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German Nazi time? 

 

The truth has been hidden behind a wall of 

propaganda. 

How did the German Nation get itself into 

such a horrible mess? 

Using a mythical Message Stone, the Author 

is able to penetrate events that unfolded at 

significant Nazi sites. He discusses what 

unfolds; in conversations with German 
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as the Author develops a deeper 
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English as an eBook. 
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мΦ  {ȅŘƴŜȅ ǘƻ {ƛƴƎŀǇƻǊŜ 

 
"Why", Kathrine asked, "are we on this plane? It was all so quick ς are you running from 

someone?" 

"Yes and no," replied Steven. "Navid gave me the money for this flight ς so it's free. That's 

one reason." 

"... and he gave you a packet of drugs?" asked Kathrine. 

"No, unless he slipped it into our bags behind the scenes at the airport." 

"So who are you running from?" 

ϦhƪΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƘƻǊǎŜ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊǎ ς Loraine." 

"So, you borrowed money from Navid because your girlfriend ..." 

"No, no, nothing like that!" 

"So," said Kathrine in a slow pregnant way. 

The huge new airbus hummed on. Passengers nearby were buying trade goods from the in-

flight shop, a baby cried like a mama doll out of boredom and the top of the wing 

shimmered red in the setting sun. 

"I guess I need to tell you everything. Well, as much as I know." 

"About time, is it about the stone?" 
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"Right, Pastor Patrick was right, the stone is big trouble." 

"Well, why don't you just throw it away?" 

"A wishing stone? Throw it away? To be honest, it never occurred to me. I've told you that it 

can kill the wrong people ς well, according to Albert and Navid ς and women too. But what I 

haven't told you is that Loraine and her friends are trying to steal it from me ς well, us." 

Ϧ{ƻ ǿƘŀǘΚ aŀȅōŜ wŜȄ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻƻΣ ƘŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǎŜȅ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜΩǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΦϦ 

The plane hummed through the air while Steven considered. "Loraine works for The Prime 

aƛƴƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΦ {ƘŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ Ǌesearcher who uses magic to find out things. Her 

ōƻǎǎ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǘƻ ƳŜ ƛƴ tŀǊƭƛŀƳŜƴǘ IƻǳǎŜΣ ƘŜ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴŘ ŀ 

few days later ς when I should have had the stone in the car, I was stopped and searched by 

Government agents who knew what to look for. I think they must have been reading my 

emails." 

"Why didn't you tell me?" 

"I didn't want to scare you," said Steven as he reached across the seats and put his hand on 

Kathrine's thigh, a gesture he had done many times. He noticed that her muscles were hard 

and tense, but even so he went on, "Look, I guess I should be clear. When I went up to 

wilderness area in the Blue Mountains Albert and Phillip found an electric locater bug under 

my car." 

Kathrine, touching Steven on the stomach said, "You told me that Albert showed you what 

can be done with the stone, but have you told me everything?" 

"Not really, I had an experience with the stone ς it made strange things happen." 

"Tell me about them?" said Kathrine in a soft, receptive way. 

"I havŜ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ōǳǘ !ƭōŜǊǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΦ IŜΩǎ 

!ōƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƛƴ ōƛƎ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛŦƛŎ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ .ǳǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƻǇŜƴǎ ƘƻƭŜǎ 

in time and space ς if the right person uses it. For the wrong person it could be deadly." 

"You mean women?" 

"Yes, Navid said the same." 

"Tell me more about Navid, he seems unbelievably generous." 

"I got Navid's phone number from Albert, who sells him Aboriginal art. I rang ς he is in 

Canberra ς and went along and saw him. He has a massive shop in Fyshwick. There was 

blond, blue eyed German in his office. Both had contacts in Foreign Affairs and had been 

doing spy work for years ... the old fashioned contact stuff." 

άaŀƴŦǊŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ DŜǊƳŀƴ WŜǿƛǎƘΦ .ƻǘƘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ Navid thought 

ǘƘŀǘ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ L ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΦέ 

"And so Navid just opened his safe and gave you money? That sounds fishy to me." 

"No not quite, Navid owed ten thousand Euros to Albert ς and he gave it to me." 
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"That doesn't make any sense either," said Kathrine. 

"I have thought about that a bit," said Steven. Navid couldn't pay Albert in Euros and to 

change the money could cause him problems. And from an Aboriginal view ς where 

possessions are shared ς it makes sense, what can you do with a whole kangaroo, its best to 

share. Why cart along a grinding stone ς you leave it behind. Their world is set to not need 

ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎƛƻƴǎΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ bŀǾƛŘ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŎƻǊŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ aŀƴŦǊŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ aŀƴŦǊŜŘΩǎ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛƻƴ 

that I go to Germany to escape from Loraine and her boss. Both agreed that it would be hard 

ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ Ǌƻō ƳŜ ƛƴ DŜǊƳŀƴȅ Χ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ L ǿŀǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǊŜŀŎƘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƻƴ ōŜŎƻƳŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 

ǳƴǎƻƭǾŜŘ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΦέ 

"Let's hope so,' said Kathrine's touching Steven's arm in a supportive way, "But could they 

use magic to influence you?" 

ϦL Řƻƴϥǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƳŀƎƛŎ ƛǎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǊŘ ǿƻǊƪ Χ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜ 

stone is so valuable. I was told that it generates a vortex that can cut a hole through time 

and space ς breaking the reality we live inside." 

"Did Albert tell you that?" 

"No, of course not, Albert is Aboriginal, not a Scientist. It was Dan the Physicist. Albert did 

more, much more. He helped me experience real things which are impossible. I remember 

them because Albert burnt my arm." 
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Steven pulled down the shirt that covered his left arm and showed Kathrine the deep red 

scar on his forearm. 

"Oh, why did he do that? Why didn't you tell me?" 

"I didn't want to scare you. Albert gave me an initiation. Which I guess means access to a 

part of the world where people cannot go. A gift with an obligation attached." 

Kathrine thought for a minute and then said, "Like giving a Buddha a gift of flowers?" 

"Yes, but it's more serious, a gift of ten thousand Euros is more than a bunch of flowers. I 

think we should do as Manfred asked and look into the Nazi business. I have my own reasons 

ŦƻǊ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

"You mean your family history? You haven't told me much about it." 

ϦLǘΩǎ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭΣ ōǳǘ L ǿƛƭƭΣ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ bŀȊƛ ǿŜǊŜ important; there are many things that I 

would like to know about. But I have one question ς a big one. Why were my parents, and 

their German friends so stunned? And how did the Nazis manage to achieve so much so 

quickly?" 

ϦLϥƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƳƻǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ LΩǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǎǘǳŦŦ ŀƭƻƴƎΣ LΩƭƭ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ LΩǾŜ 

thought about it, I'll ring Georg from the airport in Singapore. Don't worry he will take us 

under his wing when we arrive in Germany ς and if not we'll manage, my German is still 

ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ L ŘƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ōƻƻƪ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ 
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нΦ  {ƛƴƎŀǇƻǊŜ ǘƻ CǊŀƴƪŦǳǊǘ 

 
Georg's German was middle German from the Rhine valley. He was surprised to hear Steven. 

He changed to English, "I on my way to the bakery for breakfast. You want more royalty 

payment? No? That's good! You are coming to Germany? With Kathrine? From Singapore to 

Frankfurt, today! Let me think ... I'll go to my brother in Lesiel a day early ... you were lucky 

to catch me. It will work, then I will get you at the airport. That will work, if I leave here at 

sixteen hundred I can be at the airport at twenty one hundred ς easy. Singapore Air? Yes, 

good, I'll find you. I'll ask Stefan to get a room for you in the blue house ς we will get there 

aŦǘŜǊ ƳƛŘƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ŘŀȅΗ LǘΩǎ hYΣ ŀƴ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ ²ƘŜǊŜΚ bŜŀǊ [ǳȄŜƳōǳǊƎΦ Lǘϥǎ ŀƭƭ hYΣ 

tschuss." 
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Ϧ{ŀŦŜ ƻƴ ōƻŀǊŘ ƴƻǿΣϦ ǎŀƛŘ {ǘŜǾŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŜƭƛŜŦΣ άǘǿƻ ǇŀǎǎŜƴƎŜǊǎ ƻƴ ŀ тттΦϦ 

"I didn't know that the plane would only have two engines for 13 hours flying." 

Steven had switched to listening to German. The couple a row forward were speaking deep 

German ς different to the light orchestral German he heard from his Viennese parents. Deep 

German always made him feel uncomfortable, threatened. 

Seeking reassurance Kathrine touched Steven. He quickly answered, "Yes, two engines ... I 

guess that's a good place to start ... My mother flew from Vienna to Sydney in 1939 in a two 

engine plane, a DC3 the first modern plane in the world. I've taken along the old papers my 

ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ƪŜǇǘΦ LΩƭƭ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳΦέ {ǘŜǾŜƴ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴŀǇ ǎŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ȊƛǇ ƭƻƻƪ 

ǇƭŀǎǘƛŎ ōŀƎΦ IŜ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƻǊǘŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά[ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ 

a map of her flight. Each white dot is a night spent on the way, they flew only in daylight in 

good weather. I have photos of my mother in Bangkok, Jodhpur, Djakarta. Here is a card 

ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴŜΩǎ ǎŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŀƭƭƻŎŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŀǘ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ǎŜǾŜƴΦϦ 

"At Jodhpur she stayed at the Maharaja's Palace... My mother used to tell the story... At 

night she got out of bed, struggled to open her door, and found a huge Indian with a turban 

on his head lying in front of the door. She screamed, the Indian jumped up, and as he bowed 

down the navigator appeared and said, "You see, Frau Zinniel, you are blue eyed, blond, 

young ς a rare beauty in this world. This man is your guard, KLM has paid him. 

Kathrine gave a little chuckle and said: "I can see you are in a good mood now ς I know your 

mother was Catholic, not Jewish." 

"Oh, much more than that, she was Aryan and pretty. Here look at her Passport, a genuine 

Nazi one ς see their symbol, the eagle on the swastika. And look here, they gave her hair 

ŎƻƭƻǊ ŀǎ ΨōƭƻƴŘΩ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǎ ΨōƭŀǳΩΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ōƭǳŜ ƛƴ DŜǊƳŀƴΦϦ 

"And your father was Jewish, I know that 

too. So what ς I am Chinese, you're 

European, what's the big deal?" 

"The deal, as I'll start to explain, was the 

difference between life and death for 

millions." 

"Your father escaped ς is that the right 

word?" 

"Yes it is." 

"How?" 

Steven gathered his thoughts for a minute 

and said: "My father went to Paris for a year 

and struggled to get out of Europe ς no one 

wanted Jews, the whole world played blind man's bluff against them. Now, my father never 

talked about any of this, only about the Nazi he shot ς which is why he had to go to Paris." 

"Shoot, a Nazi? Did he murder or assassinate someone?" 
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"No, not that, you see... Look, it was a lawless time. Many people carried revolvers. He was 
on the night shift at his father's processing plant ς they packaged dry peas and grain ς when 
a burglar threatened him. He took a shot ς lots of shooting in those days even in Vienna ς 
and got the burglar a slight wound in the leg. The burglar ran off, and early next morning my 
father got a phone call. 'Fredl, the man you shot last night, that burglar, he was as an 
important Nazi, leave town' ς the friend worked in the hospital." 

"My father went to Paris, and his brother ended up in Dachau. I even have a letter he wrote 
from there. Money got him out, and he escaped to New York." 

"My father did not tell me any of this. I worked it out from the letters and papers that got 
sent to me when Lola, my mother's sister, died. She lived in the same flat in Vienna near the 
city wall for sixty years, and when she died, everything from her flat, paintings, bed-sheets, 
furniture, and papers were sent to me. Included in them was large cake tin with my father's 
ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǇŀǇŜǊǎΣ ŜǾŜƴ Ƙƛǎ мфно ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ƭƛŎŜƴǎŜΦ Iƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ [ƻƭŀ L Ŏŀƴϥǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜΦϦ 

"Steven, relax lah," said Kathrine, as the steward put food in front of the couple, eatable but 
boring, economy food on an economy ticket. "Even an economy bread roll", said Kathrine. 

After lunch Kathrine asked Steven to bring up the flight path details on the screen, and as 
she looked at it she said "tailwind, good, it's pushing us along." 

As Kathrine tidied up her tray Steven (who had left his in a mess) said: "I'll carry on. Nine 
hours and thirty minutes to go, and it's a long tale. Where were we? In Paris, my father was 
without a passport. Jews lost citizenship in 1938. For a thousand pounds ς the price of a 
house in those days ς my father got an entry visa to Australia. The family had grain trading 
money in New York. The seven millions left behind were not so lucky." 
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"To cut a long story short. My father travelled by freighter to Australia. My mother joined 
ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǎǘŜǇ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǎƘŜ 
didn't realize what she was coming to. Sydney in 1939 was not Paris or Rome, it was utterly 
British, a colony at the other end of the world. And then war was declared, father went to 
jail as an enemy alien." 

Steven went on, "So imagine, no English at all, a citizen ς so people thought ς of a country at 
war with the British empire. Japan, due to invade in a few months, a quick marriage and a 
baby on the way." 

"And that was you?" 

Ϧ¸ŜǎΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΦ {ƻ LΩǾŜ ŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴ ƻƴƭȅ ŎƘƛƭŘΦ hǘƘŜǊ 9ǳǊƻǇŜŀƴ WŜǿǎ ŎŀƳŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ 
too. Each life was a tragedy ς families left behind, no English, hate, uncertainty, trauma ... 
you name it. It was so bad that the smarter women killed themselves and the men stayed 
drunk. At least that was a point where Austrian and Australian cultures meshed." 

"How do you fit into all this?" 

Steven thought while the 777 rushed through the air at a thousand kilometres an hour. 
Almost silent, it could be felt but not seen. 

"That is a deep, hard question. I think I should start with my dreams, or rather my recurring 
nightmare. It is one that keeps coming up. It took me years to understand it yet alone accept 
it. It clicked into place one day when I saw a photo of the Auschwitz death chambers. I 
believe that I came into incarnation ς into my baby body ς looking down onto people 
pressed together on their way to the gas chambers. The fear the puzzlement ... I don't know 
what words to use for people about to die. And then I seem to hang about in the air with the 
dead but not gone. I still haunts me, every time I'm in a cue, or in a cramped crowd I get a 
mad desire, a need to escape, to rush away before I die, choking." 

"I know," said Kathrine, reaching across to touch Steven on the knee, "I've seen you in 
supermarkets at the checkout. More than once you've left a full trolley and I've had to go in 
and start all over again ς but you never told me why, why didn't you?" 

"I guess I am, or was, ashamed ς perhaps even worried that I was going nuts. I've come to 
accept that the gas chambers are a deep part of my life, an early program that I would love 
to put to rest." 

" Were you Jewish and died in a gas chamber?" 

"No, I don't think so. I've images of being an aboriginal child, but I don't want to go into that 
now. So there I was a baby in a German speaking household without a radio ς perhaps they 
weren't allowed to buy one being enemy aliens, perhaps they couldn't afford it, and anyway, 
they couldn't understand it. So I never heard English. My first day at Kindergarten, I was six, 
was a complete surprise ς nobody and nothing made sense. If there was a pattern to what 
they were saying I certainly couldn't see it." 

"And your mother and father?" 

"Another puzzle, I really don't know what they were thinking about at the time. But I do 

know what they were feeling, because those feelings are deep inside my body." 
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"So what were they?" 

"Fear, loneliness, sorrow and overwhelming uncertainty. Economically things were also 

terrible ς and so I continue to have a continuing fear about not having money." 

"That's common, many people grab for money." 

ϦbƻΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƳƛȄŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ uncertainty. Even if you had money ς it would be 

a problem. It could be taken from you. The police could arrive at your door and take you 

away. And then there was no food that they enjoyed. Look, nothing made sense. It was 

enough to be alive and away from ǿƘŀǘ ΦΦΦ ǿƘŀǘΚ Χ ƴƻōƻŘȅ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƪƴŜǿΣ 9ǳǊƻǇŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ 

mystery. 

"I know early traumas are deep. I grew up in the Japanese time in Singapore and have my 

own deep fears." 

ϦLΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ς your fear of packing, of leaving things, of moving ς of losing things." 

ThŜ WŀǇŀƴŜǎŜ ƪŜǇǘ ǳǎ ƛƴ ŦŜŀǊΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ Ψ[ƛƴŜ ǳǇΣ [ƛƴŜ ǳǇΣ ȅƻǳΣ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ƭŜŦǘΣ 

ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ǊƛƎƘǘΩ ΦΦΦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ǿŜƴǘ ƭŜŦǘ ǿŜǊŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴ ΦΦΦ ¢Ƙŀǘϥǎ ƻǾŜǊΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ 

time ago and I've now got Japanese friends. But back to your story; you learnt English at 

school?" 
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"Yes, the 'why' is interesting. aȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘΩǎ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘƭȅ 

identified them as German refugees (Australians didn't 

ƭƛƪŜ WŜǿǎ ƻǊ DŜǊƳŀƴǎ ƻǊ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ .ǊƛǘƛǎƘύ ǎƻ 

ƳŀŘŜ ǎǳǊŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŜƴǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ǎǇŜŀƪ 

British Australian." 

ά¸ƻǳǊ ŀŎŎŜƴǘ ƛǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ .ǊƛǘƛǎƘΦέ 

"I know but to 

achieve it they 

isolated me from 

children for years and 

without conversation, 

I retained my natural 

clairvoyance." 

Kathrine stopped 

Steven for a moment 

by putting up her hand. The drone of the plane filled the 

space. "Now I think I understand why the stone came to 

you. The souls from the gas chambers are pulling you 

into something." 

"That's an interesting thought," said Steven, as the 

plane waggled sideways as it cut through the afternoon 

tropical air of the Indian subcontinent. After some 

thought he added, "Maybe, we'll see how things go once we are in Germany." 

About fifteen minutes later, Kathrine leant across and asked, "Tell me more, how did things 

go after you got to school? " 

ϦwŜŀƭƭȅΣ Ƴǳǎǘ LΚ LΩƳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀ ǎƛŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΣ ƛǘ ƘǳǊts, you know, Alright, I'll go back in my mind 

and tell you a more bit more. A good place to start is the Australian Jewish community. 

Understandably, they never accepted my mother ς after all she was an Aryan with blue eyes 

and blond hair, a reminder of what caused all their troubles." 

"Did she know that?" 

"I never understood my parents' intellectual life but I know she felt it ς I can feel it in me ς a 

love-hate relationship with Jews and my Jewishness ... Long ago I gave up trying to be 

consistent, it's enough just to be." 

"Which is another reason why the stone found you." 

"Let me finish. Another puzzle is how my father and his friends became successful. Perhaps, I 

thought to myself, that the Jews really were the superior, the master race ς which is why the 

Germans wanted them out of the country." 

"You are joking?" 
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"Well, no, yes, maybe! You know, I think I should add that my parents were never really 

arrived in Australia. During the day perhaps, but at night their minds were in Vienna. I 

believed they lived in shock. Many times I asked them and their friends what had happened 

in Europe. No one answered and most just reached for a bottle of spirit. If they knew, they 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ Χ ōǳǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻǾŜǊǿƘŜƭƳŜŘΦϦ 

"I find that hard to believe." 

"It's true", emphasised Steven. "Your Japanese time in Singapore was ugly, unbalancing, 

fearful. Early on I came to the conclusion that the Nazi German situation was more than that, 

it was somehow supernatural. In 1991 I read the 'Spear of Destiny', Trevor Ravenscroft's 

book on the Nazi time, and it all began to make some sense. I began to suspect that a spell 

was worked ς magic, witchcraft, mass communication, perhaps all three together, and now 

I've been a chance to find out ς and I think I have a duty to try." 

Kathrine thought for a while and then asked: "Why was Ravenscroft's book so important?" 

"Because it opened the possibility that the impossible was possible. The Nazi time is beyond 

rational explanation. I think there are many like me who were searching for an answer... And 

here was a book that gave a crazy mangled, spiritual explanation ς ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƪŜŜƴ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ŦƻǊ 

myself." 

"And you have the stone." 

ά¸ŜǎΦέ 

The flight log showed that the flight 

still had about two hours and thirty 

minutes to reach Frankfurt, and 

Kathrine said "Please tell me more 

about your life in the 50s and 60s." 

Steven thought for a while and then 

said, "Perhaps it is best to revisit the 

Jewish community. It was struggling 

to find its feet. Jews tended to bunch together in suburbs and industries. Some were 

spectacularly successful, business people ς clothing manufactures, shop owners. It was hard 

for professional people, their qualifications were not recognized. The bunching created a 

loose ghetto effect with the protection it offered from the 'Refo' status." 

"Most Jews around my parents were Austrians, some were Germans and a few were Poles. 

Israel started as a nation and there was great social pressure to donate money. My father 

and his group thought that Zionism was a bad idea. Do Catholics have a defined nation, 

Protestants, Methodists? No, they had a religion they could change if they wanted to. Why 

shouldn't Jewishness be like that? My father became a Freemason and so did many others. 

The idea of the brotherhood of men was appealing and it also provided a network into 

Australian society." 
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"And the kids, like myself ς we went to University, found our profession and settled down to 

Australian Suburban life. In the late 60s drugs created the hippie era and some moved to 

Israeli Kibbutz. It was a stars in the eyes time for Jews. Things were going really well and old 

Europe could be left to the nightmare dreams. Cards, theatre, golf filled the time and the 

gaps were held together by alcohol." 

"I went to a Church of England primary school. It took itself rather seriously and I was 

ƛǎƻƭŀǘŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ DŜǊƳŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƳƻǾŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘΩǎ ǇŀǊǘ ōǳǘ 

they really wanted me to become Australian." 

"For high school they placed me with the Jesuits. It was a good school and as the place was 

full of Italians so being German wasn't so bad. I liked the intellectual challenges the good 

teachers placed in front of me. I even became a strong Catholic for a while ς confession, 

communion, confirmation ς and found that although it struck deep notes in my personality it 

was all boring. My relationship with nature stayed strong and deepened. And as for Latin, I 

couldn't learn it at all, I had a block against it. I now realise that by this life I have finished 

with Catholic Church incarnations. I've many priests as friends ... but that's all another 

story." 

"At about 16 I recognised that I was different, that I had the ability to radiate power. Some 

of the Jesuits seemed to recognise this ... I think it was my run of church incarnations ς as 

Bishop, Cardinal or whatever ς that lead me to this ability to expand and fill a space. It 

scared people, isolated me even more and I worked at switching it off. So by university I was 

more normal." 

"In fact at university I was just another student, not very good ς my dyslexia made double 

column accounting impossible. But I found psychology appealing. It later became the 

framework on which I erected my understanding of Australian Aboriginal culture." 

"The Aboriginal period came after a few years of trying to do business, business didn't 

appeal and my dislike for handling money continued to hinder me. So there it was, 

community development , a job offer from Sydney university out in the bush. But I'll keep 

this brief because it has nothing to do with my Jewish saga." 

"The elders befriended me, I think they instantly recognised my clairvoyance and they 

worked at teaching me things ... 'do you see hairy man? Can you see that couple were 

together last night?' I had troubles doing what they asked but I was deeply touched by their 

love. They felt themselves in a desperate situation. In my work I helped in tiny, useless 

insignificant ways to help." 

"... and the stone and Albert came along" said Kathrine. 

"Many, many years later, but on reflection I can see that my parent's Jewish situation and 

that of the Aboriginals had many parallels. 

"Maybe that is why you and them got on so well?" 

"Mass murder, alienation, puzzlement. Yes," said Steven, "I can see that. And like the Jews of 

the 50s and 60s they didn't have anger or even a strong desire for revenge ς ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƴŜǿ 

development." 
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оΦ  ¢ƘŜ ²ƻǊƪ .ŜƎƛƴǎ 
The Mercedes 420 was the same as Steven's car in Australia, but in front of him was an 

empty space. Georg held the wheel ς on the left side. Day had become night and left had 

become right. Right, 'correct' in English, become 'wrong' in Germany. Steven shared the 

jumbled thought with 

Georg. 

Georg responded in 

German, "Shut your eyes, 

it will make it seem easier. 

Driving at night takes all 

my eyes, but I can hear 

you. Tell me why you are 

here; make it clear to me, 

please" 

Steven responded in 

English, "I'm confused and 

out of practice for 

German." Steven turned 

to Kathrine on the big back seat and said, "Do you know why we are here?" 

"To escape Canberra and a woman who was chasing you?" 

ϦIŀƭŦ ǘǊǳŜΣϦ ǎŀƛŘ {ǘŜǾŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƻŦ ŀƴƎŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ϦLǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ǎǘƻƴŜΣ ŀ ƳŀƎƛŎ 

wishing stone ς the gift that started this whole thing. That and curiosity ς and Manfred the 

good German and Navid the Sufi who gave us the money to come." 

"Nice, you can have a good holiday." 

"Not so easy," was Steven response. 

"Why?" 

ϦLϥƭƭ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ǘŜǾŜƴΣ Ϧ.ǳǘ LϥƳ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ ς no it is more than that ς 'disjoined' 

may be a better description, I don't travel all that well. So I may not be clear. Let me give you 

the pieces ς then we can fit them together." 

"Good, like a horoscope. You and I will see things differently, it will be so. Now to start, did 

you say 'a magic wishing stone'?" 

Ϧ¸Ŝǎ Χ ōǳǘ ƴƻΣ LΩƭƭ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎΦ Wǳǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ 

the family's box of Austrian papers and found three quarters of my name on a letter from 

Dachau. My father was Jewish; his only brother was in Dachau. I've brought the letter and 

other stuff with me." 

"Did he die in the camp?" 

"No, he survived and became an interpreter in the American Army." 

"And so?" 
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"My father got out too, which is why I was born and which is why I'm here now," said 

Steven. He paused and then said, "I'm tired, you've got me confused, where was I? That's 

right, my big question, the one that I've been set up to ask by Navid, Manfred, and my life so 

far, "Why did the Nazi time happen and how did it happen so quickly?" 

"Why?" said Georg as he placed his hands in the 10 and 2 positions on the wheel and pushed 

his back deeper into the seat. "That's easy; it was the time and the place for the Nazis." 

"Gee, thanks, an astrologer's answer." 

Georg pushed his back further into the seat and pressed on the accelerator. He said, "I've an 

idea, a good idea. You going to write a book about the Nazi time ς If it's any good I will 

publish it and we can both make money." 

"Seriously?" 

"I'm telling the truth, I'm successful because I can smell a good book. It's a good project." 

ϦLΩƭƭ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪ ΧΦ CƛǊǎǘΣ YŀǘƘǊƛƴŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǇƘƻǘƻǎΦ {ŜŎƻƴŘΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ 

car. My brother has a Citroen Picasso for me; it is diesel and uses much less... 

Steven cut in, "That is very nice ς I love the car, it's just like mine ς so it will be easy ... I have 

driven on the left before, once my mind arrives in Germany I should have no problems." 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ς I can help you with friends along the way ... I hope your writing is as 

good as your translation." 

"I think it will be, I've been writing school books for years," responded Steven, he tried to put 

a note of confidence into his voice. 

"I may even have time to travel with you." 

"I'm happier now, is it OK if I nap a little?" 

 After ten minutes Steven gave up, stretched out his feet, looked across at the side of 

Georg's face and said, "I haven't told you about the wishing stone, that's where it started." 

"It can wait. I have been thinking about people you could see to help you with our book. I 

have a new friend who you must visit. I call him the Beer Priest, he studies Nazi times ς we 

often talk on the phone?" 

"A Beer Priest?" 

Georg snatched a quick look at Steven, "A good name? His family have a brewery. He is a 

Jesuit, so he is a priest. I think he left, or had some problem with the school where he 

taught. He likes to ring me and tell me things about my latest publication, 'The Sacred magic 

of Abramelin the Magician.' I like the title, don't you?" 

Steven watched Georg pass a row of shadowy trucks ς on the right and not the left ς then 

said, "Maybe I'm too disjoined to focus his mind, but did you just say Abramelin or Abraham 

and magician? 

"Abramelin, it's a book my company Araki has published. Why?" asked Georg. 

Steven tried to thoughts, but all he could say was, "If that's the same book, it's part of the 

reason why I'm here." 
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"What do you mean?" 

"To escape the dangers 

espionage and power politics." 

Georg said nothing; he just 

kept on steering the car with 

his eyes in front. Steven felt he 

had to make himself clearer. 

"Are talking about the same 

book? I've seen a few pages, it 

is about a Jewish magician 

who used magic to discover 

things for Popes and 

politicians ... I was told it's 

about calling up ghosts to help in power politics. Crowley used it in the war ..." 

"Enough," said Georg, "It is the same book." 

"And you have published it?" 

"In German it is a steady seller. But you described is just one side of the book. It also has a 

self-development side. It teaches how acŎŜǎǎ ƻƴŜΩǎ Iƻƭȅ DǳŀǊŘƛŀƴ !ƴƎŜƭ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǇǊŀȅŜǊ ŀƴŘ 

meditation." 

"I can see that it would appeal to a Jesuit," said Steven, adding, "Anything would be more 

fun than teaching kids in High School." 

"Steven," said Georg, "you are drifting away; I am still not clear why you and Kathrine are 

here." 

Steven turned and saw Kathrine was asleep, her head touching the door jam, her neck bent 

backwards and her feet along the seat. 

"Sorry, I'm disjoined ς that sign said 'Ludwigshafen' and we are nowhere near the sea. I don't 

even know whether it's day of night ς yet alone where I am. Sorry, why am I here? To save a 

stone that carries a vortex that opens time and space." 

Georg held the car in the slower right lane. Steven went on, "I think the stone will work for 

me ς I'll show you a scar on my arm where an Aboriginal gave me a Spirit Guide to help me 

use the stone. I'm here to stay out of the reach of some powerful Australians who want to 

steal it from me ς and do magic with it ... Abramelin magic, magic that can help Popes and 

Politicians ς or something like that ... am I clear?" 

"I think I heard correctly," said Georg, "My English was more practiced when you did the 

translation for me. What you are saying is that you have a magical stone that makes 

Abramelin magic quick and easy." 

Ϧ¸ŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ǾƻǊǘŜȄ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƻǇŜƴǎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ϥ5ǊŜŀƳǘƛƳŜΩϦ ǎŀƛŘ {ǘŜǾŜƴΣ ŀŘŘƛƴƎ 

"Some Australian Aboriginal stones like that ς the clever men use them." 
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"And, you are here because some Government people want to steal it." 

"Yes, they want to steal it, they said it will make Abramelin magic easy to do." 

"Almost unbelievable," said Georg, "a stone that opens Dreamtime doors and you have it 

with you. You must let me see it." 

"No, I have thought about this. The stone is trouble for the wrong people. Navid thought it 

was dangerous ς and he knew about such things ς I think he is worth listening to." 

"It's not the stone that matters," said Georg, "It is the Guardian Angel that goes with the 

stone. You have a scar on your arm. It tells him that he has to look after you." 

"I hope you don't mind. I have the stone in a tin to keep the light away from it. That seems to 

keep it switched off" 

"That's in order," said Georg, "There is a service center coming up. Petrol for the car and 

Coffee for me. Do you want to wake Kathrine?" 

"No, let her sleep, how much further?" 

"To Lesiel? About 50 minutes." 

As Georg pulled the car into the exit lane Steven spoke, "While I'm in Germany, where 

should I go ς the only places that I know of are Dachau, Auschwitz and some garden place 

where Hitler lived, Manfred, Navid's friend, told me about it ... and I don't even know where 

it is." 

Georg thought for a moment, "You are confused, let's sleep on it. Tomorrow we will go for a 

ǿŀƭƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǳǎŜ {ǘŜŦŀƴϥǎ computer and look at some maps." 
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пΦ  ¢ƘŜ wƻƳŀƴ ²ƛȊŀǊŘ 

 

"My good English?" Stefan, laughed self-consciously, "I am a translator for the Americans, 
they have a huge airbase nearby." 

In front of them was a breakfast. A plunger of coffee, rye bread peppered with sunflowers, 
four types of cheese on a board, cranberry jam, butter. 

Looking out the nearby window Steven said, I see only forest, last night we drove through a 
forest to get here. Is, the village surrounded by forest?" 

"Yes," said Stefan with a gentle smile on his face, "This is Asterix country, do you know 
Asterix?" 

Steven nodded agreement. Kathrine looked blank and Ilona, the hostess, ignored the 
conversation in English. 

Stefan went on, "Old forest, old roman ruins. The main Roman road from the German 
frontier to France went through here. Wild boars in the forest ς they are still here ς and 
deer. It is cold here, the winter is long so it is not good to farm. Houses are cheap, which is 
why I am here. And, why are you here?" 

Steven looked across the table at Kathrine as if searching for an answer and realised that she 
was still deeply jet lagged. If there was to be an answer it had to come from him. "Kathrine 
and I were talking about that on the plane. I have my personal reasons. But I think the simple 
answer is, 'to explore the Nazi time'. Last night in the car your brother put it this way, 'in 
Germany we see heredity as important. Your father was Jewish and the Nazi time hit him 
ōŀŘƭȅΦ ¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜŘ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦΩ L ŀƳ ƻƴ ŀ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ 
of discovery." 

ά¸ƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ ƘŜ ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳΚέ 
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Ϧ±ƛŜƴƴŀΣ L ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƛŦ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƻǳƭ ŜǾŜǊ ƭŜŦǘΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘ 
what had happened ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ bŀȊƛǎ ǎǿŀƳǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜΦέ 

Stefan carefully spread cranberry jam on his buttered rye bread, "Economics, politics and 
religion." 

"Religion? And what about the Holocaust, the gas chambers?" 

"Religion," answered Stefan, as he cut off a 
slice of the jammed covered bread with his 
knife. 

"Religion? You mean black magic?" 

"White magic," answered Stefan. 

"I can't believe that." 

"You may know a bit about me," said Stefan, 
"but has my brother told you that I study the 
old religion?" 

Steven eyes widened eyes, a display of 
interest and amazement. Stefan went on 
"White magic is using the power that is in the 
land. The Nazis were big about 'blood and 
ground'. That is a slogan that was often used 
and is hard to translate. It can mean anything 
from political nationalism to actually feeding 
the ground with human blood." 

"You mean they did that?" said Steven in 
surprise. 

"Yes, that was black magic. The holocaust was black magic, but at first the Jewish issue was 
white magic ς economics and politics. I can show you white magic here in Lesiel tomorrow 
morning." 

"And the black side?" 

"No, I don't do that. Diana is here, the Goddess of the Hunt. If you want black, find it for 
yourself. Go to Berlin, see your Jewish history, visit the camps: that is where you can find 
sacrifice and blood." 

Steven ς surprised at Stefan's strong outburst, it contrasted the mild eyes that stared out 
from his gentle face ς looked at Kathrine. She said "But that's what you wanted to do, isn't 
it? To put your nightmare to rest." 

Stefan began to move his chair backwards. "I must go to Ramstein and work, a general is 
visiting. Georg will awake soon, he will look after you. Tomorrow I will take you to the 
Roman road and the hill of Diana." 

"Is it far?" 

"Just there," Stefan pointed to a white church hiding behind trees, "less than a kilometre" 

The next morning they were five. The two brothers, Steven, Ingrid (a visitor from Stuttgart) 
and Ursula (the house owner). Kathrine was asleep. Steven had the Message Stone wrapped 
in its cloth in his pocket. He hoped that it would give him the reality break that he needed to 
see what Stefan wanted to show. 
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The group left the village and wandered up the steep narrow path to the cemetery and 
church on the top of the Roman hill. After a few steps Stefan stopped and said "Try to 
ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ wƻƳŀƴ ǊƻŀŘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƛŘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǳǎ ŀǊŜ ǎǘƻƴŜǎΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ǘƻ 
France. Consider the even slope; imagine wild Asterix forest on each side. On top is a temple 
ς a chance for a bath and rest." 

Steven held the wrapped stone tightly in his right hand and slipped into a light meditation. 
He heard a dog barking, a deep bark from a huge dog. He looked up and saw nothing, just 
the road. Relieved, he relaxed and saw the large brown dog standing on the road, barking. 
Stefan spoke, "There is a guardian here, I will ask him to lead us up the hill. He likes me, but 
he is trying to scare everyone." 

! ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƭŀǘŜǊ {ǘŜŦŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ϦDƻƻŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊΣ ǎƭƻǿ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǘŜǇΦ LǘΩǎ Ŝŀǎȅ 
it is to go up this hill ... Are you ok, Steven? You look dizzy. Are you asleep?" 

Steven heard his name called and realized Georg was looking at his face when he said: "Oh, 
it must be his magic stone ς see, he has his hand in his pocket. We can walk on, he's all right. 
Hey, Steven, let's go!" Steven slowly followed Georg and the group continued walking. 

{ǘŜŦŀƴ ǎǇƻƪŜΣ Ϧ{ŜŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ǳǇ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƛƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜ wƻƳŀƴǎ ōǳƛƭǘ ǊƻŀŘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ƭƛƴŜǎ 
under them that flow along ridges and hill tops." 

Steven heard Stefan as he walked, his moccasinǎ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ Lƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘΩǎ 
eye he felt a forest pushing in ς dark, olive green, growing up through the stones. 

Soon the walk was over. The group stood in front of a huge tree. All the trees on the hill 
were huge with arms bent towards the ground, all alive and sprouting with new growth. 
Behind, almost hidden was the little white church. 

"Inside the church, under the floor is a Roman well. Two thousand years ago water flowed 
from a crack into a rock pool. The water now flows into the Stolen bottling plant over the 
hill. There are the remains of a Roman villa nearby, and the stones the Romans cut that are 
holding up the cellars in the villages houses." 

In the church Stefan counted rows "six, seven, eight ..." and walked down the row of pews, 
bent over and fiddled with a brass ring. He lifted the trap door and asked "Who wants to go 
inside?" 

 
Ingrid was the first to ask. 
Stefan handed her a small 
gas lighter, "it's only small 
inside, it is safe." 

Ingrid went down, lit the 
lighter, moved around and 
soon came up. "Yes," she 
said, "it's tight but easy to 
move around." She handed 
the lighter to Steven. 
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Steven entered the well. The floor and the walls were smooth, washed by centuries of 
flowing water. He felt a deep crack in the middle. Steven took the stone out of his pocket 
and rubbed it in his hands. Too quickly he was in a parallel world, Diana was the guardian, 
water flowed, and the river Styx was protected by Pluto the dog. Light shone everywhere. All 
was alive, bursting with light and growth. The underworld was where the seasons came 
from, growth, love making, fertilization, heads of grain, baby foxes, a real world, the world 
that made ours grow. 

Steven heard Georg's voice talking to his brother. It was loud and sharp. Steven put the 
stone back in his pocket and said "I'm here, I'm coming" and pulled himself out from the 
underworld. 

Georg said "We were worried, you were silent, nothing for a quarter of an hour. I told 
people you were OK ... Are you?" 

"Give me time, it's very hard to come back. It's beautiful down there, and sexy too, and 
impossible and a dream. I had no idea there was a world underneath bursting with life ς that 
must have been true then, maybe it is true now." 

{ǘŜŦŀƴ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎΦ ϦbŜȄǘΣ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƳŜǘŜǊȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΦ 
Everyone wants to be buried here, near Diana, who opens the doors for the dead and 
initiated." 

The cemetery was indeed beautiful, with lawns, flowers, trees. Germans care for their dead. 
After five or ten minutes of walking around Stefan asked Steven "What happened to you, I 
was getting worried, you were so quiet". 

"I am not sure, it seems my stone sometimes lets me slip through time and reality. What I 
saw ς and I can't understand this at all ς was an underground world of light, bright white 
light, with things growing. Everywhere was the desire to grow, to be born, to become." 

{ǘŜŦŀƴ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀ ƎǊŀǾŜ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ {ǘŜǾŜƴΦ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ϦL ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ 
experienced what you seem able to see. But it fits in with what; yes everything was magical 
to the Romans. It is just that the church feared and hated Roman magic and wrote it out of 
history. I think you were right when you said that Diana, the Goddess of the Hunt, and that 
she acted as a guardian to the spring. Springs were alive in those days.They were indeed 
passage ways to other worlds. My understanding is that this spring was a branch of the river 
Styx, and she would have lived here with her dog and many other gods." 

"A dog?" said Steven, "I thought I heard one when I came up the hill." 

"I have wondered about the 
ƘƛƭƭΩǎ ƎǳŀǊŘƛŀƴΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ 
like?" 

"Large, a mastiff. In my mind 
it had a deep brown color." 

"I can tell you a bit more: the 
Greeks and Romans saw a 
sort of parallel world 
underneath this one. The 
seasons came from there, and 
some of the gods lived there. 
It was the world from which 
our world has come." 
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"I saw the making of many new things," Steven, paused for a moment, "It's hard to explain, a 
desire to move, to renew, to become. I don't know how to put it into words." 

"I think you are not the only one who has had this experience. There are many books about 
it. You are interested in Nazi things, I think the Nazis were strongly influenced by the type of 
experience you just had. They had an interest and fascination with the underworld. Many of 
them believed in a hollow earth in which lived a civilization that could become their ally. You 
must read ς and I am serious about this ς 'Vril, the power of the coming race'. It is about the 
hollow earth, its energy system, and how the future will come from there." 

"Odd, very odd, I have never heard anything like this in Australia." 

"This is Rome ς after all what is time, what are two thousand years? Look, even the church 
stands on Roman foundations. You stepped through the trap door and visited Rome." 

On the way back to the village Stefan accompanied Steven. "Remember yesterday ς when 
you came ς we were talking about white and black magic. I think I understand the white 
magic that the Nazis used ... and I appreciate your fascination." 

"No, it's not a fascination that I share with the Neo-Nazis or anything like that. It's my 
personal family history. The Nazi thing has been always been a nightmare to me for ς well, 
for as long as I can remember. My parents were totally shook up by what had happened to 
them." 

"Sorry, I didn't mean it in that way. You must understand that I've an interest in Roman 
things. It comes from living here. The whole town is built on Roman stones, stones the 
Romans cut from the ground. Those stones have been reused many times." 

"Like children reusing Lego blocks?" 

"Yes, exactly, you are beginning to understand. The white magic the Nazi's used was to reuse 
the ideas and feelings that were in the spiritual environment. The hollow earth ς was an idea 
that they picked up and used." 
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"So you are seeing Roman ways as the building blocks, the foundations, for the Nazi time?" 

"Yes," Stefan answered with enthusiasm in his voice ... adding after a slight pause, "But I do 
have a puzzle ς a question. 'Did the Nazis use the old ideas; or did the old ideas use the 
bŀȊƛǎΦΩϦ 

"Why do you say that?" 

"The Nazi's where not intellectuals; rather they were masters at understand the social and 

political feelings of their time. Roman ideas ς like the foundation stones in my village ς were 

basic to people's thoughts." 

"So, that is why the idea of Lebensraum ς expanding to the east for land, for slaves and 

resources ς was so politically successful." 

Ϧ9ȄŀŎǘƭȅΣ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŀƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ Ψ[ŜōŜƴǎǊŀǳƳΩΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ōŀǎƛŎ ΦΦΦ ŀ ŦƻǳƴŘŀǘƛon 

stone left over in the social and political landscape." 
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 рΦ 9Ƴƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ IƻƭƻŎŀǳǎǘ 

 

Steven and Kathrine waited in front of the Jewish Museum. Georg's friend Marcus was late. 

The museum had been open for half an hour and Marcus was ten minutes behind time. 

A policeman walked back and forth in front of the museum. A police car was parked 

opposite, two men sat in it. The policemen made it obvious that they were watching the 

pair. The man on foot scanning Steven as he walked past. He was alert, and trained to be 

cautious. 

Steven felt intimidated, a little scared. He had spent the night thinking about his Jewishness, 

and the image of the death camps came to mind. 

Steven spoke to Kathrine, "I wish Marcus would hurry and come. Let's give him five more 

ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǇƻƭƛŎŜƳŀƴ ōƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƳŜΣ ƛǘϥǎ Ƴȅ ōŜŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƴƎ ƘŀƛǊ ς 

maybe he thinks I'm an Arab." 

"And what's on your feet, your moccasins, maybe he thinks they are Persian slippers." 

"Oh stop making fun of me, He bothers me, he has a gun too." 

"I think he is just doing his boring job." 

"And maybe in a few more minutes he will tell us to clear out ς or lock us up." 

With those words a tall German looking man came up to the pair and said in English, "You 

are Georg's friends, Yes?" 
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"Yes, and you must be Marcus," Said Steven looking up into the tall German's smiling eyes. 

It was a longer walk from the station than I remembered, have you had a long wait?" 

"It's alright," said Kathrine, "you are here now." 

"Let's go inside," said Steven, "That policeman bothers me, it would be good to get away ς I 

keep getting images of my father, the police and the 1930's." 

"Georg told me that your father was Jewish and that your mother was Austrian," said 

Marcus, his English accent was French, "My father was German. My mother was French and 

Jewish." 

"So that makes you a proper Jew, not a half Jew like me." 

"For the Nazis it was the same," said Marcus as the Museums heavy glass doors slid open in 

front of them. The old building had a modern interior. 

To Steven's surprise, museum entry required a security check. Steven's Katmandu bag 

contained the tin with the stone inside. Worried, he placed the bag on the x-ray conveyor 

and watched as it passed through the metal detector. 

The x-ray operator slide off his stool. He looked at Steven across the conveyor and said, "You 

have a knife in your bag, open it." One of the guards, who was watching the scene, moved a 

few steps closer. 

As Steven struggled to unzip his bag he thought, "Maybe he thinks it's a hand grenade," his 

hand shaking Steven remembered that he did have a knife in his bag ς a Swiss army knife 

with scissors and a cork screw. He felt around and took it out. 

The machine operator was looking at Marcus and Kathrine, he ignored the knife. He said in 

English, "Go on," and returned to his stool. 

Kathrine steered Steven to a sign that said, 'Coffee shop, Kosher food' while Marcus paid for 

the museum tickets. 

The coffee shop, a huge glassed in space between two old buildings was empty. In it were 

set 50 tables, each with four chairs, all was arranged in precise order, like soldiers on a 

barrack square. 

Marcus came up as Kathrine waited, uncertain, and said, "Let's go outside, where the 

smokers have to go." 

The couple followed him outside and Marcus pointed to an ultra-modern architectural cube 

and said, "That's where we will be going, that's the museum." 

"Why has it got all those funny scares?" asked Kathrine. 

"It is a surprising place, but yes. You will see ς let us sit here, I think Steven needs a little 

time to get used to German ways." 

"I'm not having a good day," said Steven. "That x-ray ς I was really lucky there ς the 

policeman outside and my dreams last night." 
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"I'll get coffees," said Kathrine, 

"They will understand English in 

this place. You sit and talk to 

Marcus." 

Steven slumped down on his 

uncomfortable modern chair and 

looked at the creepers growing 

overhead. 

"Georg emailed me ... are you 

ready to talk?" 

Steven nodded agreement and 

Marcus went on, "Georg told me 

you wanted to understand how the Nazi thing could happen and how it happened so 

quickly?" 

"That," said Steven after a moment's thought "is about right." 

"It has been the same for me. I too have wondered, but I live here and have looked at the 

question deeply, with new eyes. Therefore I can give you some answers." 

ϦtƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻΦέ 

"First, please excuse me, your question is wrong." 

"Oh?" said Steven becoming interested, "Yes, please speak, what is wrong?" 

"It didn't happen quickly, it just looks that way to you because you are looking back. It took 

years, fifteen years ς that was one of their secrets. Slowly to make the impossible seem 

possible." 

"Yes, they certainly managed to do that, tell me how?" 

"I've thought about it; most of it was control of the Press ς and that was at a time when 

people still trusted newspapers. And then there was the radio too." 

"So?" 

Kathrine returned to the table, and as she was sitting down, she said, "They will bring the 

order, I ordered some kosher cake too." 

Marcus ignored Kathrine, "They told newspapers what to print and when to print it. It was 

very strict, it was control." 

"So?" repeated Steven. 

"And that was just the brain side. They used radio brilliantly, for the rallies, and speeches to 

feed the emotional side. I am French, and I am German, two sides ς I know you need both to 

be satisfied." 

Kathrine, who had been listening intently, commented, "And the emotion side was to stir up 

anger against the Jews?" 
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"Yes, they were very smart, they made it appear intellectual. Yes ... the Jews have all the 

money that is why Germany is poor, the Jews are why Germany has so many problems, it is 

their bad blood that destroyed Germany." 

A coffee was placed in front of Steven, he poured an envelope of sugar into it and drank 

some, "But the death camps, how could anyone agree to that ς to millions, to 6 million 

murders, people shipped about like cattle and gassed ς how was that possible?" 

"Steven, please relax Lah." 

Marcus who could sense trouble coming said, "I will apologize before I speak. Steven you are 

letting emotion get in front of your brain. I am French, I can understand. Please let me 

explain, I think it will help." 

Kathrine looked across the table at Steven and said, "That is a good idea, we are lucky that 

Marcus can spend the day with us." 

Steven sat back and tried to make his mind listen to Marcus's words. 

"Nazi is a strong word with a powerful symbol. The propaganda photos showed all the 

leaders playing and working together. Really they were very different people. The biggest 

differences developed between Hitler and Himmler. By 1942 Himmler was more powerful 

than Hitler. Hitler was so full of drugs that he couldn't even think." 

"Really?" Asked Kathrine. 

"You mean the drug thing?" Said Steven. 

"Yes," was Kathrine's response, "I didn't know that Hitler was a drug user?" 

He had a strange doctor, who filled him full of drugs," said Marcus, "Stimulants ς cocaine, 

heroin, ephedrine ς tranquilizers, vitamins, extracts." 

"Why?" asked Kathrine. 

"Because," said Steven, "Hitler wanted to feel good, to feel like a god ... like any drug user." 

Marcus went on, "Himmler was cunning, wise, heartless. A plotter, with a huge memory for 

details. He was head of the feared Gestapo, the secret police ς and he had a million men 

under his control ς inspired by his mysticism, death heads rings, oaths, rituals. He was very 

dangerous cat." 

"That is a lot to take in," said Steven. "Why haven't I heard it before?" 

"Because people believe in the Fuhrer propaganda myth. It is convenient to do so, Yes?" 

Marcus paused a moment to collect his thoughts and then went on, "Himmler showed 

respect to Hitler and did what he wanted; he was cunning; he made it look like Hitler had a 

hand in decisions he had already made." 

"I find it hard to believe that." 

"Let me go on," said Marcus, "I think it makes it easier to think of two Germanys. The Hitler 

Germany and the Himmler Germany. In political terms the Hitler Germany makes sense ς 

ugly as it was, the push against the Jews worked in his favor." 
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"How many died?" asked Kathrine. 

"I think the figures were about ... " Marcus paused and then went on, "let me think ... about 

half a million German Jews in 1933 and about three hundred thousand got out ς and very 

few were killed before Himmler took over control of Germany." 

"But," said Steven, "Millions died, six million died in the death camps." There was frustration, 

anger in his voice. 

"Yes," said Kathrine, "But you are not listening carefully. That happened later, in Himmler's 

Germany, after Hitler lost control over the situation." 

Steven looked at Kathrine and said, "Maybe I am emotional, but I can't understand why it 

matters who is to blame." 

"I can," said Kathrine, "How many died when India changed from being English to being 

Indian, millions ς and that was all about religion. Or in Indonesia when millions of Chinese 

died within weeks just because they were rich and not Malays. Or the intellectuals in 

Communist China ς and ... the world is full of such examples ς and that's just within a few 

years of the Germans doing the same thing." 

"And the death camps," said Marcus, "That was in Himmler's Germany ... and they were 

under Himmler's control." 

"What has that to do with it?" said Steven. 

"I am sure that those two made some sort of deal along the way. Himmler was to have 

control of the new greater Germany (that means Poland) and Hitler was left all old industrial 

Germany. Himmler had huge plans for his own Nation, fuelled on his mysticism and 

populated by his army who were all Aryan superman. That meant he had to clear away the 

population to make room for his colonists ... like in Australia for the British, yes?" 

"The British used smallpox and guns," said Steven. 

"... and the Himmler," went on Marcus, "designed the death camps to do the same job." 

Steven got up from the table and walked to the end of the covered area, came back and sat 

down. "No," he said, "I can't agree! Look, the death camps defy even that crazy reality. I plan 

to go and have a look at Auschwitz ... I think I must to understand ς an abattoir, a factory for 

killing people." 

"But no, to clear a population you can just kill them. The Huns did that, the 30 years war, 

Bosnia ς Europe is full of such examples. The other day I heard of 130,000 bodies left to rot 

just outside Leipzig ς Napoleon had his hand in that in 1824 ς no the death camps are 

something else. Unnecessary, unimaginable ... a unique event in human history." 

"That's a lot of words, relax," said Kathrine. 

"You are right," said Marcus, "Enough talking, yes? Now to see what you think of the 

museum. I have the entry passes. The people inside are different, there you should have no 

more trouble with your beard, your hair, your shoes ... or your nose!" 
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The map was crazy. Steven tried to understand and Marcus said, "On nothing makes sense 

here. We go down here," Marcus handed the three passes to a guide, "and come up on the 

top floor of the new building you saw from the smoker's garden." 

The corridor was a passageway to the underworld. It bothered Steven, he said, "It's spooky, 

nothing seems quite right, it's the angles, the roof slopes, it's a different reality. 

"Yes," said Kathrine, "the real is not possible here ς but we are walking in it so it must be 

real." 

Marcus turned around, looked down at the couple and said, "We go up the stairs at the end. 

Come on don't get lost down here." 

Around a corner at the top of the stairs was desk. Behind it stood four young museum 

guides; very different people to the guards in the old building. A young man looked Steven in 

the face and smiled, he asked in perfect English, "Do you want to write your wish for the 

future on the card?" he handed Steven a pencil," and hang it on our tree of life?" 

"Marcus," aware of Steven's uncertainty, said, "It's quite safe here ς it is different." 

Steven, overwhelmed by the day's events and discussion in the garden, held back. 

Kathrine took the pencil, wrote some Chinese characters on the red ball and hung it on the 

wishing tree. 

"What did you write?" asked Steven. 
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Kathrine thought for a moment and said, "Peaceful togetherness; that would be good 

translation." 

Marcus said, "Come to the next area; that is where you will see what it is to be Jewish." 

"So," said Steven, "This is where I will get to understand my father." 

"It didn't work for me, but it may give you an idea how they lived." 

"You know, they never really spoke about it. Just stories and they mostly just kept repeating 

themselves." 

"People are like that," said Marcus, "the past slips out of their mind like yesterday's 

newspaper." 

Carrying on the idea, Steven asked, "Are we going to see a collection of newspapers?" asked 

Steven. 

"Some newspapers; photos of Jewish people being good Germans; lots of displays. Jews and 

Germans lived together ... then Jews became public enemy number one. What must that 

have done to their hearts?" 

"My parents were just that" said Steven, pointing to a display. "Displaced People. Nothing 

seemed to make sense anymore. Being in Australia, how could they ever find the feet that 

they had lost in Europe?" 



Message Stone 5. Emotional Holocaust  

Steven Otto Guth   34 of 159 

"Krystal night," said Marcus, the night Jewish shops and synagogues were destroyed. Guards 

posted in front of Jewish businesses," said Marcus pointing to a photo, "overnight the 

possibility of being German and a Jew was destroyed." 

"And the Nuremberg laws, I think that's what they were called," said Steven. "Overnight the 

Jews became non people. Enemies, without a right to exist ... That's what happened to my 

father." 

The three walked around for a while, following the red dots on the floor that was designed 

to guide the way around the museum. They didn't work ς the dots lead them in circles. 

Steven paused at one display, a stained glass window. He said, "Little one, that's my mother 

and father, the Aryan and the Jew." 

Kathrine looked at the display and Marcus came up and read out the information. "This is a 

Jewish man and a German woman. Just a Jewish man touching, making love, just once to 

such a women will destroy her as a carrier of the pure race." 

"Jewishness a sexually transmitted disease," thought Steven, "That explains why the 

Australian Jews never treated my mother properly. The disease must have worked both 

ways in people's minds. I was born of a sick mother, that's why she could never love me." 

That's what Steven thought. But what he said was, "Did they really believe that Aryan race 

business? Or was it just great politics?" 

Kathrine, sensing that Steven was in pain, said, "That idea is gone now. We know that 

hybrids are smarter, stronger ..." 

Steven ignored her, another display held his interest, a glass case displaying a table setting. 

He said, "The soup spoons, just like we had at home when I was a child. It took me ages to 

get used to the round British ones." 

Kathrine, still trying to cheer up Steven, said, "Now we are smart, we use chop sticks." 

"I know," said Steven, "and it took me ages to learn to use them." 

Slowly the path of dots lead the group through time, past religious objects, famous people ς 

Einstein was there large and thoughtful ς to the nightmare time. To the trains, to the 

ǎǘŀǊǘƭŜŘ ŦŀŎŜǎΣ ǘƻ ƭƛŦŜ ǇŀŎƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǎǳƛǘŎŀǎŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘΦ Ψ²ƛŜƴΩΣ Vienna, said the writing 

on the life packed into a case, looted and destroyed in a camp. 

Steven tried to hold back tears. It didn't work but he did manage to hide it from Marcus and 

Kathrine. 

Marcus, unaware of Steven's sadness stood behind Steven as he watched a train video and 

said, "The Gestapo is not here. Not a mention of the word, it is as if they didn't exist." 

Steven looked around and said, "that Auschwitz photograph, the guards, herding the people, 

they are in Gestapo uniform." 

"Yes," said Marcus, "But not the word anywhere." 
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"I must go to Auschwitz," it will be terrible, but I need to face the nightmare ς Georg said he 

would take me." 

Marcus walked away. When he returned he said, "Come, over here is the Auschwitz 

photograph that I remembered." 

Steven again held back tears as he said, "It's horrible, the Holocaust, it just makes no sense." 

Later, near the exit was a display that touched Steven, there was his father and people like 

him in front of Australian's famous harbor bridge. Also displayed were documents similar to 

those that he found in his dead father's papers. 

Marcus came up to Steven and said, "There is just one more room where I would like to take 

you, the story room where you can hear the holocaust children tell of their lives. 

Steven went and used the ear phones to hear their voices. Most were in an American accent. 

And the stories were just like his, they spoke of puzzlement, displacement, rootlessness. Just 

the things he had been telling Kathrine about in the plane when they were flying over India. 

Steven realized that he was not alone in the world and many thousands had lived through 

his experience. 

Kathrine when she joined 

Steven in the green 

memory room said, "You 

look very sad. It is time to 

go. Please, let's go, I feel 

the ghosts of many 

women and children ς all 

of them are sad." 

The three left through the 

impossible ς or was it just 

improbable ς 

underground corridor. 

Giant granite blocks 

littered the square. In 

their hands were cups of 

Eis, topped with nuts. The 

quickly melting balls of 

gelato contrasting with 

the solid granite. Behind 

was a row of shops 

catering for visitors to the 

Holocaust memorial and 

the nearby Brandenburg 

gate. 
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In a soft voice Steven said to Kathrine, "I'm keen to sit with the stone and see what comes up 

here. I didn't dare at the museum ς I'm still upset." 

"Eat the strawberry first," advised Kathrine, "that will cheer you up." 

Marcus, after he had finished picking the walnuts off the top of his melting Eis, "What do you 

think of my two Germany idea? The early Hitler years and the later Himmler years? Yes, 

what do you think?" 

"I don't think I like it," said Steven, "It complicates things and takes away the blame from 

Hitler." 

Kathrine waited to make sure that Steven had finish and then said, "I like it. If Hitler was 

living on drugs and his staff knew about it no one would trust him ς and they would play up 

like naughty children." 

"But, as I said before, what difference does it make?" 

Marcus, who was rushing to keep his Eis from complete melt down said nothing. 

Kathrine used the space to say, "It makes a difference, it makes it easier to see who is to 

blame." 

Marcus, now holding the now empty cup in his hand, said, "Steven, I know the murdered are 

dead so nothing really matters. But if you think of the two Germanys you can place the 

blame in the right place." 

Steven said nothing. He was staring at the granite blocks lost in thought. 

Kathrine put her empty cup between her feet and said, "Marcus please go on, who is to 

blame?" 
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"I can blame many people," said Marcus, "from the Pope to every German of the time. But 

to me two people stand out, Himmler and yes, Churchill." 

"Churchill? I thought he was the hero of the war." 

"I am French, and so what I say sounds French. You understand, yes? I will tell you what 

Churchill said, he said, 'History will be kind to me because I intend to write it'. And he did 

write it. Churchill's history of the war was the first to come out and no one has ever dared to 

contradict him." 

"Really?" 

"No, not really, many have 

contradicted him but no one 

listens. One that I know of, David 

Irving, wrote that Hitler never 

wanted a war with England and 

that he tried to negotiate many 

times; but Churchill wouldn't even 

listen." 

Kathrine smiled and said, "So, if 

Churchill didn't listen, how could 

he have written about the peace 

offers?" 

Marcus said, "I am sorry, but now 

you are being too Chinese, what 

do you mean?" 

Steven, used to Kathrine's way of expression said, "She means: deaf people hear no sounds." 

"You mean, 'he wrote only about what he wanted to hear?" 

"Right," said Steven, "... and only about what he wanted us to know." 

"So, you agree, that Churchill should also be blamed for what is under those Holocaust 

stones?" 

"I don't know," said Steven, "It's over, the dead are dead and I'm no student of history. What 

I know is how to create a vortex that can reduce the pressure of reality at any place ς like 

here." 

"What on earth do you mean?" 

Steven looked up at Marcus and said, "Didn't Georg tell you that I have a special stone that 

opens up things that are hidden underneath?" 

"I thought Georg was trying to explain something about a drug," said Marcus, "He made it 

sound something like magic mushrooms." 

"No, I'm totally against drugs. It is a special stone from prehistory ς I think makes a vortex 

that breaks reality." 
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"Can I see it?" 

"Sorry no, even Kathrine has never seen it. I think it may be dangerous for some people. I 

keep it wrapped up in a metal tin ς that's why I was so shocked by the guard at the museum. 

If he had wanted to see it ..." 

Steven tried to find a place to sit in the passageways between the stones. But they were 

narrow and people, many people, wondered around. So he climbed a stone, sat down, 

opened his bag and took out the tape recorder and the tin. He clipped the mike on his shirt 

and switched the recorder on. He opened the tin and put the wrapped up stone between his 

legs. 

The stone warmed. Steven started to drift. He spoke into the tape recorder. 

There are many meditative images here. The front of Auschwitz, with the railway line. A 

beach. A grey Austrian hill. Peace and tranquility that has been placed inside a Japanese 

cherry blossom. 

Under these stones there is something, that is extending upwards using the stones as fingers 

to feel into the world we live in. Something from the world of Diana. Colors come from there 

to fill in spaces between the blocks. 

I'll refocus and hold the stone more tightly. 

The image I get is that each block is a railway car carrying people to be killed. Hundreds of 

cars; thousands and thousands of people. 

It is hard here; this is too busy a site; too many people come here and so, so many have 

worked here to clear the past and the agony of history. It is hard; there are layers upon layers 

of wishes and thoughts. Much pain has been dropped here and left to dissolve. 
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This place is art; it makes people react emotionally. The emotions are so strong. There are so 

many that I cannot get through. 

Steven climbed down from his chunk of granite "I'm sorry, it is a busy confusing site. I think I 

got anything that could interest you." 

Impatiently, Marcus, spoke, "Please let's go to the Brandenburg gate, it's only a block away." 

There were people from many Nations in many styles of clothes in front of the gate. Tourist 

buses were parked along a curb like ships discharging cargo at a wharf. The gate felt really 

good. Like the entrance to a marine amusement park ς the entrance to a world where peace 

was possible. 

The three wandered around, enjoying the people, the space, the atmosphere After twenty 

minute Steven ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘŜŘΣ ϦbƛŎŜ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘΦ L ƴŜŜŘ 

ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƛƴ ŀ ǉǳƛŜǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŀǊƪΣ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ²ŜǎǘΦϦ 

Steven found a good spot, away from tourists; a patch in which sunlight sprinkled through 

the spring green. He sat with his back against a tree, took out the stone and started the tape 

recorder. 

I seem to be inside a very large Being, a Deva, which is anchored in the area around the Gate. 

Her base is huge, maybe three hundred meters across. She is a plume of energy reaching into 

the sky. 

It is vortex energy, an upward flowing waterfall. 

There is also a huge stream of river of energy streaming along the road that runs down 

through West Berlin. The Gate refines the energy and as it continues onward into the east. 

The people standing in the stream love it, that's why the place is so popular. It is one of the 

nicest places on earth. 
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The vortex Deva is old; she is wise, slow, old, maybe twenty thousand years old. Huge, she 

has experienced much in the past. She has dissolved much. 

She just watches and dissolves. 

LǘΩǎ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘΤ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǊ ƴŀǘǳǊŜ ǘƻ ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ {ƘŜ 

just watches and dissolves. 

She is the wind in the trees that I am hearing now. And like the wind there is not much one 

can but watch and experience ς how to change the wind? 

She has the shape of a waterfall, a double spiral of energy that flows from the center of the 

earth to the distant cosmos. 

The energy goes up and rains down water from a fountain in a huge circle, a circle as big as 

Berlin ς or bigger. 

People love the feel of her energy; they flock here; they play here. Everyone wants to be in 

this energy; it pulls people here and is healing, softening. It's like a soft wind in the trees, 

pleasant to be inside. 

LϥƳ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŎƻǊŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ LϥƳ ƘŜǊŜΦ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ōǳǎȅΤ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ŎƘŜŎƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎ ōǳǘ ǘƻǘŀƭƭȅ ǳƴŎŀǊƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ Ǉƭŀȅǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ 

ǎƘŜΩǎ ōƻǳƴŎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ōŀƭƭǎ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘΦ {ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴϥǘ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜΦ {ƘŜϥǎ ǇŀǊǘƭȅ ƘŜǊŜΣ 

partly there, partly in the future and in the past. 

She is the Soul of Berlin; a huge concept. She draws people into herself ς she thinks through 

people. Her ƴŀǘǳǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƻ ŘƛǎǎƻƭǾŜ ƛŘŜŀǎΣ ǘƻ ŘƛǎǎƻƭǾŜ ǎǘǊǳŎǘǳǊŜǎ Χ ǘƻ ŘƛǎǎƻƭǾŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

nothingness. 

Steven fell into a slumber. Revived he saw Marcus nearby. He quickly put away the stone 

and switched off the tape recorder. 

"Steven, why do you use the recorder?" 

"It is easy to forget, when the vortex closes it takes the memories of the experience with it ς 

within a day it is gone." 

Kathrine, asked, "How was it?" 
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"Good, it cleared my museum emotions, thanks for bringing us here Marcus." 

"Tell us what happened?" 

"It was like being in a shower, if waterfall of beautiful rising energy. It is here now, everyone 

feels it ς that's why so many people are here. It's not wind energy, it's water energy, deep 

water rising from within the earth, the spring of life. Good energy making things dissolve." 

"Berlin is a water place," said Marcus, "underneath, there is wet sand and everywhere water 

flows in ponds." 

"Now I know why Berlin is so popular, people like to solve their problems by having them 

dissolve." Steven thought a moment and then went on, "but the other side of this is that 

nothing is stable here. Governments will come, be dissolved and go ..." 

Kathrine ended the conversation, "Perhaps you are right, time to go. Let's get a taxi back to 

the hotel." 
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сΦ  ¢ƻ !ƴŘ CǊƻƳ !ǳǎŎƘǿƛǘȊ 
As Georg, Steven and Kathrine where leaving Miriam's house she pointed to the fountain 

and said "Have a drink before you go. I jump in it every day, it is bursting with life ς it will 

make your sorrowful journey happier." 

Steven, recalling the spring in the church at Lesiel asked "Were the Roman's here?" 
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"Yes," answered Miriam, "Their road ran along the top of the hill, and the spring has Roman 
foundations." 

"So it's a Diana spring?" asked Steven. 

"What do you mean?" 

DŜƻǊƎ ǇŀǎǎŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǾȅ ōŜŜǊ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ǘƻ {ǘŜǾŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅǎ ϦLǘΩǎ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ !ǳǎŎƘǿƛǘȊΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ 
should go ς you can talk when we come back." 

Kathrine, returning from loading the old Mercedes, had her glass of sparkling water. 

The first part of the road into Poland was old, narrow and slow. Big trucks cued up behind 
small cars. The countryside was flat and the fields were full of potatoes and grain. The 
ǊƻŀŘǎƛŘŜ ǘƻǿƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŘŀǊƪΣ ƧŀƳƳŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƛƴŘǳǎǘǊƛŀƭΦ 5Ǌŀō ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǎǘƛŎ ŎƻƭƻǊΩǎ ŦƛƭƭŜd the 
villages. 

Georg drives; Steven, bored speaks, "How long is this traffic jam?" 

"If we are lucky for maybe an hour, then we join the big autobahn from Berlin. Poland is a 
big country, need to be patient." 

"I'm not looking forward to being were a million people were murdered." 

"There really are two camps, Auschwitz One and Birkenau." Said Georg as the car sat, 
motionless, behind a truck. 

The traffic began to inch forward and Georg went on, "The big camp was Birkenau, it was 
built in 1942, Auschwitz one was built in 1940, it's now a museum. Birkenau is much as it 
was, we will visit there. In the three kilometers between the two camps were factories the 
factories where people worked. " 

"So was Birkenau it a death camp or a work camp?" 

"Both, trains arrived and people were sorted out on the ramp. Healthy people went to work, 
women and children went to their death. You will see the rail and the ramp, they are still 
there. The strong healthy people worked, all the others got gassed." 

"And that famous undeǊǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘΣϦ ǎŀƛŘ {ǘŜǾŜƴΣ ΨArbeit ƳŀŎƘǘ ŦǊŜƛΨ ς work makes for 
freedom?" 

"That was over the gateway of Auschwitz, you won't see that," replied Georg. 

"I am curious about the feel, the energies at the camp," said Steven as the car again came to 
a halt, "A million people must make some sort of footprint on the ground when they die. I 
really want to sense what is underneath." 

Ϧ!ǎ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘ ōȅ ƴƻǿΣϦ ǎŀƛŘ DŜƻǊƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǎŀǘ ƛŘƭƛƴƎΣ ϦǘƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ǘƘŜƻǊƛŜǎ 
about the war. I believe that Hitler never really wanted war with England. We Germans saw 
the English as our natural allies in the battle against Russian communism. The depression 
and the Russian revolution had shown the rich everywhere ς in Germany, in England and in 
America ς what the poor masses could do. 

Ϧ{ƻΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ IŜǎǎ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ ς to negotiate for peace?" 

"Now you understand," said Georg, as the car inched forward, "Yes, Hess ς he was Hitler's 
trusted friend, and the deputy Fuhrer, and he wrote Hitler's book for him. 

"Excuse me if I cut in," said Steven, "You mean Mien Kampf?" 
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"Yes," said Georg, still inching the car forward, "You know it was given as a wedding present 
to every German Couple? Yes, that is the book I mean. At first Hitler couldn't write, he could 
just make speeches and ŜǾŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ IŜǎǎΩǎ ŜŘƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ǳƴǊŜŀŘŀōƭŜΦ .ǳǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ 
was I? Yes, Hess; I believe that Hess flew to Scotland in 1941 to negotiate with the British 
aristocracy ς that means The House of Lords ς to abandon the war in exchange for the last of 
the German Jews." 

"Is it right to say that Hitler had plans to export the Jews to Madagascar, Israel and 

Australia?" 
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"That's what's on the record" said Georg as he reached across and reset the heater controls 
"I will need to stop for a pee break soon." 

ά{ƻƳŜ Ŧƻƻd would be nice. Let's stop at the next place that looks reasonable." 

Georg, wriggled around in the drivers seat, "After that you can drive. Yes, we were talking 
about exporting the Jews. The numbers are interesting ς 60 million Germans, and about half 
a million German Jews. About half that number escaped before the war and that means 
ŀōƻǳǘ нллΣллл ƻǊ оллΣллл ǿŜǊŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƛƴ DŜǊƳŀƴȅΦ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǊŜŀƭƛǎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ Χ ƛǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƴƻ 
sense at all to ship the Jews across Germany and Poland to kill them at Buchenwald. While 
peace with England would have made it possible to beat the Russians. Yes, and exchange 
would have made much sense" 

Georg let his last sentence slide to a slow halt. It took Steven a while to answer "I heard that 
Hess went mad and supposedly defected to England ς and that last statement of yours, 'in 
exchange for the German Jews' is a massive statement! Are you sure?" 

"How can I be? Yet, I am sure that Hess was not mad or defecting.  Hitler's personal spy 
system was superb and Hess didn't keep his flight a secret from his staff. And there is no 
question about it; Hitler never wanted a war with England." 

"That exchange statement, why did you say that?" 

"It's my gut feeling. It explains most of the facts that have been left lying around 
unanswered. the biggest was why Hess was kept alive and locked away for 37 years and 
never, not once in all that time, allowed to communicate to the outside world. Even his diary 
was regularly destroyed." 

"And why was he kept alive?" 

"That's easy." Georg looked at Steven with a smile on his face. "He had many friends in The 
House of Lords who believed he was right. And unfortunately he had one terrible enemy ς 
Churchill." 

"The Winston Churchill?" asked Steven with emphasis on the 'the'. 

Another drab building slowly slid past the car, Georg gave a slight sigh and said "That's 
another fact that has been overlooked. Churchill could write really well. He wrote the first 
and the best history of the war and everyone else followed his perceptions. He is on record 
as having said 'History will be kind to me; because I will write it.' And that is what he did!" 

 ϦLΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ {ƻ ōȅ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ IŜǎǎ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ŀǿŀȅΣ /ƘǳǊŎƘƛƭƭ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜ 
able to contradict his history." 

Ϧ!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōƛǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ WŜǿǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƻǳǘΧIf Churchill had made peace." Georg 
gave the word 'if' special emphasis. 

Silence filled the slowly moving car. Then after a minute Georg went on. "To us Germans, 
England and America were natural allies against communism; there was a flow of American 
investment, into Germany, that continued until America finally declared war on Germany in 
April 1941." 

Steven said nothing and Georg went on, "And to get back to Churchill, it was him and his 
backers who were keen on war with Germany. Chamberlain negotiated 'peace in our time' 
with Germany. The Duke of Windsor visited Hitler at his summer retreat and regarded him as 
a potential friend. No, it was Churchill and his backers who made the war happen the way it 
did." 

"Backers?" said Steven, "You have used that word twice, are you suggesting a conspiracy?" 
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"In German, what would that be?" asked Georg, "perhaps 'ein geheime gesellschaft'. No, not 
really, they were not hidden; it's just that Churchill preferred to ignore their existence. They 
have entered history as 'The FOCUS'; its full name was 'The Focus for the Defense of 
Freedom and Peace.' 

Ϧ¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ ƳƻǊŜΣ ŀōƻǳǘ Ch/¦{Φέ 

"It was a very wealthy group; they published, influenced people, gave money and did 
whatever they could to make sure that England and Germany went to war. And Churchill, 
who wanted war anyway, was heavily involved. Churchill was often in deep financial trouble; 
he lived well and he enjoyed gambling ς once he was so broke that he nearly sold his house. 
FOCUS helped him out." 

"This place is strange," said Kathrine. "The toilet is in the shower and the sink has different 
taps, and no hot water." 

Steven was at the bar trying to order food.  Georg responded to Kathrine's comment with 
"Welcome to the communist world." 

Steven was using his hands to explain potato. It wasn't working. The grey haired tired Polish 
woman pushed a small piece of paper and a short, blunt pencil across the bar. Steven drew a 
potato and an egg, adding some onions. The woman wrote a Euro sign and added 30 next to 
it. Steven made a circular movement with his hands to include everyone, and a nod of 
agreement came back. 

Sitting at a table, the lace curtains on the window did little to block out the traffic noise, 
Steven looked across at the bar and saw a Kangaroo symbol. He took a photo. 

Georg said "I don't think that's a kangaroo. This place is called Dino ς that's the Flintstone's 
pet dinosaur." 

"And why the Roman pillars and fountain?" 

Steven asked, "You seem to know a lot about the Auschwitz and Poland. Can you explain the 
numbers?" 

"What do you mean?" 
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"I was thinking about what Marcus told me in Berlin," said Steven, "That Himmler had to 
clear Poland of Poles so he could give land to his soldiers. What do you think were the 
numbers?" 

"Of Poles or Jews?" asked Georg. 

"All of it. I believe that the Holocaust killed six million Jews. But you just said that there were 
only 200,000 or 300,000 left in Germany before the war. Where do the extra millions come 
from?" 

"They didn't" said Georg, as he placed his elbows on the plastic table cloth. He lifted his 
hands to hold his head. "The answer that you are looking for is hard to work out. I did try 
once. I Guess I should start at the beginning." 

First, Hitler made a deal with Stalin to divide Poland. It was an even cut. Both invaded in 
September 1939 and that's when the terrible times began. I agree with Marcus; the 
Germans planned to destroy the Poles so that they could settle their people on Polish soil. 
And they started with the Jews and Polish intelligentsia. By early 1940 200,000 to 300,000 
Poles and a 100,000 or more Jews were removed." 

"Removed? You mean murdered!" 

"Yes, sorry, but it is so horrible that I keep it in softer words," said Georg keeping his hands 
against the sides of his face. 

"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to be difficult, I know you are German; please go on, I'll try not to 
interrupt." 

"The story gets worse and worse. The Russians were also rough. They moved about one and 
a half million Poles, including Jews, to camps in Siberia. 

"And then it got worse again when the Germans invaded Russia in June 1941. All of Poland 
was now German; and the murders ς to use your word ς became systematic." 

"You mean Auschwitz was being used?" asked Kathrine. 

"There were more camps, at least six other big camps like the one you will soon see." 
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"Just for Jews?" asked Kathrine. 

"No, no," said Georg as the kitchen lady put cutlery wrapped in a paper serviette on the 
table. Georg waited until she left and then went on. "Also Gypsies, Poles and homosexuals. I 
did try to work out the final figures once; using German and English web sites; and I think in 
ŀƭƭ ƛǘ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ŀōƻǳǘΧƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ оΣрллΣллл WŜǿǎ ƛƴ 
Poland before 1939. The Germans murdered maybe 2,500,000 to 3,000,000; some escaped, 
some remained hidden, some were killed by the Russians. The rest of the 3,000,000 dead 
ǿŜǊŜ tƻƭŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ IǳƴƎŀǊƛŀƴΣ 5ǳǘŎƘΣ !ǳǎǘǊƛŀƴ WŜǿǎΧƳŀȅōŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ƳƛƭƭƛƻƴΦϦ 

"Did that include children too?" asked Kathrine. 

Georg paused for a while and then went on "Yes, they cleared out both old and new 
Germany, to make the new bigger Germany, "Judenrein, shiny and polished because it was 
free from all Jews." 

"That's terrible" commented Kathrine. 

"Yes, sorry." 

Steven looked across to the bar with its Dino kangaroo and said in a soft voice, "That's why 
it's called the Holocaust. An event unique in history. Killing-factories for people." 

Georg ignored Steven and went on "The Polish war was very bloody. I think the Germans, at 
ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ {{ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎΣ ǿŜǊŜ ƪŜŜƴ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅΧaŀȅōŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻƻŦ ƻf their manhood; and 
to make ' Lebensraum' for German farmer settlers. Later, when the Russians came back as 
the victors they didn't take prisoners. It was a bad moment when I worked out that the 
number of people who died on Polish soil was about 10 million. 

"That seems lots," said Steven, trying to remain calm by unwrapping his cutlery. After a 
pause he added, "Why, the Australian population was 7 million at that time ς so 10 million 
would be overkill." 

"I'm afraid it is true," said Georg, in a slow, calming voice, "The official figures are kept low 
by not including Polish peasants or the soldiers killed on Polish soil. The big war, the real 
Second World War was in Poland and Russia. You know, even before the war started Stalin 
had murdered 20 million people. We Germans had a good reason to fear the Communists." 
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In a slow soft voice Kathrine said, "A million in Auschwitz, that's ten percent of the total, all 
ƛƴ ƻƴŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎǇƻǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǾƛōŜǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜΧ Ϧ Χ YŀǘƘǊƛƴŜ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƘŀƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ŀǎ ŀ ǇƭŀǘŜ 
stacked high with potatoes was placed in front of her; it smelt of onions. 

Steven drove and Georg read the Polish script road signs; finding Birkenau was not easy. All 
the signs pointed to Auschwitz One, with its Museum and tourist industry. More bleak 
landscape passed and then, there it was ς the guard house over the railway line, the 
gateway to death. 

Steven parked the car between two tourist buses. There were only about ten cars in the 
park. A Polish worker rode past on a bicycle; the only sign of life in a sanitized landscape. 

The high barb wire fence seemed to run on forever. As Steven locked the car door Kathrine 
said "You have forgotten the stone; do you want to take it?" 

Steven as he turned away from the fence to look at Kathrine he said "Not really but I guess I 
had better try to understand. You take the camera OK?" 

"Yes, and take the tape recorder too; it will make it easier later." 

Kathrine took the tin, handed it to Steven, and put the small camera in her jacket pocket. 

Georg said "You will not need money. It is easy to get in and there is nothing to buy." 

Inside the camp, Steven looked at the display. I was in 3 languages ς Polish, English and 
Hebrew. "There," he said, "are the gas chambers. It may be best to walk through the old 
buildings on the way; they are a kilometer away." 

Georg said "That's a good idea. Do you see? The fence has electricity running through it; and 
the guard towers were manned with machine guns." 

Steven said nothing as the three walked to the first of the wooden barrack buildings. The 
smell at the door was a mixture of human piss, creosote and death. Inside were rows of 
bunks, one set upon the other. Down the center was a long chimney with a door for a coal 
fire. Steven sat on the chimney took out the stone and quickly found himself inside a tunnel. 
The chimney perhaps? No, it went down deep into the ground below, below the brown coal 
seams down into underworlds. And above was sky, well, clouds of smoke; and above that 
stars waiting to be reached. 

Kathrine and Georg waited for Steven at the door. Kathrine said "That was quick, I just had 
time to take your photo. What did you see?" 

"Not much, I don't like the smell" said Steven. "It felt like I was sitting in a large upside down 
funnel ς in the narrow end ς and being sucked down into this huge space in the 
underworld." 
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"Did you see any ghosts?" asked Georg. 

"No, why should I?" 

"A thousand people lived in this hut and there a hundred huts like this. A hundred thousand 
living people, and ten times that died." 

"Stop, after using the stone I'm very open." 

"Sorry," said Georg. He looked at Kathrine and said, "What would you like to see next? The 
sorting-ramp? Or the toilet block? Both are nearby." 

"Toilets," said Kathrine. 

"That's easy," said Georg. "They are in the center hut, just next door. There are five huts on 
each side. There are 200 seats; a drain runs underneath; and there was a sewerage works." 

"Ramp," said Steven. 

"You go to the ramp," said Georg, "do you know where it is?" 

"Yes, saw it on the way in, looks just like in the photos ς the healthy for work, the others to 
death." 

"It was well organized," said Georg, "The chambers were big enough to take a train load at a 
time; fifteen hundred; the new arrivals believed they were going to be deloused." 

Steven cut in with a soft but deep, ϦtƭŜŀǎŜ ǎƘǳǘ ǳǇΦ Lϥƭƭ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

Steven went off to walk the ramp.  His recurring dream of being in the near the people, the 
packed crowd chocking to death in the gas chambers was in his mind. That was to come 
next. On a billboard display Steven saw the same photo that he had seen in the Berlin 
aǳǎŜǳƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŀƳǇ Χ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǊǘƛƴƎ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ {{ ǳƴƛŦƻǊƳǎΦ aŜƴ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ŀǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ƎƻŘ 
again and again and again ς a Million times. 

"Yet," thought Steven to himself, "this place does not feel bad. I had expected to find the 
most terrible place on the planet, a million murders on one spot, the most densely killed 
place on the planet, worse than any battlefield or ancient slaughter." 
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Kathrine touched Steven's arm, "What were you thinking about?" 

"That this place does not feel bad, I wonder why?" 

"Prayer, lots of people have prayed about this place, many rituals, and lots of love has been 
put here." 

Steven used the camera took a photo of her at the bill board. She turned, with tears in her 
eyes, "These children knew they are going to die, look at them with their face looking down 
onto the ground, downwards. Their footsteps are so heavy And look that that photo with 
woman with the group of children ς they are holding hands, they were brothers and sisters ς  
they are quite happy, skipping along. Why?" 

Steven's tears joined Kathrine's on the ground. 

Ignoring her tears Kathrine went on "How can the Germans live with themselves. One can't 
but have a dislike for people who can do so much killing." 

Steven, with tears on his beard said "Why? You ask why? Madness. It can come to anyone. 
remember Pol Pot? We humans are really bloody terrible." 

Steven took a few more photographs (they helped bring him into the present) and the said, 
"It's time for me to walk the path to the gas chambers; you take the camera and I'll take the 
stone and recorder." 

Steven, clicked on the small mike and spoke into it as he walked along, Kathrine followed 
some distance behind. 

"This is the end of the line folks. Down this road are the gas chambers. We have placed them 
here to help you have a quick exit to another life. 

You have lived here in one reality and we will soon help you to be deposited in another. I 
hope your life here with us was a good journey, but don't worry, good or bad it will end soon. 

Remember our slogan, "Work Makes for Freedom" we do the work and you get the freedom. 
And thank you for visiting with us here in Nazi Germany." 
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Four hundred meters later Steven again spoke into the recorder. 

"It's all so Roman, the camp is set out like an army camp, and this road; straight cambered 
on top, drained, the fences either side, neat. The road straight, stretching into the distance to 
the showers ς the chimney shows that there must be hot water. Good to be out of the locked 
cattle truck, alive and walking. Never again will I complain about flying economy." 

Steven kept walking and talking, in a mixture of German and English. 

"Remember the room where a boy suicided, his death hung in the air, or was it stuck to the 
walls? And that battle field ς I could feel the dead there. Auschwitz is more, much more, yet it 
feels like nothing. Were the death energies used? Did master magicians bottle it up and send 
it away to make the living stronger? Was a deal made with the devil and was Auschwitz the 
Devil's workshop? Otherwise none of this makes sense. Why make a place to kill people? It 
can be done anywhere. Why ship people across Europe to kill them here? What's so special 
about here? I'll sit in the gas chamber, use the stone and try to get the right answers to the 
why of Auschwitz. If I have the right questions." 

Steven walked down into the undisturbed rubble of the gas chamber, sat on a jumble of 
bricks, took off his moccasins, held the stone in both hands, relaxed and spoke. The recorder 
remembered his words. 

"No there were no master magicians here. It was all done without a thought of the 
possibilities involved. But boy! Did the elemental beings from below love it! They rip apart 
beings that live on human consciousness, on destruction, and on the energy of unfinished 
lives. The dying energy was dragged down into the underworlds by feelers, tentacles; they 
came up and sucked down what they could get. Tonkin's underworlds are here, kingdoms 
undreamed of playing complex imaginative games. 

They pulled down the energy, tumbled in it, sucked it into themselves zapped it around, spat 
it out. Having a great time. Timeless beings, able to manipulate time, not interplanetary 
beings ς no just from here, on the earth. 
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They participate in everything we do.Like in the Chinese underworlds? Like that, like ancestor 
worlds, but they take their shapes from Tonkin's worlds. They live here, under the swampy 
brown coal ς the coal that burnt the bodies." 

"I can hear the leaves being shaken by the wind. The wind is telling me that we are like 
leaves, leaves being shaken by their wind. The more we shake the stronger they become and 
become and become and. Death grows and becomes Auschwitz. Their wind is our Holocaust." 

Overwhelmed, but still in focus Steven changed position on his pile of broken bricks to face 
the undressing room. 

"There are piles of tangled and mangled children here, like a colony of crushed ants." 

"An image of the Jews, the clearers of the death chambers, the Judas sheep that led the 
people to their death. Stoking the fires and thinking of when they will be processed by others 
processing the processors." 

"There aren't any light beings around, and as to the life that comes from Diana's world, the 
birds, the bees, the sparkle of the water of life ς nothing. Just one large over lighting being, 
an Angel who, as Kathrine said, 'puts out love'. The smaller light beings don't want to be 
here; and neither do I." 

"So did I come here before I was born?  I did, yes, this place fits my dreams, my recurring 
nightmare. I was floating about here, looking down, seeing, even feeling. Why? I think the big 
Angel, the big Deva that is here pulled me to here. to give me compassion, a love for life and 
a feeling of frustrated anger. 

Yes, enclosed, encased anger. Anger about the stupidly of humans. That's a very Devic 
thought. Yes, I can make a connection between having been here then and being here now. 
And other places like this. to see the killing ritual. To give me an understanding of the deep 
creatures ς the killers and rippers." 
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"The people who came to be washed, they didn't even know they were going to die. 'Leave 
your clothes here, go down the hallway on the left and enter the delousing chamber'." 

"Clang, the steel door with the little window is shut. The gas, Zyklon B ς cyanide ς is released 
in the wire mesh cages. The air goes, your mouth foams, you jerk about and die all tangled 
together with one thousand five hundred other dead-humans. The Judas sheep come back, 
untangle you, take off your jewelry, remove your teeth and drag you over to the incinerator 
where your body burns in a slurry of brown coal. Twenty minutes later, your ashes are 
removed, and another body takes the place of where you once were." 

Kathrine notices that Steven is shaking from side to side. She goes into the ruins and sits. 
Touching his shoulder she asked "Are you OK?" 

Steven realizes there are other realties than where he is opens his eyes and answers "Safe, 
yes. Just watching from above." 

Kathrine asks "The souls of the dead; are they here?" 

Steven disappears back into the world of the stone and answers Ϧ{ƻǳƭǎ Χ ǎƻǳƭǎ ŀǊŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ 
part of people. I don't know. What I see is that the gas did something to people; it locked 
them here, into the underground, so they couldn't get to the stars, to heaven, to Jerusalem or 
anywhere. Piles of them, on top of each other, like in an ant colony that has been crushed. 
Work has been done for the souls; competent workΣ ōǳǘ ΧϦ 

Steven reopened his eyes, and saw Kathrine, "You know this place was  a swamp, it's young, 
it's primitive, it's coarse. The coal energy is weird. There are more things going on here than I 
can begin to understand let alone see. This place is open to many worlds. Lots of spirits came 
here to see and to watch; some have remained. Others may have been lead here by people's 
prayers." 

Steven looked around at the trees; the broken bricks. He smelt the sanitized air and said 
"I've had enough, it's terriblŜΣ L ŦŜŜƭ LΩƳ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ŀƴ ƻǊŎƘŜǎǘǊŀ ǊŜƘŜŀǊǎƛƴƎ .ǊŀƘƳǎΦ 
I'm screaming for a coffee and some Viennese music." 

Steven woke in the tiny bedroom of the three-star Polish Hotel. It was neat and clean, the 
bathroom good and the bed so big that it was jammed up between the walls ς the only way 
out was over the end. The improbable was possible in Poland. 

In Steven's mind was the answer. It made sense of yesterday; the why of Auschwitz. He lay in 
bed and struggled to untangle the package, the idea that he received (was that the word?) 
just before dawn. 

It was about teeth, thousands of teeth bubbling in a caldron; the gold and sliver running out 
into a river at the bottom. It was about mercury, the sorcerer's ingredient; and how it was 
used to make Vril machines work. 

It was about the life forces of the living infused into the mercury of the murdered to make a 
homeopathic mixture. Ingredients so powerful that could be used as a catalyst for fuel. 

It seemed simple. The murdering gas, cyanide, affected the souls of humans so that it was 
impossible for them to escape from the underground death chamber. Trapped underground 
their life forces became locked inside their teeth. 

Silver fillings are half mercury, and the tooth gold is a mixture; ingredients to power Vril 
machines; machines that captured the energy that radiates out from the hollow earth. 

The Nazis had stumbled on an energy source so powerful it could be used to rule the world. 
But for this they needed fuel. So the killing camps were built to manufacture the catalyst 
they needed. 
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Steven played with these thoughts as they separated in his mind; gradually making more 
sense of them as dawn brought increasing daylight came through the window. Kathrine 
stirred and Steven spoke to her. "I have the answer; it came to me during the night." 

Kathrine rolled onto her back, put her left hand over her eyes with the palm facing upwards 
and said "Answer to what? It's light already? I need to go to the bathroom." 

Steven, aware of Kathrine's slow awaking said, "I'm going for a walk along the river. Georg is 
in room six; knock on his door. I'll see you at eight, at breakfast ς that's in an hour, OK?" 

When Steven walked into the breakfast room he smelt beer and spirits. The thought came, 
"Poland is princess awaking with a hangover. They drink lots ς even at breakfast." 

{ǘŜǾŜƴ ŦƻǳƴŘ DŜƻǊƎ ŀƴŘ YŀǘƘǊƛƴŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊǊŀŎŜΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭΩǎ ǎƘŀŘƻǿΦ .ŜƘƛƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 
river. In front were rolls, yoghurt and coffee. Steven placed his coffee on the table and took 
a photo. Sitting down and said, "Did Kathrine tell you that I had an inspiration during the 
night? I know why Auschwitz was built." 

Georg took another sip of coffee and said, "Before you start, there is new information about 
Auschwitz, facts that only add up in one way. I saw it on the web a few weeks ago. I just 
remember; let me think, yes, the huge synthetic rubber Buna plant never made even a tiny 
piece of rubber, yet it used more electricity than all of Berlin, the 8th largest city in the 
world. Strange, yes!" 

"I don't understand, what are you getting at?" 
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Ϧ²ŀƛǘΣ Lϥƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΦ LǘΩǎ ǎƛƳǇƭŜΤ ǘƘŜ {{ ŜƴǊƛŎƘŜŘ 
uranium here, tons and tons of it. The ore 
came from the nearby Sudetenland ς the best 
uranium in Europe. And they had water and a 
ƘǳƎŜ ǎǳǇǇƭȅ ƻŦ ǿƻǊƪŜǊǎ Χ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŘŜŀŘ 
before they could talk." 

"A Uranium factory?" asked Kathrine adding, 
"why?" 

"Uranium 235, it needs to be enriched atom 
bombs." 

"Did Germany have an atom bomb?" 

"Yes, the new information says 'many' ς three 
or four different types." 

Ϧ.ǳǘ Χ Ϧ ǎŀƛŘ {ǘŜǾŜƴΦ 

"But yes. I did get it from the web; I believe it; 
you don't have to. But now tell what 
happened to you during the night." 

Ϧ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ Χ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƪϦ 
said Steven as he stole a wedge of buttered roll from Kathrine's plate and munched it as his 
ǘǿƻ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǿŀƛǘŜŘΦ άaȅ ŘǊŜŀƳ ƛǎ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ϥƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴϥ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ŦǊƻƳ 
the web. It was that the gas chambers were factories to create the raw materials to make 
Vril, an earth energy that would power new super weapons. The way the chambers killed 
people forced their life energy into their teeth." 

"Vril, Earth energy, weapons?" asked Kathrine. 

"Yes," said Steven. "Remember, back in Oz, when we went to the Barwang rocks with Rex. 
He said that there was a special energy there ς from the old flooded gold mine? I've read 
about Vril but never believed it; now I'm beginning to wonder. Did the Nazis find it and try to 
use it as the energy source?" 

"I'm sure they knew about concentrating uranium for making atomic bombs." 

"Yes Georg, we I'm willing to agree with that." 

"Good," said Georg, "Now to Vril. I've read about Vril ς it was supposed to be a power source 
for laser cannons and antigravity flying saucers. Some of the Nazis believed in a hollow earth 
in which existed a sort of people who used Vril as the energy source for their flying saucers. 
That's the background." 

 Ϧ{ƻΣ LϥƳ ǊƛƎƘǘΣϦ ǎŀƛŘ {ǘŜǾŜƴΣ ϦǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

Kathrine, sitting, watching and listening, asked "I don't understand what you are talking 
about. But I do have a question: did the idea come without the stone?" 

"Yes," said Steven, "It came in a dream. On my morning walk along the river a thought about 
the idea. I think it was given to me by the big Deva ς the Angel at Auschwitz. Maybe it set up 
this whole journey ς even our visiting Barwang with Rex. The gas chamber nightmare dream 
that I keep having ς of seeing people die in the chambers ς ƛǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ Χ ŀƴŘ 
now I have." 
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"Confusing, La," said 
Kathrine reverting to 
Singapore Chinese, "I 
hope your dream will 
now leave you alone." 

Georg had his camera in 
his hands and was flicking 
through the controls, he 
said, "I remember 
yesterday I was studying 
the blueprints of the 
killing building and took 
some photographs. Yes, 
here it is," Georg zoomed 
in with the controls and 
went on, "Room H ς 
Crucible for melting gold 
extracted from teeth'. 
Yes, maybe you are right 
Steven." 

Kathrine, who had 
stopped eating, said, "But 
if this is right why haven't 
we heard about it 
before? Is it dangerous to 
know?" 

"I don't see why," said 
Steven, "If it had worked 
we would have heard 
about it." 

"That tooth business," 
said Georg, "I have read 
about it. Yes, it is very 
strange.  But you know 
the Romans killed people 
for their spit." 

"You're kidding?" said 
Steven. 

"No, no," said Georg, "It was like this, the Romans owned their slaves, they could kill them 
whenever they wanted to." 

"Really?" asked Kathrine. 

"Yes, when they needed poison they slowly killed a large healthy slave. Torturing him to 
death to make him sad and angry; when he finally died they collected the spit from his 
mouth ς it was a deadly poison that left no traces." 

Steven, who had let his mind defocus at yet another European horror, said, "Worse than 
!ōƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭ ōƻƴŜ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎΦ Χ !ƭōŜǊǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ Lϥƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ask him when I get back." 
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Kathrine turned to look at the river as it ran undisturbed past the hotel. She said nothing. 
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"It's still early" said Steven as he drove up the steep hill towards the German border. ά!nd 
Berchtesgaden is just over the top." 

άI've never seen a salt mine", said Kathrine. "And the sign says that there is one here. I read 
about it in the leaflet that I picked up yesterday." 

"You and your leaflets" Χ teased Steven. "WƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ΨǊŜŎƻƳƳŜƴŘŜŘΩ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƳŜŀƴ 
ΨŀŘǾŜǊǘƛǎŜŘΩΦϦ 

"Yes. We are here now and I've always wanted to see what 'white gold' looks like." 

"They called it white gold; ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀƭǘΦ bƻ ōƛƎ ǘƘǊƛƭƭΦϦ 

"The cave is interesting Χ ! guide will take us on a train into the ground, for a kilometer. And 
inside there are big slippery slides and even a salt lake." 

Ϧ!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǇŀǊƪ ǎƛƎƴΦϦ 

The pair bought tickets and given white coverall tops and pants. They went through the 
turnstile and down to the platform.  A minute later the train arrived, the carriages were 
open  Χ a mere platform with a green straddle seat. 

Three minutes later the train stopped deep inside the mountain. It seemed friendly place not 
like a dark coal mine. Steven relaxed and took Kathrine's hand. Walking directly behind the 
guide he said "Do you feel the extra energy here?" and squeezed Kathrine's hand "It's Vril. 
And do you know that the earth is really hollow; and that there is a whole civilization down 
here?" 

"Here?" answered Kathrine in a voice loud with disbelief. 

"Maybe just down that side tunnel." 

"Really?" 

"Yes," said Steven, "I think it may be possible; even Georg and mentioned more than once. In 
the Nazi times people believed in Vril and searched for it." 

Before Kathrine could answer the guide stopped Χ "Here is our first stop. A short video will 
ƴƻǿ ōŜ ǎƘƻǿƴΦ LǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǎŀƭǘ ƛƴ !ǳǎǘǊƛŀƴ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦ [ŀǘŜǊ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ 
taste of the water; it is 27 percent salt." 

Having said that the guide ς who had the salt worker's clan's double hammers emblems on 
his grey jacket ς looked at Steven from his hair to his feet and spoke in English "Strange 
shoes for a salt mine.έ 

"Yes, I like to feel the earth." 

άhƘΣ ŜȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΦ I had a feeling to look out for you. Do you have a camera with you? I will 
take your photo at the next stop." 

Steven noticed that he was still holding onto Kathrine's hand and he said to her "He must 
think we are on a honeymoon." 

"Aren't we?" said Kathrine as she squeezed Steven's hand as they introduced themselves. 

Later after the underground journey, as Steven struggled to remove the coveralls, Ludwig, 
the guide ς who had just taken a two euro coin from an American ς came to Steven and said 
"I'll take you to your car, or did you come by bus?" 

Outside Ludwig led the pair to a bench, sat down between them and said "When I heard you 
speaking of Vril; the hollow earth and the Nazi times; I thought of my father. His brother ς 
my uncle ς is lonely and maybe a little mad." 
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Leaving his sentence unfinished 
Ludwig stood, faced the pair and 
said "Give me your camera; LΩƭƭ 
take another photo." 

Steven and Kathrine looked at 
each other as Ludwig returned to 
the narrow space between the 
couple. 

Kathrine said "Go on don't be 
embarrassed." 

Ludwig turned to Kathrine "You 
are Chinese, or Japanese ς not 
Korean?" 

"I'm Chinese, why?" 

Ϧaȅ ǳƴŎƭŜ ƭƛƪŜǎ /ƘƛƴŜǎŜΤ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 
another reason I am talking to 
you." Ludwig then asked Steven 
"Do you have time to visit my 
uncle? He likes to talk to people 
about Vril. His English is good; he 
has been to America and lived 
there with a Chinese girl before 
she was killed. Since then he has 
been thinking about Vril, it's all he 
wants to talk about." 

Steven watched a group of tourists walking past, carrying mine entry tickets; they were 
probably Russians; "Yes I'm very interested in Vril and would like learn more. But why did 
you ask if Kathrine is Chinese?" 

Ludwig, sensing that his plea was nearly won, said "It's because my uncle has this thing 
about Chinese women. Don't worry; it will be easy and safe. You can meet him at the railway 
station. And he really does know a lot about Vril. My grandfather worked on it for the 
Germans; and uncle went with him to America after the war. Since the love of his life died ς 
it was a tragic death ς he came back and lives at Bad Aussee. His life is simple and boring. If 
you listen to him it will learn a lot." 

Kathrine asked, "A Chinese wife, how did she get killed?" 

"Oh, a car accident, they happen ς you know." 

Steven and Kathrine looked at ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜȅ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΦ Ϧ²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ 
{ǘŜǾŜƴΦ άTell us about yourself. And you don't have any idea who we are." 

Ϧ¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴϥǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΤ L ǎŜŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΤ LΩǾŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŦŜŜƭ ŦƻǊ ƪƛƴŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ" said Ludwig. "I'm 
Ludwig von Reichmann; and my uncle is Wilhelm; he is now 73 and lives alone. He likes 
trains so please meet him at the railway station. It is near, here." 

Steven cut into the flow of Ludwig's words "How many people have you sent to him?" 

"I haven't counted" said Ludwig. "This is your adventure, your possibility. The last was about 
three months ago; an Englishman like you." 

Was he also interested in Vril?" asked Steven. 




























































































































































































