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Night

The cloud cover was thick above the city of Berlin this night. A cloud shattered when a human shape burst through it, arrowing towards the city far below. 

No one below cared.

Why should they? 

True, they would never be able to enjoy a walk in the sun anymore, but they would not have to worry about Ally bombs ever hitting them either.

As for Harry, he grinned. I am really a problem for them. 

A one-man Bear suit clung to his back, hurling him across vast spaces at speeds humans could never travel before. It was his fighting virtue, and also, his curse.

But right now, he was more worried about the deadly power dome below that rose powerfully above Berlin. More worried about making it through without getting fried, than about the possibility of another time shift and dumped into another war in another time stream.

The Berliners below did not care. Not worried about him or any enemy attack. They were protected by a high intensity power dome that Hitler’s scientists had created, using a combination of electrons and atomic power that even Einstein could not explain to Harry in a kind of way that made sense. The dome supported itself in an odd way. 

Al, Albert Einstein, told Harry that the domes were constructed of tamed electrons. It was an offshoot of the atomics used by Hitler. Electrons shaping the dome were trained to form a dome and encapsulate the nuclear particles in such a way that it made them highly dense, and highly charged at the same time. The resulting interaction created temperatures approaching that of a star! Anyone, or anything unlucky enough to contact the dome were destroyed. Every single cell and atom of their form exploded, breaking down into pure energy.

Neither living beings or inanimate objects could penetrate the domes. 

The molding force of electricity was its true power. It knit and bound the dome, using a new atomic molecule discovered by Einstein before he defected to the Allies.

Al would never live down the day he discovered Einsteinium. Harry smiled. He did not hate Einstein for his genius. He only wished the man had defected sooner or not been so smart that day he discovered the element.

Harry admired the man’s intellect. It was as powerful as the computers of the future he had once seen. Still, he was going to give Al a really, really tough time when he got back to Base. The underground bunker in Switzerland was Al’s home, as it was also his own. Al would want to know how everything went. And when he got back...if he got back! He was going to remind Al about his decision to help with creating this dome monstrosity. 

Even as far away as Harry still was from Berlin and its gigantic power shield, the brightness of its powerful energies felt like a hungry monster from an ancient Lovecraftian demon world where the dark god of the underworld spit burning fire no one could put out with water or any known substance.

The Berlin Power Dome was magical. But in a very, very dark way.

Harry sighed.

Good thing his helmet mike was off, or Bear would have been on him at once, warning Harry to lighten up. As if!

Well, Harry did not need to put this fire out. He tongued his power visor, and it darkened his view, so his eyes did not burn out from the glare.

Another miracle of the power dome was that the intensity of the light was only outwards. The Berliners on the inside could not see the dome’s energies. Or they would all be blind.

He shrugged inwardly.

He only needed to penetrate it. He lowered tongued his power control inside his helmet and pedaled the power to max. 

Anyone that could have seen him from below would have only seen a blur as he put on a burst of speed. That is how fast he was traveling. 

Al said max speed was dangerous, but the only way he could penetrate the power dome without dying.

Of course, it had its risk.

Harry angled his arms downwards and the suit’s gyros steadied him as he shot like an arrow from hell at the dome.

The first risk was that his suit’s power supply would fry.

In which case he would die.

The second risk was that the suit would have a temporal effect anomaly and cast him into another future or past alternate reality like this one.

In both cases he would be dead to this world, but in the latter, at least he would be alive. 

As many times as Harry has been cast into the past and future now, he was not so sure death would be all that different anymore. He would finally find a lasting peace.

He shrugged off those dark thoughts, the top of the dome was closing in on him fast!

As Harry neared the top of the dome, he could feel even at this distance the extreme heat of the energies boiling around its surface. This close it was like looking into the heart of a living star. 

Al said the comparison was apt, as the energies were also comparable to that of the surface of the sun, nearing over two thousand Fahrenheit. 

Which would explain why the land within the first hundred yards of the dome resembled the surface of a baked cookie. No one and nothing could survive that kind of heat. 

Another reason the Allied Forces had requested Harry’s loving hand on this project. His suit was the only thing they thought could even come close to penetrating the power dome.  

General Eisenhower had told Harry. “Harry, you’re our only hope to bring down the dome. Not even a nuclear bomb can penetrate that thing.”

Ike had chewed on his cigar and put a beefy hand on Harry’s shoulder reassuringly. “I know you can do this, son. It is risky, sure. But Al (Albert Einstein) tells me you have an eight in ten chances of penetrating the dome and surviving.”

Bear, the big lovable monster of a black man who was his best friend and sometimes partner in crime in defeating the enemy had quipped. “Yeah, Harry. Think of it. The worst that can happen is you’ll be a six-foot-long hot dog.”

Bear swiped at his eyes. “With no one there to eat you!”

Harry had slugged Bear on his right shoulder playfully. “Leave it up to you to find the brighter side of things, pal!”

Harry felt his lips creasing in a smile. Even without Bear, the man left Harry feeling better. In all the timelines Harry had traveled so far, Bear was one of several constants that made his struggles to return home to his original timeline palatable.

Only question was, would he get through this dome. He had managed to do so on earlier missions on other timelines where this thing existed, but every timeline was unique and every mission dangerous in its own way.

What worked before, does not always work in the future. He had to admit the Germans were good at developing and building devious devices. 

He had to wonder sometimes if it was true that Hitler had gotten his technology from inside the planet as some claimed. That the earth was hollow.

Harry grinned. Hell! Even if it was true, it did not change the stakes any. He either died or he did not!

He glanced at his inner helmet readouts. He had crossed the final lap of his journey. Time for the money run! He tongued the power controls to give the suit every scrap of power it had. Immediately, he felt the Bear pack on his shoulders tighten against his back as the added power fed the rockets. The air about him was frigid cold, biting like tiny needles, even through the layers of leather he wore on his body to protect him. But his new speed through the frigid air over Berlin was making him feel like a frozen popsicle.

He made one more adjustment. It was a little trick he had figured out from prior assaults. It was the equivalent of a Hollywood blonde. A knockout!

Now! He shouted. He slammed with the force of a descending meteorite into the top of the power dome. He saw the bright light of the impact and then blacked out.
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Below, on the streets of West Berlin, German soldiers cast their eyes upwards at a sudden flare of bright light from above.

Citizens on the streets cried out in shock when their sidewalks and pavement lit up brighter than the sun for a moment.

Before, feeling protected and safe, now terrified. They all looked up and cried out as a huge splash of fireworks bright lightning plowed through the shimmering power dome’s bubble. The power dome no longer was an innocent protective shield, but a gigantic bubble of nightmarish energies as it reacted to Harry’s impact.

Then as sudden as the horrible event had occurred. It stopped. 

Soldiers cheered. Their protection had worked.

One even promised a mug of beer to his officer to celebrate. The captain frowned on him. The soldier quickly found something to do.

Fortunately for the soldier, the citizens nearby broke into applause, cheering the soldiers. The captain turned to accept their applause, allowing the soldier to escape the captain’s scathing glance entirely.

But only a moment later, across the entire city of Berlin, the most hideous sound anyone on ground in a war would ever hear shrieked painfully in their ears.

Screaming rockets!

From above!

Impossible was the thought of everyone that same moment.
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Death from Above
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A young couple looked up. Their son, Franz, began to cry in the mother’s arms. 

“Bomb!” Cried out the father.

He tried to shield them by wrapping his arms about them, but both adults knew nothing could shield them if the bomb struck nearby. And it was coming straight for them!

Police rushed, without hope of success, to get pedestrians into the bomb shelters. Shocked soldiers looked up at the falling angel of death headed for them.

Anti-aircraft cannon began firing.

Sirens wailed.

But nothing fired upon the descending object above could touch it.

The sound of screaming rockets grew so thunderous that everyone had to cover their ears from the pain of it.
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Harry felt his awareness wavering in and out of consciousness. It felt like he was waking from a nightmare so intense you could barely move or think. Your whole body and soul were frozen, immobilized. So badly that even when you open your eyes, you discover you are still dreaming and still in the same nightmare.

And he was. 

In a nightmare!

He had successfully passed through the power dome, but now the city of West Berlin was smashing up at him at over six hundred miles an hour!

If he did not pull out of his power dive in the next couple seconds he would smash into atoms when he struck whatever was below.

Was there still time enough to pull out of the dive?

He gave his rockets everything they had and swung his arms outwards, forcing the suit’s gyroscope to adjust to the maneuver and power him into a fast-ascending arc.

But not before he delivered his payload.

He pulled a wire and two bundles attached to the back of his suit tumbled away.

He shot upwards.

A blinding flash of light erupted from below where the suitcase bombs had struck an ammunition depot’s stockpile. It had cost the lives of ten German Resistance fighters to find its location.

The impact of the explosive waves from below flung Harry’s body all over the place, tossing him up and down like a balloon caught by a hurricane’s furious winds.

His rockets began to flicker on and off.

“Stay with me baby!” He begged his rocket suit.

He stabilized. Sucking in a breath he had held onto; he saw he was going to make it!

He smiled. Job well done, Harry.

He straightened out, gave his suit more power before the cannon below could find him.

The rockets failed!
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As he began a new plunge towards death, he knew his luck had finally run out. He shut his eyes. Bone weary. Tired of the endless wars. The endless deaths and torture he had seen of his fellow human beings had sickened his soul. He did not want to die. He had so much to live for. To experience yet. He shook off his weariness. 

The shock of striking the dome had affected his suit and his brain as well. Al had warned this might happen. Harry quickly assessed his flight controls inside his helmet, then adjusted his gyros and made himself plunge even faster towards the pavement below.

Machine guns and cannon fired at him from below, zeroing in on him.

Work baby! He begged his suit. 

Blam! The rockets exploded back to life. His back wrenched by the sudden acceleration.

The rockets had come back to life.

He had remembered Bear joking about how he always got his stalled car running again by giving it a quick shove, then hopping in and giving it gas.

What the hell! It worked!

Harry gave his suit every ounce of power again and adjusted his angle of flight. He swept along the main street of Berlin like a deadly missile, lightning bolts flaring about him.

Citizens, police, and soldiers dove for cover.

Their screams never touched his ears. But his screaming rockets touched theirs. He gave his loudspeakers full power, blasting the city with the terrifying sound.

Soldiers, citizens, and police screamed in terror as he shot towards them, a bolt of living lightning heading straight at them.

But he was not here to kill anyone. He had blown up the munitions. Job done.

He arched his arms upwards, and his suit followed the direction, and he hurtled once more for the safety of the clouds above the power dome.

He gave the suit all the juice its power circuits could bear, risking them overheating again, but they did not. He shot through the power dome energies, but this time, because he was inside and not outside, he did not lose consciousness. The rockets did not fail.

He blew a kiss to West Berlin as he rose above it. “Auf Wiedersehen!”

And like a conquering god, he rose higher and higher, hurtling above the clouds and into the bright light of a new dawn, and hopefully, one step closer to the war ending. 
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Exhausted as hell. Bone weary. Mentally fried, Harry felt himself falling into a dreamlike trance. He was conscious of the earth below rushing past, but now memories of the previous days were coming back to him.

Battle fatigue, Nurse Betty told him whenever he tried to explain this weird state.

It was like he was in two realities at the same time.

One was the war he was fighting; the other was a calm, peaceful place where war had no meaning. It was as if he were in a movie theater, watching himself on a movie screen. As if invisible persons were teaching him about his life.

Bear had called it an out of body experience.

Bear read everything about paranormal phenomena he could get his big, powerful fists wrapped about. He sometimes kept Harry up late at night, explaining how humans had more than one life. That people were born repeatedly until they had learned their lessons.

Then he had grinned at Harry and quipped, “Sort of like the way you keep bouncing back and forth through all the timelines. Each time learning something new.”

Harry had shot back. “Yeah! Like how many ways you can get your ass shot off if you’re not careful!”

Bear had laughed, then touched Harry’s arm. “Hair, I’ll always be there to make sure your ass is slung properly and healed.”

They had both cracked up at the silliness of it.

Harry, still submerged partially in a dream state thought again about how this assignment had come about. He had been traveling from West Berlin on a special assignment for the Allied Resistance. Now that the power domes erected by Hitler’s scientists were finished, they became a huge problem for winning back lost territory from the Germans by the Western Alliance.

The power domes had proven most effective at keeping the Resistance at bay. How can you fight an enemy that can come at you, but you cannot touch!

Now, the damned power domes were sprouting up like weeds in a new lawn all over the planet. 

Harry’s suit was the only thing on the planet that could penetrate the domes. But at a cost. 

The energy fields always played hell with his suit. During the moment it took for him to penetrate the fields successfully, he had to helplessly watch as he shot towards the buildings and ground below at a speed faster than sound. The weirdest part of the experience was not that he might die, but that he felt as if he were watching the whole thing on a movie screen, and it was not real at all.

He had to snap out of it and fast. If he did not recover control of his body in time, he would help in the war another way. Instead of sabotaging supply depots, he would become a living bomb. People would perish for miles around. Good, kind people as well as the power-hungry Nazis.

If the Allied Resistance did not find a way of breaking through the energy fields that formed the domes...well, let us just say that would be a sad day for the world. Any possibility of bringing freedom from tyranny and persecution on the planet would be gone forever.

Now that the domes existed like bright, dangerous blot all over the planet, the Allies had bent their every resource to a way of passing through the domes without being instantly incinerated.

Their first clue had come from Harry himself. His brave dive that had brought him beneath the power dome over Zurich had revealed their limitations, that the power fueling the domes did have its limits, though it appeared to be almost limitless on the surface. Beneath the hot zones of the domes the bubbles tapered off. They had weak spots. Not many. But they had them. Trouble was unless you had a Bear suit like Harry that was more like a guided missile than a backpack, you could not survive the transition.

And there was no way to tunnel beneath the domes. The energy fields penetrated the earth as well.

Harry frowned. He knew that because some of the brave men who had tried to enter from beneath had failed miserably. Those who had not died from contact with the dome energies were torn and shredded apart by the explosions that happened. Munitions had cooked off and the soldiers who strove to tunnel beneath the domes were torn apart or incinerated. The dome transition zone measured a mere depth of a few centimeters, but the radiation and heat were their most intense in the middle centimeters, and that is the barrier they had to overcome.
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