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CHAPTER 1 

THE SISTINE CHAPEL 

 
 
“It sure is bigger than I thought,” Franz Huber said as he 
craned his neck upwards. In the Vatican City’s late summer 
heat his wireless glasses almost slipped off the cherubic 
face of the chubby twenty-four-year-old as sweat dripped 
down from his curly brown hair. 

“TWSS! That’s what she said!” Enrico Vespacio said 
loudly, as his laugh cracked the brown-stubbled face of the 
twenty-three-year-old Roman native. 

“Shhhh!” ordered one of the security guards, immune 
to the tall, wavy-haired Italian’s good looks. Not even his 
ruggedly handsome half-day facial hair growth set the 
middle-aged female guard at ease. Seconds later, another 
guard whispered loudly, “No photos!” to Franz as he tried 
to take a picture with his Canon DSLR. Every few minutes 
they heard the same orders impatiently uttered from 
various security guards, dressed in white shirts and black 
pants, dotted around the grand room: “Shh!” and “No 
photos!”  

Franz and Enrico supported their upturned heads with 
their hands as they continued trying to absorb the splendor 
of the Renaissance ceiling twenty meters above them, 
Sacellum Sixtinum – better known as the painted ceiling of 
the Sistine Chapel. The persistent orders yelled out in 
heavily Italian-accented English disrupted any chance of a 
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quietly contemplative mood that the ceiling might have 
evoked were it not for the press of people, security staff, 
and general fatigue that had set in on most of the tourists 
after having traversed what seemed liked several kilometers 
of corridors, chambers, antechambers, ceremonial halls, 
and display rooms over the past hour or more; each visitor 
became slowly but steadily overwhelmed by the Vatican’s 
limitless artwork and decorations, Saint Peter’s Cathedral, 
and Papal Palace complex. 

“Too bella! Beautiful! Isn’t it amazing?” Enrico asked 
Franz as he focused his attention on the ceiling’s most 
famous panel. There were nine main panels altogether, each 
one just under a square meter; with smaller frescoes painted 
between and around the main frescoes. “There is the iconic 
birth of man, as God creates Adam with his finger,” he 
explained to his German friend, as he had to many other 
visitors during his years of musical study in Rome. Enrico 
Vespacio was proud of his city and the Vatican microstate 
within it. It had not been his goal, but he had succeeded in 
living up to innumerable stereotypes one might have had 
for a Roman Italian: pasta loving, charming, handsome, and 
musically talented. Despite being the opposite of his 
German friend from Nuremberg, Enrico and Franz had 
been close since they had first met at a pub in Lyon, 
France, during their Erasmus semester, a European student 
study abroad program that they did during their third year 
in university. They had both been taking turns chatting up a 
flirty, petite French girl who, after an hour or so, ended up 
leaving them behind with a smile and a handshake as she 
strolled out in the arms of a drunk, mumbling Scotsman. 
After that night, the two spent many late evenings pub-
crawling in Old Lyon during the whole of their Erasmus 
semester.  

Despite Enrico towering over his friend by at least a 
head’s height, the Italian and the German made, in their 
own way, a good partnership, leveraging each other’s 
strengths and compensating for each other’s weaknesses. 
Where Enrico would get carried away with Italian 
emotions, replete with exaggerated hand gestures, Franz 
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would coldly analyze a situation and instill a disciplined 
intellectualism, as long as girls were not involved. 

Franz looked up for a few moments, but looked back 
down as he rubbed the back of his neck with his hand. 
“I’m tired,” he sighed. “Too much looking at stuff.” 

“Mamma mia, you Germans. No sense of art!” 
“You Italians, no sense of music! You and your silly so-

called operas!” Franz retorted, continuing the argument 
they had humorously begun several years ago during their 
Erasmus days in Lyon, France. “Besides, this crap is way 
too religious for my agnosticism. But there, my friend, is a 
fine work of art!” Franz directed his comment towards a 
black-haired, blue-eyed woman approximately thirty years 
old. Her highly toned muscles visible beneath her tight, 
black blouse belying her feminine face and bearing. Her 
long hair nearly hung down to her taught, thin waist, which 
was casually wrapped in a Versace belt. Dark-rimmed 
Gucci glasses sat gracefully on her long, thin nose, 
magnifying her clear, bright blue eyes. The white leather 
Chanel bag, studded with real diamonds at the handle’s 
base, contrasted with her midnight black hair.  

“Non male. Not bad,” Enrico said, throwing a casual 
glance in the direction of his friend’s lustful stare, “for a 
non-blonde.” 

“Man, you’re crazy! She’s amazing! I mean look, she 
doesn’t even need heels to look super sexy!” 

“Interessante, she’s wearing what look like army boots. 
They don’t go so well with the rest of her clothing, though. 
So she can be non Italiano.” 

“Whatever, man! She’s much nicer to look at than these 
paintings,” Franz said dismissively of his surroundings. 

“Shh!” a passing guard uttered forcefully at them as he 
walked on to berate a Spanish tour group. 

“Well, if you fancy the bella donna so much, go talk to 
her! She looks quite alone. And like you, not so interested 
in the arte.” The woman moved slowly, deliberately, and 
seemed to be searching for something or someone in the 
crowd, with no interest whatsoever in the scenes of Noah 
and his ark above her head. Every few seconds she 
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consulted her iPhone, which she firmly gripped in her 
hand. 

“I can’t go talk to her! She’s too pretty,” Franz 
mumbled softly. Even the thought of approaching her so 
boldly and out of the blue made his bulging waistline jiggle 
nervously, and sweat begin to form on his brow. He looked 
around at other young men who might also fancy the 
luscious jackbooted woman, seeing that every competitor 
was taller with broader shoulders and muscle-toned arms to 
his short, doughy appearance brought on by too many 
burgers. 

“It’s funny…she’s quite into fashion, obviously, with 
that Chanel handbag and those Gucci glasses. But, mamma 
mia, those boots! Franzo, friend, offer that as a topic of 
conversation!” Enrico suggested. “You’ve been 
complaining all week about how you haven’t met any nice 
women. Well, it’s ‘cos you haven’t tried! Just go up and say, 
‘Hey, where’d you get the boots?’ or something.” 

Franz raised his eyebrows at the fear of approaching an 
exceptionally attractive female to whom he hadn’t been 
formally introduced. The very thought made him begin to 
stutter and pull at his right earlobe. “Uh, I d-don’t 
know…” he muttered to Enrico. During his moment’s 
hesitation, it seemed another man had noticed the woman. 

“Too late now,” Franz said with a relieved exhalation of 
breath as he watched the man staring at the stunning 
woman. “That dude is gonna get her.” 

“Amico, don’t you ever get tired of letting the other guys 
get the girls?” 

“Usually those other guys are you, fool!” Franz said 
loudly enough to attract the attention of an older, heavyset 
female guard who shot him a dirty look. 

“Oh. Well. Anyway, that tipo – no competition!” They 
noted that a large, muscular man was looking straight at 
her, fearlessly; unafraid and unintimidated by her beauty. 
“He looks tough, but that scar! Not bello.” He was bald, 
with a noticeably long and gruesome scar that began at the 
top of his head and traveled to his left eye, cutting through 
the eyebrow and jumping to below the eye, where the 
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forked scar, weather-worn and ridged like a canyon, split 
with one tail going to the tip of his nose and the other to 
the bottom of his left cheek. 

The man and woman did not speak, but the scar-faced 
brute walked past her after a long direct stare during which 
the two seemed to communicate without words.  

“If she finds him bello, then you are all set, si? ‘Cos next 
to him, any man is a model!” 

“Okay, well, let’s move on. Does it ever end, this 
place?” Franz asked impatiently. 

“Maybe,” Enrico answered, “if there can ever be an end 
to perfezione.” Franz’s eyes dropped towards his leaden feet 
as he reached down to rub his calves and thighs. Even 
though it was the beginning of September, when most 
vacationers should have returned to their work or studies, 
there were still thousands of visitors in the Vatican 
museum complex. Some moved faster than others, but for 
the most part most moved slowly, attempting to take 
photos of each Renaissance painting of angels, each 
Baroque table and shelf, and marble statue of a pope or 
saint. As Franz and Enrico advanced at a sloth’s pace, stuck 
behind a group of American tourists who had just begun 
their study abroad year at the American University of 
Rome, the two discussed the breaking news of the day that 
they had heard many of the other tourists talking about. 
Despite the hour and a half wait and walk through the 
Vatican museums just to visit the Sistine Chapel, there 
remained a further forty-five minutes to reach the exit. The 
departure route brought tourists through more late 
Renaissance halls, corridors, and rooms; past more 
paintings of popes, archbishops, monks, and grand masters; 
and through legions of snail-paced crowds from lands 
Catholic, Protestant, Jewish, Muslim, and atheist.  

“So, you have no amicos, no friends, in Leipzig?” 
“No, fortunately, I guess. No one I know was there.” 
“Have you ever been there?” 
“No, we intelligent, hard-working West Germans 

generally avoid those lazy, ignorant Soviet–East Germans,” 
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Franz said with a laugh. “Still, it’s very sad and tragic. We 
are all in a state of disbelief and, in our own way, denial.” 

“A suicide bomber in Leipzig train stazione. Musulmano. 
Muslims. Crazy. I thought the war on terror was ending. 
The war in Iraq is finito, it’s almost over in Afghanistan. 
What are they mad about now?” Enrico shook his head in 
confusion and sadness. 

“Who knows?” Franz countered, pretending to look at 
a statue of Pope Leo I, which sat atop a Baroque blue-
marble bookcase on whose painted drawers, inlaid with 
pearl and ivory, depicted scene-by-scene the crucial meeting 
that saved Rome from destruction in 453 AD, between the 
Pope and Attila the Hun. 

Franz had to admit that the art was incredible in its skill, 
richness in symbolism, and cultural importance. But the 
Vatican was so large and full that each wing and room of 
the complex would rival many of the Continent’s, let alone 
the world’s, museum collections; and the Vatican had four 
museums plus separate, though connecting, galleries and 
chapels, including the Sistine. The only salvation for the 
thousands of tourists, who looked like they were Baatan 
Death March prisoners, was the milder warmth of 
approaching autumn instead of the oppressive Roman 
summer heat, which dissipated some weeks ago. 

“What’s the name of this hall?” Franz quizzed casually. 
“The Gallery of Scrolls,” Enrico answered proudly, 

remembering the sign at the entryway which had been 
partially blocked by two security guards and thus been 
unseen by the German tourist. The name of the room was 
emphasized by ornate cabinets and shelves holding genuine 
Vatican documents, which spanned more than a 
millennium of Christian work and politics, while on the 
ceiling, the room’s purpose was explained by a fresco 
depicting angels bearing the word of God in open scrolls as 
they read them from the clouds down to humanity.  

“Quite impressionante, isn’t it?” Enrico asked. Franz 
yawned and rubbed his eyes. He appreciated art, but it was 
not his life’s goal to feel crushed by kilometers’ worth of it. 
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Just as Franz was about to start pushing through the 
thick sea of American students to escape the feeling of 
being spiritually compressed and theologically 
overwhelmed, he saw the black-haired woman from the 
Sistine Chapel standing next to him. The flowery scent of 
her perfume rose up to his nose, a soft and eloquent smell 
suggestive of Guerlain’s Heure Bleue’s early spring flowers 
cultivated in Provence, among and beside the region’s 
lavender fields. Her dark hair nearly brushed his exposed, 
flabby arm as he was dressed in a black German punk 
metal t-shirt that hung loosely above his torn blue jeans. 
For a moment his body froze, but he forced himself to turn 
and look at her even though he feared that she might look 
directly back at him. His fear was unfounded; she was 
looking the other direction, not towards the tour group nor 
towards him, but at several men dressed in dark clothes 
assembled together nearby. Had he not been so distracted 
by the woman’s stunning creamy complexion, Franz might 
have noticed that the men she was staring at were 
unseasonably dressed in long, dark raincoats in early 
September in Rome. 

Her feet slightly shuffled and clicked against the 
smoothly polished and patterned limestone floor. Steel-tipped 
boots, Franz noted. Studying her a bit further, he admired 
the close fit and drape of her black silk blouse, from her 
narrow waist to her neat shoulders. He noticed an unusual 
detail on the left side of her collar – a north-pointing arrow 
next to the initial K, while on the right side there was a 
shape that appeared to be a diamond embroidered in black 
thread, barely visible against the subtle shine of her black 
silk blouse. He wondered if they were monograms of some 
kind for her name, or if the letter and symbol represented 
some fashion brand name that he was unacquainted with. 

While Franz subtly continued to look the woman over, 
to admire her crisp blue eyes, and how her black hair 
turned a lighter shade of mahogany brown in the Tuscan 
sun streaming through the palace windows, Enrico was 
craning his head curiously over the Americans, either trying 
to listen to the guide’s commentary or in an attempt to 
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figure out which of the naïve girls, in a foreign country for 
the first time, he might quickly seduce with a casual 
compliment uttered in Italian-accented English and a gentle 
kiss on the back her hand. 

Franz watched as the tall, booted woman reached into 
her handbag, her long, smooth fingers, adorned with semi-
precious rings and purple painted nails, searching for some 
unknown object. Within a second the graceful hand 
withdrew what at first glance appeared to be a black scarf. 
Pulling the cloth quickly from her bag, Franz watched in 
confusion as the scarf turned into a Nomex balaclava as 
she then swiftly pulled it over her head to cover her face. 
Much greater, however, was his surprise when seconds 
later, her jeweled hand retrieved a gun from her couture 
handbag. 

The action had been repeated throughout the room as 
half a dozen men now appeared concealed by black masks, 
single-handedly aiming their handguns towards the two 
Gallery of Scrolls security guards who, for the first time in 
their careers, confronted a danger greater than noise or 
flash photography. Most of the crowd stared at the men as 
if they were part of a performance, though a few dove to 
the ground and one or two made a dash for the exit before 
being stopped by the masked criminals. A few of the armed 
men pushed aside the group of American tourists currently 
gathered near the Baroque bookcase to get to the shelf on 
which sat the bust of Pope Leo I, also known as Saint Leo 
the Great. In a panic, a large African-American student 
stumbled and fell onto Enrico causing him to lose his 
balance and fall towards one of the armed men. Just as 
Enrico lost his footing, the alluring black-haired woman 
yelled out, “Everyone on the floor!”  

One of the masked men also shouted the same 
instruction in Italian with a thick guttural accent, “Scendere!”, 
while another of her co-conspirators kicked an American 
tourist in the stomach to encourage his compliance. 
Another attacker forced the cane from an elderly man’s 
hand, causing him to tumble to the floor. The rest of the 
tourists, after witnessing the brutality of their captors, 
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quickly dropped to the ground with screams and utterances 
in a mélange of languages. 

Franz, who had always believed his reflexes were slow, 
an impression reinforced by being the worst goalie in 
secondary school soccer and the slowest runner in gym 
class, was surprised when his legs collapsed under his own, 
heavy weight before he had consciously commanded them 
to do so. As he stared at the geometric patterns formed by 
the white, gray, and black limestone floor tiles, he heard 
above the din of distressed cries from fellow tourists the 
distinct receding click, click, click of the jackbooted woman’s 
sure steps as she walked away from beside him.  

In the intensity of the moment, Enrico’s untimely fall 
mistakenly appeared to be some heroic effort, while Franz 
lay prostrate and idle on the floor, thankful for the cool 
comfort of the tiles and passive protection of others like 
him nearby. As the tall, fit, and handsome Italian fell 
towards one of the masked men, the attacker reactively 
pivoted and raised his gun while pulling the trigger several 
times. The first few rounds hit the floor, ricocheted, and hit 
the walls and windows. Two rounds hit a bust of Pope 
Clement V, shearing off an ear and the top of his tiara. 
Three rounds smashed a stained glass window that 
portrayed Saint Paul’s arrival in Rome. But one of the lead 
bullets pierced Enrico’s arm, tearing through muscle before 
exiting, while another penetrated his upper torso, passing 
through his left lung. 

“Enough, let’s go!” a female voice ordered as Franz saw 
her take a few steps over to the ornate wooden cabinet and 
remove what looked like a document folder from one of 
the shelves. As fast as the attack had started, it seemed to 
be ending. From where he lay Franz couldn’t see that 
Enrico had been shot, but he watched the sudden retreat of 
the mysterious woman with the long, flowing black hair 
bouncing against her toned back as she ran down the 
corridor after her masked cohorts, her boots leaving an 
impressionable echo as they receded in the distance. The 
last attacker to flee put something into the Pope Leo I 
cabinet that the woman had just removed a folder from and 
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then ran after the others. As he passed through the gallery’s 
exit, he threw another object into the crowd. 

Laying terrified and complacent on the ground, the 
bystanders who saw the grenade clunk onto the floor, 
screamed and scrambled to pull themselves up in an 
attempt to run away. Most slipped on the polished 
limestone floor and fell back down. Seeing the grenade, 
Franz knew it was unlikely he could outrun its detonation, 
so covered his head with his hands. But instead of 
exploding, the grenade spewed out thick, gray smoke. At 
the same time, the Pope Leo I cabinet burst into white and 
yellow flames. A few bright trails of white fire burst out of 
the Baroque shelves, landing on some of the tourists and 
melting on their clothes and skin. Fire alarms went off with 
urgent shrieks and the sprinkler system spat out streams of 
cold water, but it was several minutes before the smoke had 
dissipated and the first soldiers of the Swiss Guard arrived, 
swords swinging against their distinctive orange and blue 
pantalons, and SIG 552 assault rifles gripped in their white-
gloved hands. Paralyzed with a mixture of fear and caution, 
Franz tried to observe as much as he could from his 
position on the floor. The smoke, heat, screams, and smell 
of burning had hypnotized him. For a moment, it felt like 
one of the thousands of battles he had studied in detail and 
written about. Only when the fire was extinguished and 
Vatican personnel began to help people up did Franz 
awake from his frozen state of fear. He raised his head 
from the ground and rubbed his eyes beneath his glasses, 
then adjusted the spectacles as his eyes caught the 
smoldering, charred remains of the Pope Leo I cabinet. 
Looking around him, he saw other tourists, some lying 
while others were standing, some crying while others were 
coughing. It took him a moment to locate Enrico, but then 
he finally found his friend a few meters away, lying on the 
floor partially obscured by two guards tending to him. 

“Hey, what’s wrong?” Franz asked shocked, getting up 
quicker than he had initially hit the ground, as he watched 
Enrico receiving urgent casualty care. 

“Please, stand aside,” a Swiss Guard ordered. 
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“This is my friend,” Franz explained. 
“Oh,” the guard said as he kept Franz at arm’s length 

from Enrico. “He’s been shot, but we’ll get him help 
immediately. Medical staff are on the way.” 
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CHAPTER 2 

ETOCA AGENTS 

 
 
The wait seemed long but the first medic on the scene was 
able to quickly plug the chest wound and wrap up the left 
arm, and it was only a few minutes later that a full 
ambulatory team arrived and put Enrico on a stretcher. He 
was mostly conscious, but had said little. “Good thing I 
didn’t try to ask out that hot woman. You see, sometimes 
being a coward is the lucky choice.” Franz said, trying to 
lighten the mood. 

Enrico smiled. “But if you’d gotten her number, we 
could get vendetta!” he answered weakly. The last word was 
garbled as the medics placed a respirator over his mouth 
and then rolled him away on a stretcher. Franz sat on the 
floor with his back against a wall mural that portrayed Saint 
Paul the Apostle’s arrival in Rome. He watched as 
investigators questioned witnesses, took photos, and 
searched the floor for forensic evidence.  

One man seemed to be in charge, issuing orders to the 
police photographers, note takers, forensic evidence 
collectors, and witness interviewers. His Italian was rough, 
spoken with a throaty edge, but it was effective. Were it not 
for the gold and blue badge hanging from his thick, hairy 
neck, Franz might have taken him for a banker or lawyer. 
He was neither imposing nor edging towards dopiness; he 
would have just blended into the background like any 
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passerby. He occasionally scratched at his silver-brown 
hair. 

The police crew moved throughout the Gallery of 
Scrolls and among the witnesses with rapidity and 
efficiency uncommon for the Italian peninsula. Yet the 
man in the impeccable gray suit looked nervous, as if he 
had lost something, or did not want something to be 
found. Every once in a while he looked around, bent down 
on the ground and picked something up, and then shuffled 
away anxiously. It seemed to Franz that he knew how to 
coach the team, but hesitated lest he reveal some secret 
maneuver that he was saving for the big match. Finally, the 
man approached Franz. A long, single gray hair stuck out 
from the middle of his prominent, straight nose. 

“My name is Agent Dieter Küchler. I’m from the 
German special police, the Deutsche Bundesabwehr, or DBA, 
but I’ve been assigned for the last year or so to the Vatican 
as part of an exchange program. Can you please tell me 
what you saw?” 

Franz, responding in German to his fellow countryman, 
briefly related what he had seen while the policeman 
nodded his head and wrote down notes on a Vatican police 
notepad adorned with the Holy See’s seal of two keys and a 
tiara. He had heard of the elite and secretive DBA that was 
responsible for special security in the German Federal 
Republic, but had never met anyone from the agency. 

“Would you kindly come with me?” the detective said. 
“We have more questions for you.” Franz followed him 
through a long series of hallways and stairwells, some as 
decorative as the museum rooms while others were as bare 
as a basement, before they finally arrived at what was 
clearly a police and security point. Franz was asked to hand 
over his personal belongings including his wallet, passport, 
mobile phone, and backpack. Next the detective led Franz 
into a bare holding room sparsely furnished with just a 
wooden table and four chairs. “I’m sorry, young man, but 
you will have to wait here a while. We are waiting for more 
people.” The German detective closed the digitally cypher-
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locked door behind him as he left, leaving Franz with only 
a bottle of water to pass the time. 

An hour later, just when Franz thought his nerves 
would seize from the anxiety and uncertainty of his current 
fate, the German detective returned with two other men, 
entered the room, and sat across from him. They gave him 
a small bag of chocolate chip cookies, accompanied with 
their apologies for making him wait. “These are my two 
colleagues whom we were waiting for, who have just 
arrived in all haste from Belgium. They are organized crime 
investigators from ETOCA.” 

“ETOCA? What’s that?” Franz asked with a tremor in 
his voice as he wiped away streaks of sweat dripping down 
his face from his curly brown hair. 

“The European Terrorism and Organised Crime 
Agency,” a bushy brown-haired man answered in an Irish 
brogue. “It’s based in Brussels, Belgium. My name is Niall 
O’Brien. I’m from Dublin, Ireland. This lad here is my 
partner, Björn Eriksson, from Jönköping, Sweden.” Björn 
seemed tall even when seated. Both ETOCA investigators 
appeared young; Franz guessed that they weren’t much 
older than thirty. Niall had a rough, brown beard that 
looked like he had merely forgotten to shave in the last day 
or two. Björn, in contrast, had a pink complexion, was 
smoothly shaven, and bald. Both looked muscular and in 
good shape, which made Franz feel a bit self-conscious of 
his own poor physique. He leaned forward a bit over the 
table to conceal some of his heft beneath the table’s edge. 

“Based on your statements and comparing them to 
what the other witnesses in the gallery have said, you 
seemed to have caught the best look of the female suspect. 
How can you describe her?” Dieter, the German DBA 
agent, asked. Franz gave the three detectives a detailed 
recollection of her steel-toed black leather boots, clothes, 
hair, scent, and voice. Even as he spoke, her boots still tip 
tapped in his head.  

“I don’t know if you have ever heard the sound of 
German SS soldiers running through the old cobblestone 
streets of Nazi Germany, but it sounded like that. I mean, I 
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have heard that distinct sound in a few films I have seen, 
and I can imagine it. I’m getting my doctorate in Nazi 
Germany studies, with my dissertation entitled ‘Defeat of 
the Will: Political Indecision and Military Failure in the 
Third Reich’.” Björn and Niall looked at each other without 
any expression. Franz wondered if Dieter was offended 
that he was studying the dark subject; at least in Germany 
the study of Hitler’s regime was a love-hate affair as some 
scholars studied it out of a genuine desire to learn from the 
past and prevent its recurrence, while others sought to 
glorify and restore it. 

“You said there was a symbol, or symbols, on her 
collar?” Björn asked in a somewhat cracking, higher-
pitched voice. Beads of sweat were forming on his bald, 
slightly freckled scalp even though the room seemed cool 
enough. He seemed to be sweating more than Franz, who 
had the most reason to be nervous.  

“Yeah, on one side of the collar there was some kind of 
an arrow and the initial K. On the other side, a small 
diamond embroidered in black. Hey, shouldn’t you have all 
of these things on video or something?” Franz asked. 

Niall shook his head and leaned back in his chair, 
revealing a tuft of brown chest hair peeking from the neck 
of his fitted red dress-shirt. “The feckin’ video system was 
disabled throughout the building and went down the jacks. 
Someone has tapped into it and temporarily dismantled it,” 
he said in his thick Irish brogue, made more incoherent 
with mumbling. 

“The attackers reportedly threw smoke grenades into 
the crowd causing people to run so eyewitness reports are 
scarce. We presume they had taken off their masks and 
black jackets and ran out with everyone else,” Dieter 
explained. Then his mobile phone rang and after a brief 
conversation he told Franz, “Your friend, the Italian, will 
be fine. The bullet passed through his lung and lodged in 
his breastbone. Missed the heart by just a centimeter.” 

“Great to hear, thank you.” Franz sighed in relief. “So, 
what were these people after?” 
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“It was something in that Pope Leo I cabinet. A 
document, or documents, apparently. We don’t know 
specifically what because the rest of the contents in the case 
were destroyed by fire,” Björn answered. 

“I have to tell you,” Franz interrupted with a certain 
amount of passion. “I’m a historian who works with 
archives. We don’t leave precious documents out for the 
public to grab.” 

“The Vatican is not just a museum, it’s a place of work 
and worship,” Dieter explained. “They have so many 
documents, they can’t just put them all in a bunker or 
something. The rooms that tourists pass through by day are 
our areas of research and study, and by night, prayer. The 
museums are protected by video, by an army of Swiss 
Guards, by Vatican police, and above all, the power of 
God.” 

“Well, something must have gone all banjaxed,” Niall 
grumbled.  

“Where’s your Messiah now?” Björn whispered with a 
low laugh. Niall’s brown beard creased into a smile, but his 
elbow jabbed into his Swedish partner’s side. 

Dieter stood up and extended his hand over the table 
toward Franz. “Well, Herr Huber, thank you for your 
statements, they are very useful and insightful. You may go. 
The Swiss Guard outside will give you back your 
belongings.” 

“Mein Herr,” a Swiss Guard said to Franz in slightly 
Swiss-accented German as he presented him a box with his 
confiscated belongings. Once Franz had grabbed his 
backpack and put his wallet, mobile, and passport in his 
pockets, he was escorted outside to Saint Peter’s Square. 
The elliptical square, an icon of Rome, the Vatican, and 
Catholicism, was still awe-inspiring after the day’s long 
events. The obelisk at the center threw down a long 
shadow across a mostly empty area, as it had been closed to 
visitors since the recent attack. A few Italian military police 
vehicles were parked at the entrance, while Swiss Guards 
and Vatican police walked through the massive square 
looking for evidence.  
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* * * 

 
“So, Dieter, what the feck is up?” Niall asked as he picked 
his nose. He looked at his finger disappointingly when he 
saw that no treasure had been recovered. 

“Vatican secret, my dear friend. I don’t make the rules 
here, I just follow orders.” 

“Come on, don’t be codding us!” Niall said angrily. 
“Look, we flew all the way here from feckin’ Brussels, on 
the ETOCA plane, to help out, and you—.” 

“Yes, you got to fly here on the private ETOCA plane, 
to the Eternal City. You should relax, enjoy yourselves, 
Meinen Herr.” Niall frowned while Björn smiled slightly. 

“Sheeit, man, these robbers. We’ve heard of them,” 
Björn said as he stretched out his long legs, satisfied that he 
had some inside knowledge that Dieter was ignorant of. 

“Well, what do you know about them?” 
“We can’t tell you that,” Niall answered firmly. “The 

Vatican isn’t a party to this Crime Investigation Project 
about armed robberies of antiquities, jewelry, and cultural 
goods. In order for us to share any feckin’ information with 
you, each participating country needs to agree to share 
information with you. In proper ETOCA tradition, I can’t 
tell you which ones are in the Project, or what the Project is 
called.” 

Dieter smiled as he took out a comb and ran it through 
his silver-brown hair. “Look. You guys are young. You 
spent a few years in your national police in Ireland and 
Sweden, and then got a good gig in the organized crime 
unit in ETOCA. Well done. But I’ve been around a while. 
Do you think you were sent here to solve the crime?” Niall 
and Björn looked at each other with uncertainty. “No. I’m 
certainly not the one who asked for your help. Someone 
high up in the Vatican did – someone with an eye towards 
publicity and press releases. And some Director General in 
the EU or Executive Commander at ETOCA high above 
you insisted that you fly here as rapidly as possible. Why? 
For publicity. 
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 “Fellows, we all know the way our organizations work. 
The Vatican and ETOCA will each issue press releases 
praising one another’s cooperation and friendship. The 
Vatican…working with the European Union, how 
wonderful, fighting crime, etc. But they all still have their 
rules that we must live by, whether we like them or not. 
This is sovereign Vatican territory with history going back 
two thousand years. A few rooms away are the remains of 
Saint Peter, one of Christ’s apostles. We have relics of 
hundreds of other saints and martyrs, tombs of popes, 
ancient writings, archeological treasures, and many other 
things that man’s soul has lived and died by. We do not 
easily give this up to a bunch of outsiders. You may have 
secrets of state. Ours are the secrets of man’s soul. But 
thanks for stopping by nonetheless.” Dieter smirked, 
tugging at the long hair on his nose. 
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CHAPTER 3 

TREMENDAE ADAMAS DEUS 

 
 
“We must never forget the ravages that racism, militant 
aggression, xenophobia, naked nationalism and, above all, 
what a gross reversal of human rights can result in. Here, at 
the Museum of Danish Resistance in Copenhagen, we 
proudly remind visitors, the Danish people, of the world of 
the terrors of the past and how ideals and morals are 
essential to keep Europe a just and peaceful union.” Klaus 
pounded his thick forefinger on the podium to emphasize 
his point to the almost one hundred donors and corporate 
sponsors of his museum. “Thank you all for your support 
and belief in the Danish people.” The attendees clapped for 
several minutes, and soon everyone was mixing at the hors 
d’oeuvres and cocktail tables. 

“A very compelling speech, Mr. Frederikssen,” said a 
young woman with straight shoulder-length brown hair 
neatly curled under as she approached Klaus and shook his 
hand while attempting to balance a shrimp wrap and a glass 
of champagne. Her red silk dress showed almost all of her 
stubby legs that wobbled on high heels.  

“Thank you,” he answered. “I appreciate your 
support…you are?” he asked, as he admired the cling of 
her red dress and drape of her pearl necklace that hung 
deliciously above her deep cleavage. 
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“I’m Ivana Anderson, from the British Bank of 
London.” Ivana’s wavering glance was arrested by her 
host’s mesmerizing eyes: Heterochromia iridis – a single dark 
green and single light blue eye – was rare enough that she 
had never seen it before.  

Klaus was used to the long stare and ignored it. The 
eyes had become his secret weapon – a way for women to 
remember him, and ask themselves what other surprises 
might lay in store. “Ah, yes, your bank’s museum 
sponsorship is most appreciated. Are you especially 
interested in the history of the Second World War?” 

“Oh yes, my grandfather was a Desert Rat in General 
Montgomery’s army in North Africa, and me, well, I have 
watched a lot of good World War II films.” 

“Really? How knowledgeable,” he commented, feigning 
mild interest. While the young British woman was 
attractive, Klaus was in no mood to seduce anyone tonight; 
he had been seducing what seemed like a thousand people 
all day and evening to ensure their continued donations, 
and perhaps a few more generous ones, despite the global 
economic downturn. The tall, gray-blond Dane, whose 
regal bearing and strong, rounded nose suggested royal 
blood from the House of Glücksburg, looked around the 
room and saw that it was beginning to thin out. He looked 
down at his gold Rolex watch just as his assistant came up 
to him. 

“Sir, you have your visitor in the office,” he said. 
“Ah, yes, thank you, Jesper. Well, Ivana, it was a 

pleasure to meet you. I hope we meet again soon.” Ivana 
smiled and shook his hand while spilling a few drops of 
champagne onto her ruby red shoes before staggering on to 
the next man whom she thought might be wealthy and 
influential.  

Klaus said farewell to a few of the donors and then 
walked with Jesper to his private office. “Russian?” Klaus 
asked dully. 

“Ukrainian, twenty-three. About five hundred euros. 
Picked her up in Flensburg, Germany.” Klaus opened the 
wood-paneled double doors and entered his spacious 



The Holy Diamond 

21 
 

office. Inside, on his leather couch, sat a young, plumpish 
blonde woman with waist-length hair tied back from her 
face. She was wearing a sky blue low-cut shirt, a cherry red 
pleather miniskirt that barely covered her buttocks, and 
shiny blue stilettos, which helped to conceal her thick 
thighs. When she stood up, Klaus shoved her back down 
so forcefully that she banged her head against the wall. 
Yelping in pained surprise, she rubbed the back of her head 
and fought back tears while he dropped his pants and then, 
grabbing her hair, pulled her head towards his groin. 

“That’s good,” he whispered as she started to please 
him. Then he pulled back, slipping off his leather Hermès 
belt, and began to whip her across the face. “But that’s 
better,” he said as she began to scream aloud while trying 
to pull her head away, but the steel grip of his silky smooth 
fingers held her in place. 

“Quiet!” he ordered with another slap. Tears began to 
roll down her face. “Turn around!” Jumping, she did as he 
ordered, leaning against the couch, and he lifted up her 
skirt, yanked down her panties, and continuously whipped 
her buttocks until both cheeks were red. Just as he 
prepared to strike her on the back of her head with his fist, 
there was a knock at the door. 

“They’re here,” Jesper’s muffled voice said through the 
door. Dropping his hands, Klaus kicked the blonde in the 
rear and then threw four fifty-euro bills at her face. Quickly 
she grabbed the money with one hand while pulling her 
panties back on with the other.  

Jesper was waiting just outside the door as Klaus walked 
out. “Was she good?” 

“Good enough. They’re all the same in the end. Are 
they all here?” 

“Yes. Everyone is ready.” 
The two men, Jesper over a head shorter than Klaus, 

entered a conference room in which three others were 
waiting. As Klaus went to his chair, the others – two men 
and a woman – all rose to attention. Standing around the 
table, they looked at one another and said firmly, but not 
too loud, “Heil!” as they raised their right hands upwards 
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and then sat down simultaneously. The woman’s boots 
sounded with an audible click as her heels smacked 
together. 

“Thank you all for coming,” Klaus began. “It has been 
a long day, but I ordered you all to come because I know 
what you have done, and I cannot wait one night to see 
what you have brought. First, I have to congratulate our 
illustrious Eva Rotenhauser and, well, beautifully brutal 
Helmut Schmidt, on a job well done. Dieter, good 
infiltration; getting in there as our spy in the Vatican, and 
getting the fighters into the museum.” The young, beautiful 
Franco–German woman, who had so captivated Franz, 
nodded her head while Helmut merely ran his finger along 
his scar as if he hadn’t heard Klaus. Dieter beamed with 
pride, relishing his espionage skills.  

“Our congratulations to you, Aryan-Führer, for your 
brilliant plan,” Eva replied, her words radiating with pride. 
“Our years of preparation are finally coming together. 
Framing that Muslim for the suicide bombing in Leipzig 
was genius – poisoning him and then leaving him in the 
railway station with the bombs. Fortunately, no one even 
bothered to check what little remained of him for blood 
poisoning. They just assume that the Muslims would do 
such a thing.” 

“And they have, and will,” Klaus thundered as Jesper 
nodded his head. “Already Islamists around the world are 
celebrating the attack. They call for a full jihad in Europe 
and seek nothing less than the establishment of an Islamic 
caliphate state with sharia law that stretches from the 
Canary Islands to Mongolia, with the crescent moon flag 
flying over every city and every church skewered with a 
minaret. However, we cannot let this happen. It is our duty 
to God and Christ, and to our European ancestors to keep 
fighting. And our fight begins by showing our European 
citizens the true face of the Muslim enemy; that there is no 
room for Muslims here. It is us or them. But this bombing 
is just part of our master plan to return Europe to Christian 
Aryan rule: pure of blood, faithful, and free from the 
tyranny of the occupying Muslim. Once again, Christian 
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women will be able to walk down the street without being 
raped in the name of Allah, or living under the threat of the 
burkha being thrown over their blonde hair.” Klaus rubbed 
his hands together as he continued his five-minute lecture 
on the terrors of Muslim youths roaming the streets, and 
Muslim men conducting jihad throughout Europe. “The 
bombing worked, and there will be more, but our 
revolution of Aryan Christ has other elements.” 

“Covertly supporting the jihadist terrorists and 
supporting their bombing plots is most impressive already, 
Herr Frederikssen,” Dieter said as he nodded his head in 
approval. “You’ve got those Hajis working for us.” 

“But what else do you have planned to bring victory to 
the Christian Aryan volk?” Eva asked.  

“Europe is more than just the blood that flows through 
us, or the skin that covers our bones. It is more than the 
God we worship, or the kings we have crowned. These are 
all important, it’s true. Unique to a superior race and 
culture. But let us remember that Europe is also a fount of 
culture: a birthplace of art and music; Bach, Beethoven, 
Mozart; Da Vinci, Michelangelo, Monet, and Van Gogh. It 
was Hans Sachs who sang in Die Meistersinger von Nürnberg: 
 

Even if the Holy Roman Empire 
Should dissolve in mist, 
For us there would yet remain 
Holy German Art! 

 
Klaus nodded at his assistant, and Jesper put the folder that 
Eva had previously handed to him, upon her arrival at the 
museum, on the table. Klaus slipped on a pair of latex 
gloves and gingerly removed a neat stack of parchments 
from the folder before he began to examine them. The 
scent of old paper – a mix between a light mold, aged 
wood, and incense – filled the room. For a few minutes he 
alternated between holding them up to the light and leaning 
over them with a magnifying glass for a closer inspection of 
their contents. Finally, he broke the intensity of the silence. 
“There is myth of a great treasure that has resided in 
Europe, possessed by its finest artists, musicians, and 
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philosophers. I mean to obtain this treasure and thus 
increase not only the legitimacy of our mandate but also 
bring unto us the blessings of God.” Everyone looked at 
one another in silence and confusion. The three admired 
Klaus’s genius, but they also knew that sometimes genius 
flirted with insanity. 

Klaus was not blind to their reaction, but continued his 
story. “As I have often told you, while I am Danish, I had a 
German-Lichtenstein uncle, Knut Borgerhausen – my 
maternal aunt’s first husband, and thus not a blood relation 
– who was a member of the German SS security service, 
Sicherheitsdienst, during World War II. In Berlin in 1943, this 
uncle came across a Jewish artist and art dealer who was 
facing relocation to a concentration camp in the East. The 
Jew promised that he would tell my uncle of a special 
treasure in exchange for freedom; perhaps a visa to 
Sweden, Switzerland, or Spain. My uncle told my mother 
before he died, as she shared his fervent views of European 
purity, that the Jew had spoken of how he had worked on 
the restoration of the painting by Raphael, The Meeting of 
Attila the Great and Pope Leo I, for Hermann Göring, Hitler’s 
right-hand man and art connoisseur. It had been an odd 
restoration; he was asked to remove an object that was held 
in Leo’s hand and being offered to Attila: a large diamond. 
The person in charge of the art restoration project was a 
German SS officer who the Jew could only remember was 
named Johannes. My mother related this legend to me just 
a few days before she passed away. 

“Johannes had spoken to the Jew of an old Vatican 
legend – a jewel of some sort had in fact been owned by 
the Vatican and been given to Attila the Hun to spare 
Rome in AD 452. The Church believed it to be a holy 
object, created beneath the cross that Christ was crucified 
on in Golgotha, when an earthquake shook the earth and 
cracked the ground; a crack that can still be seen today in 
the Church of the Holy Sepulchre in Jerusalem. This 
diamond was eventually retrieved by Saint Helena of 
Constantinople, Constantine the Great’s mother, who had 
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discovered by miraculous visions the site of Christ’s 
crucifixion and sepulcher, as well as the True Cross. 

“The diamond made its way from Constantinople to 
Rome where it was then lost to the pagan barbarian Attila, 
though not in vain. Rome was spared, and within weeks the 
pagan Attila was dead.” 

The others in the room were silent, unsure if Klaus was 
pausing to collect his thoughts, or if he was awaiting their 
reaction. Finally Helmut asked irritably, “So we want a fick-
ass jewel for money?” 

Klaus chuckled. “Ah, dear Helmut, you are brilliant 
with your weapons, but not so much with your mind. No, 
this jewel, if we were to find it, would give us greater 
legitimacy. It is a holy object, no less than the Shroud of 
Turin or the Holy Grail. Possession of this treasure, lost 
through the ages, would prove our destiny and be a beacon 
for all of the Christian West to join us.  

“As for your recent mission, it all fits into this master 
plan. I asked you to go to the Vatican to obtain the 
documents from the Saint Leo the Great’s cabinet because, 
after an exhaustive search for proof of this treasure, 
accomplished by a variety of bribery, computer hacking, 
and other means, I had narrowed down my search to this 
spot and these documents.” 

“Why didn’t you just have my shit-stiff friend Dieter 
here steal it, quick and quiet-like?” Helmut asked. 

“I tried,” Dieter explained. “Several times. But the 
Swiss Guards – they were watching me. The Pope’s special 
assistant, the Camerlingue, suspected I was up to something. 
I needed full plausible deniability.” 

“Also,” Klaus continued, “I believed that dramatic 
action was appropriate for the dramatic stakes involved. 
We are not going to steal back our heritage and civilization 
in the darkness of the night, like assassins sneaking in the 
shadows. No, we are going to reclaim it with muscle and 
faith, in the open, against the enemy not at our gates, but 
within them. Every fight we have will show our strength, 
reach, and righteousness. Second, I do not want to 
exaggerate my own spy network in the Vatican. We do not 



Liam H. Dooley 

26 
 

continue to exist, and grow, through carelessness and by 
asking every person we come across on the Internet or on 
the street to help us. We must be careful to whom we 
expose ourselves. The reality is that the people I had help 
me, and they were only a few, did not have actual physical 
access to the materials. But with Dieter’s careful 
questioning and research, we were able figure out that the 
document I needed was in the cabinet.”  

Klaus looked directly at the documents again. A 
deteriorated gray ribbon hung limply from a crimson wax 
seal of two keys and a papal tiara with three crowns. 
Tremendae Adamas Deus was written in thick but faded black 
ink at the top of the one of the parchments. “Too 
obvious,” Klaus said as he looked over both sides of the 
folder with an ultraviolet light. 

“What’s that?” Helmut asked as he observed Klaus 
from his place at the table, craning his neck. 

“The name, I mean, I had expected to find a good clue 
about the treasure, but something so obvious? This is 
Latin, for Awe-Inspiring, or Trembling, Diamond of God. 
The name is self-explanatory, in the context of the myth of 
its creation.” The skeptics leaned forward to look more 
closely at the folder. “There are two documents here, the 
first by Pope Leo I, and the second by Pope Leo III. The 
first one is actually a contract, stating (in part): 
 

In exchange for the sparing of the Holy City of 
Rome by the Powerful Warrior People of the 
Great Attila the Hun of the North, Ruler of the 
Savage Lands and Destroyer of All Resistance and 
Enemies, the Pope of Rome promises to reward 
Attila the Great with the body weight in gold of 
the Emperor’s sister, as well as the Tremendae 
Adamas Deus. Signed: Pope Leo of Rome and 
Attila the Great. Dated Year of Our Lord, 452. 

 
“Leo’s signature is more or less legible, but under Attila 
there is nothing but a large X. He was illiterate,” Klaus 
explained. 
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“So Attila took this jewel, this diamond? And it 
disappeared with him?” Eva asked. 

“Yes, and that’s where the legend seemed to always 
have ended – at least the legend that I knew. So where to 
search next?” Everyone shrugged their shoulders and 
looked down at the table with blank expressions. 

“Well, I was certain that the documents in the folder 
would tell us exactly where Attila was entombed, and that 
having found the tomb we would find the diamond. But 
this second document that was also in the folder suggests 
otherwise. It is dated 26 December AD 801 and reads: 
 

It has been one year since I crowned the Holy 
Roman Emperor Carolus Magnus, Charlemagne 
the Great. In that year of our Lord, on Christmas 
Day of 800, Emperor Charlemagne became the 
guardian of the Faith, and has since put many 
pagans to the sword or taught them the 
righteousness of Christ. In recognition of the 
Blessings of God bestowed on him, he returned 
yesterday to honor the Seat of Christ. He brought 
with him his gold crown, which was decorated 
with a number of colorful stones, pearls, and other 
precious objects. But the most amazing was a long 
crystal that, with the Blessings of Christ, he says 
pulsates with special light and has given him 
strength in battle. 

 
“He said that he had obtained it during his return from 
Rome the previous year, from the Burghers of Nuremberg. 
This city was filled with pagan rites, such as dancing around 
poles in worship of the river and trees. He threatened to 
raze the city and put the townsfolk to the sword. But the 
burghers offered to feast him, and put on a performance of 
song that would persuade him that they were blessed by 
God, and that they were only worshipping God’s creation.  

“Carolus Magnus explained that he did indeed hear an 
angelic voice; a young girl sang a song in his native 
language, of God and the glory of the Holy Roman 
Emperor, in the finest melody he had ever heard. 
Immediately Carolus Magnus suspected devilry, for the 
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music was too beautiful, and he ordered his soldiers to 
burn the town. But the lead burgher begged Carolus 
Magnus again to spare the town, and offered his beautiful, 
melodious daughter to him as a bride, as well as a crystal, 
which he called the spark of her voice, that she had found 
in the river that flowed at the town’s edge.  

“Carolus Magnus looked at the crystal, as well as the 
girl, and was enthralled by both. She was an angel, while the 
diamond seemed to glow with a holy light. Carolus Magnus 
agreed not only to the offer, but promised that he would 
make the town an imperial capital. And his love of this 
crystal was so enormous that he had it built into his crown.  

“I believe that this crystal is none other than the 
Tremendae Adamas Deus that had been created when 
Christ died on the cross, that Pope Leo I had given to 
Attila the Hun to spare our holy city centuries earlier. 

 “So we need only steal Charlemagne’s crown?” Eva 
asked. 

“No. The crown of Charlemagne sits in the Treasury of 
the Hofburg Palace in Vienna for anyone to see, but it has 
no special diamond on it. But that is not to say that it was 
never there. The crown has changed much over the last 
thousand or so years.” 

“Still, that doesn’t help us much, to know that it’s not 
on the current crown,” Eva noted. 

“All too true, beautiful, but you are wrong!” While the 
others seemed to begin to fight off fatigue, Klaus’s eyes 
continued to radiate a maniacal excitement. “What we 
know is that the crown was last held in the bunkers of 
Nuremberg, before it was seized by the Allies. And my 
research has indicated that the man responsible for the 
crown was an SS Major, or Sturmbannführer, and doctor, 
Johannes Fries. If you recall the story I told you about the 
Raphael painting, the Jew had said that the man who had 
ordered him to alter it had been named Johannes. 
Sturmbannführer-Doktor Fries was not only a secret member 
of the Teutonic Knights of the Aryan Order, but also a 
member of the SS cultural research and history 
organization, the Ahnenerbe.” 
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When everyone in the room heard the name Teutonic 
Knights of the Aryan Order spoken by Klaus, their backs 
straightened and their eyes focused forward, as if they were 
standing at attention. They were all members of the secret 
cultish organization that Klaus headed, having inherited the 
position of Grand Master from his predecessor based in 
Flensburg, Germany, just over the Danish-German border. 
The order that Klaus headed was a radical offshoot of the 
original monastic order of the Teutonic Knights founded 
during the Crusades with the purpose of defending the 
Holy Land. Inspired by racial and racist writings of the 
early twentieth century, the Teutonic Knights of the Aryan 
Order was formed in Germany with the goal of protecting 
white European racial purity as well as Christianity. In the 
1930s, the secret cult was partially subsumed by Himmler’s 
SS, Hitler’s personal Nazi army, with many of the Order’s 
members being both in the SS and the Ahnenerbe. It was 
during this time that the Christian ideals were largely 
forgotten, as with much else during the era. 

“So, that is where I’m suggesting we look next – 
Nuremberg. The bunkers are large, but give me a bit of 
time. And prepare yourselves, for that is where we, the 
Teutonic Knights of the Aryan Order, will strike next,” 
Klaus said fervently. 

“Oh, by the way,” Helmut asked, “what happened to 
the Jew? The one who told your uncle the story?” 

“Sent East like the rest of them,” Klaus concluded 
dismissively. 
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CHAPTER 4 

OKTOBERFEST 

 
 
Oom-pa-pa, Oom-pa-pa, went the tubas. “Everyone dance!” a 
man yelled out to a large tent full of clanking glasses, cries 
of “Prost!”, and the occasional body falling to the ground, 
either unconscious or merely off balance. People clapped, 
not always in rhythm with the brass band on the high stage 
at the center of the tent, while every once in a while a 
person would stand on a table top, hold their glass stein 
high in the air, and chug the entire liter to the cheers of 
everyone around. Waitresses bearing up to twelve steins 
whisked through the drunken crowds. Each waitress wore a 
traditional Bavarian dirndl that consisted of a blouse, full 
skirt, apron, and a very tight bodice that accentuated her 
breasts and created the deepest cleavage. Every twenty 
minutes or so the band and everyone in the tent burst out 
into song together, raising their glasses as high as possible, 
spilling beer on themselves and their neighbors, and sang 
what could best be called the second national anthem of 
Germany, Ein Prosit. 

“You sure you are feeling okay?” Franz yelled into 
Enrico’s ear. “It’s only been a few weeks since you took 
those bullets.” The two were both amazed at the Italian 
singer’s rapid recovery. Indeed, the hospital staff only 
released Enrico after he sang at full volume and pumped 
fifty push-ups within a minute.  
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“Sure, no problema!” Enrico was not able to hold his 
beer as high as everyone else with his bandaged arm in a 
sling, but his height still gave him the advantage to get his 
glass far higher than Franz’s. “I mean si, it’s sort of a 
miraculously fast recovery. Go figure! My lungs even feel 
looser, giving me more air and volume for singing. Getting 
shot was the best goddamn thing that ever happened to 
me! Ein Prosit, ein Prosit, Der Gemütlichkeit!” Enrico sang 
aloud with the rest of the tent as he swung his full beer 
glass in the air. When the crowd said “Prost!” the beer 
glasses were tilted back and everyone but Franz took a 
deep gulp, some stopping much earlier than others. Beer 
splashed on the wooden tables as if it were raining within 
the tent. Franz, however, sat back down a bit sheepishly, 
placing his untouched stein on the table. “I still can’t 
believe it. You’re Germania! Birra, beer, she is ingredient in 
your blood,” Enrico said loudly into Franz’s ear. 

“Well, what can I say? I don’t drink. I get drunk too 
easily, and do stupid shit. Besides, if we see Meline, I want 
to have my full senses to talk to her.” Franz didn’t want to 
rehash the tired subject of his romantic obsession, which 
Enrico had known about since they became friends, so he 
took a sip from the water bottle hidden in his jacket pocket. 
Enrico did his best to swing a bit with the polka music, 
without banging his bandaged arm against the group of five 
French people next to them. The German men around 
them wore leather Alpine hats with Edelweiss or other 
decorations, while the native frauen had fall flowers in their 
hair, often tied in pigtails.  

“Meine Damen und Herren! Ladies and gentlemen!” the 
band conductor yelled into the microphone. “Welcome to 
Nuremberg’s Oktoberfest!” Everyone cheered, raised their 
glasses, and took a long sip of beer. “We have a special 
performance tonight. In December our beloved city of 
Nuremberg will host the Eurovision Song Contest!” 
Everyone cheered again, drinking more beer. “We have 
here from Sweden the Swedish contestant, Miss Aenna 
Diamond!” Most people clapped and yelled loudly, not 
knowing who she was or having heard of any of her songs, 
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but the forthcoming Eurovision competition was going to 
be one of the biggest events in the city in some seventy-five 
years and, the residents hoped, rather more positive and 
inclusive than previous large-scale rallies that had taken 
place at the city’s edge over half a century ago. 

“Eurovision is in a few months?” Enrico asked Franz in 
surprise. “I thought it was in June.” 

“Yeah. It was supposed to have been in June, but it was 
delayed during the crisis in the Middle East. The organizers 
thought it was inappropriate to be having a major song 
contest during the breakout of a war, and at the same time 
there was the latest euro crisis. The broadcasters were just 
focusing on the war and they figured people would be 
much more likely to watch the latest news from the front 
rather than a bunch of cheesy singers, so postponement 
was probably better for business.”  

“Humpf, you learn something new every day,” Enrico 
replied as he took a light sip from his beer. 

“Aenna Diamond, everyone!” the band conductor cried 
aloud as his felt hat’s feather flopped down over his face. 
Enrico and Franz watched indifferently as a small, red-
haired girl stood in front of the band as the sound system 
began to play the musical track. She was wearing a glittering 
pink shirt and dark spandex pants. 

“Why isn’t she blonde?” Enrico asked. Franz shrugged 
his shoulders. “She looks like she’s fifteen, a real bambino. A 
child.” he added.  

The singer, a petite redhead who looked small from any 
angle, danced as she sang, “Is This Love That I’m Feelin’.” 
It wasn’t a proper beer song by any means, but the crowd 
clapped and swung their beers to the rhythm. “I gotta drain 
the main vein,” Franz yelled into Enrico’s ear, as the heavy 
bass of the music shook the glasses. 

Franz rose and pushed his way towards the toilet. It was 
a short distance, but a long walk that involved dodging beer 
glasses being carried by the busty waitresses, while slowing 
down just enough to look at their generous cleavage, and 
leaping around drunk revelers stumbling in front of him. 
Finally, he arrived in the makeshift toilet that, despite its 
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ample capacity of handling twenty-five urinating men at 
once, still had a line. While Franz waited, he watched 
unhappily as half the men missed the urinal right in front of 
them and peed on the wall or floor. A dozen smelly 
minutes later, Franz departed the pee chamber and headed 
back to his table. 

“Hi there!” a girl said to Franz as he was just about to 
reach his table. She had long brown hair but was more 
noticeable for her nose and lip rings.  

“Guten Abend, Frau,” Franz answered politely. 
“No German! English!” she said. “I’m English!” she 

yelled again as she held her beer up. Franz was immediately 
drawn into her light, hazel eyes and bright red lipstick. 

“Ah, English,” he answered with a smile.  
“No, my name is Patricia! Not English! Patricia 

Notenglish. Oh no, that’s not it! Patricia Ponting.” She was 
a few centimeters taller than Franz, but as she was a bit 
stooped over, it was not easy to tell. Her boozy eyes and 
soft, spaced-out smile punctuated with a silver ring showed 
a casual ease and youthful beauty that recalled Franz’s 
occasional lover and colleague, Judith.  

“Welcome to Deutschland, I mean Germany,” he said 
hastily.  

“You are so cute!” she added as she put her arms 
around him. In the background, he could hear that the 
Swedish singer was speaking. 

“Thank you sooooo much,” Aenna Diamond said with 
a proper, clear English accent. In contrast to the girl in 
front of Franz, her speech was also quite sober. “You are 
such a wuuunderful crowd. I can’t wait to come back in a 
few months! Danke Nuremberg! Prost!” The tent burst into 
a loud, singular cheer as glasses clanked together. 

“Buongiorno!” Enrico said as he came over and nudged 
himself between Patricia and Franz. “I thought you were 
gone! Lost in a stein or something,” he said jokingly to his 
frowning friend. 

Franz’s memories returned to the months in Lyon 
where every attractive girl, drunk or not, had always slipped 
past him and latched onto Enrico’s arm or locked onto his 
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lips. Friendship overcame the jealousy but did not eliminate 
it. He glowered and said between tightened teeth, “No, 
everything’s fine.” 

“Oh, well who are you, mia bella?” Enrico asked as he 
took the English girl’s hand in his and gave it a light kiss. 

“I’m Patricia, from Englands. You are so sweeeeet!” she 
exclaimed as she wrapped her arms around the much taller 
Italian. As she did so, moving just a few inches to her side, 
Franz saw a tall, slender body with long black hair from 
behind. For a moment, the head turned as the body dodged 
one of the waitresses carrying ten liters of beer in her arms.  

“This next song is called, ‘It’s More Than Life’,” 
Aenna’s young, English-accented voice said from behind. 
As the instrumental soundtrack began to play, the English 
girl in front of him pushed her beer in Franz’s face. 

“Have a beer!” When Franz tried to refuse and look 
around her to keep his eye on what he thought might be 
the woman from the Vatican, Patricia stumbled into his 
field of vision. “Drinken!” Patricia ordered as she burped 
into his face. The beer vapors assaulted his senses, a cloud 
of ill smell and worse behavior. Still, her eyes were too deep 
to break away from, and her face too beautiful and smooth 
to deny. As he hesitated, he could see that Enrico was 
about to take the beer from her to impress her with his 
drinking skills. 

“Okay, a little,” he finally answered. He reached for the 
mostly full mug, but instead she held it up to his mouth 
and tipped it while he desperately tried to keep up with the 
increasing angle. As he continued to look into her hazel 
eyes, though occasionally distracted by the nose and lip 
rings that glittered when the lights above the stage flashed, 
it seemed as if everything left his mind. By the time he was 
staring into the bottom of the empty glass and wiping the 
few drops of beer that had escaped the sides and dripped 
down his smooth, ruddy cheeks and neck, he could feel his 
head swimming. He briefly tried to look past her as she 
took the empty glass and slapped him a half-missed high 
five, but there was no sign of the black-haired woman. 
Franz could have gone looking for her, but when he saw 
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Enrico take Patricia by the shoulder and lead her to their 
table, Franz quickly followed behind, dragging his wobbly 
feet with jealousy. 

As the English girl sat down, with Enrico to her left and 
Franz to her right, the singer on stage paused to be asked a 
few questions by the tent’s master of ceremony. 

“So, Aenna Diamond, what do you think of 
Nuremberg?” 

“I think it’s a wonderful, beautiful city. I’m really sooo 
happy to be here!” Franz looked up and saw the petite girl 
with an appealing gap-toothed grin, half a meter shorter 
than the host, who had to bend down to speak to her.  

“So, I know everyone is wondering, how old are you?” 
“I just turned nineteen a few weeks ago.” 
“Wow, nineteen! And you’ve been singing since when?” 
“I recorded my first song and video when I was 

twelve!” she answered jumping up slightly. 
“That’s incredible!” Some people cheered her on, drunk 

perhaps, but encouraging. “Well, we have time for one 
more song, right?” 

“Absolutely, it’s really my pleasure,” she answered, 
holding her smile the whole time. 

“Let’s give a big round of applause to Aenna Diamond, 
everyone. Aenna Diamond!” The crowd cheered and raised 
the beers as the music started again. 
 
At the far end of the tent, Eva Rotenhauser pushed aside a 
drunk German that was next to her. He leaned over and 
threw up on the floor, and then ordered another beer, 
which a waitress quickly provided. Helmut leaned forward 
across the table and asked Eva if she wanted to have the 
drunkard taken care of. “No, I think I can handle him.” 
Eva moved her legs under the man, subtly lifting them and 
causing the drunk holding his fresh stein to tilt backwards 
and fall on the ground, before taking a face bath in his beer. 
Assuming he had stumbled out of drunkenness, his friends 
nearby picked him up and brought him outside. 

“You are as effective as you are fickin’ beautiful,” 
Helmut said. Eva nodded nonchalantly. “She doesn’t look 
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Swedish,” Helmut said as he looked up at the stage. “I 
thought all those meatball eating bitches were all blonde.” 

“Easy on the beer,” Eva said to Helmut. “Don’t forget 
our mission. It’s on for tomorrow.” Aenna Diamond had 
finished her last song, and as she did so amidst applause, 
people began to look at their phones and murmur to one 
another. Slowly a strong and thick wave of rumor began to 
roll around the tent, sliding along puddles of beer and 
cutting through its odor. 

“The brilliant bastard’s done it,” Helmut said softly. 
A group of local university students did their best to 

hold and read their smartphones, putting down their beer 
glasses as they did so. “Unbelievable,” one said. 

“It’s impossible!” said another. Similar words of dismay 
and anger began to roll through the crowd. 

“What happened?” a waitress asked as she served a few 
large pretzels to the students. 

“Cologne Oktoberfest has been hit by a terror attack! A 
whole tent with everyone in it was destroyed! They think at 
least two hundred are dead.” As the news started to sink in, 
people were already cursing the Muslims and Islam even 
before the claim of the attack by the Muslim Crescent 
group was made to Qatar-based Al Jazeera TV.  

“It’s working,” Helmut observed. 
Eva nodded her head and suppressed a smile by 

covering her mouth. “Of course,” she replied. “Heil 
Frederikssen!” 
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CHAPTER 5 

BUNKER BUSTERS 

 
 
Keg Bomb Murders Dozens, one of the headlines read in the 
Nürnberger Zeitung. “These are dark days,” Judith said to 
Franz from behind. Franz groaned and his head collapsed 
onto the newspaper as his hands squeezed his temples. 
“Too much to drink?” A groan substituted for an 
articulated response. “I have just the thing!” Judith went to 
one of the room’s many cabinets and shuffled around 
boxes of documents, opening them and then putting them 
on the floor when they didn’t have what she wanted. With 
one eye stuck to the newspaper, Franz could only watch 
Judith blurrily with his other eye. Her long, slender frame 
made it easy for her to reach the top shelf. The tight 
spandex pants hugged her muscled legs, long and toned 
from mountain biking and mountain climbing in the 
Bavarian Alps. 

Despite it being underground, the room’s vastness 
partly concealed the extent to which she towered over him. 
She’s too tall, unlike Meline, he noted for the hundredth time. 
And older by ten years. But in the privacy and confines of the 
university archives bunker, where his head was pounding 
and the insides of his stomach licked his tongue, there was 
no one to judge his shortness or her age. 

Here, working in the deep bowels of Nuremberg, where 
the Germans had stored precious art and treasures during 
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World War II and hidden them from Allied bombs, Franz 
Huber and Judith Fries worked every day for the University 
of Nuremberg, going through thousands of documents that 
had been transferred from throughout Eastern Europe 
after the fall of the Iron Curtain. It was several decades 
after that tectonic political shift, but there were so many 
documents that had been hidden in secret bunkers by the 
Nazi administrations and German military in Eastern 
Europe that historians and archivists were still going 
through them.  

“Ah, here you go, schatz,” Judith said as she put a small 
bottle in front of Franz. He lifted his head off of the 
newspaper, leaving behind a small wet spot of drool, and 
looked at it skeptically. 

“It’s schnapps!” he exclaimed, smelling the distinctive 
alcoholic aroma. 

“Ja, that is the best solution for a hangover.” 
“That’s insane!” 
“No, mein schatz, I assure you. It’s the best cure. I’m a 

little older than you, I have more experience!” 
Franz was too tired and had too much of a headache to 

refuse her. She leaned over him as she unscrewed the 
bottle. Her long and frizzy dark brown hair that smelled a 
bit of smoke and mildew whispered past his nose. Within 
half a minute the twenty-centiliter bottle was empty. 

“Good, ja?” she asked. He mumbled feebly as he began 
to let his head sink back down onto the table. “Oh, but 
that’s just the beginning of your healing!” she exclaimed. 
“Come!” she ordered as she pulled him by the arm. 
“Come!” she commanded again as he slowly rose from his 
seat. Judith dragged him several meters to one of the large 
cabinets that could easily hold four people. She guided him 
inside, partly by pulling him by his pudgy waist, and closed 
the cabinet door most of the way. A sliver of light came 
down between them. 

Franz leaned his back against the cabinet wall behind 
him as he watched Judith get down on her knees and unzip 
his pants. The darkness was his friend. He could imagine 
Judith however he wanted. Shorter and younger. He could 
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imagine that she was Patricia Ponting, that girl he just met 
at Oktoberfest, or his previous obsession and love-ideal: 
Meline.  

It felt wrong to do so, however, and he banished the 
drunk English girl from his sore mind, as well as the other 
subject of a well-established obsession, returning his focus 
on Judith. There was nothing wrong with her. Except that 
she was too tall, and too old. Not that thirty-four was too 
old, nor 180 cm too tall. It was just that she was too old 
and tall for him; he, twenty-four, and only 168 cm. The 
problem was him, not her. 

The cabinet that dated from the Nazi years and had 
held great works of art pillaged from the Louvre and the 
Vienna Art Museum quickly filled up with a number of 
obscene odors, most of them coming from him: poorly 
brushed teeth the result of a hurried morning, burped 
schnapps, and poorly applied deodorant.  

Judith was not the love of his life – not the type of girl 
in personality, height, age, or chemistry that he had 
dreamed about in his youth. Meline was the closest woman 
who measured his ideal. But Judith was something that no 
other girl was, or ever had been – interested in him. It was 
the most important and relevant characteristic that she 
possessed, a trait that overcame taboos of age and height. 
Even if she was not his perfect match, she was the one that 
he had, and for that he was grateful. Thoughts of other 
women dissipated as he focused on Judith’s frizzy hair. 

His mental and physical tension finally eased, Franz 
began to relax. Just then he and Justine heard a loud 
banging on the door. Someone was knocking, strongly and 
urgently. It was rare for them to have anyone visit, and the 
staff members all knew the door code and had access keys. 

“I’ll check who it is,” Judith said as she quickly 
squeezed his butt and stepped out of the cabinet, closing it 
most of the way behind her so that Franz could pull up his 
pants and, if he wanted, quietly rest. She knew that he often 
liked to sleep immediately after completion. 

Judith cleaned herself up and mumbled to herself as the 
banging on the door grew louder. “Ja, I’m coming!” she 
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yelled. “Keep your pants on.” She pulled open the door 
and was immediately knocked to the ground by four 
masked figures wearing black clothes who started yelling. 

“Everyone, hands up! Don’t move!” they said in 
German as they waved handguns around. One of them 
kicked Judith in the knee causing her to buckle and fall to 
the floor. 

“Easy, no need for that,” Eva Rotenhauser’s soothing 
voice said from behind a mask as the steel toes in her boots 
clinked against the concrete floor. Eva leaned down and 
tried to pull Judith back up on her feet nearly falling down 
herself in the attempt. Franz stood perfectly still, moving 
only to pull the cabinet door completely shut. He was 
afraid they might hear the click of the door locking – and 
of locking himself inside – but they were too busy dealing 
with Judith, who had started to become hysterical, crying 
and yelling at the unexpected intruders. 

“Quiet!” Eva ordered. “You,” she said as she pointed to 
Helmut, “help her up. Gently. No one needs to panic, or 
be hurt.” Judith did not resist as the tallest man pulled her 
up by the arms and dropped her into a comfortable, 
cushioned armchair. Eva pulled another chair up in front of 
her while Helmut stood beside Judith. Franz was able to 
watch a small part of what was happening from the large 
keyhole in the cabinet door, though crouching at an odd 
angle without moving inside the cabinet was proving 
challenging enough, especially with a fuzzy head swimming 
from a sordid combination of a hangover, sexual 
satisfaction, and schnapps. 

“I am here for some answers,” Eva began in a firm but 
sympathetic voice. Judith sensed a smoother German 
accent, with a slight hint of French, guessing it to be from 
the Alsatian or Luxembourg region. “If you tell us what we 
want to know, we will leave you in peace.” Franz strained 
to listen to what they were saying, but most of the words 
were muffled and muted by the cabinet’s thick metal doors.  

“There is no money here, just documents! I’m just a 
historian!” Judith said, trying to hold back her tears and 
tugging at her waist-long brunette hair nervously. 
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“Exactly. Just like your father and your father’s father, 
right?” 

Judith began to think and then she nodded her head in 
the negative. 

“Your grandfather was head archivist of Nuremberg, 
no? Herr Doctor Johannes Fries, SS-Sturmbannführer, was 
head historian, archivist, and keeper of the bunker. Yes?” 

“I don’t know!” Judith exclaimed as more tears ran 
down her face. 

“Look, we are all German here. We all know that all of 
our grandparents were farmers during the war. They never 
hated a Jew or Gypsy. They were all against Hitler. We all 
know the stories and excuses. But we know who you are, 
Frau Fries. Your grandfather was Herr Doktor SS-
Sturmbannführer Fries, and among other duties entrusted 
to him by Reichsführer-SS Himmler, he was also charged 
with hiding the crown jewels of Emperor Charlemagne, 
Karl der Grosse, so that they would not fall into the hands 
of the Allies.” 

“How do you know such things?” Judith asked in a 
quavering voice. 

“Very simple. Herr Fries was a member of the Teutonic 
Knights of the Aryan Order – just like us.” Eva paused 
while Judith’s face froze with a perplexed expression, the 
tears running down her cheeks. 

“I thought that was a myth – a family story,” Judith said 
in disbelief. 

“It is real, and we will reclaim our heritage once again.” 
Eva removed the hood from her head and let her clear, 
blue eyes stab into Judith. Eva’s light freckles and black 
hair added up to an uncanny, youthful beauty that put 
Judith ill at ease, perhaps more than the armed men around 
her. “Doktor Fries failed in hiding the crown jewels from 
the Allies, but we want to know if the crown had a long 
diamond about the same size as the vertical section of the 
crown’s cross. We believe the diamond itself was affixed to 
this cross and was the largest jewel on the crown.” 
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“I really don’t know about these things,” Judith insisted. 
Eva looked up towards Helmut, who removed a small 
pouch from his cargo pants’ side pocket. 

“Frau Doctor Fries, we should embrace our past. We 
are on the same side. If your father or grandfather were 
alive, they would tell us where the diamond is.” 

“I don’t know!” Judith shouted, becoming increasingly 
hysterical. Eva nodded her head and Helmut opened up the 
pouch and removed a syringe. The other two masked men 
were standing guard by the door, ready to pounce on 
anyone who might intrude on their mission. Helmut 
stepped beside Judith and grasped her wrist, squeezing it so 
hard that she thought she heard her bones crack. Wincing 
with pain, she looked into his eyes, seeing that the left one 
had a long scar above and below it. But then she perceived 
the long, silvery needle that was sticking out from beneath 
his left, clenched wrist. Her eyebrows raised and her head 
jerked back in surprise as the needle stabbed into her lower 
arm. His thumb pressed the plunger and she felt a thick, 
viscous liquid immediately begin to course through her arm 
and into her body.  

Eva observed the injection as casually as if she were 
watching traffic lights at midnight. “We are not a brutal, 
violent people by choice. We respect your grandfather’s – 
and your father’s – service to the Reich. Your father was a 
member of the Teutonic Knights, preparing to save 
Germany if it was ever overrun by the Bolsheviks from the 
East. But a new menace, which is really an old menace, 
threatens Europe. Islam. Atheism. Muslims. Killers of 
Christians. They are all in league to destroy the Europe our 
ancestors built, and that your grandfather and father fought 
to preserve. We are at a critical point in this global, historic 
war with the armies of Mohammed. It’s just as if they were 
at the gates of Vienna or besieging the last bastion on 
Malta. We need information from you, dear Judith Fries, 
that will lead us to a great weapon in this war. 

“So to speed up our research, my dear friend here has 
just injected you with the snake venom of the African Black 
Mamba. The puncture area is already swelling.” Helmut 
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rolled up Judith’s sleeve to show her. “In just a few 
minutes, you will feel your arm muscles begin to tighten 
and tingle. Within five minutes or so you will suffer 
respiratory problems. Then your mouth will produce high 
amounts of saliva and your jaw will tighten so that you 
cannot control your drooling, and you will begin to lose 
your vision. Finally, the convulsions take hold and you will 
writhe in pain until the venom destroys your nervous 
system and shuts down your major organs until you are 
dead.” As she said this last part, Eva looked at her cherry 
red fingernails, polishing several of them on her black 
blouse. 

Judith looked in horror at the spot where the needle 
had pricked her and then began to rub her arm. But her 
arm felt as if it were a foreign object, as if it were a plastic 
appendage. 

“But we have the antivenom, Frau Fries. And if you 
cooperate and tell us what we want to know, we’ll give it to 
you.” 

Judith’s voice was already becoming slurred, but she 
was able to speak well enough to be understood. “Swedish. 
Jan Sverkersson.” 

“What?” Eva asked as she put her hand on Judith’s 
toned legs. 

“The Swede took it. My grandfather told me. The 
Swede. On the book shelf,” Judith forced herself to say. 
“In book. Thirty Years War. There.” Judith haltingly raised 
her left arm and pointed towards Franz’s cabinet. Eva 
stood up from her chair and walked towards the cabinet. 
Franz’s heart stopped as he heard the distinctive click, clack 
of the approaching steel-studded boots. Looking through 
the keyhole he saw her familiar figure approach, delicate 
but deadly. He could just make out her black blouse collar 
with the embroidered arrow, K insignia, and black diamond 
silhouette, just as he had in the Vatican. Just as Eva reached 
out to open the cabinet, Judith said, as best she could, “No, 
to the right.” Even through the keyhole, Franz could smell 
Eva’s distinctive perfume. 
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“This one?” Eva asked. Judith nodded yes as saliva 
began to run down her face. Eva returned to the seat in 
front of Judith and opened up the book entitled History of 
the Thirty Years War, by Friedrich Schiller, 1782. “An 
original, first edition,” Eva noted. “Impressive.” She 
quickly flipped through it, looking for an object or piece of 
paper that might be the clue they needed. “What am I 
looking for? What does it mean?” Eva interrogated. 

“That’s all I know.” Judith’s lips began to turn blue and 
her face a deep yellow. She could feel her tongue drying 
out, as if she had been in the desert for days. She needed 
the antidote like a man in the middle of the Sahara needed 
water. Judith forced herself to respond in the hopes that 
her pain would be relieved. “My grandfather…told that the 
treasure of the Teutons was here. Jan Sverkersson key. 
Nothing else.” 

“Tell me this, Frau Fries, where you never tempted to 
look for the hidden treasure yourself?” queried Eva. 

“I didn’t believe him. I thought it was just one of his 
crazy stories. But now I see it wasn’t…” said Judith, 
struggling more and more to get her words out. 

“This is pointless. Come, let’s go,” Helmut insisted. 
“Wait! What about the antivenom? I told you what I 

know!” Judith’s weak and panicky voice quavered as the 
poison continued to take hold and her body began to shut 
down. 

In the next moment Judith slid off the chair and her 
entire body began to writhe in violent spasms. Eva didn’t 
respond as she walked towards the door, merely throwing a 
casual glance backward at the convulsing body on the floor. 
The three masked men proceeded out the door before her. 
Turning to pull the door shut behind her, Eva paused and 
said to Judith, who was in the final throes of death, “I am 
sorry, Frau Fries, but now you know too much. Yet you 
may die knowing that the Aryan Christian Europe your 
father and grandfather cherished will rise again.” 

With just enough breath left in her, Judith whispered, 
“C. I. A.” as loud as she could. “C. I. A.” She repeated with 
her last gasp. Franz heard Judith’s raspy utterance of the 
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three letters twice. Albeit slightly garbled, he was certain by 
the second repetition what Judith was crying out. Eva, 
however, just shook her head and tutted unsympathetically 
at the near lifeless victim that lay still on the floor, before 
she slammed the door behind her. 
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Pelopenessus, Greece; Visby, Sweden; Pompeii, Italy; 
Nuremberg, Germany; and Salzburg, Austria, are among 
Liam’s favorite cities or sites in Europe. Finally inspired 
enough to settle down in the Alpine region of France and 
with fine Bourgogne pinot noir wines at hand, he wrote his 
first novel, The Holy Diamond. 

Liam’s novels, most of which are still in draft, are 
inspired by his travels around the world, by the many 
people he meets, from financially challenged hostel dorm-
mates to senior government officials, and above all grand 
issues of history or emerging trends that have or will alter 
the nature of life, culture, and civilization. More than a 
story, Liam hopes to capture human movements. 
 
You can read more about Liam H. Dooley and his novels 
on his blog: www.liamhdooley.com 




