks took off.

Mission Schwarze Sonne, the ‘Black Sun‘, was about to become reality.
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Chapter One


Liberty Moon Mission, 2018

To infinity and beyond …

That was how James Washington had envisioned it. However, inside the narrow landing module infinity was not tangible, let alone anything beyond that. He was cooped up in his seat, surrounded by flashing lights, levers and buttons, unable to fathom any of their purpose. Sanders, his colleague and mission leader, had asked him not to touch anything. In fact, he had stated: “Touch anything and I will throw you out of the airlock.”

Washington wasn’t sure whether the landing module even had an airlock, but he intended to avoid any risks. His aim was to be the first black man on the moon, not to be the first black man in the moon’s orbit.

“Liberty, this is mission control,” said an authoritarian sounding female voice coming from the speakers in his helmet. “Status report, please.”

Washington stifled a response. Contrary to Sanders he was no astronaut. His contribution would have been along the lines of I’m sat on my ass and hope that this tin can will not go bust, and he doubted that mission control wanted to hear that.

“Houston, we have established orbit around the moon,” Sanders replied in a professional tone of voice. “T minus two minutes. Resuming landing approach as scheduled. Over.”

“Roger, Liberty. Try not to maneuver yourself into a radio black spot.”

Sanders nodded. “Understood. 7-10 plus V.G.X. time window optimal for landing.”

Both the cockpit’s lights and the moon’s gray, crater-strewn surface reflected in his helmet’s visor. The harsh, unfiltered sunlight created deeply black shadows. Washington had the impression that they had been carved out of the landscape.

What the hell are we doing here, anyway? he asked himself, despite knowing the answer already.

Advertising.

“Landing vector confirmed. Proceed with phase three,” mission control said inside of his helmet. The capsule turned its nose upwards, and the moon’s surface reflection vanished from Sanders’ helmet. Stars began to flash instead, and on the very rim a piece of the blue and white Earth appeared. It seemed to be the only colorful spot in the monochromatic universe and captured Washington’s eye again and again.

It’s so beautiful, he wanted to say, but thought better of it. Sanders would have merely rolled his eyes.

“Approaching landing coordinates Delta-V.G.X. 7-3,” the astronaut said. “Final descent.”

His face was not visible behind the mirrored visor, but Washington could hear the excitement in his voice. Sanders had repeatedly voiced his opinion about this mission being a waste of time, but apparently, the prospect of landing on another world seemed to prickle even his skin.

“Looking good.” The voice from Houston still sounded calm and firm. “Landing vector optimal. Landing in T minus 12, 11, 10 …”

The thruster hissed to life and slowed the landing module down. Washington was pressed into his seat. He clenched his teeth and tightened his grip on the armrests, expecting a hard impact.

Nothing like that happened. Instead, Liberty touched down so gently that he only noticed it when Sanders switched off the thrusters. Suddenly, elation washed over Washington.

I did it, he thought. I am the first Afro-American on the moon. Bloody brilliant.

The speakers crackled and Houston piped up again. For the first time, there was a hint of hesitation in the voice. “Now … um … drop the banners.”

“Oh, for …” Sanders pounded the seat rest with his gloved fist. “Must we?”

A resounding silence answered him. Further discussions were futile. The bodiless voice in Houston knew just as well as Sanders that the banners had to be visible when the live feed from the moon began.

“Alright then,” he murmured after a while and pressed a button. They had practiced the landing thousands of times in NASA hangars, and Washington knew exactly what was happening outside right now: Two banners with Madam President’s face and the lettering Yes, We Can were unfolding to the right and the left of the small ladder, reaching almost to the ground. He would step down that ladder onto the moon and make history.

I might be just a dumb photo model, he thought, but my name will be remembered in one hundred years, just like Lance Armstrong’s.

He unfastened his seatbelt. “The Eagle has landed, baby!”

The words had left his mouth before he realized what he had just said. Sanders let out a dramatic sigh beside him.

“Please, keep that fool off the main frequency,” mission control added as expected. Nobody down there had a sense of humor.

Sanders handed him a flagpole with the American flag wrapped around it. “Just keep your cakehole shut and get out,” he said on the internal frequency. “Let’s get this over with.”

He pushed a button to open the door. It opened soundlessly, and a gray, hostile landscape came into view. Washington had taken months to prepare for this moment, mainly with muscle-building training to ensure that he looked good in the space suit created for him by Armani. It was skin-tight – and nipped in at his crotch.

Setting his foot onto the first step of the ladder, Washington took a deep breath. He felt so weightless that he believed he could fly back to Earth with just one leap. Maybe that was the case. Nobody had bothered to explain to him what low gravity on the moon meant. 

At the bottom of the ladder he turned around. He didn’t intend to step backwards onto the moon’s surface; instead, he wanted his eyes facing forward like those of a conqueror. Sanders, whose space suit was much heavier and more cumbersome than his own, groaned above him.

What am I supposed to say? he asked himself. Another topic nobody had talked to him about. The president’s public relations department had only taught him the words he was meant to say during the broadcast. Whatever he said before that didn’t matter to them.

It mattered to him, though. He was the first Afro-American on the moon. Every black man between Detroit and New Orleans would want to know what he said when he set foot on the gray rock.

“A small step for me …” Later, he couldn’t explain how it happened, but when he lifted his foot he suddenly slipped to one side. Flailing wildly with his arms he tried to regain his footing, but his body was submitted to low gravity and did not react the way he expected it to. He performed a full circle in the air and landed backside first in the dust.

“Ah, shit!”

Behind him, Sanders confidently slid down the ladder and leaped over him. 

“Neil Armstrong, look out, another quote for the ages,” he said. Washington was tempted to give him the finger, but then the astronaut reached out and jerked him to his feet. Sanders wasn’t a bad guy. He simply didn’t like playing campaign aide for the president.

Once Washington stood firmly in the moon dust he noticed a strange device in Sanders’ hand; a small box with a protruding metal sling that did not look like a camera.

Washington frowned as Sanders strode past him.

“Aren’t you supposed to get a few shots of me on the moon?” he asked. That was the whole purpose of this mission: Evidence of the first black American on the moon, in order to ensure black people’s votes for the president in the upcoming re-election.

Sanders hesitated briefly, and then gestured towards several rocks. 

“Why don’t you go ahead and set that flag up over there … wherever. We’ll go live in fifteen minutes.”

“Right. Easy. I can do that,” Washington replied. Sanders didn’t seem to notice him any longer. Leaping towards the edge of the plateau he stared at the little box. Washington couldn’t help but feel that Sanders found those readings more interesting than his actual mission.

Strange, he thought.

The flagpole was next to the ladder where he had dropped it. Clumsily, he picked it up and rammed it into the dusty ground, roughly in the area where Sanders had pointed to. The low gravity turned every movement into an experiment.

He expected the flag to simply unfurl, but nothing happened. It remained wrapped around the flagpole like clingfilm. Washington tugged on the fabric with his big astronaut gloves, carefully at first, but when the flag did not yield he used more force. He did not look for Sanders. Still, he feared that Sanders was watching him. At least he felt as if someone was watching him.

I really don’t believe this. Pushing with his feet against the rock he yanked the flag. Suddenly, something tore beneath his fingers. The subsequent jerk caused him to lose his balance, and for the second time within minutes he ended up on his backside. One half of the flag remained in his hands, the other hung pitifully from the flagpole.

Shit! Washington tried to sit up. His body was so light that he kicked his legs in the air for a moment like a turtle that had been turned on its back.

If Saunders catches that on film, I’m done, he thought. Right at that moment, Saunders’ voice emitted from the helmet’s speakers.

“Mission control,” he broadcast on the main frequency. “I have discovered large quantities of Helium 3. Over.”

Helium, what? Part of Washington was relieved that Sanders hadn’t noticed his mishap; another part wondered why the astronaut was so preoccupied. He struggled to his feet.

“What?” Houston asked. “You’re breaking up. Remember, you are operating near a radio black spot. Frequ … change in … 2 …”

Static drowned out the voice. Then Sanders said loud and clear, jerking Washington: “No. Fucking. Way.”

Washington’s first thought was He’s seen the flag. However, when he turned around he saw Sanders standing at the edge of the plateau facing away from him.

“Hey!” Washington shouted. “Whatcha doing with that thing hopping around over there? I thought you were supposed to take some photos of me?”

Sanders didn’t react. Motionless like a statue he stood in the harsh sunlight on the moon’s surface and stared at something that Washington couldn’t see. It had to be down in the valley ahead of them. 

Suddenly, he felt very uneasy. Something’s wrong here. 

Instinctively he started towards the landing module, his only means to get back to Earth. In the vast, barren landscape it appeared to be as fragile as he felt. Hesitantly, he took a step in Sanders’ direction. Without him, he wouldn’t make it home as he wasn’t capable of flying the capsule.

“Washington,” Houston demanded in his helmet. It was the first time that the bodiless voice addressed him directly. “Do you have a visual …”

The question ended in static.

“What was that?” Washington shouted.

Houston didn’t answer. He presumed that they had entered the radio black spot which mission control had repeatedly warned them about.

“Hey, Washington,” Sanders said when the static had subsided. He turned to Washington and motioned for him to join him. “It’s Helium 3. A Helium 3 mine. You have to see this. Get over here.”

What the hell is Helium 3? Washington asked himself not for the first time but stopped short of voicing it. As quickly as he dared he moved towards Sanders. He was relieved to hear that the astronaut was talking to him again. The uneasiness faded.

And returned like a well-placed hit in the stomach when a figure rose from the shadows behind Sanders.

Washington stopped dead in his tracks. Blood was ringing in his ears, and his heart was beating so hard that he felt it in his temples.

Impossible. There wasn’t room for any other words in his thoughts. Impossible. Impossible.

He shook his head and narrowed his eyes, but when he opened them, the figure was still looming. Everything about it was black: the helmet, the breathing apparatus, the long leather coat, the backpack and the knee-high boots. It seemed as if the shadows of the moon had created it.

He was unable to speak, held his breath and simply stared at it.

Sanders seemed to sense that something was wrong and turned around. Washington heard him exhaling in horror. The figure lifted its arm, holding a gun that pointed right at Sanders’ helmet.

“No,” Washington exclaimed. “Sanders!”

He started running without thinking. “Sanders!”

He tumbled over, his feet were far too light, and hit the ground. Landing on his knees he briefly saw the cold, starry sky above him. He didn’t hear the shot that jerked Sanders off his feet, but saw the cloud of blood and cerebral matter which suddenly hovered behind Sanders’ head above the landscape. 

“Oh, god–“

Sanders collapsed in a bizarre slow motion. As he slumped down into the dust and lay there motionlessly, the figure turned away from him – towards Washington. He scrambled to his feet, failing to understand what was going on. All he knew was that he would be next if he didn’t act. 

I need to get outta here!

“Houston,” he screamed into his helmet microphone. “We got one mega fucking problem here!”

The answer consisted of static. The landing module was less than ten steps in front of Washington. He had no idea how to fly it, but trusted that mission control would find a way to get him home safely, just like the ground crew in that movie when the crew aboard a plane had eaten foul chicken – or was it fish?

Why am I even thinking this shit? 

He regained his composure. Nine steps to go, eight …

A shadow darted past him without a noise. A fraction of a second later the capsule exploded. The shockwave hit Washington like a huge baseball bat. He was hurled backwards and landed amidst debris and dust on his back. Lying motionlessly, he saw pieces of the red, white and blue flag whirling around above him like confetti.

He fought with all his might to stay conscious, hearing himself panting loudly. The spangled sky blurred in front of his eyes.

Don’t faint, James. For god’s sake, don’t faint.

The world slowly came back into focus, revealing several silhouettes within the hazy gray that he had almost succumbed to. He was unable to determine faces behind the dusty gas masks.

“I must be trippin’,” he gasped. Static answered him. Neither the silhouettes nor Houston seemed to hear him. His eyes fixed on a red armband that one of the men wore.

That was one helluva bad trip.
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Chapter Two


“Sieg Heil, Mondjugendunterführerin Renate Richter!”

The high, clear children’s voices chanted the salute with such enthusiasm that Renate almost smiled. It filled her with pride to stand before the next generation of the Aryan moon colony; a generation that she and other teachers would prepare for their sublime purpose. Raising her right arm she stood to attention as was expected of her.

When you salute, her father had once said, you have to look like the field marshal who is leading his troops into battle. That’s the way the Führer would have wanted it.

She always remembered his words.

“Heil Hitler!” she answered formally. The children, more than a dozen girls and boys wearing the uniform of the Hitler Youth, remained silent awaiting her next order. 

Renate lowered her arm. “Boys and girls, sit down.”

Wooden benches creaked as the children took their places. Renate’s desk stood in front of the classroom, while the benches were cascading before her in order to enable all children to see their teacher. The girls and boys looked straight ahead. None of them whispered or dared to appear inattentive. Renate imagined their heads as if they were empty buckets, waiting to be filled with knowledge.

I’m blessed with such a wonderful profession, she thought. She was well prepared for her lesson, but as she was about to begin she noticed that one of the children hadn’t sat down. One boy remained standing.

“Dieter,” she said, “are you not sure where exactly to place your behind?”

The boy stood to attention. His side parting looked as if it had been drawn with a ruler.

“Fräulein Richter.” He spoke far too loud, and the tone of his voice was reproachful. “Since the Mondführer’s 65th birthday, the correct reichssalute is? Heil Kortzfleisch’.”

Little smartass, thought Renate. She would have loved to tell Dieter where he could stick his correct reichssalute, but that would not only have been ill-disciplined and pedagogically questionable, it would also have been plain stupid. Dieter’s father was after all Mondobersturmführer Dr. Beckmann, one of the closest bootlick … advisors of the Mondführer. Rumor said that he had put Kortzfleisch up to the idea of the new reichssalute, yet nobody dared to ask Beckmann about it. He was too powerful.

Thus, Renate smiled and pretended to have forgotten the new rule. 

“That is correct, Dieter,” she said with strained friendliness. “You are an exemplary boy.”

The boy sat down. It would have given her enormous pleasure had she been able to wipe the arrogant complacency off his face with a chalkboard cloth.

Don’t forget who his father is, she reprimanded herself, clearing her throat and glancing at the vocabulary that she had written on the chalkboard prior to the lesson. They included important words such as discipline, rules, order, and punctuality. Sometimes she was surprised that the language she had taken up contained equivalents to such German concepts. 

“Today, we will begin with the most unpatriotic language; a language we need to grasp nonetheless if we are to return to those needing our assistance.” She nodded towards the class. “In English now. Where are we from?”

At first, she had been repulsed by this weird, soft language with its un-Teutonic way of pushing the tongue between the lips. Still, Renate had learnt it because someone had to do it, and self-sacrifice was yet another German virtue. Now, she actually enjoyed speaking English, but refrained from admitting that to anyone.

One of the boys raised his right arm. Even when the students merely indicated that they wanted to speak it looked as if they were saluting. This motion was drilled into them from earliest childhood. Sometimes Renate caught herself saluting when she reached for a cup on the upper shelf in her kitchen.

“Siegfried,” she said encouragingly.

“The Earth.” The boy clearly had problems forming the unfamiliar sounds.

Renate nodded. “And when did we leave?”

A girl named Brunhilde put her hand up. “1945.”

“Very good.”

The children already knew the next question. Eagerly they leaned forward.

Renate didn’t disappoint them. She lifted both her hands to indicate that all of them were allowed to answer without putting their hands up first. “And where did we go?”

The entire class answered in chorus: “The dark side of the moon!”

“Brilliant!”

Pride welled up inside of Renate. She forgot Dieter, his father, Kortzfleisch, and his new salute. These children would set into motion what she and everyone else in the Schwarze Sonne colony had been waiting for all this time. She could feel it. Just a few more years, and then the Nazis would rise and bring peace to the world that it had been craving for so long.

Aryan peace.

Renate turned away from the children, stepped behind her desk and pushed the chalkboard upwards. It revealed a world map stemming from the time before the great exodus. The continents were colored with their names written across them. As a child Renate had sat before that map for hours, imagining what these exotic places looked like. Eventually, she had asked her father, and he had explained everything. Since then, she regarded that map with pity and compassion.

She pointed towards North America.

“Who lives there?” she asked, still in English.

“Capitalists!” the class shouted in the same language.

She nodded and pointed to China and Russia.

“Bolsheviks!” Renate noticed that some students stumbled at the unfamiliar word. She decided to tell them more about the horrors of Bolshevism during the next lesson.

Her next gesture included the rest of the map from Europe, through Africa to Australia. “And the rest?”

“Untermenschen,” the class answered in unison.

“Wonderful!” Her pride returned. Renate went back behind her desk and composed herself for a moment. The children had answered her questions correctly; still, she sensed that they didn’t yet understand what these words meant, and that they failed to grasp the connection between those words and the future that Renate was preparing them for.

When she was confident that she had the attention of the entire class she continued: “And, meine Lieblinge, what will we say when we return to Earth and those poor, starving children? Those uneducated, unloved, unclothed rabble, as they approach us, the master race, when we step off our ship bearing our love, our kindness, our wisdom … again, meine Lieblinge, what do we say?”

The children had rehearsed that answer, but Renate noticed that they had finally understood its meaning.

“We come in peace!” they shouted. Even Dieter, the smartass, leaned forward full of enthusiasm, as if he couldn’t wait to carry the Aryan blessing into the world. In that moment Renate felt the urge to hug all of her students.

Heil Hitler, she thought, deeply touched. Heil Hitler.



[image: Image]






Chapter Three


I’m a hero.

Klaus Adler pushed his Zündapp-motorcycle to the limit. The prisoner sitting next to him in the sidecar was pressed into the seat and held on tight. Even the other motorcycles had difficulty keeping up with him.

Klaus knew about his reputation for being a daredevil, if not a show-off, but on this glorious, beautiful day he had the last laugh, especially on him. One spy dead, another captured. That was unheard of since the establishment of Schwarze Sonne colony.

He was racing down a road leading past the Helium 3 mine, back to the core of the colony: the Swastika-shaped block of living quarters and barracks with its landing platform, also serving as a spaceship hangar. Gray, stiff and imposing buildings towered above Klaus. His heart started beating faster every time he set eyes on them. They were the embodiment of Aryan superiority. 

He glanced at his prisoner but couldn’t determine his reaction to this view as his face was hidden behind the mirrored helmet. He was probably wetting his pants right now. Cowards had a tendency to do that, or so he had heard.

Extending far into the crater, the circular landing platform was located at the end of the road. Factories, machines and gravitational power stations clung to the crater’s walls. Smoke billowed lazily out of their chimneys. During the past decades the colony had dug deep into the crater during their search for Helium 3. Klaus estimated that they had covered a distance of more than one hundred meters.

He drove past two huge Swastika banners and swerved onto the landing platform. A flying disk hovered above it, while boxes full of tools and oxygen tanks lined its sides. Soldiers turned their heads toward Klaus when he made a show of bringing his motorcycle to a halt. He tossed his prisoner out of the sidecar. Hitting the ground hard, the man groaned. It seemed he hadn’t expected artificial gravity at Schwarze Sonne.

They won’t underestimate us for much longer, Klaus thought. He removed his helmet and gas mask and enjoyed the cool breeze stroking his face. A protective dome enabled them to breathe not only inside the buildings, but also outside on the landing platform.

Klaus brushed a curly strand of hair out of his face. Out of the corner of his eye he watched the soldiers who had stopped their exercises, their eyes flickering from him to the stranger in his ridiculous spacesuit. They had neither missed the fact that a prisoner had been taken, nor who had brought him in.

Excellent, Klaus thought. He glanced at the stranger who had sat up but didn’t seem to be plotting an escape. Besides, where should he go? Except for the colony, there was nothing but dust and death.

Suddenly, the huge loudspeakers surrounding the landing platform crackled. A voice shouted in German: “Attention! Sing along time!”

Boots clattered as the soldiers snapped to attention, raising their right arm. March music blared across the colony. The sheer volume drowned out the sound of a Volkswagen Beetle arriving slowly on the landing platform and stopping just before Klaus. A driver jumped out and opened the passenger’s door.

A moment passed, and then he emerged from the Volkswagen. His boots were impeccably polished, his uniform perfectly ironed and his shirt freshly starched. His uniform cap adorned with the symbol of a skull sat straight on his head as if it had been placed using a spirit level, while one hand clasped a Marshal’s Baton. Sizing up Klaus, the expression in his eyes could mean anything from I haven’t had a good shit in days to Say one wrong word and you’re dead. Klaus attempted not to show his contempt. After all, the man standing before him was the Führer; at least, at the moment he was the Führer.

Five high-ranking officers of the colony stepped out of the beetle behind him. The gray-haired, lined men – all of the same age as the Führer – fell in beside him. Klaus had no idea how they had all fitted into that car. Maybe they had been stacked up inside.

The Führer gave him a brusque nod. Not for the first time Klaus got the impression that the animosity was mutual. Tensing his body he snapped to attention and his right arm shot up as if it had been flung off a steel spring.

“Heil Hitler!”

The Führer cleared his throat. “Hitler–“

A fit of coughing interrupted him. Turning away from Klaus, who tried – not very successfully – to hide his glee, he pulled out a handkerchief. His coughing had become considerably worse during these past few weeks. The reason was allegedly a top secret state matter kept under wraps; however, rumors never ended within the colony. Lung cancer was the word whispered behind closed doors. Cancer was very common, a side effect of the radiation bombarding the moon’s surface, as no atmosphere could filter it out.

At least some good comes of it, Klaus thought. The old fart won’t be with us much longer.

Then, finally, his time would come, he was sure of that. The colony needed a fearless and determined Führer whose name alone demanded respect.

An Adler, not a Kortzfleisch.

He expected a reprimand from the Führer for refusing to use the official new salute, but Kortzfleisch merely pointed at the prisoner kneeling on the ground when his cough subsided.

“And what is this, Herr Nachrichtenübermittlungsoberführer Adler?” he asked in a croaking voice.

Klaus proudly jutted out his chin. “A spy from Earth. I captured him myself. It would appear that he is the leader of a shock troop.”

Kortzfleisch seemed unimpressed. A true Führer would have congratulated Klaus, but Kortzfleisch apparently worried that this catch might weaken his position further. The dogs were already at the heels of this old, sick man, and Klaus had the burning ambition to be the first to sink his fangs into his flesh.

Kortzfleisch made a brief gesture with his Marshal’s Baton. “Remove his helmet.”

Klaus stepped over to the prisoner, who still didn’t move. He had probably never seen a true Aryan and was awestruck. Opening his helmet wasn’t difficult. Klaus removed it – and froze.

Around him, several people exhaled sharply. Others took several steps back as if they were worried they might catch a contagious disease. Klaus forced himself to remain strong, fixing his eyes on the ugly, dark, hideous face that had been revealed.

The man crouching before him was no leader, and thus not the trophy he had hoped for. He was black. A negro. An Untermensch. He was … subhuman.

The generals whispered amongst each other. Kortzfleisch was the first to regain his composure. He stared at Klaus with an expression of confusion and anger.

“Is this some kind of a joke, Herr Adler?”

“Potzblitz,” Klaus gasped, buying himself some time. His thoughts were racing. The pedestal he had put himself on started to sway. Being victorious over an Untermensch was not a heroic deed for Aryans, it was a matter of course.

Perhaps I shouldn’t have shot the other guy, he thought. He had surely been the master of this negro. At this point, he deemed it unwise to voice this assumption.

Instead, he demonstrated strength and determination. It was one of the German virtues to shout at someone if you had been caught making a mistake. The history books that Klaus had studied seemed to indicate that the true Führer had already resorted to that kind of behavior, and what was good enough for Hitler, couldn’t be bad for Adler.

He planted himself in front of the negro. “What the hell are you?” he shouted in English. The flag adorning the chest of his prisoner indicated that he was standing in front of a capitalistic Untermensch.

Words came at him like the staccato of machine gun fire. Some of them he caught. The negro answered to the name of James Washington, and he seemed to think that Herr Adler was someone called Prince Harry, or some such. Most of the words whizzed past him before he could make head or tail of them.

He was developing a pounding headache.

Kortzfleisch looked at him when the staccato suddenly stopped. “Well? You speak English, Adler. What did he say?”

I haven’t got a clue, Klaus thought, as a second torrent of words washed over him and saved him from answering. He grasped the opportunity, threw the Untermensch’s helmet into the arms of a soldier and spun around. His command of the English language was acceptable, but an expert was needed for what they were confronted with here. A female expert.
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