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(CHAPTER 1)  1947  

Sunny afternoons are not normally spent in the pursuit of knowledge.  The calling of a checkered-cloth picnic or a game of softball was often overtaken by my never-ending interest in the history of what brought us to this point of our existence.  The thirst for this knowledge will overcome the physical thirst created by the mid-afternoon heat.  A good old Iron City will take care of that at a later hour.

Thus, I find myself at my place of inspiration on this glorious day.  It’s a place that I walked into simply to escape a spring shower one afternoon about twenty years ago.  I had just left my car at a local repair shop up the road when a blustery rain forced me to the closest cover.  The doors of St. Alexander’s were open and I took the opportunity as it was presented.  Little did I know that this visit would change my life?

Within the ornate church I found one of the world’s best, kept secrets.   As I wondered along the aisles trying to brush the rain from my overcoat, I was astonished by various displays that were in full view.  In and around the altar were numerous artifacts from the biblical era.  Relics of saints, pieces of the Cross, and splinters from the table of the Last Supper were just a few of the many artifacts that my eyes beheld.  As a soon to graduate Archaeology major, this was a godsend and what an appropriate place for one it was.

Archaeologists spend countless days, months, and years in the pursuit of items such as those displayed here.  The collection of biblical relics was later found to number in the thousands and was the second largest in the world outside of the Vatican.  As an archaeologist, I was either lucky to have stumbled across this collection or much uninformed since it existed in my own back yard.

Needless to say, the inspiration of this happenstance was riveting.  I visited the church at least once a week for the next year, studied each of the artifacts, learned their history and how they came to this location.  Not knowing where exactly to take my new degree, St. Alexander’s gave me a direction.  It provided me the opportunity to view what I would be searching for, proof of the existence of the world’s greatest civilizations.

As many times as I’ve been to this unintended museum of religious relics, I always find new discoveries that have escaped my notice in visits past.  I have gained the trust of the clergy so that I may venture to the church’s back rooms in order to peruse the depths of the stored relics, which are not on display.  It’s a shared benefit for I also provide some scientific insight in the form of analyzing the age of the artifacts and authenticating them via my archaeological background.

Inspiration is my purpose on this day.  My gaze merely wonders from garment fragments of religious patriarchs to a solitary tooth of an Italian saint.  Italy is also on my mind these days and anything of Italian heritage makes my mind race wildly and it’s not 

necessarily due to work.  I often wonder what my friend and colleague Regina Renaldi may be doing at a certain point in the day.  I’ve found that I’ve created a habit of checking my watch to see the time and then adding the six- hour time difference.                                                                                                                                  

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              It’s been three months since I last saw her, but we’ve stayed in communication via mail and an occasional phone call.  I’ve promised her a trip to her homeland and that’s one thing that I’ve always made certain to do…. keep my promises.

“Indy,” a voiced echoed from the rear of the church.  ‘I thought I might find you here.”

The voice was certainly familiar to me, because it could be none other than my fellow professor at the university, Carl Johansson.  “If I could get you to go on sabbatical or something, Carl, I could work here in peace.  You’re the only one who would think to look for me here.”

He laughed.  “You’re always trying to keep the big finds to yourself.  I’m just glad you let me in on this hidden treasure, not only for my scientific interest, but also so that I can find you when need be.”

“Must be important.”  I replied while looking at my watch. “Let’s see…. it’s 1:30 and your class just ended fifteen minutes ago.  You either had an early dismissal or you are bent on adding to your record-setting number of speeding tickets.”

“A little bit of both, my friend.  Actually, you just received a confidential wire marked Urgent.  Couldn’t tell from whom, but it’s certainly from overseas.”  

“Did you happen to bring it?”  I asked while his footsteps echoed across the length of the chapel during his approach.

“Very odd it was, Marshall.  The deliveryman entered our office, stated his purpose, and when I volunteered to sign for it, he refused.  Something about you having to pick it up at the department head’s office.”

“The office is open until five.”  I replied.  “I’m just about done here, so I might as well see what’s so important.”

The drive back to campus took a full twenty minutes with the typical mid-day traffic, enhanced by those leaving work early in order to enjoy this late summer’s day.  Walking into the granite, columned Building of Sciences, I was greeted by several colleagues and then headed directly to the Department of Archaeology.  Of course, not before poking my head into the neighboring Department of Anthropology and making my expected quip of “No bones about it!”  Somehow, I think that they would feel left out if I didn’t make the effort to stir the rivalry.

Entering our department’s office, I waited for the department secretary to complete her phone conversation before asking about the urgent telegram.

“Dr. Jones,” she said while turning in her seat.  “I had a feeling you would be stopping in.”

“Seems like everyone knows about this wire, don’t they, Sarah?”  I replied while looking to see if Dr. Slazik was in his office.

“Dr. Slazik is waiting to see you.  He said that if you came in, that you were to see him right away.”

“Thanks, Sarah.  Remember…if these yahoos next door bother you, I’ll rattle their bones.  Then, I’ll have milk banned from the cafeteria.”

She chuckled heavily before covering her mouth.

I slowly walked to the half-open door and knocked.  Not waiting for a response, I walked in.  Dr. Slazik, the long-tenured department head, looked up from a stack of papers scattered across his desk.  His usually well-combed, auburn hair was slightly disheveled.

“Indiana, good, you’re here,” he said as he began to rise.  “Sit down.”  He waved me towards a sunlit table and chairs beneath the window to his right.  The table held an impressive globe at its center.  I watched as he opened a wall safe and extracted a beige envelope.

“This just arrived today.”  He said as he joined me at the table.  “It was addressed to both of us and I’ve taken the liberty to open and read it.  It’s from the I.C.P.O…you know, the international police organization.  Seems like one of your former students is the target of a cursory investigation.”

“That’s interesting,” I replied while uncomfortably scratching my chin.

Dr. Slazik stared at the document. “Do you remember a Theodore Waterhouse?  He supposedly graduated in ’43.”  

The chin scratching continued.  “Waterhouse?  Theodore Waterhouse?  Hmm…. I do.  He was a good student…very knowledgeable, but sort of eccentric.  He was a scrawny guy, but I took him under my wing since he had some real potential.”

“It says here, Indy, that they are looking for background data, such as…his course of study and his specialty within.  They also want a character background.  There are about twenty questions in all.  What was his specific course of study?”

I thought for a moment and then it came to me.  “Egyptology.”  I replied.

“That’s odd,” Dr. Slazik answered while scanning the second page of the telegram.  “According to this, he is being investigated on behalf of the Germans.”

The mere mention of Germany still sent a quiver through my system.  No matter how successful I have been at controlling some of the appalling flashbacks of war, every utterance of the word still filled me with emotions.

“Was Waterhouse performing some post-war work in Germany?”  He continued as he set the papers on the table.

“I know that he wasn’t drafted.”  I answered while staring out of the large window.  “He sent me a note a few months back asking for some advice on hieroglyphics.  He was working in Egypt at the time…say in June of this year.  I wasn’t able to reply due to being in the midst of a dig myself.”

Dr. Slazik removed his eyeglasses and gently placed them near the telegram.  “Whatever it is, he’s stumbled into something big and it most likely has to do with his work.  They wouldn’t go to these lengths if it didn’t have some significant international ramifications.  

They may have contacted several sources for information.”

Something suddenly came to mind.  “If I’m not mistaken, I may still have that note that Waterhouse sent.  I’ve always had the good intention of at least looking into it, though it was far too late to respond.”

“That would be helpful, see what you can do.  In the meantime, I’ll have Sarah pull his records here at the university to see where that leads us.”

The search through my office for the wayward letter from Theodore Waterhouse took the time past closing.  It wasn’t until 5:15 that the thin, onion-skinned envelope appeared from beneath a stack of documents buried on a side table.  The pile was created for future disposal of items I wasn’t quite sure what to do with.  Enclosed within the checker-edged international envelope were a brief note and an attached schematic.  I read the note with more interest than the first time that it crossed my desk.

          6/11/47

Dear Dr. Jones,

I came across this while working in the Delta.  I can’t quite make out the meaning of the hieroglyphics.  My inquiries concerning them have not been receptive.  I didn’t know where to turn until I remembered that you covered similar hieroglyphs in one of your classes.  I would appreciate any help you can provide.  You can reach me at the address per the envelope.

Best Regards,

Ted Waterhouse

Cairo, Egypt

The attachment was a detailed recreation of the hieroglyphics.  He had penciled in a few of the words, but a majority of the writing appeared only in part, which explained his inability to read it.  He was fairly new to the profession and I am sure he had yet to encounter the experience to read all forms of the writing.  Not having taken the time previously, I sat down at my desk with magnifying glass in hand.  At first glance, several of depictions jumped out at me.  In combination with the words Waterhouse had translated, my analysis revealed that the writings were actually directions to something of extreme importance.

This being more than three months since the receipt of this note from my former student, I’m sure that Waterhouse had already answered his question in some fashion.  Actually, I was certain that wherever these directions led to, had also led him to his current predicament. 

I ran into Dr. Slazik in the faculty lounge of the cafeteria the following morning.  We were planning to meet in his office within the next hour, but he decided that we could just as easily hold our meeting here. 

He eagerly worked on his toast and Danish as he shuffled through several papers in a folder.  After a sip of coffee, he pulled out a single sheet and placed it in front of him.  

“This is a breakdown of Waterhouse’s school record.”  He began.  “He was an excellent student without a blemish on his record.  Makes me wonder how he could have himself in such a situation.”

I worked on my coffee.  “He was one of my best students during his time, Doctor.  As I mentioned, he was somewhat eccentric, but a he knew his subject matter.”  I pulled out the note from Waterhouse.  “This should give us a lead or two.”  I handed the note to Dr. Slazik, who wiped his hands clean of the Danish before taking it.

He scanned it very carefully and then moved to the attached drawing.  “Hmmm.  Indiana, this boy has run into a hornet’s nest.  These hieroglyphs are directions or sort of a map to something fairly significant.  Pieces of it are illegible, if not; I could pinpoint the location fairly easily.”

“That’s what I surmised, Doctor.  Whatever it is, it’s in the area of wherever he found this writing.  Unfortunately, we only know that he was in the Delta Valley.”

“Seems so, seems so,” Dr. Slazik said as he continued to review the note.  “I checked with some of the local authorities and they made contact with the I.C.P.O. last evening.  They stated that their information has Waterhouse eluding the authorities in Europe, possibly in Italy.

“Italy?”  I asked quickly.  

“That’s what they said.  Weren’t you telling me a month ago that you had been planning a trip there?”

“That, I did, Doctor.  I hadn’t planned it out yet, but I hoped to take a trip soon.”  I replied.

“Might I suggest that you take your trip in the next week or so?”  He answered with a slight smile.  “You may be able to accomplish several tasks at once the way I see it.  You may be able to help locate Waterhouse and clear up this mess and I’m sure we would be interested in researching whatever he has come across.  Oh, yes, your vacation could be fit in there somewhere.”

“What about my classes?  We just began the semester.”  I asked with great interest.

“I’ll instruct them for you.  I think that we can do a lot of good with this trip and…besides, you know how I like to get behind the podium once in a while.”

“Sounds like a plan to me.”  I answered.

“I just feel that this is the right thing to do.  I am greatly intrigued of what the boy found and whatever we can do to help an alumnus clear up a misunderstanding goes without saying.  In the meantime, I’ll answer these questions from the I.C.P.O. and return them.”

(CHAPTER 2)

The following weeks were spent preparing for my trip.  Not knowing whether it was more business than pleasure, I packed and prepared accordingly.   On the day of departure, I traveled by taxi to the airport through the fog of the Parkway while pondering the business verses pleasure dilemma.  The rush hour traffic slowed my travel, but not my thoughts.  Whatever Waterhouse had stumbled into may well be worth this trip.  Like I really needed an excuse.

As we flew over the North Atlantic, the monotonous tone of the plane’s engines put me into a work-like trance.  I studied the attachment to Waterhouse’s note and researched applicable Egyptian texts, attempting to determine where the note was leading him too.  I also took the opportunity to review some travel brochures of Italy and Rome that I had recently picked up at the Travel-EZ agency.

My train of thought was only broken by the occasional question of “Coffee or Tea?” from the angelic stewardess.  Her crisp, red outfit brushed past me several times, forcing me to loosen my tie.  In between my studies, I tried to catch a catnap or two so not to be exhausted upon my arrival.  The time difference is one thing; the lack of sleep would only compound the problem.

During one brief, but glorious rest period, I was awakened by the voice of the pilot as it quietly came through the speakers.

Good Morning, ladies and gentleman, we are currently having a slight problem with one of the engines, but it’s nothing to be alarmed about.  For precautionary reasons, we will be landing in order to have the problem checked.  We have been diverted to Berlin, Germany for this purpose.  I will let you know when we are about to land.  Thank you.

Berlin!!!  I almost said loudly.  Of all the places in the world we could touch down, why did it have to be Berlin!  The idea of the Nazi’s and their war machine still sickened me.  War does things like this to you.  It creates sub-conscious fears of countries, cities, towns and…nationalities.  I spent a year and a half battling Germans on various digs before and during the war.  I’m not ready to be here… not even to an airport.

The plane landed without incident and we were requested to disembark.  Several moments later, I took my first steps onto to the tarmac and German soil.  The feelings pulsated though my system were certainly not that of a victor returning to reap his spoils, but more so that of disdain.  Disdain that I and everyone else had to be put through Hell on earth.  Make no mistake about it war is hell.  The senseless loss of life, the pain and suffering that still continues in the lives of many, the visual remembrances I still carry…pure hell.  I feel that way more now than during the war.  I quickly walked to the stairway without pause.

The airport was cold and sterile.  Business as usual had still not returned from the ravages of war.  Let’s just say that the travel posters had not quite made their way back onto the block walls.  The hallways were long and gray with an occasional informational posting as the only semblance of décor.  We were informed that two hours would suffice for the necessary mechanical check of the plane and we could return to the gate at that time.  I took the opportunity to search for a coffee and quickly found and ordered a cup from the closest stand.  I was slightly surprised at my recollection of the language.  The vendor understood and delivered the hot cup of java just as I had requested.

I sat down and briefly conversed with some of my fellow travelers.  Everyone seemed to be in a hurry to get to his or her destination and this delay certainly crimped his or her plans.  Having enough of the general whining, I took a short walk down one of the hallways looking for a restroom.  As I exited the restroom, I passed by one of the many German informational postings on the wall.  A familiar face caught my attention and I stopped to get a closer look.  It was a “Wanted” poster, no doubt, and the face was certainly familiar.  It was Theodore Waterhouse.  Slightly older and gruffer than I remember him, but it was Waterhouse without doubt.  The portions of the posting that I could read lead me to another posting offering more detailed information.  This posting happened to be on the other side of the airport, but that certainly didn’t stop me.  

Reaching the area, I noticed a large, framed document on a wall next to a door.  The document appeared to provide more detailed data on the individuals shown in the “Wanted” posters.  I scanned for Waterhouse and found a brief description below a smaller version of his picture.  It gave the normal height and weight information and then went into more detail for the reason of the posting.  My German being fairly weak, I still could make out that he was considered a Threat to the Government and a Thief of Government Property.

This was certainly not the Theodore Waterhouse I had known.  I noticed movement in the room next to the document and I peeked in through the glass door.  The room appeared to be the security office for the airport.  The dress of the guards, the weapons that they carried, all still screamed of the former regime.  Something big was going on inside the room since the gray clad officers appeared to be scurrying around in order to get into position for something.  I kept a casual gaze and no one seemed to notice. 

As the security personnel lined up near a counter, several more elaborately dressed personnel came by and saluted.  Following behind and in deep conversation with a man in civilian clothing, was apparently the head of security.  He wore a military style hat and as his face came into view, my casual viewing turned into something more sinister.  It couldn’t be!   No, it simply couldn’t!  It has to be someone who resembles him.  The Allies captured him at the end of the war.  Commandant Rolf Hackendorf…it simply could never be.

I peered intently through the wire mesh glass, my gaze fixed on the man donning the cap.  It couldn’t be.  It simply couldn’t be.  The more I attempted to convince myself of the fact, the more that the jaw line, nose and beady eyes became more familiar.  I froze in anger at the possibility that the worst tyrant I encountered during the war still was roaming free.  

My gaze lingered a few seconds too long and my inclinations became confirmed.  Hackendorf had the nose of a bloodhound and the eyes of a hawk and his head instinctively jerked in my direction.  Our eyes met for the briefest of moments and I quickly turned and walked briskly down the hallway.  I could hear the screech of a very familiar voice barking orders from inside the room.  The door burst open behind me and I heard several pairs of heavy boots running in my direction.

“Halt!”  Came a call that echoed down the barren hallway.  “Halt!”

This was not the time, nor the place, for me to be detained since I had a plane to catch.  I turned the corner and ran hard but, unfortunately, I was heading in the opposite direction of my gate and time was running short.  I eluded my pursuers for the better part of twenty minutes as I traveled through the maze of corridors trying to lose them and still make it onto my flight.  If not, my luggage and equipment will be heading to Rome without me.

I found myself completely on the opposite side of the airport when they finally ran past me as I ducked into an alcove.  I stared at my watch as my plane’s departure time came and went.  I was thankful that the gate did not blare my name through the address system, paging me for the flight.  Commandant Rolf Hackendorf knew me not only to see, but also by name and I didn’t want his suspicions confirmed.

The heartless Nazi had found his way to Tunisia four years ago, while I was in the midst of searching for the lost city of Carthage.  He was the Commandant of Special Forces whose sole purpose was to obtain any and all items of value in order to fund the burgeoning German war machine.  They would swoop into cities just taken by the German army and raid museums, banks and the like.  They also crossed the Mediterranean and raided archaeological sites in Egypt and all across northern Africa.  Their loot would be sold on the black market and the proceeds went directly to the war fund.                         

While in Tunisia, I had just found the first traces of the outskirts of Carthage when Nazi soldiers overtook us, at gunpoint.  They immediately took control of the dig and employed eight German archaeologists for the purpose of finding the potential riches within the lost city.  They worked hard and fast as it was apparent that pressure was being applied from Bohemia.  Hackendorf, always exuding his cold demeanor, ran the dig like a concentration camp.

I was forced to work along side the Germans and the locals, who assisted me at the site, were placed in what amounted to be slave labor.  They were treated poorly and often beaten for not working quickly.  On a few occasions, some were taken away and I never saw them again.  I waited patiently for my opportunity to turn the tide. 

In their haste, the Nazi’s became sloppy and left small explosives in an unprotected area.  One night, I slipped out from my tent and placed the explosives under every vehicle, but one.  The explosives that were unfortunately used to move mounds of historical ground would now be used to stop this madness.  I took out two of the guards who covered the area were the local workers slept.  With their weapons in hand, I moved to release the workers and began to lead them from the camp.

We secured the few crates of artifacts found thus far and made our way to the truck.   The truck’s engine brought the Special Forces from their tents.  As they scrambled in our direction, I leaned on the detonator and watched as all five of the other vehicles blew to pieces.  We safely made our way to the nearest city and had put a minor kink in the German armor.

(CHAPTER 3)

After eluding my airport pursuers, I made my way to the city, via taxi, and found the streets of Berlin to be fairly crowded.  The teeming streets were exactly what I needed for cover.  Berlin didn’t look anything like I had last seen in newspaper reports right after the war. What a difference a few years and a Marshall Plan can make.  As I crept through the streets, I kept an ever- watchful eye out for my German pursuers who I had last seen at the airport’s main gate.  They had given up the chase on foot and headed for a vehicle.  This, I saw, as my taxi ride quietly sped away.  My goal now was to find the train station and board a train heading south to…anywhere.  Fortunately, a map showed that the station was not far.

My approach to the train station was slow and tenuous since I had no idea if an All-Points-Bulletin had been put out on my head.  An APB with my only crime being that I caught sight of one of Nazi Germany’s war mongers still roaming the free world.   My only crime was that of recognition and it pales in comparison to the fact that Commandant Rolf Hackendorf still had ability to breathe the same air as the civilized world.  That…was a much greater crime in my book.

The station was hectic and I made sure that I folded into the crowd.  I found the ticket window and checked the fares for departures heading south.  My wallet revealed that I was significantly short of the fares and my traveler’s checks were still in my suitcase on their way to Rome.  Scanning a flier, I checked to see how far I could travel without starving.  While standing in a corner for this purpose, I noticed several people being questioned by authorities.  A closer look revealed that one of them was a familiar pursuer.  

Not having the ability to make my way to the ticket counter, the plan now was to slip out of the station for the present time.  I made my way to the nearest exit and swiftly found myself outside on the platform of the large, granite station.  The typical stern expressions were abundant amongst the throngs of German passengers, as they embarked and disembarked the stylish trains.

As I walked the platform, I quickly scanned the signs for departing trains.  Frankfurt, Warsaw, Prague and Vienna were those stationed for boarding.  Vienna sounded perfect and I wasted no time heading for the passenger area for the soon to be departing train.  My problem soon came to light, for without ticket, I would not be able to get on board.  

Looking to my left, I caught sight of the German authorities scouring the platform as they walked briskly in my direction.  The train whistle blew as it prepared to depart and I weighed my limited options as I scurried closer to the last open door.  Peering back, it became apparent that I had been spotted and the Germans galloped towards me.  The train slowly began to pull away as a porter appeared at the open door and began to fool with the latch.  Running hard, I caught up with the car and motioned to the porter.  He held out an arm and pulled me aboard, stating something to the fact that they would be around for the tickets shortly.

I walked to the center of the car and sat in the middle seat of the first open row.  Trying to blend with the surrounding travelers, I leaned back in the seat and pulled my hat down over my eyes.  The deception only lasted for a ten- minute stretch.  As the conductor slowly began to collect tickets from each passenger, I knew my ruse was up.  He came up to me an extended his hand for the ticket.  I faked a slow search through my pockets and then acted astonished as to its whereabouts.

The conductor appeared disturbed and motioned to me to get up and move into the next car.  I did as instructed and found the next car to be in a lower rent district.  The riders were more working class and showed little interest in my entrance.  I again took a seat and awaited the conductor to follow.  As he made his way through the car, he handed me a bill for my ticket.  Luckily, I had a few greenbacks that he accepted in lieu of Marks.  He thanked me and continued on.

Feeling good about legally finding my way out of Germany, I again leaned back in my seat and hoped that the next time that I opened my eyes Bohemia would be behind me.  A few minutes of restful relaxation came to an abrupt, suffocating end when a hand clasped over my mouth from behind me and pinned my head forcefully to the seat.  My eyes sprung open only to see the green metal of the passenger car’s ceiling.

My hands grasped at anything in order to release the increasingly strong grip, but nothing was to be found.  I instinctively lunged backwards with my arms over my head and caught grip of a wool jacket.  I lifted my attacker up and forward with all of my strength and pulled him straight over my seat and headfirst into the one in front of me.  He was wearing a strikingly familiar Nazi World War II uniform.  As he regained his balance, I used a forearm to the face and sent him reeling into the opposite row.  A woman in a flowered dress didn’t take kindly to the intrusion and continued to pound the German with her loaded purse.

The other passengers began to rustle and cleared the area for the burgeoning tussle, but I decided to find my way out of the car and regroup before any others appear.  I moved quickly into the next car and walked straight past the compartments.  Just as I was about to make my way to the following car, the last compartment door sprung open and two pair of uniformed arms reached out and pulled me forcefully in.  They attempted to shove me to the floor and handcuff me, but a well, placed elbow to the mid-section of one and a turning uppercut to the jaw the other, loosened their hold.  I dove for the open window before they had the opportunity to pull their weapons.

I slid half way through the window and then muscled my way to the roof as they fruitlessly grabbed at my boots.  The wind was vicious as the sleek streamliner cut through the atmosphere.  I gained my bearings and crawled along the roof of the speeding train in an attempt to reach the engine, which was four cars away.

As I crossed the third car, a head popped up from the ladder at the opposite end and two shots were fired in my direction.  I stretched out on the roof and waited as the gun emptied its clip.  As the German attempted to reload, I ran towards him in the driving wind as he struggled to load and maintain his balance on the ladder.  Without notice I was on him and kicked the Lugar from his hand.  A second boot loosened his grip of the ladder and the train quickly had one less passenger.  

I climbed down the same ladder and climbed up the ladder of the next car to the roof. A hail of bullets greeted me as I reached the cold metal.  I had but one chance and that was to make it to the engine at the other end of this car.  I made it surprisingly fast and unscathed and slowly opened the door to the rear of the engine.  No one noticed my entrance and I locked the door behind me.  

I slid beneath a window, which had a good view of the previous car, and watched the pistol totting German climb down.  He tried the door to the engine and, finding it locked, climbed to the roof.  I listened as he walked over me and then again into site.  He leaned over the side looking for another way in, but he just so happened to be right where I wanted him.  

The control for the horn was two feet to my left and I lunged for it swiftly.  The blaring horn was not meant to be heard at arms length and the sound waves literally distorted the German’s features.  He collapsed where he stood and slid unconsciously onto the hard, rock-covered trackside.  I could almost taste the strudel in Vienna.
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